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An Evening Prayer.
I come to Thee to-night,
In my lone closet, where no eye can see,

And dare to crave an interview with Thee,
Father of love and light,

Sofily the moonbeams shine
On the still branches of the shadowy trees,
While all sweet sounds of evening on the breeze,
Steal through (he slumbering vine.

Thon gav'st the calm repose
That rests on all—the air, the bird, the flower,
The human spirit in its weary hour—

Now at the bright day's close,

'Tis Nature's (ime for prayer ;

The silent praises o' the glorious sky,

And the earth’s prizons profound and high,
To Heaven th-ir breathings bear,

With them my soul would bend,
In humble reverence at Thy holy throne,
Trusting the merits of Thy Son alone,
Thy sceptre tc extend.

If I this day hive striven,

smooth as if he had been in a happy Missi
onary Meeting; for he had a conscience
void of offence both toward God and man.
| He was not * buffeted for his faults,’ but cen-
sured for doing that which was matter of sa-
| cred duty.
« Having heard the entire case with pati-
ent attention, Sir Lancelot Shadwell, the

| Vice Chancellor, delivered judgment with

admirable precision, refusing the injunction
| for which Dr. W. and his party had applied,
and justifying ail that the District Meeting

| and the faithful Trustees had done in the
| case, as being in strict accordance with the !

{ rules and usages of the Connection, to which
| the Doctor and his friends were so solemnly
| pledged as defendants. At the same time,
| he animadverted upon the intemperance and
abusive language which Dr. W. had used in
his pamphlet, in respect of his brethren in

| the Ministry, who had felt it their duty to | er to the grave, the couviction ir my mind |
| oppose him in his devisive and revolutionary | becomes stronger, that they are *the truth |

proceedings ; reminding him ghat ¢ reviling’
|13 a sin which is expressly forbidden to
| Christian people

| ¢ In the morning of this eventful day Mr.
| Newton came to the Court from some place
| in the country, where he had preached the

bis appointment at Liverpool South, the Jast
of his Circuits. At the Newcastle Confe-
rence, he was much affected by the retire-
ment from official duties of his oldest and
most honoured friend. He writes to Mrs.
| Newton, “ You will see inthe Watchman an
account of Dr. Bunting's resignation of his
public office, as Secretary to the Wesleyan
Missionary Society, and of the acceptance of
" his resignation, moved by Mr. Farmer, and
seconded by your bnsband. The friends
say a scene like this they never witnessed.”
His own resignation of active duties soon
followed. At the Annual Meeting of the Li-
| verpool District, of which Dr. Newton was

the Chairman, when the usual question was

proposed, * Do all the brethren in this Dis-
trict believe and teach our doctrines?” his
'name was announced ; and he answered “ I
 know no change, except that, as ] draw near-

{as it is in Jesus. When the enquiry was
| made, “ Do any of the brethren in this Dis-
| trict becqme Supernumeraries at next Con-
| ference 7" the venerable Chairman rose from
| his seat ; a breathless silence ensued, and he
| said, “ My work is done. For more than

With Thy blest spitit, or bave bowed the knee | receding ‘evening ; andjwhenfthe judgment | balf a century I have been permitted to

To aught of earth it weak idolatry,
I pray to Le forgiven,
If in my heart has been
An unforgiving thot ght, or word, or look,
Though deep the m. lice which I scarce could
brook,
Wash me from this dark sin,

If T have turned away
From griet or sufler'ng which I might relieve,
Careless the * cup ot water” e'en to give,
Forgive me, Lord, 1 pray—

And teaeh me how to feel
My sinful wandering s with a deeper smart,
And more of mercy and of grace impart,
My sinfulness t) beal,

Father, my so'l would be
Pure as the drops of eve's unsullied dew ;
And as the stars whse nightly course is true,
So would I be to Thee,

- Nor for myselt alone,
Would 1 these blessiiigs of Thy love implore,
But for each peniter t the wide earth o'er,
Wkhom thou hist called Thine own,

And for my heart's best friends,

Whose steadfast kin iness o'er my painful years, | here were persons present from every State | up to the present time,
Has watched to soothe afiliction’s griefs and tears, | of the Union. It was thought that from ten | been content.’

* My warmest p-ayer ascends,
Should o’er their path decline !
The light of gladnes ), or of hope or health,
Re Thou their solac: and their joy and wealth,
As they have long been mine.

And One—O Father, guide
Lhe vouthiul travellor in the dangerous hour ;
Suve him from evil and temptation’s power,
And keep him near Thy side,

Watch o'er his couch to.night,
And draw him swee'ly by the cords of love
To blest communion with Thee, far above
Farth's withering cares and blight,

And now, O Father, take
The heart I cast witn bumble faith on Thee,
And cleanse its depths from each impurity,
For my Redee ner's sake,
—New York- Indepe:dent.

From the I ondon Watchman,

Life of the Rev. Robert Newton,

. U,
(Concluded.)

We now come to the first of some painful
passages in Mr. Newton's official life. Mr.
Jacksan bas in the course of his parrative to
trace the history of three calamitous agita-
tions and two disruptions, with which, seve-
rally, the names of J. R. Stephens, Dr.

