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HEAVIER THE CROSS.

Heavier the cross, the neater Heaven ;
No cross without, oo (iod within—

Death, judgment, lrom the heart are driven 
Amid the world's false glare and din.

O, happy be with all his loss.
Whom God hath set beneath the cross.

Heavier the cross, the better Christian ;
This is the touchstone God applies.

How many a garden would be wasteing, 
Unwept by showers from weeping eyes !

The gold by tire is purified ;
The Christian is by trouble tfied.

Heavier, the cross the stronger faith ;
The loaded palm strikes deeper root ;

The vine jucie sweetly issuetb
When men have pressed the clustered fruit ; 

And courage grows where dangers come.
Like pearls beneath the salt sea loam.

Heavier the cross, the heartier prayer ;
The bruised reeds most fragrant are ;

It sky and wind were always fair.
The sailor would not watch the star;

And David's psalms bad ne’er been sung,
It grid bis heart had never wrung.

Heavier the cross the more aspiring ;
From vales we climb to mountain crest ;

The pilgrim of the desert tiring 
Longs for the Caanan of his rest ;

The dove has here no rest in sight.
And to the ark she wings be£ flight.

Heavier the cross, the easier dying,
Death is a friendlier lace to see 

To life’s decay one bids duly ing.
From life’s distress then one is tree.

The cross sublimely lilts our faith 
To Him who tiiempbed over death.

Thou crucified ! the cross I carry",
Toe longer may it dearer be ;

And lest I taint while here I tarry,
Implant thou such a heart in me 

That faith, hope, love inay flourish there,
TiU for the cross my crown I wear.

—From the Uennam.

wife, saying, " Last night I walked the streets j And now shall we not trust him ? Is be not indebted than to the boy who went away from more in bouses, furniture, equippage. etc., than philosophical or technical language—what he 
of New-York with Jesus.” His conceptions faithful that hath promised, and will be not do me before the world had touched him with a incomes warrant, and so steadily exhauseing
and statements of the doctrine of entire sancti- it? Do we not show that we have no faith in 
fication were clear, lively, and impressive, j Jesus by our continual frettings and raurraur- 
Those who were present at the Halsey-street ! ings ? Let us trust him with everythin*;, and 
church, Newark, N. J., when be gave his last | for everything. There is no temptation but

ALFRED COUKMAN.

Il Y TIIK KKV. It. VANHORN*.

There are no books so interesting and pro
fitable, to the mass of Christian rtaders, as 
well-written religious biographies. Example 
is more forcible, because more intelligible than 
precept. The grace of God is more likely to be 
magnified and desired when it shines forth in a 
beautiful and useful life then when it comes to 
us in propositions, or even' 14 testimonies.” 
And the more marked and successful the ac
tivities, and the more clear and deep the ex
periences of the subject, the deeper will be our 
interest in the account, and the stronger our 
desires to emu la; j his attainments. A well- 
written biographical narrative of common 
acUievemeuts may be read with patience, per
haps even with pleasure, to the end ; but while 
we retain a healthy consciousness of our capac
ity for pure and deep religious feeling and a 
hungering and thirsting to realize it, our hearts 
are sure to be most deeply stirred when we 
read the evidences of its fullest attainment and 
satisfaction in the experience of others. 44 En
tering into the holiest by the blood of Jesus ” 
bas the greatest charm lor us when we see 
others standing within, and reflecting the light 
of the glory vi the divine presence.

Seldom, indeed, is a life so replete with in
terest, so beautiful with holiness, and so 
generally worthy of our study and imitation, 
presented to the comteroplation of society, as 
that of Alfred Cookman. It was as well 
rounded and evenly balanced as an orb in its 
sphere, and tor that very reason embraced cer-, 
tain well-developed traits of excellence which 
sometimes are almost or wholly wanting in 
characters less complete or lives more eccentric.

It is not beneath the subject to say that be ; 
was a most dutilul and affectionate sbn and 
brother. Bereft of his father at a perilous 
age, he yielded himself wholly to the inlluence 
and control of his widowed mother ; and to the 
latest hour of his noble lile, not only honoured 
and reverenced her, but took pleasure in as
suring her of his love and gratitude in language 
unusual indeed, but tender and touching. Hi» 
letter to bet on an occasion in her recover) 
from sickness is a page in bis history which it is 
impossible to read without tears. The same 
affection and frankness appear in all his corres
pondence with his sister and brothers. In bis 
own immediate home he was more than affec
tionate, be was fond : deeply religious, and 
yet so cheerful that his soul seemed lull of sun 
shine and song. It the spirit which breaths in 
his frequent lcters to his wife and children 
warmed every husband and larther’s heart, 
the combined homes ot men would restore 
Eden to our earth. His deep piety and great 
faithfulness in the ministry made him success
ful, wherever he went, in winning souls for 
Christ. Many ot his charges, while among the 
wealthiest in our Connect ion, were in some re
spect* among the modi difficult ones. But a» 
a wise inaster-builder, he always began at the 
foundation, laboring, first of all, to quicken 
the religious life ol the Church, and to lift her 
to a plane of greater purity and power. The 
devout spirit he breathed among them became 
contagious, and when Zion arose and shone, 
many were drawn to her standard and her 
Saviour by the brightm ss ot her rising. This 
career may be traced by the marks which every 
Gospel minister should leave behind him, the 
increase of the Church and the deepening ol 
her piety.

