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W m she proceeded to the village tank for water, much she was indebted to her, snd 10 the grace
Tarn Jeaving her darling amusing herself in the plea-'of God in a Christian Missionary.
sant sunshine near the door of her humble hut, |

To the Memory of the late Rev.
” James Mann, ;

Who died suddenly. at N. RB. Harbour, (near Shel-
burne,) on Christmas day, 1820, in the 70th year of his
age, and 34th of his , universally regretted.
Written shortly after his demise.

Bervant of God, well done,

Thy toil and woes are past;

Are all exchanged for purest joy,

That shall for ever last.

The fight was well sustained,

The conquest sure was thine ;
Armed by the Captain of the Host,
In panoply divine !

Through many a wearied day,
And many a tiresome hour;

Thy course by heavenly ardor fired,
‘Was strong in Jesus’ power.

The Gospel tramp to sound,
Thy lov'd and sole employ ;
To point the sinner to the Cross,
Was e’er thy crowning joy.

Thy tongue o’er-joy'd to tell,

The story of the Cross; .
Whilst all of worldly worth’s esteemed,
As vain and sordid dross.

Though rough the stormy way,
Btill glorious was the end ;

"Twas all thy business here on earth,
.To preach the sinner’s Friend.

To tell each wandering one,
Thoe®words (with tongue of fire ;)
By which salvation is secured;
When earth and globes expire.

To heal the broken heart,
Ha&'s captives to release ;
And lead the weary-laden soul,
To streams of joy and peace.

These were thy cheerful tasks,

Nor tired nor faint thy way ;

*Till called from earth, by death’s stern voice,
To share eternal day.

‘We miss thy welcome form,
Thy friemdly grasp and voice ;
8o wont to raise the sinking head,

Tho’ sudden was thy call,
Yet safe it was for thee ;
And bright the crown thy brow shall wear,
Through all eternity.
1821. . 4

{For the Provincial Wesleyan.
Stories for the Young.
3Y A PILGRIM PATHER.
wo. 7.

No one in heathen lands is more trusted than
the Christian Missionary. Where the people
have a religious system and shasters of their own
they may, ‘ndeed, be jealous of any strange doc-
trine and prejudiced against every new way. And

pegods, | peither slow to discover nor to encounter. Beck-

villages and visits their habitations, or mingles
with them in the busy baZaar, speaking of for-

snd inviting them to come unto Him and be
saved, they may ssy “ We will see thee again of
this matter,” impatient of any inmovation on
their practices, or interruption to the course by
which they buy and sell and get gain. Yet al-
thuugh they seem indifferent regarding the sub-

wninfluenced by the teacher himself. If he bad
come to traffic with them—to barter, to buy or
touulorptoﬂtthyeuﬂhnwﬂ--
but that “ Out of pity and of love” he should

—they gradually arrive at the conclusion that he
is * the friend of all; the enemy of none.” And
if otill the servant of the Lord should say * Who
bath believed our report? and to whom is the
arm of the Lord revealed ? It is worthy of note
thét the effect of the gospel that he lives is inci-
dantally shown in the confidence reposed in him-
self because of the beautiful harmony and con-
sistency of his principles and practics. Yes!
the Missionary is feit as the harbinger of the
better times to come of which he tells, when
« Violence shall be no more heard in their land,
mun‘mwﬁonﬁtﬁnthﬁb.d-u."u
the following incidents may serve to illustrate.
A poor woman, resident in Lower Bengal, was
left a widow with one child. She was s worship-

have been ready to say, It is better for me to
die than.to live.” There is so much of sorrow
and shame and suffering in the condition of wi-
dowhood in India that itjis still thought by many
that the custom of Suttee’or the buming of
widows with the bodies of their husbands should
not have been sbolished, and muititudes would

jungle outside, assisted by ber neighbours, who,
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graceful manner of the women ia the East, influences of domestic love soon learned how