Warren, and James Everett are primarily |

associated ; and though these names are not
found ou his pages. he relates the cases with
afair, dignified and impressive statement and
t'l‘.vmmcm—nr_\'.z}/}iuvh Robert Newton and

Thomas Jackson are here found speaking on |

those deplorable occurrences; we need not
say that their sentiments are identical ; and
vince it was impossible that the biographer
could overlook these cases, we are glad that

suck an account of them by the Professor of

Theology at Richiraond has been put on re-
cord, in & volume which is sure to be exten-
sively and permanently referred to in Me-
tbodism and beyoud. We enter not here
upon such matters, jest we should be involved
in an argument for which we have no space ;
but we may quote an account of how Sir.
Charles Wetherall and Mr.Newton appeared
together, in the Vice-Cbanceller’s Court, on
Dr. Warren's case :—

It was observed that the Counsel for the
plaintiff appeared to be instructed to treat
the character of some of the most esteemed
and venerated Ministers in the Wesleyan
body with sarcasm and invective, and to hold
them up to the Court as objects of distrust,
and even of reprobation. The Rev. Joseph
Thaylor, the President of the Conference,
Mr. Newton, the Cbairman of the Manches-
ter District, and Mr. Bunting, who was
known to be one of the ablest advocates'of the
Wesleyan discipline, and a wise ad\:iSer in
all cases of difficulty, all rpceived their shgre
of censure, and were severally compared wn.zh
some of the worst characters that _ﬁgured in
English history, Judge Jefferies in particu-
lar. In this speciesiof forensic rhetoric Sir
Charles Wetherell surpassed his b.reghrep.
This able lawyer, who was eccentric in his
habits, slovenly in his dress, and a high Tory

i politics, was retained to defend & low and
vulgar democracy in a Christian community,
and to show that a thorough contempt of all
rule and order is perfectly justifiable in a
man who has solemnly engaged himself to
uphold both ; and it may be readily conceiv-
ed that he found it much easier to utter
course jnvectives than to defend what he
eould not but feel to be * radically” wrong.
He was especially copious in his reflections
upon Mr. Newton, affecting not to know that
be was in the Court.
fore Sir Charles, looked him full in the face,
lifted up his noble head, and presented a face
% honest and as truly English as ever bap-
Pened in that or any other assembly. Not
& muscle of his face moved ; not a blush
Wose upon it ; and his brow was as calm and
—

The Lite of the Rev. Rossaz Xswrox, D. D., by Tuosas
Jamicx. London: John Mason, 1885. 8 YO. p,.'xtv.dﬂ-

1 titudes.

Mr. Newton sat be- |

! of the Viee-Chancellor had been given, and | serve Methodism ; but I feel that T must re- |

the Court was breaking up, his friends
| gathered round his as he retired with his
| great-coat on his arm, presenting tQ him their
! congratulations, and some of them invited
bim to their homes. His answer was, ‘1
[ thank you ! I thank you ! but I must be upon
the coach in a little while, having engaged to
preach in a distant town to-morrow morn-
ing.”
Happier pages are those in which Mr.
Jackson’s narrative recounts the part taken
| by Newton in the preparations for the Cen-
tenary year of Methodism, and follows him
| on his depntation to the United States, His
| first sermon in America was preached on the
{evening of the very day of bis landing at
| New York. By the peovle of the United
| States, as well Wesleyans as others, his re-
| ception was most generous and enthusiastic.
| At Baltimore, he preached in Monument-
square :— .
|+ About two-thirds of the square were fill-

| ed, and the windows of the houses crowded | lay friends in Newcastle-upon Tyne, and of |

| with hearers. Bishop Hedding and Dr.
i Bangs stood with him, one on the right hand,
| and the other on his left. Several members
| of the Government were there, among whom

| were Clay and Webster ; and, as the politi-

to twelve thousand persons heard the ser-
{ mon ; for jhis voice .extended to the limits
| of the crowd, and was sustained without
| failing fo the end of the service. The
vast assemblage behaved with the strictest
decorum. The text was, ¢ This is a faithful
| suying, and worthy of all acceptation, that
| Chsist Jesus came intp the world to save sin-
[ners.” (1 Tim. i 158~ Mr. Souter says
| that the einging was powerful and barmoni-
ous ; that the people listened with profound
attention to the discourse, which seemed to
rise in energy as the preacher advanced;

tears which rolled down the cheeks of mul-
Under that sermon three infidels
were convinced of the truth, and turned to
Christ in penitence and faith ; two of whom
became Ministers in the Methodist Church,
and the third an upright and useful member
in Baltimore.”

In the American Methodist Conference he
stood as the representative, on the part of
Britain, of the unity of Wesleyanism
throughout the world ; and was there receiv-
ed in a spirit which it yet thrills the heart of
an English Wesleyan to think of. Those
frienbly relations, cemented on our part by
the deputations of Dr. Newton and Dr. Dix-
on, have never been really interrupted or
impaired, and will be again recognized on
the arrival, in the course of a few weeks, of
the Rev. Dr. Beecham on the hospitable
shores of America.