But the great charm and power of Alfred 
Cook man’s life is its saintliness. He gave in 
his own example the best illustration and com
mendation ofC’hristion purity. His complete 
and unswerving consecration to God was mani
fest in every place. He had a taste for the 
beautiful, but a passion for the pure and good 
The brighest landscapes, the costliest architec
ture, the richest churches, and the most lasci 
Dating society were all alike powerless to in
terrupt his constant “ fellowship with the 
Father and with his Son Jesus Christ.” He 
went to New-York in advance of his family, 
when he received his appointment to the Cen
tral church in that city, and wrote back to his

public testimony on this subject, will not soon 
forget the richness and ripeness of his ex peri 
ence, or the feeling which glowed in his 
countenance and thrilled in his sentences, 
warming and stirring our hearts, while he re
lated it. The biography of Fletcher has kindled 
a desire for holiness in many a reader, and no 
Christian can arise from the persual of the life 
of f’ookroao without being aroused with a de
sire and a purpose for a more entire consecra
tion to God, and a more thorough washing in 
“ the blood of the Lamb.” A ministerial 
friend who has just finished the book, said, 
“ It has greatly exalted roy views of the doc
trine and experience of personal holiness.” 
His gratification and devout gratitude in bis 
last illness, that he bad preached and enjoyed a 
full salvation and had presented Jesus as a 
perfect Saviour, will lead many a preacher 
who reads it to serious questioning of his heart 
touching his own fidelity and sttaininents. 
Well did the old colouied woman in Wilmiiig- 
ton, when she heard at bis death, exclaim, 
“ Dat roan gone straight to glory.”

That part ol the narrative relating to his 
father and grandfather is by no means lacking 
in interest. The missionary spirit which 
prompted his father, the Bev. George Cook- 
man, to a»k for an appointment to Africa ; his 
brilliant career as a pulpit and platform 
orator ; the rapid growth of his popularity 
which culminated in bis election to the chap
laincy of the United States Senate ; his faithful
ness in the Gospel at Washington, bringing 
awakened senators to his house to inquire what 
they must do to be saved and to ask his pray
ers ; and, long afterward, when Alfred had en
tered the ministry, how he visited bis grand
father in England, when an honoured member 
of the Wesleyan Connection and Mayor of 
the city of Hull ; the pleasure and, perhaps, 
family pride, experienced on the occcasion by 
both parties—the young American in finding 
kis grandsire enjoying the emoluments and 
honours ol British office, and the Christian 
Mayor in the piety and talents of his grand 
son, and in the popular applause he received 
from the crowded audieuces which followed 
him wherever it was known he was to preach— 
all this related in an entertaining and most 
instructive narrative.

He who writes the life of a good man con
tributes to one ot the most effective moral 
forces of society ; and while we magnify the 
grace of God in that good life, we owe a debt 
of gratitude to him who was directed and en
dowed to embalm it in history for the benefit 
of the world. Such a debt we owe to R-3V. U. 

B. Hidgaway, 1)1)., the author of the life of 
Alfred Cookman.—New York Methodist.

be will overcome it tor you ; no grief but he 
will bear it with you. O, the peace and com
fort of putting all things in bis care, the past are ! 
and the future, and living in the one day at a 
time that He sends us ! Nothing that concerns 
us can ever be indifferent to him. Let us trust 1 trust

stain. The key that shut him in the tomb was tbeir resources and crippling their business, 
the only key that could unlock my heart, and What is true ot these, is true ot people below 
lei in among its empathies the world ot eor- them as to income. The lawyer of moderate 
rowing men and women who mourn because practice, the merchant of limited means, the 
their little ones are not. small store keeper, the cLrk, the teacher, ti e

1 The little graves—alas ! how many there artisan—all are living in comparative vxtrava- 
The mourners above them bow vast the gar ce, and nearlv all spending wer> thing they

knew to he right—be would have been 
■ sound a philosopher as be was a sound- 
hearted and honest Christian. (Applause.) 
Vs an illustration of tins, he might just say, 

that walking ou the deck ot a steamer going to 
Hull, on a bright frosty morning, when all na
ture seemed glad, and ever»body’s spirits be
came elastic—the very antipodes ot su* h a day

multitude ! Brothers, sisters, I am 
you. I press your hands, I weep 

itb you, I belong to you.

one with make—loo,many more than tbev make—and so as they had had in Newcastle that day
ith you. 

Those wax-
while, and ail the

in the Lord.

TRUST IN THE LORD.

BY JOHN C. INHUMAN.

The one great lesson that God would have 
his children learn is that ot trusting him. Next 
to the gracious invitation to come unto him, 
nothing is more strongly urged upon us than 
the exhortation, 4 Trust in the Lord.’ TbiY 
exhortation is ever being presented to us 
coupled with sweet promises of encouragement 
and cheer. Of these the Scriptures are full.