Having filled ber pitcher, she again set it on her |
bead, and with steady step and cheerful heart |
returned to her dwelling. The tank was at a|
considerable distance, and concealed from view |
by & tope or clump of trees. She had not been |
long away, however,—no longer than usual,—
and she expected to find every thing in the same
order as when she left. But her child was gone!
The prattling little creature was nowhere to be
seen. Hastily disposing of her burthen, the

the house, and then countinued her search in the

at the sound of her lamentations, had come out
and joined in the quest. But all was in vain.
No trace of the missing one could be obtained,
and further exertion was abandoned. The in-
terest of the case soon abated in the village, and
the people generally allowed the circumstance
gradually to pass away from their thoughts, It
was otherwise with her who had been bereft.
She ceased not to sorrow for the lost, nor did
she ever altogether despair of her restoration.
Perhaps she was alone in the impression that
the child still survived. The prevailing belief
was that an evil beast had devoured the inno-

cent,~—a very common occurrence in many parts
of India,—that it had fallen into a gully, or wan-
dered into the thicket, or in some other way
been deprived of life ; but, hopingeagainst hope,
the mother clung to the idea that her child had
been kidnapped, and might one day be restored
to ber again. This thought supplied a fresh
stimulus to her heart and to her hand. The de-
sire to recover her daughter was added to the
motive she had always cherished, to live and la-
bour for her. “ Hope deferred maketh the heart
sick,” and the delay and disappointment of her
expestations, from day to day and week to
week, must have sadly and sorely sickened her
heart. Month after month went past, year after
year rolled round, and still the widow watched
and waited, but still there was no gleam of light,
and no brighter prospect of the long-lost being
found. Yet bravely and nobly she ever hoped
on with a spirit that faltered not amidst the ga-
thering discouragements that thickened round
ber path. To her there was music in the very
name of her unforgotten child, and if she was
saddened at the silence being broken only by the
echoes of her own voice when she callgd it out,
the sweetness of the sound and the memories, it
revived mingled pleasure with her pain, and lent
new energy to her patient work and watching.
Such is & mother’s love!

It happened one day, that in passing the gate
of a large native establishment situated in the
suburbs of the principal city in the province, she
caught a glimpee of a little girl in the compound.
Something in the appearance of the child fas-
tened her attention. She ¢jd not know what it
was that fascinated her, but she felt that her much
missed and mourned daughter was before her.
All her instinets and her affections burned within
her. The hour for which she had so ardently
longed had come, and ber vyer once more beheld,
and her heart yearned over the long lost trea-
sure now again within her grasp. But there were
unimagined difficulties in the way which she was

oning the child to her side, she called her by her
name, but the girl was evidently unaccustomed
both to the endearing tone and sound, and re-
plied by a startled and inquisitive gaze at the
mistaken stranger. Approaching, however, she
was eagerly examined by the delighted mother
who became more and more satisfied of her
identity. Gosing into ber well remembered eyes
she saw the same bright features she had loved
to look upon because of their resemblance to
the departed husband and father ; and as she
stood stroking her raven hair, and feeling her
delicate skin, as if assured by the very touch
that the hands were those that had pressed upon
her bosom in the fondness and feebleness of in-
fancy, she whispered the relationship she had
discovered and wished her to go to her home.
But alas ! alas ! The poor child had known so
little of her mother and been so long the house-
hold slaye of a wealthy native Ranse that she
had forgotten all about her, and did not know
anything even of bersell. This was more dis-
tressing to her mother than any of the trials she
had borne. To find that her child had no know-
ledge of her, and no love for her,—that she
looked upon her with disgust and refused to ex-
change a condition of bondage for the fellowship
of kindred and the comforts of home—but so it
was, and baffled, though not finally defeated, she
was obliged to retire alone. In a few hours she
returned furnished with a supply of sweetmeats
of which the natives of all ages are childishly
fond. Finding an opportunity of seeing the girl
alone as before, she gave her the present she had
brought and renewed her request that she would
go home with her mother, but although the gift
was greedily accepted, the demand of duty was
denied, and the interview was instantly termi-
nated on the appearance of the Durwan who
angrily ordering the girl inside, closed the gate
on her suppliant mother,/ And, now, what was
to be done ?  Give up fdrther effort as hopeless P
No! that would be unworthy of a love that had
already suffered and surmounted so much. With
the prize in view she must obtain-possessiop of
it—but how ? She was still a blind idolator
and neither her idols, nor their temple priests
could save her. To whem then could she turn?
She had heard of a missionary—one of the most
laborious of a noble band, and personally known
to the writer—he had resided in the neighbor-

