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TV snow bird hope in the brown old hedge, 
And hie chirp is Merry snd gay ;

He is calling hi» mate from her wintry nest, 
On the rocking snd .now-wreathed spray, 
Little heed of the cold hove they,
On the rocking end snow-wreathed spray !

Their brown coati, smoothed upon their bseaata, 
protect and keep them warm,

And «aïe as swallows in tV sun, tVy bide the 
wintry storm. ,

TV boy looks forth, 'neeth hie golden carls, 
For the gay and merry New Year ;

He ia wishing the days were coon flown ivy, 
He is hoping for pleasure and cheer—
And joys ever promising near,
In the days that bring pleasure and cheer,

He sees the fresh spring grsssss, beneath the 
deep'ning snows, j

And hears the summer’s softest breath in every 
blast that blows.

TV old man 
On the verge of the gay New Year,

It is taking him back to the olden time.
As he silently drops s tear—
O’er the Old Year's snowy-wreathed bier, 
As V silently drops a tear !

Old friends corns back ; and olden deys, and old
en memories dun.

That long were locked in by gone tisse, eesee 
thronging back to him.

To all there cometh a new, new year,
When the days of the olden art o'er ;

And it cometh to pome on the verge of this. 
And to some on the farther shore—
When the days of the old are o’er,
And to some on the farther shore !

When time with his unfailing scythe, hath reap
ed the flower, and leaves.

The heart is left the harvest-field, to bind it. gold-
-• en sheaves.

TV sun looks over the eastern hills.
But his glance is chilling and cold : 

i weaving a robe 1er the gay New Year
From the fading threads of the Old—
Of emerald, azure and gold,
From the fading threads of the Old !

And thus do we, a* days go by that come to ua 
no more,

Our robes prepare when we shall stand upon the 
farther chore.

I listen in vain for the aong of bird. : their 
melody ia hushed. I search in yonder copse and 
dingle for the * fair young flowers," but they, 
too, have passed away ; no longer is their seent 
borne on the balmy breeze; anil the sighing 
winds, as tVy sweep through the leafless trees, 
seem like a wad of lamentation (mured alwve 
the bier of departed beauty.

But draw the curtains closer, and shut out the 
dreary scene ; for deeper grows the twilight, and 
night, with its mantle of mist and cloud, settles 
over the gloomy landscape !

Welcome ! cheerful gleam ; welcome ! blazing 
hearth—most welcome now ! How like a thing 
of life the fire leaps up, and glows, and sparkles, 
—now bursting iuto a brilliant flame, that per
meates the darkest nook of the apartment, and 
again sinking into ruddy embers that cast a lurid 
light over the scene. How fantastically dance 
these shadows over softly tinted wall and snowy 
ceiling, like uncouth giants playfully wrestling, 
or contending mightily for mastery.

Cherished friends of memory are ye, oh, twi
light hours, with your flickering lights and mys
tic shadows ! See with what eagerness she 
comes at your bidding, laden with treasures 
from the charniers of the past, for there doth 
she delight to dwell.

By what magic art has she embalmed our most 
precious things, and, fresh as yesterday, in recol
lection restores to us

“ The looks and .mites of long ago !"
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Sweet face, shine from out the gloom 
And duet of buried years,—

And silvery voices, soft as clear,
Are sounding in our ears.

In the ^ravc concealedWhere are they ?
Do our fond treasures sleep ;

Whme are they ? In His home on high

; For the Provincial Wesleyan.
— Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, 

good will toward men.—Lvkk ii, 14.
Strike your harps, cherubic‘ angels,
Lo ! the promised Seed is come !
See your Lord, enthroned in glory,
Born a babe in Betide hem.

Halflujah! Lo! He comes, lie comes to reign !

Thou Ephratah—meanest village 
1 leeking Judah's vine^clad plain—
Now may’st lift thy head, for glory 
Ever with thee shall remain. *

Shout and triumph now, Ephratah Bethlehem !

See affrighted Judah's «liepberds 
Tending Judah’s flocks by night ;
Know they whence yon shining herald 
Coiftes, approaching to their sight ?

Fear not, shepherds, angel rolled with heavenly 
light.

“ See, in yonder cloud appearing,
And illuming all the plain ;
See what splendor ! see them nearing ! 
Listen to the enrapturing strain "—

Fear not, shepherds, your Messiah comes to 
reign.

Hearken to the gladsome tidings ?
Hear the rejoicing angel tell—
Tell of love and peace abiding—
Love and peace unspeakable.

Glorious tidings ! none but angel tongue could 
tell.

Join ye, who. have heard the story 
Of the Latnb for sinners slain.
Swell aloud the song of glory 
Sung by night on Judah's plain—

“ To God glory ; peace on earth ; good will to 
men.”

, Asaph.

• The celestial order of the therubim is associated 
with the incarnation and saerihcial attorn ment of 
Christ.

por the Provincial Wesleyan.

Fireside Musing on the Departing 
Year.

BY M. K- H.
( Written I id ember 19th.)