They breathe in the prophecies, murmur in 
the narratives, whisper in the promises, sup- 
plicate in the prayers, sparkle in the poetry, 
and resound in the songs,1 from beginning to 
end. No offering that we can bring is so plea
sing and acceptable to God as a loving, trust
ing heart. And yet no lesson seems so hard 
for us to learn as to trust him at all times and 
under all circumstances. While fortune smiles 
upon our efforts, and the sunshine of prosper
ity makes glad our hearts, we are disposed, in 
return for that love and condescension where
with he has blessed us, to trust in the Lord. 
But when the clouds of misfortune begin to 
lower, and the waves of adversity wit across 
our pathway, then the smiling faces give way 
to the troubled look, which bespeaks the doubts 
and fears within.

It is an easy mailer to trust in the Lord when 
all things go well with us. But why not trust 
him under adverse circumstances as well ? Is 
be not able to keep that which you have intrust
ed to him? Have you not consecrated to him 
ill that you have and are, and may become ? 
If you have done this, your consecration is 
omplete. The difficulty then must lie in your 

want of faith.
Let us examine ourselves, and see whether 

we be in the faith.1 You may be in trouble in 
regard to your business affiirs ; financial disas
ter may be staring you in the lace ; and the 
property which you have consecrated to God, 
for your good may be taken from you. But 
God thought of your case when he said, ‘ He 
shall not be afraid of evil tidings ; bis heart is 
fixed, trusting in the Lord.’ Are you kept at 
home by the multiplicity of household duties, 
and weighed down by trouble and perplexities 
that seem to crush you ? It so, east all your care 
upon Jesus, your burden-bearer, and claim by 
taith the promise he has left you : ‘ Thou wilt 
keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is stayed 
on thee, because he trusteth in thee.1 Perhaps 
you are in affliction. The house of rejoicing 
has been turned into one of mourning by the 
death ot a loved one. You, too, arc remem
bered in the promise, 4 The Lord redeemeth the 
soul of bis servants, and none of them that 
trusteth in him shall be desolate and if you 
claim this by faith, you will then say with 
David : 4 Now be is dead, wherefore should I 
fast ? Can I bring him back again ? 1 shall 
go to him, but he shall not return unto me.1 
Poverty, or its twin-sister, anxiety for the per
petual question ot the day's or morrow’s bodily 
supplies, may be your concern. All such are 
exhorted to 4 trust in the Lord, and do good \ 
so shall thou dwell in the land, and verily thou 
shall be fed.1 And you who are in heaviness 
under manifold temptations, take courage. 
4 Weeping miy endure for a night, but joy 
cometh in the morning.’ A way will be made 
for your escape ; walk ye in k. 4 If any one 
walk in darkness and have no light, let him 
trust in the name of his Lord, and stay upon 
bis God.1

HOW TO MAKE THE TEARS COME.

4 Katie, what are you doing P1
4 Heading, mamma.’
* Well I wish you would help me a little.1
Katie laid down her book, and went to her 

mother. She was only nine years old, but she 
was a great comfort to her mother, with her 
rosy, happy face and willing little hands and 
feet. She found her mother now looking tired 
and the baby she was holding, crying with all 
its might.

4 Are you sick, mamma ?1 she asked,
4 My head aches dreadfu'ly, and the baby is 

so cross. Can you warm some milk for bis 
bottle, and then go and see what has become 
of the children ? They’ll be sure to get into 
mischief if they’re left with Bridget long.’

Katie brought the warm milk, wet a cloth it* 
cold water for her mother’s head, and then ran 
down into the kitchen. There she found her 
little sister Georgie, sailing etiips in the water- 
pail, while baby Gretta sat oo the floor in the 
pantry, sucking the cork of the molasses jug.

4 Come, Georgie and Gretta, 1 want yt*i,’ 
said Katie. ‘ Mamma says we may go and sit 
in the parlor all by ourselves, and 1 will read 
you a story.’

The children were always ready to go with 
Katie, and it was really quite a tw at tor them 
to get in the beat parlor. So Katie washed 
their faces and hands, and away they went full 
of glee.

For a while they amused themselves by look
ing at the pictures and all the pretty things 
about the room. Then Katie drew two has
socks into the bay-window lor the children to 
sit on. and wheeled her own little easy chair 
up in front of them.

4 Now,1 said she, 4 I’m going to read you a 
story. It is about a beautiful queen who had 
her head cut off.’

* Wid do scissors ?’ put in Gretta, anxious-
•y-

* No, indeed,’Mid Katie. ‘ They did it 
with s—with a—with some kind ol a machine.

* Sewing machine ?’ remarked Georgie.
“ Of course not,’ said Katie, indignantly.
* Her name was Mary Queeii of Scotts, and 

her cousin wanted to kill her, and be queen 
herself. Now, keep still, and I’ll read bow 
they did it.’