hood for many years and was always willing to | B®®

help the needy, to befriend the widow in her af-
fliction, and to succour the fatherless children.
He was himself as a father to the people who
looked up to him with a feeling akin to worship.
To him the widow teld the story of her grief and

Patsy and the Squire.

Patsy O’Blane was & poor ragged boy, living
on s wild Irish moor. He folded the sheep
stacked the peat, and dug the potatoes, without
hat or shoes, for he owned neither. He also
cooked the food, and swept the clay floor ; while
his father herded the cattle of the Squire, who
owned all the lands and cottages around them.
Theirs was & poor dwelling, with its one only
window, and with the thatch falling from the
r':l-;.htit was home, and therefore dear to

Dan O’Blane owned one book, the Bible, which
be azd little Patsy dearly loved, for it had raised
them from the dast to be “kings and priesis
unto God.

One evening, as Patsy sat atithe door, with his
pet lamb at his side, snd the Bible on his knee,
awaiting the return of his father, he heard the
loud voice of the blunt but good-natured Squire.

* Pat my boy,” be shouted, “ leave the great
book for priests and bishops to read, and go bunt-
ing with O'Rook’s boys.”

“ Please, yer honour,” ssid Patsy, * I'm for-

bid o’ my father to go with them same at all, for | ;

they take the name o’ God in vain.”

“But you can go hunting with them without
swearing,” said the gentlemsn.”

“Ah! sir, I know its not easy to go into the
fire without being burned,” replied the boy.

“ Well, my fellow, what do you find in that
great book ? With all my learniug. I don’t un-
derstand half of it,” ssid the Squire.

“ And now, yer honor, does’nt your own word
show liow thrue this book is ?” asked Pat, * for
it says, ‘ He hath hidden these things from the
wise and prudent and revealed them unto babes.’
There’s ye sir, as rich as the king, and as wise
as a bishop—ye ar'nt sure that it’s God'’s word
at all; and here’s us, as poor as-my lamb Betty,
and not much wiser—we belave every word o’ it,
and takes it into our hearts, and makes it our
mate and our drink, 8o, after all, begging your
pardon, we is richer than ye. Onlylutnﬁ
when ye and yer company was feasting and sing-
ing at the Hall, father said he was amazed at the
grace of God that made ye and him to differ.
This poor cabin was a little heaven, sir, yutu'-
day, when some of the poor people left the fool-
ish mass, to hear father read how Jesus came to
preach the gospel to the poor, and to open heav-
en to them.”

“Don’t you think Dan would change places
ﬁth-,boy,mlmdbody?"ﬂodthsquiu,
smiling.

* What sir ! sell heaven where mother and the
baby is, and give up Christ? Och! no sir; ye
hav'nt gold enough to buy the new heart out o’
Dan O’Blane; answered this boy, folding the Bi-
ble to his breast.

“ How can these things be ?” exclaimed the
Squire.

“ Ye mind me yer honor, o’ the ruler o’ the
Jews, who crept to Jesus like a thafe by night.
Homuhd.‘l!ovuutbnthingnbo?vﬁn
Jesus told him, *Ye must be born again " said
Patsy.

“How can you prove, boy, that a man is born
again, as you call the change you talk about P”
asked the Squire.

Jesuldid’at try to proveit to the ruler, sir,
nor will I to ye. If ye see s man walking on the
highway, ye don’s bid hiut stop and prove to you
that he was ever born, for ye know that he was,
or he would’it be there alive,” replied Patsy.
“ 8o when ye see one like father, once dead in sin,
now alive and walking in the road to hegven, ye
may know he’s born again, without him proving
it to ye; sir.” .