•• Knell of departed years4 
Thy voice is sweet to me ;

It wakes no sad forhoding fears.
Calls forth no sympathetie tears 

Tim*.'’* rt-wtic*s course to w<*.
From hallowed ground 
1 htur the wound,

Diff ufcing through the air in holy calm around. 

The year is rapidly drawing to a close. As I 
gazed from my window this morning, on the 
murky clouds that flitted athwart the wide ex
panse, on tire faded herbage and leafless trees, 
all bespoke—too well anil surely—the jiresence 
of Winter,—

“8urn rul« r of the inverted year.’ ^

Yes, the spoiler lia* returned. The verdant 
• tints of Spring, the luxuriant loveliness of Sum

mer, and the riper charm* of Autumn have given 
place to desolation, decay and death.

Oh, changing scenes of earth, how evanescent 
your beauty! But.u few months since, and the 
Summer’* sun looked lovingly down on an em
erald sward, on gaily tinted flower and luxuriant 
foliage, but » ow,

“The melancholy day* h»*«* come 
The saddest of the year,

Of wailing winds and naked wood*,
And foreata brown and acre."

doth oar loved ones keep 
And each year, as it paeeeth away, fails not to 
bring its tribute to memory. For life—however 
Monotonous, however humble—can never, to a 
sentient being, become a blank ; but must be a 
continuation in the golden links which form the 
chain of our existence—a succession of acts, 
trifling, it may be, in themselves, but mighty in 
their results on our weal or woe, when, in the 
light of eternity, the wonderful panorama uf the 
past shall be unrolled before our astonished gaze.

And now another year is about to join the 
“ mighty caravan ” of departed ages.

To the most thoughtless, its close can scarcely 
fail to bring a season of reflection,—to the more 
serious a period of deep and solemn thought.
“ Thou shall remember all the way the Lonl thy 
God hath led thee," was the injunction of Moses 
to the children of Israel, as they were about to 
enter into the promised land : and safely carried 
thus far by the good hand of God upon us, 
through the journey of life, it surely befits crea
tures destined for immortality to pause for 
awhile, and enquire, as the fleeting hours of the 
departing year silently pass away,

** What report they bore to Heaven r”

For oh ! ye vanishing seasons, months, weeks, 
and days, ye never came to us hut laden with 
mementoes from a Father’s hand Ï The fresh
ness of Spring, the beauty of Summer, and the 
bounties of Autunyi, were alt mementoes of One 
who, though we may have forgotten Him, day's 
without number, never, for a moment, overlook
ed us.

And Nature, Providence, and Grace, sweetly 
united in proclaiming the wonders of His lose, 
all wooing us, with tender entreaty, to embrace 
and hold fast those higher blessings which can 
alone enable us to answer life's great end, and 
fit us for a glorious immortality.

Happy for us if those lessons, falling as the ' 
gentle dew and rain from heaven, have been dis
tilled into the inmbst depths of our 1 icing ; hap
py, thrice happy for us, if-our “ inmost ear 
hath been opened to hear the “ still small voice ” 
of the rebuking spirit, whi*(>ermg, “ This is the 
way, walk ye in it and, happiest of all, if, 
guided by his gentle^ monitions, we have been 
led into the green pastures and by the still wa
ters of spiritual consolation.

And now, fellow-pilgrim in th pathway to 
Zion, how hath sped the year with you ?

Sorrows you have doubtless experienced, for 
these are the discipline of heaven,—but mercy 
hath sweetly tempered judgment : and how have 
these trials enlarged your experience, increased 
your faith, and with what a startling interest, 
vividness and beauty, they have invested the 
promises, until you have been ready to conclude 
with the Apostle, “ They are all yea and amen 
in Christ Jesus !”

Nor has it been all night with you, even 
though illumined by the stars of promise. Sun
shine has often gilded your path ; many a sweet 
resting-place has been yours in the wilderness, 
on which you look hack with grateful recollec
tion ; you have tasted the joys of communion 
with Heaven ; you have been cheered, and en
couraged, and stimulated, by “ some you have 
met ”—fellow-heirs of the same grace, and tra
velling to the same inheritance—and you have 
bad cause to exclaim,

“ Oh, if our fellowship below,
In Jesus be so sweet ;

What heights of rapture shall we know,
When round hi* throne we meet !

Dear friends, we gleet you once more ! Be
loved ones, from whom

*• Mountains divide us, and the world of seas, 
we are with you in spirit to-night !

Surrounded by a happy group of smiling faces, 
or, sitting solitary in the land of your exile, 
musing on the past, where'er ye wander and 
where’er ye rest, may the “ good will of 1 liin 
that dwelt in the bush ” lie your portion,” tne 
« angel who redeemeth us from evil,” be your 
guide through life ; and a crown, glittering with 
counties» stars—the reward of those who turn 
.. many to righteousness be yours in the para
dise of God!