Mr. Newton returned to England to re-
his immense labours. He appears to

| sume

| have been particularly happy in his visit to |

i Cornwall, where the people often if we may
s#0 spenk, encored him—positively made him
| speak twice at the same meeting. At the
| London Conference of 1842, he had the
| pleasure of welcoming Bishop Soule, who
was present there as the representative of
the American Methodist Episcopal Church.
Buat the happiness of that Conference was
saddened by the communication, most ten-
derly made to him by Ds. Bunting, of the

‘| death of Miss Anne Ngwton, which was her

father’s first bvreuven‘tg\nt. The shafts be-
gan to-fall thickly around him thencefor-
ward. J/

After the date of 1843 we must no longer
speak of “ Mr.” but of % Dr. Newton,”—* the
Wesleyan University of Middletown, in Am-
erica baving conferred upon him the honora-
ble title of Doctor of Divinity : in no instance
was this distinction ever more justly merit-
ed, or more appropriately bestowed ;" yet,
as Mr. Jackson adds, the name by which he
continued to the last to be generally called,
was that of plain ¢ Robert Newton.” The
next three years of his life were spent in the
Manchester Second Circuit, from which in
1847 he removed to “ Stockport North,”
where he also spent three years, in the se-
cond of which he was, for the fourth timg.
President. “ 1 hope,” he wrote to his wife,
|« we shall be happy and useful at Stockport
| God grant that it may beso! A brother
bas said there will not be such a Circuit
Plan as ours in the whole Connexion ; hav-
ing upon it two Doctors of Divinity and a
Member of Parliament.” By the Stockport
friends Mrs. Newton and the family was pre-
sented with a portrait of the now aged Min-
ister, and Dr. Newton with an Address still
more valuable. While stationed in this Cir-
cuit he -continued to be “in labours more
abundant.” We again find him visiting
Dublin, from whence he wrote :—

« Mr. William Stewart, through age and
infirmity, retires from the office of Secretary
to the Conference, and Mr. Matthews is elect-
'ed in his place. Two or three of the
| preachers are leaving Ireland for America.
|’A kind friend in Eogland, most probably
| Mr. Farmer, has just sent five hundred
pounds, to assist the Irish Connexion in its
present distressing condition.”

But his day was now going down, and we
must for & few moments watch its golden
setting. In 1851, whileon a preaching tour,
he was suddenly attacked by what loqked
not unlike apoplexy, but through the skillful
attention of Dr. King, he seemed to have re-
covered for the time, This oocurred during

| tire from the works of a Circuit : and I doso
| cheerfully. My Master calls me, and I
| obey.” Meanwhile the generous and grace-
ful conception had been formed of the * Unit-
ed Testimonial Fund,” which was designed,
after affording a retiring annuity of £200
each to two distinguished Ministers during
| their lives, with a smaller reversion to their
families, to connect the names of Dr. Bunting
and Dr. Newton with an ultimate benefac-
tion of £8,000, the principul of the sum rais-
ed, to the Wesleyan Missions and the *“ Aged
| Ministers’ and Widows Fund.” Our rea-
| ders do not require to be reminded of the
progress and success of this undertaking, but
they may like to see the terms in which Du.
| Newton nccepted the proposal presented to
|, him by Mr. E. Corderoy, as Secretary of
[ the Committee :—

“ My dearsir,—I have received your kind
|and Christian letter, and hasten to ackaow-
| ledge its reception. Of the meeting of the

| subsequent movements, I knew nothing un-
| til I saw the announcement in the Watchman.
{ When, in 1709, I entered the Wesleyan
| ministry, I had no regard to pecuniary trans.
actions whatever. [ coveted no man's silver

| cal convention was to be held the next day, | or gold ; and having had * food and raiment’

therewith, ‘I lLave
I have, indeed, had some
flattering offers from some other quarters,
which, bad they been accepted, would Lave
greatly augmented my temporal supplies ;
| but I never could hesitate for one moment ;
| being sacredly pledged to Methodism, *ihe
| vows of the Lord were upon me,’ nor had
{ I any wish or desire to be any thing but an
| humble, faithful, useful Wesleyan Minister.
It is, however, very gratifying in these times
to see such a Testimonial furnished by the
‘i true-hearted friends of Constitutional Metho-
dism. That it is a United Testimonial is to
!me still more agreeable, as it will tranamit

and that its telling effect was seen in the ’ my unworthy neme to potesterity in connec- | |44 Fe ot on

[ tion with that of my beloved friend and
| coeval in public life, Dr. Bunting. With
| cordial consent to what is proposed, and with
[ many thanks to your excellent Treasurer, to
‘yourself. and the Committee, &c., | am
iyour‘s most truly,
¢ RoBerT NEWTON.

| ¢ Burton-gn-Trent, September 30:h, 1851.

« Dr. Bunting's answer was equally grate-
ful and Christian in its tone and spirit.”