So Katie began to read. She was greatly 
interested in the book, and bad read it over 
and over again. Hut it was too bard for the 
little ones to understand very well, and she 
was greatly surprised to find that they bad not 
even shed a tear at the most affecting part.

Georgie was peeping out ol the window, 
and Gretta was playing with the curtain tassils.

* Why, girla !” cried Katie, ‘ Don't yon care 
a bit ? I should think you’d feel bad enough 
to cry !’

* What about ? asked Georgie, innocently.
10 dear !’ said Katie. * I’ll begin back

again, and when I come to the place for you 
to begin to feel bad. I’ll look up, the children 
tried tbeir beat to feel badly, but they couldn’t.

Georgia even giggled behind her apron, and 
Gretta suggested that Katie should cut their 
necks a little, just a little bit.

I’ll tell yon what we’ll do P exclaimed 
Katie. ‘ Sit still till I come back,’

In a minute she came back with two small 
onions, which she told the children to hold in 
their handkerchiefs. • When I say • Now,’ 
Mid she, • you can rub them on your eyes.’

The little ones waited anxiously lor the word 
and then rubbed tbeir eyes with a will. Poor 
little Gretta, in her zeal, tumbled off her has
sock. And the tears ! O yes, there were plen
ty ol them, to Katie's great dismay.

First came onion tears, and, directly after, 
real ones. How the poor little red eyes ached ! 
It took Katie a long time to comlort the child
ren ; but, by tea-time, they were as gay as 
ever. Katie thought she would never try onion 
tears again.— Youth's Companion.

on the strain ai.d rack ail the 
while in danger ot disaster.

It is impossible for such a state ol things to 
remain permanent. The time is not tar dis'anl 
when the fruit of all this must come ; and the 
fruit will be very bitter. What we want as a

: en, folded hands, that still breast, so often 
pressed to our own ; those sleep bound eyes 
which have been so lull of love and life ; that 
sweet, unmoving, alabaster face,—ah ! we
Lave all looked upon them, »»d they have unde i, individual independence. honesty

I ua olie> an<* made us better. There is no foun- aiHj courage to maintain that style. We must 
tain which the angel of healing troubles with not consult our neighbor’s style of furniture 
his restless and life-giving wings so constant- wben we ^ up house keeping. Vut 
ly as the fountain of tears ; and only those too antj income. Anything hut this will prove a 
lame and bruised to bathe, miss the blessed jataj mi»take.

(Uugbter)—Simmy Huk said to somebody 
who wa- walking up and down the deck— 
** X es, bles> the Lord, it is a tine day, many 
an evidence wiil be cleared up to-day." Yes, 
there was some philosophy in that, 
who understood how depressing was the 
ence ol morbid surroundings upon the personal 
taith of timid and weak hearted Christians

clergy and faithful of one ol the Christian de
nominations can be introduced actively to assist 
enemies ol ail law., but it certainly is mv mis
sion to protect the internal peace, and pre
serve the authority of the laws, in the States 
whose Government lias been intrusted to me 
by God. 1 am conscious that 1 owe hereafter 
an account ol the accomplishment of this, my 
kingly duty. 1 shall maintain order and law in 
my States against all attacks, as long as God 
gives me the power. 1 am in duty bound to 
do it as a Christian monarch, even when, to 
uty sorrow. I have to fulfill this royal duty 
agaist the servants ot a Church which l sup- 

Tbose pose acknowledges, no less than the Evange- 
intlu-1 lieel Church, that commandment, that obe 

I dienee to secular authority is an emanation ot 
! the revealed will of God.

would recognise ibe philosophy that prompted ( Man; ot the priests in Prussia subject to 
our purse S’*™1*1) understand how there was very often j your Holiness disown, to my regret, the Chris- 

a great deal in the morbid physicial infirmity | tian doctrine in his respect, and place my 
which depressed ffie taith. (Applause )

influence.’

GODS BEAUTIFUL CITY.

BV I>. T. TAYLOR,

Far, tar away, amid realms of light.
Hid deep in the azure beyond our sight.
Stands a beautiful city—so high and bright— 
Where is known no sorrow, nor death, nor 

night ;
Beautiful city !

O blest ! <) home ol God !
Whose streets by the leet ol the sinless are trod.

DEATH OF THE FIRST-BORN.

This beautiful extract, from Dr. Holland's 
new book, ‘ Arthur Bonnicastle,’ will be read 
with deep and tender interest by many whose 
experience it truthlully portrays:

• I stand in a darkened room before a little 
casket that holds the silent torm of my first
born. My arm is around, the wile and mother, 
who weeps over the lost treasure, and can not, 
till tears have tbeir way, be comforted. I bad 
not thought that my child could die—that my 
child could die. I knew that other children 
bad died, but I felt sale. We lay the little 
tellow close beside his grsndlatber at last ; we 
strew bis grave with flowers, and then return 
to our saddened home with Learts united in 
sorrow as they bad never been united in joy, 
and with sympathies lorever opened toward 
all who are called to a kindred grief. I won
der where be is to-day, in what mature angel
hood he stands, bow be will look when I meet 
him, bow be will make himself known to me, 
who has been bis teacher ! He was like me : 
will bis grandfather know him ? I never can 
cease thinking of him as cared for and led by 
the Mme hand to which my own youthful fingers 
c'ung, and as bearing from the food lips of my 
own lather the story ol his lather’s eventiol life. 
I feel bow wonderful Um been the ministry of 
my children—how much more I have learned 
from them than they have ever learned from 
me—how by boldig my own strong lile in sweet 
subordination to tbeir helplessness, they have 
taught me patience, soil-sacrifice, sell-control, 
truthtulness, faith, simplicity, and purity.