And now—fresh gift from Heaven 
the gay New Year coming swiftly towards us, 
hearing in 1Ù* hand, a .ablet, yet unmarked by 
the character, of futurity. What shall be Us 
record, respecting each of us we know not ; but 
one tiling we do know, for the tone ,, Sacred 
Writ hath declared it. “purely it shall he well 
with them that fear God."

Therefore, Father, we would - 
• One to the wind* u»«r f* ar*, ^

„nd be undj*m*>«‘«l i

-behold

cheerfully committing ourselves and our loved
ones into Thy safe keeping ; only asking for con
tinued and more abundant supplies of grace, 
that we may lie enabled to pursue with greater 
diligence our ..... .. path, leaving our pro
vidential lot in thy l ands, content to know that 

“ All is well wlieu dune by Ibee.

Salvation as a Free Gift
Colored preachers often have a rare facility in 

homely and pithy illustrations, which more cul
tivated ministers might imitate with the liest re-1 

suits. The simple style of tjy following extract 
which we find in Challen’s Monthly may be sug
gestive to some of our clerical readers, who wish 
to reach the heart of the people :

1 once found myself in company with a party 
of friends in the gallery of a small village church 
listening to a discourse from s colored minister, 
or rather exhorter. After some preliminary 
exercises, a gray-headed man, evidently quite a 
patriarchal personage, arose, and announced as 
his subject, “ The History of Dives and Laxa- 
rus,” which he proceeded to eRdnm and enforce.

One illuatration he used was so full of quaint 
simplicity, and at the same time so adapted to 
express the idea be meant to convey, that it 
•truck me forcibly. He was trying to show how 
a sinner should accept the gospel offers of salva
tion.

“ Suppose,” said he, “ any of you wanted a 
coat, and should go to a white gentleman to pur
chase one. Well, he has one that exactly fits 
you, anil in all respecta is just what you need. 
You ask the price, but, when told, find you have 
not enough money, and shake your bead.

“ 4 No, massa, 1 am too poor, must go with
out,’ and turn away.

“ But he «ays, • I know you cannot pay me, 
and I have concluded to give it to you—will 
you have it ?’

“ What would you do in that case ?—stop to 
hem and haw, and say, * Oh, he’s just laughing 
at me, he don’t mean it?’ No such thing. 
There is not one of you who would not take the 
coat, and say,

“ ‘ Yes, massa, and thank you} too.’
“ Now, ray dear friends, God’s salvation is of

fered you as freely as that ; why don’t you take il 
a» freely ? You are lost, undone sinners, and 
feel that you need a covering from His wrath. 
If you would keep His holy law blameless, you 
might purchase it by good works ; but ah ! you 
are full of sin; and that continually. Prayer and 
tears are worthless. You are poor, indeed, and 
if this is all your dependence, I don’t wonder 
that you are turning off in despair. But stop— 
look here—God speaks now, and offers salvation, 
and says that you may have it “ without money 
and without -price.” Oh, brethren, my dear 
brethren, do take God’s word for it, and thank
fully accept His free gift.”

What impression the words had on the old 
man's colored auditors, I cannot tell ; but as our 
group left the church, one of the ladies remarked 
to another :,

“ What a strange idea that was about the 
coat !”

* My dear friend,” was the reply, “ it suited 
my state of mind, rough and unpolished as it was,
better than all Dr.---- -’» elaborate and eloquent J
arguments this morning. I am so glad that I j 
came here. This is the way 1 have lieen des
pairingly seeking for years. llow simple! How 
plain ! Free grace alone ! N es, 1 trill take God 
at His w ord—

Nothing in my hands I living.
Si in ply tn thy cross I cling "

Remembering Christ.
A Christian man, now eighty years old, states | 

that for many years he was acquainted with a j 
devotedly pious woman, on the frontiers of New j 
Hampshire, who trained up her family for God, 
and was accustomed to ride four miles on horse- i 
hack, for public worship. After an absence of 
several years, he visited the then aged and in
firm woman in her armchair, and tried to recall 
former days ; but she did hot know him. He 
mentioned the name of her minister, and several 
mutual friends, but she had no recollection of j 
them. “ I sat and reflected a while,” he writes^

and then said, ‘ Mrs. C---------, do you recollect :
ever hearing of Jesus Christ ?' She looked at 
me w ith astonishment, exclaiming, " Do you 
think I have forgotten my Savior ?' ”

In former years," he adds, “ I had cavilled 
at the words, 4 He that loveth father or mother 
more than me is not worthy of me ;' hut what I j 
saw in this visit cured me of my infidelity."

Baxter.
The biographer of Baxter says : 44 In preach- ! 

ing Baxter's heart burned within him ; and while 
he was shaking a live coal from the altar fired 
his sermons with seraphic fervor. Into his pul
pit he brought all the energies of his entire na
ture. He had a large mind, an acute intellect, 
a melting heart, a holy soul, a kindling eye, and 
44 moving voice,” and he called on all within 
him to aid him in his preaching. Being deeply 
earnest himself, he wishes his hearers to be 
deeply earnest. Himself being a burning light, 
he wished to flash the hallowed fire into the 
hearts of others. He seems never to have stu
died action, or “the start theatric." The only 
teacher that gave him lessons in action and atti
tude was feeUng—real, genuine, holy feeling; 
and this taught him how to look, how to move, 
and how to speak. In preaching, as well as in 
everything religious, he lielieved with Paul that 
“ it is a good thing to lie always zealously affect- 
ed and consequently that earnest, fervid 
preach ing is truly apostolic.