The Sheffield Conference of 1552 had the
mournful duty of paying a tribute to Dr.
Newton on his retiring into the list of * Su-
pernumeraries,” in the fifty-third year of his
ministry. We wish we could extract entire
the exquisite picture given by the Revd.
William M. Bunting of Dr. Newton as he
appeared at that Conference, being then even
¢“such a one as Paul the aged.”  Part of it
we must transfer :—

« ] could never bring myself to believe

until he made his appearance at the Sheffield
Conference, in 1852, *Mr. Newton’ (the
style he was longest and most fondly known
by)—in association with the early Mission-
ary services, with chapel-openings of rare
joyousness and solemnity, and with an aris-
tocracy of Methodist Preachers, who have
left no inheritors of their transcendent pow-
er—had been the brightest of my school-boy
and holiday memories, reaching back over
as many as five-and-thirty years. And at
the beginniug of those years he was, as 1
saw, and as I now recall him, in the full
splendour of his manhood and ministry. And
yet, as I had never imagined him young, so
neither did I expect him ever to be old in
my time, or ever to be any other than the
physically ¢ perfect man’ I had always known
him. The welcome delusion was first, and
at once dispelled on the evening before the
sessions of that Sheflield Conference com-
menced ; when, with emotions, some of which
I should not choose to express, 1 observed
him, as he entered one of the Committee-
rooms, enveloped in his cloak, and quietly
took a seat (which he retained to the end ot
the meeting) close beside the door. In an
assembly less engrossed with important bus-
iness, even the aged would have arisen, and
the Princes refrained talking, till he had

entrance was almost unperceived ; and any
eye that wandered that way saw but the no-
ble deportment, the somewhat pensive coun-
tenance, and the now undisguised infirmities
ot him—miles emeritus — whose honours,
however, were amply accorded on the fol-
lowing morning, on the platform of the Con-
ference. Thereafter, with what tenderness
and reverence did I watch his daily waik,
with slow step and stooping gait, and lean-
ing on the envied arm of his old friend Mr.
Waugh, between the chapel and their Con-
ference home!”

That year Dr. Newton retired to com-

ative solitude, to be alone with God, after
a life of such outward activity. Ie first
went to Southport, near Liverpool, and next
spring to Easingwold, where he looked out
on prospects and up to the skies that bad
been familiar to him in yoath, when *“ his
eye was not dim, nor his natural force aba-
ted.” Very affecting and sacred are these

sates for what might else have been felt asa
defect in the biography—that while we see
s0 much of Newton in the pulpit and on the
platform, in the field and on the deep, in 'the
Circuit and now and then in the family,
we have so few inner revelations of that

Dr. Newton a failing, or even an aged man, |

found his place among them: but here his|

last scanes, the disclosure of which compen-

was glowing and transcendent ; know so lit-
tle of his reiigious contests and victories ;
and are privileged to see him almost every-
where butin the privacy of the closet. He

kept no diary, he seldom wrote long letters |

about himself ; but in these Jast days at Eas-
ingwold, Robert Newton might be studied
by privileged friends almost as a private
Christian, and his memoir reflects of those
days all that it has been thought allowable |
to reveal. The last scene cioses with a long
farewell to sin and death, and the holiest ex-
ample of that perfect love which casteth out |
fear- Tlere is an anecdote of Dr. Johnson
that when smitten in the night with palsy, !
us he thought, Le tried whether his mind was |
left unimpaired by turnicg a prayer into
Latin. More beautiful, we think, is the an- |
ecdote of Newton when his discase at one |
crisis threatened to deprive him of sight.!
“ When he found himself involved in dark- |
ness, §0 as to be unable to read, he request-
ed to be supplied with pen and ink, that he |
might try whether or not he could write in
a legible manner. Having made the at-|
tempt, he delivered up the blotted paper to
Lis family with a smile, the meaning of which
they perfectly understood when they found |
that he had attempted to write, * The Lord |
is my light and my salvation: whom shall |
I fear '”  Of the last moments wlhich time
counted out to Robert Newton, we have this |
record by one of his daughters : — |
¢ lle made an attempt to speak ; and we
could catch a few disjointed sentences ; such
as, *I am the Resurrection,~—God,—Jesus |
| Chirist, the ransom of sinners,—life from the
| dead, — praise the Lord,—praise Him —!
praise Him, all the Earth.” ‘

| “In aboot an hour be sank back exbLaus-
| ted ; his lips moved, as if in prayer; he fold-
| ed his batds on his breast ; and was heard |
pouring out his soulin prayer for his family.
By pntting the ear close to his mouth, we
heard distinctly his dying testimony: ‘I am
going to leave you; but God will be with |
you. Jesus is the Resuriection and the
Life ; and the life of Jesus is life from the
dead. The effectual fervent prayer of a right- |
| cous man availeth much. Dy their prayers |
they shall prevail,—Dby their prayers and
I tears. Hear Thou their prayers and tears.
Blessed is the righteous in his life, and in his |
death. e shall see Jesus in the day when !
all tears are wiped away, and scriow and .
crying are no more. The rightous shall
never die. Fear sin, not death,” Tten,
after a brief interval, he said, * Farewell. 1
am going to join the myriads of angels and |
arrhpngoela hafore the throne'sl God.
well sin, and farewell death. Praise the
Lord. Praise Him for evers’, After anoth-
"er interval he again made an éffort to speak ;
und- we heard him say, * ise God,—
| praise :’ and at coe o’clock on Saturday af-

ternoon, the voice that had so often led the|
[ up a long flight of steps, to the room of the

pravers and praises of religious ussemblies
was hushed for ever.  He fell into the pro- |
{ found sleep which is technically depomina- |

ted coma, in which he continued for several ' were too full, and mine own was sinking be- |

e .y e .
| retired into an adjoining room, leaving my

| father propped up with pillows on the sofa,

| had never left him from the moment of his

| attack, except for a few minutes, remained

| with bim, in company with my eldest broth-
| er, and one of my sisters. At ten minutes
| past four o'clock on Sunday morning, April

i‘.‘}l)(h, 1854, we were summoned. The last

{ breath had passed away.”