* Ab ’ this taking to one's arms a little group 
ol souls, fresh lrom the hand of God, and liv
ing with them in loving companionship through 
all their stainless years, is, or ought to be, 
like living in heaven, for of such is the heaven
ly kingdom. To no one ol these am I more

They roam through the gardens ol endless 
spring ;

They crowd all the portals on rushing wing ; 
While the echoing domes ol the palace ring 
With the hymns of the angels that shout and 

•ing.
Beautiful city !

Hark ! hark again tbe angelic strain.
As gleams through the crystal that burnished 

train. |

There tbe lile-fircs brighten, and burn and roll 
Over diamonds that sparkle, o'er sands ol gold ; 
Where to breathe tbe sweet air yields a bliss 

untold.
And tbe dwellers immortal will never grow old. 

lleautilul city !
Bright cipital, where saints will dwell,
We pierce the skies with longing eyes,

And yearn to inherit tbe golden prize.

It is Mid that the King, in his power snblime. 
When the last sands drop lrom the glass of time. 
And cur world shall be robed in her Eden 

prime.
Will bring down that city to gladden earth’s 

clime.
Beautiful eity-t

Bright capital, where saints will dwell.
And reign on tbe throne with Immanuel.

As jewels flash on tbe brow of a queen,
As tbe jasper and ruby in crowns are seen, 
God's city, wrapped in its silver sheen,
Will be set like t gem in tie New Earth’s green ; 

Beautiful city !
City ol flowers and peaceful bowers !

Come down and illumine this dark world

I have beard in that city they wait lor me ;
That its gates stand open, wide and free ;
That tbe ransomed, tbe King in bis beauty 

shall see,
And live in his presence eternally.

Beautiful city !
In royal state blest mansions wait,

And beckon us in through tbe pearly gate.

I shall go where the summers will always bloom ; 
I shall walk no more amid trial and gloom ;
1 shall bid farewell lo tbe withering tomb ;
I shall deck my brow with the conqueror's 

plume.
Beautiful city !

Let us enter in, a crown to win !
Our words but halt tell ol tbe glory within.

-The prudent man lorseeth tbe evil and 1 not lel lbem- be urRed- Put s*mmX djwn 
hideth himself, but the simple pas. on and are " vulgar-vulgar though h« might be to a cer- 
punished ” 11,1,1 extent in tbe ordinary sense, but might

_________ j____________ God give rise to more such moral heroes.
(Applause.) They wanted them yet. (Re
newed applause ) There was need lor their 
existence and for their labour; and lie should

Do Government under the necessity, supported hy

titnrrat Wisrrtlany.
THE FRUIT OF EXTRAVAGANT 

LIVING.

A wealthy merchant ot New York is quoted 
as saying : * Sitting here at my desk I can leel 
the business pulse of the entire country. Our 
customers are in every State ot tbe Union and 
in all but two of the Territories. Times are 
now dull and bard, and depression exists every
where. Collections are slow because tbe peo
ple are unable to pay tbeir debts.

1 This slate ol things has been brought about 
by our extravagant habits as a people, and their 
sole and only remedy is in economy. It is one 
of tbe hardest things in the world for people 
to learn this matter of economy, when once 
they bave acquired expensive habits. But 
there is no other way out ot the present de
pression ot business. Nearly everything we 
consume is too high, considering the amount ol 
money in circulation and the retrenching and 
debt-paying policy ol the Government. More 
money, and expansion cl tbe currency, would 
afford us but tbe most fitful and temporary re
lief.

* We have got to get down to bed-rock econ
omy some time, and tbe sooner we look in tbe 
right direction lor tbe good or evil of bsrd 
times, and put our own houses in order, the 
better.—Suppose the Western tanners were to 
practice the same economy which ruled their 
actions during the years 1858, 1859, and 1860, 
there is hardly a county in your great produc
tive West in which good limes would not pre
vail in less than six months. There is, io tact, 
no cIms of people in the nation which is not 
•pending too much money ; a ad until we have 
retrenchment and economy among the people 
we cannot ultimately hope lor any better times.’

Tbe truth of this every man ol common sense 
and common observation deplores ; yet lew 
have the courage and sell-denial to 1 put their 
houses in order,’ and prepare for the coming- 
down time that is surely approaching. It is 
better to step down than to fall down ; to leave 
a house that is crumbling rather than remain 
until involved in its ruin ; to take the lessons ot 
prudence instead of tbe lessons of disaster.