The scoffer’s smile faded from the lip of the
gentleman, as he stood before the poor child,
who evidently him. “Pat,” he said,
“there was a time when I wanted this ssme
faith myself. I had nothing to ask for here, but
I knew I could not carry my treasure to eter-
nity; so I wanted something beyond. I asked
God for this new heast, and be didn’t hear my
prayer us your father said he would.”

“Och! sir, but ye asked amiss—all from self-
ishness! = Ye war rich now, and ye wanted to
be so forever. But ye warn’t rich at heart, be-
cause ye had sinned against God ; yer soul didn't
ery out to have kim glorified, whatever became o’
ye! Like enough ye went to God feeling that
ye were Squire Phelan, and no mean man; and
that it was great condescension in ye to seek his
face. But ye'll niver fiod the Lord so, ‘sir,”
said the boy. .

¢ How'did you go to him, Put,?” asked the
Squire.

“ Meself, is it sir? Like the poor, miserable,
sinful child that I was. *I'm evil altogether,’ I
said, and as ignorant as a beast before thee—
ignorant of all that's hooly, but wise enough in
what's unhooly. I sin in ten' thousand ways, and
has no claim on God’s pity. ' 1If he send my soul
to hell,’ 1 said, *be’ll do only right ; but it's%o
heaven ] want to go, where Jesus is, and where
there's no sin. If ye take me Lord, it mast be
just as I am, for I can niver make meself & whit
better.” "

“ ,my boy,” said the Squire,” * You talk
like & bishop ; but you are only a poor herd’s
boy, after all, and may be mistaken in this mat-
ter; what would you do then?”

“QOch ! sir, that canuot be ; forjl have the word
of God'himself, and that ean niver fail replied
the boy. 2

But you may mistake the meaning of the word

on which you build you faith,” suggested the
tleman.
“Och ! your worship, when it is so plain, how
could any one help comprebending]it?” asked
the boy. - “ Sure, does'nt it say just here,” and
Patsy turned the lesves rapidly over uatil he
came to the place he sought—*'A wayfaring
man, though & fool ’ (and Pm not 0 bad as that
yet,) need not err therein P

“ And how did you bring your mind to be-
lieve this first, boy P” asked the Squire.

* Sure 1 did not bring my mind at all, sir; I

just read the words o’ Jesus,and belaved them. | ject.

1 was lost and be found me, and bid me follow
him, and so I did, and that's all I can tell about
hll

“ And you feel quite sure you bave a new heart
do you P” asked the gentlemen.

#Lfoel its mot the same heart that weed to

. Whend bed fhe

nor meselfl. When I'd be trudging, cold and
hungry, thro’ the bog, I'd often see your illigant
young sons, and the beir o’ Sir Robert mounted
on their fine horses ; then the ould beart in me
would speak out almost aloud, * Bed luck to the
young spaipeens! Why warn't I born the gin-
tlemin, and themselves digging ankle-deep in
the bog, or herding the cattle? And once I
mind me, I looked after them as they dashed
down the hill, wishing the roya: gray would toss
your heir, sir, over his head,and bring his pride
down,” added the boy.

“ I never knew, Patsy, that there was so much
malice in your heart,” exclaimed the Squire.

“Och! sir, and its not all cleansed out intire-
ly yet,” said the boy.

peace,” and the poor boy smote his breast.

“ And how do you fegltowards my brave boys
now, Patsy ?” asked the Squire.

“ How do I feel now, is it? Och! sir, but I
loves the very sound of the hoofs that brings
them fornint me. I cries out, ‘Lord love the
jewels! Give they every blessing thou hast
give below, but don’t be puiting them i
earthly good; give them thy grace now,

own, and then ye’ll inow what the new heart is

One Prize Won, and Another Lost.

The son of a pious parents graduated with
honor at his university. He had been nursed in
the lap of prayer, and consecrated in his parent’s
purposes to the ministry of Jesus. But he ab-
borred piety, and ‘set his heart on winning politi-
cal distinction.