l Here we conclude, not desiring to mar the
beautiful last chapter of Mr. Jackson by par-
tiul quotation. If our extracts have gone to

| an unprcedented length, we need hardly say

| more in our justification than tbat the =ub-

[ ject is Robert Newton. The book publish-

| ed as it is for five shillings, will soon be in

} the hands of most of our readers at home;

| but we remember that we have also readers
| abroad, in America, in Australia, and in In-

dia, whom it will be slower in reaching; and

for their sakes we have been the less chary
lin our citations. We have not, however,
| by any means eviscerated the heart and pith
| of Mr. Jackson's book, Many a pleasant
| page we have passed over, and were all that
| we have laid our hands upon abridged from
| the volume, it would still remain crowded
| with incidents, starred with records, and gar-
! landed with names, which would make it as
f fresh, to all after-comers, as the flower on
{ which some industrious bees have laden
| themselves with honey, but left the sweet-

| ness.

. Not Yet, and Not Quite.

| Felix trembled and answered, Go thy way tor this time

| —Acts xxv: 25. Apd Agrippa said unto Paul, Almost
thou persuadeth me to be a Christian.—Acts xxvi : 88,

|

| courses of Paul, the Holy Spirit has indicat- |

ed, with emphatic distinctness, the usual |

state of mind of those who bear the Gospel,
|and are not saved. Felix said, Not yet;
and Agrippa said, Not quite.

The judgment is convinced, the heart is
touched, the knockings of the Holy Spirit
i are heard and recognized.
| absolutely refuse ? No,'he dares not. He
| can only say, Not yet. That is enough.—
"I‘he Spirit is grieved and is gone. Man's
| extremity is God's opportunity, but man’s
| convenient season is God's abhorrence
| Another says, “ Good Master. I am ready
lto be a Christian now.” The Saviour ex-
J‘ plains what it is to be a Christian, and the
young man sorrowfully adds, * But not
quite.”  Not yet and not quite ! Fatal

In recording the effect of the two last dis- | unto God through him,”

Will the sinner |

spiritual life whose external m’"!"‘esmzionﬁ ) The Sel'v_l(;e Br mé LOX‘d.

! TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN,

* If any man serve me Jet him follow me, and where 1
! am there shall also my servant be.” Jobn xii, 26.7

How blessed from the bonds of sin
And earthly fetters free,

In singleness of heart and aim
Thy servant, Lord, to be !

The bardest toil to undertake
With joy at thy command ;

The meanest office to receive
With meekness at thy band.

With willing heart and longing eves
To watch before thy gate,
Ready to run the weary race,
To bear the heavy weight ;
No voice of thunder to expect
Bat follow calm and still,
For love can easily divine
The One Beloved's will,

Thus may I serve thee, gracious Lord ?
Thus ever thine alone,
My soul and body give to thee,
The purchase thou bLast won ;
Through evil or through good report
Still keeping by thy side,
By lite or death, in this poor flesh,
Let Christ be magnified,

How happily the working days
In this dear service fly,

How rapidly the closing hour—
The time of rest draws nigh !
When all the faithtul gather home,

A joytul company,
And ever where the Master is
Shall his biest servants be,

Lost \—Lost !

A few years ago, while labouring in the

interior of our Western wilds, I had occasion |

to pass through a part of Texas: | had pro-
ceyded within a few miles of my place of des-
tination, when an individual rode up and

taking me cordially by the hand, inquired |
| earnestly‘—* Are you not a missionary ?"—

I replied, I am engaged in that work.—
“ Well, then,” continued the stranger, * will
you go and see a dying young man? lle is
in agony, and says there is no hope.”

I besitated, but after some neccessary ar-

' rangements drove on—for there was no Lime

to be lest—a soul was in jeopardy. Per-
haps under God I might drop a word, which,

I accompanicd by the Spirit's influences, would
"yet reach his heart.

I rode on, earnestly seeking for some

Fare- | arrow from God’s quiver, which should lead

|to Christ. After climbing many a rock
ascent, | came into an open path, which soon
| conducted me to the house. I needed not
| to iriquire if I was right, for anxious ones
stood weeping without, and in a few moments

dying man.
Not a word was spoken—other hearts

{hours: ‘Towards midnight Mrs. Gill and [ | neath the weight of responsibility. Earnest- |

| ly seeking the Divine blessing I ascended
| the steps. On reaching the top a vencrable

a footstool. * My mother, who | mother approached me, saying, “ I'm glad |

| you have come. Do speak to my son ; per-
{ haps he may yet be saved.” | pressed the
| hand that led me in, and in a moment the
| most heart-rending scene I ever witnessed
| was before me—a young man, in the agon-
|ies of death, rolling his eyes, and flinging
| his arms wildly about him ; crying out, % O,
{ I am lost—hell is before me—and in a few
| moments I shall be among the damned—Sa-
tan has hold of me,” and with a shriek of
agony he cried, * dway with you, fiends—
| away with you, devils—I shall soon be with
you—iet me alone !”