“ Letting the Heart Down."
A poor widow lies helpless upon her bed. She 

ha, worked at her tubs and ironing table as long 
as she could stand, since her children depended 
on her labour. At last her health has given out, 
and she is obliged to surrender. With her work 
half done, and knowing not how she is to live 
and feed her family, she stops from stern neces
sity. The luxury of sickness she cannot afford, 
or she would have stopped a year ago. Now she 
must suffer and wait, whereas before she suffer
ed and worked. It is surely a hard case, llow 
easily may she be gloomy and despairing !

In this state of things I visited her. I was 
prepared to hear a sad story, and to meet a 
downcast countenance. But, to my surprise, she 
was cheerful—hoped she would get at her work 
in a few weeks, lhe people she worked for would 
put up with her sickness for awhile, and then 
she would go on again as lafore. Her feet were 
not quite so swollen, and if she could only get 
so as to stand, she could work very well at the 
ironing table. Meanwhile ihe doctor was so 
kind a» to charge hci ii-.ining for his services, 
and her oldest child got along pretty well with 
the scanty cooking she required.

Astonished at such a 
that the made the beat of 
how covered the darkest 
hvijies, 1 asked her he
its in such discouraging ■eemstaneew. She 
spoke of her Christian 
“ There's no use of letting

I wondered at the pithy 
in this home of poverty, 
burdens somehow grew 
vanished; my complaining At gave place to 
gratitude, and I resolved to friite the Christian 
philosophy of the widow

What would such a habit » holding the heart 
up do for all earnest worker® aa well as patient 
sufferers ? Only let the sag be sustained and 
girded by such a faith—the 
up by such a cheerful glow—4|e imagination bus
ied in the paths of hope, rather than of despair— 
and how much stronger we should he in every 
holy service !

Tell it to the tempted minister, to the troubled 
Christian, to the perplexed statesman, to the 
earnest worker in every land. Be joyful in God, 
for “ there's no use in letting the heart down !” 
—Rresbyterian.

able the Church to overtake the world's neces- rocky ; the cliffs rise in precipices out of the 
•ities. Something must be done. Now that ‘water, and their strata are tossed, and tom asun- 
aometinng which the world requires is the prom- der, as by some great convulsion of nature.—A 
ised and more plentiful out-pouring of the Holy j huge black ruck lifts its head out of the deep 
Spirit,44 until the Spirit he poured upon us from | water immediately in front of the Cape. The 
on high, and the wilderness lie a plentiful fieldi eternal swell of the Atlantic has worn great hol- 
aod the plentiful field lie counted for a forest.” 1---- —* '------------------------------ *------------------ '
There is the remedy for the world’s misery : the 
great and fruitful agency by which its barrenness 
shall be exchanged into moral cultivation and 
beauty. Now it is as certain as that the world s 
conversion depends upon those copious measures 
of Divine influence—that the blessing is to be 
realised in answer to prayer. But when the 
Scriptures speak of prayer and of its wondrous 
power, they uniformly insist ujmiii the attribute 
of holiness as essential tq its success. “ Lifting 
up holy hands," exhorts the apostle. We are 
persuaded the Church's great want is a higher 
piety—a fuller consecration to God. The triflers 
—the lukewarm—the worldly—the undecided 
professors of religion, are a fearful drag on the 
wheel, and hinder the Church's progress. If 
they could be aroused, a dead weight would lie 
removed ; and the true friends of Jesus might 
prepare to celebrate the more glorious triumph 
of the truth.—Christian Cabinet.

Passing Away.
Passing away ! so whispers the wind,

As it treads its trackless course ;
And passing away doth the bright rill say,

As its leaps from its crystal source.
All passing away on the stream of time,
To oblivion’s vale in a far off clime ;
Matter and man, we make no delay,
To eternity’s gulf we are pasting away,

Parsing away ! mark the forrowed brow,
And the head with its sàrery hair,

And the furrowed cheek, how they plainly speak, 
That they’re leaving a world of care.

Yes, passing aw iy, even beauty’s flower 
Is lading fast ’neath the spoiler’s power,
And fair and frail to their bed of clay,
Adown in the tomb they are passing away.

Passing away ! shriek’s the ocean's wave,
As it breaks on the beaten shore,

And the tortured tide is left to chide 
The clifTs with their hollow roar.