With tbe exception of a few men of very 
large fortunes, what are known as our well to- 
do people, are, in nine out of ten cases, living 
in great extravagance—that is, spending tar

SAMMY HICK, THE VILLAGE BLACK
SMITH.

The Rev. W. O. Simpson, ol Bradford, lec
tured in the Baptist Chapel, Rye hill, New
castle, on Thursday evening, Oct. 2, on 
" Sammy Hick, the Village Blacksmith.’*"The 
Rev. Dr. l’unsbon occupied the chair. There 
wm a large congregation, the commodious 
chapel being filled in every part. The pro
ceeds of tbe lecture were io aid ol tbe fund lor 
the erection of the new Wesleyan Chapel in 
Elswick-road. The rev. chairman, who was 
heartily received, introduced the lecturer, re 
marking that it was a good thing that a York
shire man should pay at tbe beginning for a 
lecture that was to be delivered by a York- 
shireman upon a Yorkxhireman, with a York- 
sbireman in tbe chair. (Laughter). Tbe lec
turer said Sammy was born at Abertord, in 
Yorkshire, on the 20th September, 1758, and 
was one of thirteen children. He was not 
favoured with any education whatever, and it 
was not until be became converted that be made 
some little attempts even at learniug lo read 
and write. At the age of 11 he was apprentic
ed to a blacksmith at Uealaugb, near Tad- 
caster. On attaining bis majority his lather 
managed to set him up in the lxr-famed village 
ot Mickleford, and io this he married and con
tinued to reside tor very many years. It was 
here, through the influence ol a godly woman, 
that he first became assured that his sins would 
be forgiven him ; and it was here also, at the 
age ol 36 years, that he became as clearly 
satisfied of tbe sanctification of bis nature. 
Sammy was converted in 1790 ; be Mid good
bye to tbe hammer and anvil in 1826 ; and in 
1829 he died ; so that, over a period of 39 
years, they bad him laboring in his good and 
earnest way lor tbe spread of Christian truth. 
Having described the quaint figure aud garb ol 
the scrupulously clean old man, the lecturer 
proceeded to say that his language bad all tbe 
peculiarities of the West Riding—a sort of 
•tenograhic style, in which all words were 
shortened wherever they possibly could, and 
where the definite article was discarded as be
ing altogether a waste ol breath. (Laughter.) 
Then again, owing to bis extraordinary pro
nunciation, there was a deal of mystery in his 
elocution ; and, on one occasion, a Londoner, 
who bad been a witness ol bis vigour end 
earnestness, Mid, “ Ab, God bless you, my 
good Yorkshlreman ! I have been blessed 
under your ministry, though I could scarcely 
understand a word you said.” But as tbe 
good blacksmith at once replied, “ Nivver 
heed, nivver heed ; if thou oobbut gits blist,” 
bis admirer would probably be as hardly fixed 

he was before. (Laughter.) While re
viewing the life ol such a man, there might be 
some who would ask if the Wesleyan ism of to
day could find room for bis equal if he now 
demanded admission lo her pulpits. The only 
snswer to such a query must be, “ Yes, only 
give us the man, for the man is the main ele
ment in tbe calculation.” (Applause.) The 
lecturer then went on to notice the fortitude and 
courage of the hero, and his great tenderness 
of feeling ; while, as to his character, it could 
tairly be said tlut he was pious, zealous, 
honest, upright, pure, and good. But, in ad
dition, to this, be bad a strong conscientious
ness which made him different to most other 
men. He was a child in casuistry, a boy might 
have been so coached up as to beat him in 
etcbics ; but nobody could for a moment con
found bis conscience. This came out in his 
peculiar views of integrity. He bated every
thing like cant and insincerity, and his devout
ness was beyond all question ; but still, il 
any other man without such a firm faith in bis 
religion was now to attempt the perlormance 
of a similar work, he would doobtless be scout
ed down as an odious piece of impertinence, 
and frowned upon for his vulgarity, ft was 
his usefulness in little things, however, which 
constituted the grand feature ol Sammy’s lite. 
He was especially tond cf prayer-meetings, 
with which be did a good work ; and although 
he had only one idea, the happiness of religion, 
through tbe forgiveness of sins, he always 
made himself attractive and impressive to his 
rustic hearers, and expounded bis simple Gos
pel io a way which could not fail to carry con
viction to the hearts ot all.—The lecture 
abounded with annecdotes, both humorous and 
pathetic, and was listened to with the most 
marked attention throughout—The Rev. 
Joseph Bush moved, and Mr. E. Richardson 
seconded, a vote ot thanks to the lecturer, 
which was carried by acclamation.—Mr. Simp
son having briefly responded, a hearty vote ol 
ihanks was accorded to Dr. Punshon on the 
motion ol Mr. W. II. Stephenson.—Tbe rev. 
chairman, in returning thanks, said be had 
been edified and interested, and bad profited 
also by the lecture ; and trusted hy the 
blessing of God, the fruit ol the profiting 
would appear in his own future ministry. 
(Applsuse.) He would not have them go 
away with the idea that Sammy Hick was 
destitute not only of shrewd sense, but of 
something very like philosophy. Sammy Hick 
bad been taught by the power of the Divine

be ashamed of bimsell and of bis Church— he 
had never been ashamed ol his Church, but he 
had ot himself many a time—he should be as
hamed ol his Church, he repealed, if the sphere 
for him should be wanting. Thank God, there 
was room lor any kind of labour, tor every 
diversity of government, so long as they bad 
tbe administration and supremacy of the One 
Spirit over all. (Applause.) Alter the sing
ing of the Doxology and the prone uncing ol 
the Benediction, the assemblage dispersed.