Fearful of disturbing him, I entered cau-
tiously, and took my seat just behind him,
waiting a moment of composure. At length

| he ceased speaking, and 1 feared it was over.
| Soon, however, he revived again. Seizing
| the opportunity I repeated slowly the words,
| « Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou
| shalt be saved,” * The blood of Jesus
| Christ cleanseth from all sin,” Seeing that
| I now had his attentiou, I spoke of the free,
| unmerited mercy of Christ, as able to save
| the chiefest of sinners, if they but cast them,
I'selves on that mercy. There is hope for
! tife repenting sinners even in the eleventh
| hour.

« No,” he replied, %there i3 no hope.—

| Once I might have been saved, but now it
is too late—too late /" Then with a groan of
the deepest despair, ke said : “ O, that I had
heard then !” )

In vain [ urged him again, and again, to
cast himself in all his wretchednes, on the
sovereign mercy of God, as able and ready

| “to save unto the wuttermost, all that come
“ Bat he replied,
« T Lave resisted the Holy. There is no
hope—no hope !” 1 proposed prayer. He
replied, “}{Pray for others, not{ for me,” |
knelt—perfect silence reigned save the sobs
of friends—and the low deep moan which
came frora the dying bed. I tried to com-
mit him to the mercy of Christ. He listen-
ed but only to dispair. I spoke to him again
—but be hopelessly said,—* it is of no use
—1 am hastening to eternity.” But
tears fell—no contrition for sin—no ray of
hope. A wild piercing cry wrung our hearts
with anguish, and he sank upon his pillow.
Reviving again, he said thoughtfully,
«QOnce I was led to feel myself a sinner—

| for days and weeks, I was anxious about my
{soul. Something said now is the accepted
ime—my heart said not now (o-morrow.— |

But whea ¢ to-marrow’ came, it was still in

|words ! Thoy are Satan’s equivocative
| synonyms for never, and not at all! They |
| look towards heaven and take hold of hell.
Fellow Christians, let us, in self examin- |

| ation, ponder these words, when the Master |
I says, “Take up thy cross and foilow me. |
Seek first the kingdom of God. Go, preach |

my gospel. Love thine enemics. If thy|

right hand offend thee, cut it off.” When |

| the Holy Ghost shows us sins to be mortifi-
" ed, and duties to be done ; when conscience 1
awakes and talks to us, let us lidten, lest, per- |

| chance, in the recesses of our hearts may be |
heard the echo of these sinful words, Not|

yet—not quite.— Presbyterian. “

RELIGION is the tie that conmects man
| with bis Creator, and holds him to his throne.
If that tie is sundered or broken, he floats
'away a worthless atom in the universe, its
proper attractions all gone, its destiny thwart-
ed, and its whole futare nothing but dark-
ness, desolation and death.—Daniel Webster.

d l“'mingling with my gay companions,

the future ; and I put it off.” At length,
they

aughed at my seriousness; and tricd to
allure me back to the follies of sin.” But,

« No,” I said to myself, «I will go with you |

to-day : but to-morrow | willnot.” Pleased
with present victory, they led him on, Lhow-
ever, from pleasure o vice—the card table
and the social bar. A glass of wine was
presented him, and Le laughed—the gayest
among the gay. Still, everand anon, con-
science raised her warning voice ; and bade
Lim pause and reflect.
the admonition, but dashed thoughtlessly on
—on.

He proceeded in substance as follows : —
| Ope pleasant Sabbath morning, a young man
| met me, and taking my hard affectionately in

his own, said: “ Friend, you seem to be en-
| joying yourself—come with me, and we will

have better enjoyment still.”
Ignorant ot his intentions, he carelessly
him in & walk, which ended in the

‘house of God. Startled, be drew back, and

y | We may search the world from the conti-

held both my bands, hastily urging me on |

no |

But he heeded not |

would have fled from the sanctoary, bad not
"bis friend teoderly urged, * come ina

little while,” He yielded to the request,

resolving it should be only a « little whiic,”
and took his seat among the worshipers.—
! Here conscience, as if rous=d to a final con-
flict, reminded Liim of broken resolutions :and
| bade him* seek Christ to-day.” Hc remained
i throvgh the morning service. His friend.
[epcouraged by his stay, drew him into a
| ** Bible class.”  He at first resolved to leave,
"but “ not wishing to be seen @oing out.” h¢
keptfhis seat, thinking, « it will soon be over,”
| The supject of the day’s lesson was founde.l
L upon the text, * Prepare to meet thy GGod,”
| The teacher endeavoured {aithfully to en-
| force upon his class, the duty ot tmmediate
preparation for eternity. The young man
| was impressed.  He sat thoughtfully revolv-
| ing the question, ** Shall I'? or, sliall I not
{*1 will decide now, or else put it forever |
| out of my mind.”” The decision was made |
—the class dismissed. Still *to-day pre-
| pare to meet thy God” rung in his ears, as
| he walked down the aisle, * not to-day—to-
{ morrow- I may” was the echoing answer.. -
| From that moment all was darkuness, terror,
lund dismay. Ere the darkness of the night |
' had passed over him, he was seized with a
| malignant fever, which left him in the state
| found him.
And “now,” he added, “ 1 have curscd |
!my maker, and am dying without hope— [
without hope.
[ I still urged him to flee to Christ ; but in
| vain. Despair only was his—one deep
‘groun. and shriek of terror I can never des-
{cribe, and he expired with these fearful
| words on his lips—=** Lost! Lost ! | Lost!!!""/
- e——

Immortality.