Aye, passing away ! both from palucef and cot, 
The places which know us will soon know us not 
Whether peasant or prince, nature’s last debt to 

pay,
At the fiat of God, we are passing away,

Passing away, for their hour is past—
Earth’s things ; they’re a motley pyre ;

The monarch’s throne, and hi» sword and crown, 
And the pen and the poet’s lyre ;

All passing away, e’en th» pomp of art,
And the pride of the despot must all depart, 
And the relics of realms must each decay,
And the names of nation» be passing away.

Passing away ! even Time himself 
Bends under the weight of years ;

Hi* limbs are frail and his cheek grows pale 
With the furrows of sorrowing tears ;

With his broken scythe, with a silent tread, 
lit is passing on to the home of the dead ;
With a bending form, and with locks grown

Old I’ime himself is j>assing away.

Parsing away ! all but hod’s bright throne,
And his servant’» home above,

And his grace divine, and the boundless mine, 
Of God’s eternal love ;

And his w e thro’ a Saviour’s blood,
The child of faith who hath washed in the flood ; 
Even earth to its framework doth all decay.
Bui God in his love shall ne'er pass away.

Obligions |itiflligtnte.

Moral Statistics : a Plea for In
creased Energy.

'I lie human family has been generally esti
mated at eight or nine hundred millions ; and 
the number has always appeared large and 
fearful to contemplate with respect to its moral 
condition. It would seem, however, that the 
numerical easiness of the world has been under 
estimated. The most recent and reliable esti
mates by Dicte rick, a Berlin statistician, give the 
world’s |Hipulation with relation to religion as 
follows ;—
Christians, 3:10,000,000 or 25.77 per ct
Jews, 5,000,000 “ 0.3N 44
Asiatic religions, 600,000,000 44 46.15 44
Mohammedans, 160,000,000 44 12.31 “
Pagans, 200,000,000 44 15.39 “

Total,- 1,300,000,000—100.00 
The 335,(XXI,000 of Christians are again divided
into—

Roman Catholics, 50.7 per ct 170,000,000 
Protestants, 26.6 44 69,000,000
Greek Catholics, 22.7 « 76,000,000

Total,— 11X1.0 “ 350,000,000
Deducting from the ninety or one hundred mil
lions of Protestants the non-professor or non-pos
sessors, it has been supposed that the true follow
ers of Christ would be, in relation to the enemies 
of the truth, as one to ten. Noir, supposing that 
only one out of ten of the woiid’s population is 
saved, or that nine out of every ten throng the 
broad road which leads to destruction, is it not a 
sight which should deeply affect the heart ofevgry 
Christian man and woman ? To think that nine
teen hundred years have passed sway, and that 
so inconsiderable an aggression has been made 
apon the empire of darkness, is surely a conside
ration sufficient to excite the concern and call 
forth the most determined energy of every fol
lower of Christ. The rate of^irogress on the part 
of Christianity, one would think, could scarcely 
disturb the powers ol evil, and mast even fill the 
breats of demons with satisfaction. Is it not the 
will of God that mure rapid advances should lie 
made ? Does not Christianity supply the re< 
sources for some enlarged and speedy conquests ? 
Is not the Church possessed of a power adequate 
to the successful prosecution of the great Christian 
warfare ? Unquestionably the “ Sword of the 
Lord and of Gideon" is equal to the contest The 
conclusion to which we are brought is one well 
calculated to arouse the fears of the Church, viz., 
that to a great extent it is sleeping in the camp 
instead of pushing the battle lo an issue—or that 
it is failing to employ a power it undoubtedly 
possesses. It will be evident to any observer that 
the ratio of progress m tiw past will never en-

British Systematic Beneficence 
Society.

On Sunday week sermons were preached in 
Bridge-street and Wesley Chapels, Bolton, on 
behalf of this society, by the Secretary, the Rev. 
Dr. Gather, of Belfast. The “ Systematic Be
neficence Society,” was established in London 
and Belfast, in the spring of I860 ; and its ob
jects are to promote, by means of the press, the 
platform, and the pulpit, a sound and scriptural 
public opinion in favour of three things—First# 
Conscientious giving to God ; secondly, Propor
tionate giving to God ; and thirdly, Systematic 
giving to God. The society seeks the promotion 
of the principle of giving a stated portion of our 
income to the cause of God and the poor—not 
less than a tenth, however much more it may be. 
It does not collect funds or enrol members ; the 
expenses of the society being supplied by a few 
Christian gentlemen who ieel the importance of 
bringing the force of scriptural argument and ap
peal to convince and persuade men to “ Honour 
the Lord with their substance, and the firstfruits 
of all their increase.” Already much good has 
resulted from its teachings, which have been 
adopted by thousands in all parts of the country. 
The publications of the society have been very 
widely distributed : “ Gold and the Gospel,” a 
prize essay ; and “ The Duty of Giving Away a 
Stated Proportion of our Income,” a lecture of 
extraordinary power, by the Rev. W. Arthur, A. 
M., having had a circulation of more than 150,- 
000 copies. A l>eautifuliy written tract by a 
clergyman, entitled, “ What is mine, and what 
is God’s ?” has lieen presented to the clergy of 
Great Britain, to the number of 20,000 copies. 
Dr. Gather preached .it Bridge-street Chapel in 
the morning, and in the course of his sermon 
forcibly urged 1 hat we must bring the same prin
ciple to l>ear in the distribution of the charities 
of the world as we do in our business transac
tions—that is, we must reduce our giving to a 
.sysltui. He argued that il was mere mockery to 
talk of evangelisiug the world by impulse ; and 
that all Christians, ln>th rich and poor, must fol
low the example contained in the text, giving 
“every man accordingto his ability.” He urged 
that the claims of the Christian Church multipli
ed continually ; and that in order to meet those 
claims, a system of judicial management was re
quired to prevent confusion in the proper dis
charge of the, Christian grace and duty of charity.