Reluctantly his parents consented to let him
study law. In time he was admitted to she bar.
He married an excellent lady, and began to
practice with prospects of eminent success. Btill
abhorring religion and resisting the influence of
two powerful revivals, he sought political distine-
tion as the grand object of life.

Then the hand of Ged was laid upon him.
His wife died. His only child was buried. He
was assailed by a disease which bore him to the
brink of the grave, and left him a mere wreck of
his former self. Still he repelled the persuasions
of the Holy Spirit, and eraved above all things
the honors of political life.

Restored to partial bealth, he resumed his le-
gal pursuits, and feg his desire for political dis-
tinetion by unceasing efforts to win it. At length
a government office was vacated. He sent in his
application strongly supported with influential
names. While the] question of his success was
pending, he was siesed with typhoid fever, and
was laid once more on the steps of the grand
portal of eternity.

While lying thus, his commision arrived. He
had won the prise. The paper was placed in his
feeble hands. He perceived its import, shudder-
ed, fell into = stupor, and—died ! ’

Yes, died—died without one sigh of penitence,
one prayer of faith, or one ray of Gospel hope to
cheer him on his journey to the bar of God. He
died in the office he had so eagerly sought ; died
the possessor of the distinetion for which he had
sacrificed everything else; died at the goal he
bad sought ; died crowned with the laurels he
had coveted on tae pale brow ; died to find that
he had lost hissoul! O terrible success! What
did that honor profit him when he entered eter-
nity? Was it not the millstone, think you, which
sunk him to the deep depths of damnation P
Was he profitted by gsining political distinction
while losing heaven ? Would be not have been
 thousand times wiser if he had sought first the
kingdom of God and his righteousness ? - If you
think so, and I know you do, act up to your con-
victions, and seek that, *‘kiogdom ” yourself.
Make sure of salvation, whether you gain human
distinctions or not. Make sure of heaven, and
then, whether you die a millionaire or a beggar,
you will die possessed of life’s true, highest, only
real prize.—Good News. :

- Beligims Sutelligener,

Swiss Debate on Methodism.
BY REV. J. P. COOK.

The ministers of the various established
Churches in Switzerland organized some years
ago a Pastoral Society, destined to form a bond
of union between the Churches of the different
cantons. This society meets unece a year in one
of the cantons, when reports are presented on
subjects of, interest, whether theological or prac-
tical, and a discussion follows on the topies thus
presented. This year the place of meeting was
Herisau, in_the canton of Appansell, the date
12th and 13th of August; the number of minis-
ters present, 150 ; and the great topic of discus-
sion, Methodism. As we believe this is the first
time that Methodism bas been carefally examined
and sifted by & respectable meeting of ministers
on the continent of Europe, the readers of the
Watchman will, no doubt, peruse with interest o
summary of the debate.

Xet me first say that this question was an im-
portant one for the pastors of German Switser-

a Church of some hundreds of members; and
built & chapel, with which is ¢onnected an active
and efficient book-room. Oa the other hand,
some persons brought to Methodism in Lsusanne
have returned to their homes in the German-

spesker that little partiality was shown in the
discussion.

The speskers seem to have had the desire of
showing the grest advantages of what they,

has been to bring out or set forth that type of
Christianity {which has for its chief representa-
tive the apostle St. Paul. It was also admitted
that the Estsblished Churches had much to learn
from Methodism. Thus praise by far outstrip-
ped blame ; so that a Methodist preacher from
the United States who was present declared him-
self quite satisfied with what he had beard. To
justify this conclusion, let me report some ex-
tracts of the speeches :