Within this glorious temple of the uni.
verse, all things give evidence of their tran-
| sient nature. Decay and change are stamp-

ed in legible characters upon everything in
the material world. The great are falling— |
the beautiful are fading—the powerful grow |
impotent and nerveless, and fall vanquished l
at the feet of mutability. Ask the pale host |
that gems the sable brow of night, art thou |
aternal ? Hark ! the answer is borne to our
! ears in tides of silent music, * Heaven and
learth must pass away.” Ask the proud |
| ocean waves and the winged wings, and the
dirge-like music replies, * (he elements will
melt with fervent heat.” Cast theeye from
the gigantic mountains to the stately forest |
oaks, and to the lovely flowers of the vale,
'and behold written upon each brow * pas-
sing away,” and upon each leaf ** we are to- |
| day but to-morrow we are cast into an oven.” |
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| nents to the most remote islands in the scn,‘
| and yet we can find nothing upon which our |
| weary eyes may rest and see written immor- |
[tality. And when we turn them inward to
| that mysterious world, could we read there
naught but the same sad lesson, existence |
would lose all its charms, and earth seem a |
| dark spot flung out in the awful infinitude of |
| space. Man would look forth from his un-
[ holy habitation as from a rayless tomb, and
| angels in their flight from star to star would i
| sweep quickly by, nor stop to drop asympa- |
! thetic tear for his miserable condition. He
| would be as the brutes that perish. No im-
| mortality ! - No life beyond the grave. No
‘ hope beyond this moment of time to cheer
us through this gloom, its bitterness and
tears. No light from a better land to lead
us in the paths of virtue and uscfulness.—
No voice to whisper of that boundless ocean,
where we may satisfy the immortal longings
that burn within us. Why these longings
for a better portion if they are not to be grati-
fied ? We have the sense of sight within and
beauty without, that we may gratify our love
of the beautiful. We have the sense of hear-
ing within and sound without, that we may
enjoy the sweet melody of nature. We have
deathless aspirations within which the fleet-
| ing, transitory things of earth can never sati-
ate ; they are prophetic of their own fulfil-
Infinite Wisdom did not plant with-
| in us this restless desire for life, knowledge,
| and higher attainments, without providing a
‘l never failing fount at which to drink. As
soon would he have giveu us eyes, and plac-
ed us in a world of total dorkness. Aside
from revelation. bad we no other evidence
| than this, we would be without excuse. Our
Spirits would yearn for & better portion, and |
a higher destiny. This truth is graven upon |
| our souls in bright and ever-living characy,
[ ters, and flashes forth from the glorious inner
! world like lightning from the thunder cloud.
| Man's-love of existence and horror of an-
[ nihilation ; his conscious dignity and superi-
{ ority, telis of the deathless spark within.—
| The march of science and the progress of
{ mind onward to greater conquests and per-
| fection, proves that soul is not a meteor that
| flashes for a moment and i> gone forever. |
| 1t is the noblest of all other creations, there- |
| fore, deatined for a higher destiny.— Central
| Cha. Advt.

e A e e

A Beautiful Appeal.

We are permitted to print the following
address, from the pen of an accomplished
lady of rank in England, circulated private-
ly in manuscript among her friends. It is
at once beautiful and complete, and must
awaken deep sympatby for the nofortunate
class referred to.

«|We are taught by St. John that love for
a feliow creature is the absolutely necessary
condition of love for God, and that the for-
giveness of sin is bound up with our having
loved much. All experience of amendmeut '
attests the truth of this principie.  Apply it
then, to the case of fallen women. Towards
whom can they exercise such affections as
the Gospel speaksof ? Towards the authors
of their rain? Towards their associates i
guilt? Towards those who repudiate them as
outeasts, or would ignore their exizionce? It
the impure could love the innucent, if they
could feel ¢ virtue in their own form v
lovely,’ might they not U:Y«:r tl‘m ‘mh-m‘l 2
i No it would be rejected as m“f'!’ it would
| be scorned as Lypocrisy ; we deny then the
means, the very possibility, of being freed
{rom sin, and of sinning 7o more. In face,
we say, let them remain unconverted, ra(he_r
than fhey should pollute our atmosphere ; it
is enough to give them a refuge apart.”m}d
mercenary care. Is there no bigher Chris-
tian gracethan this? Could we be not more
virtuous that they might be less vicious?
Dare we rct, after making it possible for
them to love us, by tenderness, succor, and
consolation, allow them to love us—to see in
our eyes the witness of a holier kindness
than they bave yet known? Yes; let us

|
| ment.

how

| all be brought ncarer to him ‘who

! .;,,,3«(]4;11-: we wi

sive sisters to the sisterless, and, through that
-, Gad to the Godless,

“ Asylnms are good, missionaries better,or-
g ndispensable; but what profiteth
all without charity ? Gratitade is the answer
Of
into prayer to God and service to man. The
arand secret of redemption, divine or human,
lies in the words, ¢ Who rirst loved us”  Go
forth then, woman, strong in that faith; go
forthto learn even more than to teach: and
i yeu hinve never felt 2 common bond of faili-
bility between vou and those degraded ones
recognize it now. Whilst humbly thankful
for your happier lot, lay your privileges at
the feet of those who have forfeited lll*'iT".
and take upon you their burden ; so shall
gave
himsclf for us, the just for the unjust.’’”—
Nat. Era.
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Eloquence in the Pulpit