In the evening, at Wesley Chapel, the Doctor 
took for his text 2 Cor. viii. 7, and after a com
prehensive exposition, applied the subject to his 
hearers ; observing that lie was anxious to induce 
them to adopt a system of regular, conscientious 
delilierate, universal, and perpetual offering up 
of their store to the Lord. There were those, he 
observed, who thought the worship of God was 
interfered with by the sound of money on the 
plate ; he contended, however, that there could 
lie no worship without giving ; that giving alway s 
formed part of the worship of God, and that the 
utmo#» mischief would result from dividing them. 
It was a test of sincerity, a mark of gratitude, 
and a testimony of piety. Their giving must 
not lie by fits and starts : it must l>e perpetual 
and universal ; and not only universal, but pro
portionate. If a man had ôl. a week, should he 
not give five times as much as he who only- 
had 1/. ; and if 50/. a week, then ten times as' 
much as he who had only oi- for if God heaped 
upon them blessings, did that not proportionate
ly increase their obligations ? Then they were 
not to be content with the bare tenth ; but to 
give as much more as their hearts prompted them 
to out of the blessings they received. And last
ly, their giving should not oidy lie proportionate 
but it should be dignified—“ Upon the first day 
of the week let every one of you lay by him in 
store, as God hath prospered him ; that there be 
no gatherings when I come.” Let there be no 
scramble, no confusion, buta constant,dignified, 
and graceful stream of liberality. The preacher 
illustrated the great good which had accompanied 
the adoption of the weekly offertory in instances 
drawn from the personal experience of his own 
friends.—Meth. ltccvrdcr.

Central Ütisccllano.

lows in the cliffs ; and in some places, masses of 
slaty rock stand out, isolated from the l.uge wall 
that breaks the restless ocean ever thundering 
against it, and throwing its flashing spray high 
up the precipices.

On the top of the cliffs, a very short distance 
from the edge, stands a well built light-house 
painted white, with red vertical stripes. A little 
further inland is the telegraph station, a small 
neat building, from which ethe wire can be seen 
stretching away on taty poles, standing out clearly 
on the moors and hflnens which are the great 
feature of Newfoundland.

Two whale boats, of the very best description 
are employed to board the steamers which pass. 
Both these boats were built at New York ; one 

White-hall ” boat, and the other, said to 
be the best of the two, was built in Brooklyn. 
These boats are kept in recesses of the rocks, 
one on e»ch side of the Ca|>e, so as to take ad
vantage of that side which may be at the moment 
the most favorable for launching or landing,— 
both operations being attended with considerable 
danger.

The crew consists of four oarsmen, natives of 
Newfoundland, and magnificent men they are, 
equal to any and every emergency. The fifth 
man is their steersman—Mr. Murphy, the News 
Agent. He is said to be a native of Sydney, 
Cape Breton, and certainly, the way in which he 
manages a boat in all weathers, and makes hie 
way on board vessels at times when *the most 
daring would tremble, is something quite won
derful, and scarcely to be credited. To see him 
standed up with a foot on the gunwale, swaying 
with the motion of the boat in the most awful 
sea, and steadying himself with the tiller ropes, 
ready for his spring, in boarding, is enough to 
make the blood run cold while watching him.

In the night, or in unusually stormy weather, 
when the l»oat cannot overtake or get near the 
steamer, a tin canister is thrown over, containing 
the latest newspapers and despatches. These 
canisters are cylindrical, al»out 18 inches in length 
and six inches in diameter ; they are carefully 
soldered up, and liave a piece of lead at one end 
to make them flout upright in the water, while 
straps at the side carry a slight pine staff, about 
three feet long, bearing a tiny flag, which serves 
to mark the position of tl^ canister, and render 
it more readily seen and picked up.

Having obtained the news, the men pull for 
the shore with a long and powerful stroke, and 
the boat goes dancing over the waves in right 
gallant style. Murphy springs on shore at any 
available point ; he is next seen scrambling up 
the cliffs, and rushing along to the Station House 
with the sj»eed of a reindeer, for he is as active 
on land as on the sea. From thence, the news 
is sent off without an instant’s delay, by wires 
which stretch from that point 400 miles west- 
wardly to Port ati Basque, over one of the wild
est countries in the world—mountains, moors, 
ravines, roaring torrents and mad precipices fol
lowing each Other in quick succession.