ANECDOTES OF FATHER TAYLOR.

Sometimes Father Taylor's mirthfulness led 
him to use expressions that seem out of place 
wben repeated in cold blood, and especially 
wben printed. But in the warmth ol a good 
prayer-meeting, nothing seemed out ol place 
that was seasoned with the love of man. Smiles 
and tears were wonderfully mingled at the 
altar. A Mr. Snow not being very warm ii 
bis talk, the old father groans out, ‘ O Lord 
melt that snow.’ A colored brother, who 
speaking ardently, drew out of him tbe re
sponse, * There is rain in that cloud.’ A man 
by the name of Wood, who was not noted for 
bis warmth in his talks, drew lrom Father Tay
lor the briel prayer, ‘ U Lord set tire to that 
Wood.’ An old German, saying he no more 
doubted his acceptance with God than that the 
sun shone at noon day on a cloudless sky, the 
old veteran exclaims, * Bring your Harvard 
learned ones to this man, and let them learn 
true theology. ’

THE POPE AND THE EMPEROR.

The lollowing two letters recently passed 
between the Emperor ol Germany and the 
Pope. Tbeir contents were briefly stated by 
cable a few days ago :

Vatican, August 7, 1873,
Yocn Majesty,—Measures which have 

been adopted by youfr Majesty’s Government, 
for some time past, all aim more and more at 
the destruction of Catholicism. When I 
seriously ponder over the causes which may 
have led to these very hard measures, I confess 
that I am unable to discover any reasons for 
such a course. Oo the other band, I am in
formed that your Majesty does not counte
nance the proceedings ol your Government, 
and does not approve tbe harshness ol the 
meMures adopted agaiust the Catholic religion. 
II then it be true that your majesty does not 
approve thereof—(aud the letters which your 
august Majesty hM addressed to me formerly 
might sufficiently demonstrate that you can not 
approve that which is now occurring,—if, I say, 
your majesty does not approve ol your Go
vernment continuing in the path it has chosen 
ol farther extending its rigorous measures 
against the religion of Jesus Christ, whereby 
tbe latter is most injuriously affected, will your 
Majesty then not become convinced that these 
meMures have no other effect than that ot un
dermining your Majesty’s own throne ? 1 speak 
with frankness, for my banner is truth. I 
speak in order to fulfill one of my duties, 
which consists in telling the truth to all, even 
to those who are not Catholics ; lor every one 
who lus been baptized belongs in some way or 
other (which to define more precisely would be 
here out ol place,)—belongs, I say to lbe 
Pope.

“ I cherish the conviction that your Majesty 
will receive my observations wiUi your usual 
goodness, and will adopt me Mures necessary 
in the present case. While offering to your 
most gracious Majesty the expression ol my 
devotion and esteem, I pray to God that he 
may enfold your Majesty and myselfin one and 
the same bond of mercy. Pio.

The Emperor replied as follows :
Berlin, September 3, 1873.

I am glad your Holiness has, as in lormer 
times, done the honour to write to me. I re
joice more at this, since an opportunity is 
thereby afforded me ol correcting errors which, 
as appears from the contents of the letter of 
your Holiness of tbe 7th of August, must have 
occurred in the communication you have receiv
ed relating to German affairs. It the reports 
which are made to your Holiness respecting 
German questions only stated tbe truth, it 
would not be possible for your Holiness to 
entertain the supposition that my Government 
enters upon a path which I do not approve. 
According to the Constitution of my States, 
such a case can not happen, since the laws 
and Government measures in Prussia require 
my consent as sovereign. To my deep sorrow, 
a portion of my Catholic subjects have organiz
ed for the past two years a political party, 
which endeavors to disturb, by intrigues hostile 
to the State, tbe religious peace which has ex
isted in Prussia for centuries. Leading Catho
lic priests have unfortunately not only approv- 
tbis movement, but joined in it to the extent 
ol open revolt against existing laws. It will 
not have escaped the observation of yoor Holi
ness that similar indications manifest themselves

the great majority ol my loyal Catholic and 
Evangelical subjects, ol extorting obedience to 
the law by worldly means. I willingly enter
tain tbe hope that your Holiness, upon being 
informed of the true position of affairs, will 
use your authority to put an end to the agita
tion carried on amid the deplorable distortion 
of truth and abuse of priestly authority. The 
religion of Jesus Christ has, as 1 attest to your 
Holiness before God, nothing to do with these 
intrigues, any more than has Truth, to whose 
banner, invoked by your Holiness. I unreserv
edly subscribe.