To be eloquent and successful at the same
time is cuc of the rarest gifts for the minis-
ter of the day. Wa need eloquent men, but
these will only come from deep devotion of
heart and life to the work.  Autempis at elo-
quence and greatness, when it is known hat
the heart is as cold as an iceberg, and the
atfections frozen, are about as sickening as
anything which can be imagined. There
are some ministers who may be instructed
by Christmus Evans. lle says in one of his
sermons :  * Never attempt to raise steam
withoul fire, and kindle strange fire on the
aitar of God. Let the steam arise in proe
portion to the intensity of heat in the boiler,
but when the boiler is very hot, don’t con-
fine the steam. Letgo. Butit you would
learn the whole mystery of this art, go to the
blacksmith’s shop, and look «t him making
n ploughshare for farmer Prudence.—He

| puts the iron into tho fire; he looks calm

and serene; he is not at all agitated ; you
hear no noise ; he stands still with his lutle
shovel in Lis hand, gathering tho cinders and
couls ubout the irou in order to heat it, and
says, * Blow, my boy,” and with ihe great-
est composure hie asks the farmer's boys sev-
erzl questions in which he {feels interested.

[* Has thy master dockcd the bay colt?”

“No ;" says the boy. Sudden!y you see
him starting at the fire—his countenance is
altogzetler altered—eveiy nerve in his body
seems o be agitated—he is in a hurry—the
iron is hot, he takes it out of the fire, he puts
it on the anvil in great haste, he takes the
hammer in his hand and with a louder voice

i than you would think necessary, as if he

were in distress, he halloos out * Strike boy.”
By this time the noi<e of the hammering
iron fillz the whole Liouse, and the melting
sparks are flying like hightning in every di-
rection, till you are at u loss to know what
to do, whether to try to shelter in some cor-
ner or to run out; but itis soon over. As
soon as the iron is cold he puts it in the fire
again, and beats it when warm. I have
scen some preachers, in order to affect their
hearers, beating the iron when it is cold, and
blowing the fire till the fire went out, and
the ashes filling the eyee of everybody, and
the ploughshare not made. This will unfold
the mystery of speaking with advantage,
either in the Senate, or at the bar, or in the
pulpit. But the pulpit orators fall infinitely
too short of answering the desired effect, un-
less the fire within him is kindled by the in-
fluence of the Holy Spirit of God, for which
he must pray in the name of Jesus—firmly
believing iu God’s promise, that he will give
the Holy Spirit to those that ask him. This
is the mystery of the art of cloquence of the
man of God. He must be clothed with pow-
er from on high. 1lere is the great inward
secret.”

Self-Posséssion under Novel
Circumstances.

A day or two ago, I met with the follow-
ing critique upon our Saviour’s words, as
given by St. Matthew, fifth chapter, and for-
tieth verse. ‘¢ If any wan will sue thee at
the law, and take away thy coat, let him
have thy cloak also.” ¢ We are not requir-
ed,” says the writer, “to give a cloak in
every case to him who robs us of a coat;
but it is equally manifest that we are requir-
ed to give not the less because he bas rdb-
bed us @ the eircumstances of his having rob-
bed us, does not entail an obligation to give ;
but it also does not impart a permission to
withhold.” Without any remark on this
critique, I give it you for two reasons: it
brought afresh to iy mind, with great pow-
er an instance of sclf-possession and of Chris-
tian piety, as exemplified in the conduct of
one of the old Methodist preachers, in one
of the evunties of Ireland, many years ago,
under novel circumstances; and, because
tho spint, il not the letter, absolutely, of our
Lord’s words was acted upon, and with con-
siderable etiect,

The preacher in question was journeying
to the village, where he had to dispense the
word of lif=, according to the usual routine
of his duty,and was stopped by turee foot-
pads. One of them seized the bridle-reins ;
another presented a pistol, and demanded
his money ; the third was a mere looker-on.
The grave and dev oted man Jooked each and
all of them in the face, and with great grav-
ity and seriousness said, * Friends, _di'l you
pray to God hefore you lf'lt homce?  Did
you ask God to bless you in your undertak-
ings to-day.”

The question startled them for the mo-
ment. Recovering themselves, one of thein
aaid, « We Lave no time to avswer such

«[ am a poor swaddling priest,” was the
reply ; but what little moneysl have shali be
,,'l\"ll you.

A tew snillings was all he had to give.

« Have you nota watch ?”

“ Yeo,”

« Well, then, give it us.”

I takine his watch from his pocket, his
saddle-bugs were displayed.

* What have you here ?” was the question

| azain.

« | dannot =ay I Liave nothing in them but
religious books, because I have a pair of
shoes, and a clange of linen also.”

“ We must have them.” The pious saint
and preacher dismounted. The saddle-bags
were taken possession of and no further de-
mand made. Instantly the preacher began
to unbutton his great coat, and to throw it
off his shoulders, at the 2ame time asking,
« Will you have my great coat 7"

~ « No,” was the reply; *“ you are a gener-
ous man, and we will not take it.” He then
addressed them as follows :=* 1 have given

heart only fo heart; it resolves itself
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