Port au Basque is at the South Western ex
tremity of Newfoundland, near Cape Ray—a 
name also derived from the Portuguese—Cap El 
Hey, the “ King’s Cape.” From this point a 
cable is submerged across the main entrance to 
the Gulf of St. Lawrence, here 57 miles wide, 
to Aspy Bay, at the North F a stern extremity of 
Caj>e Breton, between North Cape and Smoky 
Cape, both remarkable headlands rising directly 
from the sea to the height of l-'$00 feet, and V50 
feet respectively.

From A spy Bay, the line is brought through 
the broken but most picturesque country which 
forms the interior of Cape Breton, to the North
ward of the magnificent sea-lake known as the 
Great Bras d’Or, and passes on to its western 
extremity, at the peninsula of St. Peter’s.— 
Thence it follows the post-road to Plaister Cove, 
in the Stait of Canso, where communication is 
maintained with the shore of Nova Scotia, (the 
mainland of America) by means of a submarine 
cable not much more than hall-a-mile in length. 
This is landed ii a cove a little t<>the northward 
of Cape Porcupine, which Cape is nearly, a thou
sand feet in height.

Thence the Cape Race line follows the Eastern 
coast of Nova Scotia, by Antigonish, to Merigo- 
mishe, (around the head of Pictou Busin,) on to 
Port Wallace and Pugwasfi, whence it strikes 
off to Amherst, and there intersects the main 
telegraph with the whole Western world, termi
nating only in the Pacific !

Thus we got the last news from Cape Race, 
the steamer “ City of Washington” having been 
boarded off that lonely mass of storm-washed 
rock, on Sunday afternoon at 3 o’clock. The 
news reached here during the night, and we were 
thus enabled by much exertion, to lay it before 
our readers at an early hour on Monday mom*, 
ing.—On the same day, in all probability, it was 
published at San Francisco, and doubtless caused 
as much sensation there as it appears to have 
done in all the towns and cities on the Atlantic 
sea-board.—CoL Empire*

The Telegraph from Cape Race.
The imjiortant news from England, three day» 

later than that brought by the Europa at Halifax, 
which came on Sunday night from Cape Race, 
has led to several enquiries at the office of the 
44 Colonial Empire," as to the mode in which 
that intelligence was received. We beg there
fore to state how, and in what manner, news i« 
obtained at Cape Race, and is thence tent by the 
lightning flash, all over this Continent, the tele
graphic communication being now complete be
tween that point and San Francisco.

The general form of Newfoundland is that of 
an irregular triangle, having the South coast as 
its base. At its South-eastern extremity is Cape 
Race, (from the Portuguese, Cap El Raz, the 
44 Captain’s Cape,”) which all the steamers run
ning from England to New York, Boston, or 
Portland, endeavor to make, aa it lies directly in 
their route, or rather, in their way,—as a detour 
has to be made from the direct line in order to 
dear it The coast at Cape Race is bold and

Astounding Gold Discovery.
The Ranker.’ Jte/iorler states that the follow

ing comes from a respectable source, but it 
certainly appears to be about as reliable as the 
story of Alladin's Wonderful Lamp.

It has been a great mystery to English 
bankers, and to the directors of the Bank of 
England, how the bullion of the Bank of France 
could be so greatly increased within the last 
three years, while the institution has been con
stantly sending gold to England, to Germany 
and to America. Not long since the Bank of 
France drew some fifteen million francs in silver 
from the Bank of England, which it paid for in 
gold bars with the French mint stamp on them. 
At its last report it showed a balance of one 
hundred and seventeen million franes in gold, 
while the amount one year ago was under eighty 
millions—nearly one-third increase.

It is whispered that this abundance in gold is 
the result of a scientific discovery, which the 
Emperor Napoleon has secured the monoply of. 
Gold is at the present moment manufactured at 
Paris in a secret manner. The principal articles 
used are not lead and arsenic, and though it is 
not known how extensively the precious metal is

produced, yet several hundred weight of the 
material are taken lo a certain place on the first 
of each month. Every thing is conducted with 
.utmost 4| 11 None of the workmen are
allowed to le.o ! in>'*v"g definite ran he 
known ; but tin fact that gold is produced is be
yond peradventure. How long Napoleon III. 
will be able to keep this wonderful secret remains 
to be seen.

Samuel Rogers, the Banker-Poet.
What a magnificent room was that library of 

Rogers's !* There were (minting» from the hands 
of the best ancient and modem masters, in gor
geous frames ; portfolios of the choicest and 
rarest print* ; water-color drawings In every ar
tist of celebrity of past and modern times ; rare 
specimens of ri to. which would have thrown 
the proprietor of Strawberry Hill into a very 
flutter of excitement ; busts, some brown with 
nge, ami other* in all the brilliant modern white
ness of Carrara marble ; costly gem* and price - 
ly intaglio* ; hooks, curious in their old literal 
hoard covers, wit) I ancient silver ( Lisps and ven
erable letter* ; manuscript*, snuaprecimi* from 
time,’and in consequence of the lalmr which had 
been bestowed on them by gray monk* in solemn 
old cells ages since, that they were enshrined in 
crystal cases.