Tlieie is one more expression in tbe letter 
ol your Holiness which 1 can not pass over 
without contradiction, although it is not based 
upon previous information, but upon a belief 
of yon Holiness ; namely, the expression that 
every one that has received baptism belongs 
to tbe Pope. Tbe Evangelical creed which, as 
must be known to your Holiness, 1, like, my 
ancestors aud the majority ot my subjects, 
proless, docs not permit us to accept in our re
lations to God any other mediator than our 
Lord Jesus Christ. A difference of belief dpes 
not prevent me lrom living in peace with those 
who do not share mine, and offering your Holi
ness the expression ol tny personal devotion 
and esteem.

William.

Tbe ImI personal gossip about the way ol 
life of 1’ope Pius IX., who hM just entered ou 
the twenty-eighth year of his pontificate, is, that 
his health is so lully restored at to enable him 
to restnfae his usual food and exercise. He 
rises it half past five o’clock, makes his toilet, 
which includes much shampooing ; next follows 
mass ; after a simple collation ol coffee, with 
four bits of tuMted bread : then an ordinary 
audience ; then a short walk in tbe garden ; 
at noon another audience ; at ball past one i-.m. 
dinner, as simply served as its dishes are plain ; 
a meat roup of rice and herbs, a bit of lato— 
that is, the beef or chicken of which the soup 
is made ; then follows a small dish at friiko o 
arrosto—fry or roMt—a favorite Italian dish. 
No Roman dinner is complete without it; it ia 
made of brains, bits ol bread, and young 
cucumbers and carrots sliced into thic strips, 
all fried crisply, with a rich amber color, in 
lard. It is not bad after you get used to it. 
During all this dinner tbe Pope drinks only half 
a glass of wine. He was never in kis younger 
days a wine-drinker, and now eschews all 
nicety about kis wine.

Some years ago, when he first began to drink 
wine at dinner, according to medical orders, he 
observed that every day a Irish bottle wm 
opened for his use. Then be ordered the wiae 
ol the country to be served to him, as it could 
be bought on draught. Tre Cannelle was select
ed, and M he cannot drink a muio foglitUo 
(a gobletful), the smallest quantity sold, he 
hM this divided into little flasks, a few drops ol 
olive-oil poured on the wine, a wad of cotton 
for cork ; then it is fresh for a day or two. 
Alter dinner his Holiness reposes for three 
quarters of an hour in a poliront, or arm-chair. 
Then he holds another ordinary audience, alter 
which he walks in tbe garden, in tbe gallery, or 
holds private conversations in thi Bibliotheca. 
Ave Maria, and prayers are followed by priv
ate audiences, at which affairs of the greatest 
moment are discussed. At half past ten o’clock 

lakes a soup. This is another excellent 
Italian custom. A little before midnight his 
Holiness goes to sleep.

Spirit, M very lew men in hie position had been at the present time in several European, and 
taught, the inner workings ol the human heart, in some transatlantic States. It is not my 
and ii he could only have expressed this in mission to investigate tbe causes by which the

Died at Truro, Nov. Ith, Ran Etc a H., wile 
ol Rev. John llowie, ot Shubenacadie, aged 
33 years. For a few weeks our sister hM been 
at her lather’s, suffering affliction, waiting lor 
her change. She became a partaker of God’s 
grace under tbe ministry of Rev. J. McMur- 
ray, and united with tbe church. Her profes
sion ol religion was consistent with tbe word ot 
God. Sbe adorned the doctrines ol her Saviour 
in her humble walk, in her home duties, and in 
the church. Eight years ago she wm married 
to Bro. Howie, and entered upon the duties of 

pastor's wife. In Florenceville, Gabarus, 
and Shubenacadie, she fulfilled all the require
ments ol home and of tbe church. A lew 
weeks ago sbe came to Truro, to be under the 
caro el her loving mother and sisters. lu 
her sickness she manifested no dismay in pros
pect ol death. Sbe calmly trusted the blood 
ol Christ to save, and to open heaven. Calmly 
and without a struggle she passiel away to rea
lize in its unfolded mystery the sublime, eter
nal announcement, •• I am the resurrection 
and the Lite.” / d-

*----7^-------
Died at Upper Clarence, on tbe 21st of Oc

tober, 1873, ol Typhoid Fever, Abigail, the be
loved wife ol R. Stone, Esq., late Collector 
ol II. M. Customs at tbe Fort of Wilmot, in 
tbe 07th year of her age. Tbe deceased wm a 
kind and affectionate wife and mother, and was 

consistent member lor forty years of tbe 
Methodist Church at Lawrebcetown. The de- 
ceased leaves a disconsolate husband, seven 
children, and a large connection ol relatives 
and triends, to mourn tbeir loss. Mrs. Stone's 
end wm peace ; a short time before she expired, 
sbe raised herself, and exclaimed in an audable 
voice, “ Fraise God.”—(The uilue» will please
copy.)
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