There was a large piece of amlicr in which a 
fly was enclosed, perfect and unmutilated, leav
ing the beholder to wonder how it got there and 
achieved it* transparent immortality. Sydney 
Smith, once taking it up, raid, •’ Perhaps it buz
zed in Adam's ear.” And there were vases of 
exquisite form and workmanship, relics from 
Pompeii and from f ir away lnd, and all so taste
fully disposed that no museum effect was pro
duced; nor did any one object obtrude itself so 
as in detract from the apparent value of the im
pression produced by another.

Oil a pedestal was a bust of Pope, modeled, 
at least so lar as a part o! the drapery was con
cerned, by the artist (llouliilliac probably) in the 
presence of Mr. Rogers.

But there were two objects in tlie room which, 
more ball any others, were calculated to engross 
attention—the one represented the enormous 
wealth of its possessor and the other indicated 
his ki en appreciation of the value of mind. 
These articles were simply two small pieces 
of paper ill gold frames. One of them was a 
Bank ofY.ngland note for one million pounds 
Sterling, (#5,<XX>,(XX>,) and the other the original 
receipt of John Milton for five pounds, (the sum 
lie received for the copyright of RanuUte Inst 
from Simmons, the lxiokscller.) The bank-note 
was one of the only four which were ever struck 
from a plate which was afterward destroyed. 
The Rothschilds have one impression, the lute 
Mr. C'outta had another, the Bank of England 
the third, and Mr. Rogers decorated his room 
with the remaining one.

There it hung, within any one's, reach—a for
tune for many, hut valueless to all excejit its 
dwncr. No one would think of stealing it, lie- 
cause it would lie only as so much waste pnjicr. 
Itnetfi could be negotiated without detection, 
and were it destroyed by lire, from its peculiar 
character, no loss would ensue to Mr. Rogers. 
At hi* w ord, however, ii might lie transformed 
into a golden shower. He alone was the magi
cian who could render it all-powerful fur good 
or evil.

Growth of Cotton in Australia,
•A private letter from Australia rays: “The 

Chinese may yet lie found useful in the growth of 
cotton in the northern parts of tlie country, hut 
as yet the experiment lias not been tried. Some 
little feeling of excitement as to the formation 
of plantations is felt, and for my own part 1 have 
much hojies of a beneficial result. The Manches
ter people ought to publish cheap pamphlets for 
circulation here, or rather in Queensland, ex
plaining the culture of cotton, Ac., and forward 
seed of the best quality to their friends, the 
curators of botanical gardens and others, so as 
to give the movement an impetus. A friend of 
mine, Mr. Moore, of the Botanical Gardens, 
Sydney, (brother to your Glasnevin (Dublin) 
curator,) would lie a good , man lor them to 
correspond with, and 1 am stlre one who would 
give all the aid in his power. There are good 
botanical gardens in Queensland, and the capital, 
Brisbane, at Maryborough, Wide Bay ; more to 
the north still there is an ex|ierimental plantation 
and company formed. Another friend of mi ie, 
Thomas Browrt, Esq., Messrs. Naughton and 
Brown, Maryborough, storekeepers, may lie 
found of use on the ground at present most ap
proved of. A Mr. M’Millan ia commencing at 
Roehutnptom. I may mention these matters to 
you, as you might have some talk with your 
Manchester friends.”

Clock for the Great Exhibition.
The Commissioners of the Great Exhibition 

of 1862 have given permiason to Mr. Benson, of 
Ludgate Hill, for the construction of a clock, to 
be fixed in the building now in progress of erec
tion, at South Kensington. The clock in ques
tion will he second in size only to the great 
Westminster clock. The dial is to be from 15 
to 20 feet in diameter, and will be placed im
mediately over the centre arch of the grand en
trance in Cromwell-road. The movement will 
measure at the base 12 feet by 8, or nearly 100 
square feet, and will be about 25"feet in height. 
It will chime the quarters on four bells, and 
strike on a fifth, weighing about 45 cwt. '1 he 
whole will lie inclosed in a glass case, and as no 
pains will be spared in its construction, it will 
when completed as at present designed, form a 
very attractive object, in every respect worthy 
of the building in which it will he located, and 
of tne reputation its manufacturer *‘a* earned 
for himself. —English l'apeç,

Ax Ecr. IX A BotTlf..—To accomplish this 
seemingly incredible act requires the following 
preparation : You must take an egg and soak 
it in vinegar, and in process of time its shell will 
liecome quile soft, so that it may lie extended 
lengthwise without breaking ; then insert it into 
the neck of a small bottle, and on (Kiunng cold 
water upon it it will assume it. former 6gW““. 
hardness. This i. really a curiosity, sod baffle, 
thote who are not in the secret to find out ho
it is açcouipliehed.—ScioUi/v* AMtrw&i*
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