Dr. Stockmeir, of Casle, chiefly dwelt upon
the practical character of Methodism. The
Wesleyan Church is now essentially the same as
when first organized ;-and, notwithstanding nu-
merous {rials, is more powerful than ever. Its
power has been seen throughout the world.—
The Methodists have been great and zealous
missionaries, first in Christendom, which was
asleep and frosen in formalism, and then in hes-
then countries. What position must we then
take up in reference to them? True, we must
not receive them with open arms; but, on the
other hand, we must take great care not to ask
the civil authorities to drive them away! Let
the Church fight against Methodism by sppro-
priating 'to iteelf its good elements, and remem-
bering that the Gospel contains them all in a
purer form than Methodist teachings. We have
no hold on the people; let us then allow Metho-
dists to try their hand at reaching them, for they
sometimes succeed ; and iet us seek to act like
them. . . . The more our Church shall be what
it ought to be, the less we shall have to fear Me-
thodism. Wesley used to say : * My business is
to save souls,” and “the world is my parish.”
Do we not say too often, “ My parish is my
world P

Professor Riggenbach, of Basle: Methodism
is Christinity in its essential parts. An import-
ant point of Methodism is that it represents con-
version as a real, not as an ideal fact ; as a real
change, and not only as & change in the ideas of
& man.

Dean Grob, of - Stefa (Canton of Zurich),

complained that the Methodist preachers went
into parishes without being invited, and that,
coming from a country where there is full liber-
ty, they did not sufficiently take into account
the position of the Established Churches. He
confessed, on the other hand, that much could
be learned from them: they insist on the new
birth, which we have too miuch feft out of our
sermons ; they go to the people, which we know
ot how 10 do; they have faith iff the word of
God, which we-have not all.
i Dr. Ernest Stehelin, of Basle: The great
advantage of Methodism is that it knows man,
and does not take him to be better than he is.
We hold all men to be Christians, which is on-
christisn. The Methodists know how to catch
bold of the conscience of their hearers; they
have & holy boldness to take hold of them hand
to band. ‘We preach the mew birth from the
pulpit; but do we, as they do, mention the sub-
ject in private, and put the question to every in-
dividual P

Pastor Ammann, from the Canton of Berne,
did not take so favorable & view of Methodism.
Things are now in Switserland in & much better
state than-they were in England in the times of
Wesley, and, therefore, we have no need of the
Methodists. Methodism is necessary to the
United States, because there is no Established
Church in that, country; but it is mot sein
Switserland, so
thinking they are needed here.

Deacon Hirsel, of Zurich, was the only speak-
er who represented the theological school of the
Zeit Stimmen, the Swiss organ of Rationalism.
Displeased with all he had heard, he found fault
with Methodism for insisting on a distinction
between the children of God and the children of
the world.

Something would have been wanting to the
praises given to Methodism if it had not been
attacked s little by an enemy of the Gospel.
This attack seems indeed to have been consider-
ed as one more homage to this “ despised sect,”
for no one took the trouble to answer it, and the
discussion, or rather conversstion, was here
closed. “ We may consider,” says a writer in
the Chretien Evangelique, * this discussion as &
great triumph for evangelical Christianity, which
Methodism had the signal honor of representing.
It is net through a mere effect of chance that in
French-speaking countries all who profess vital
godliness are called Methodists. To the eternal
glory of the followers of Wesley it will be said
of them that they have had more or less to do
with nearly all ‘the revivals in different coun-
tries.”

Shall Methodism maintain its reputation, and
go on winning souls to Christ? God grant it.—
London Watchman.

Gmw.
—— . ————am
Sketches of Dr. Murray.

Rev. NicLoLas MURRAY, D.D., better known
to the public by the name of “ Kirwan,” under
vhiehuouolhhworhmvriuen,&ldnpm-
minent position in the Christian Church in this
country. Being s clear and powerful logicisn
and an acute observer, he nad no little influence
in the moulding of Protestant opinion. His
letters to Archbishop Hughes, by which be is best
known, at once placed him in the front rank of
the champions of true religion and a pure faith.
The Harpers bave recently given to the publicr
from the pen of his friend, Samuel Irenmus

distinguished man, abounding in life-like sketches
and characteristic anecdotes.

He was born in the county of Westmesth, Ire-
land, on Christmas of 1802, of Catholic parents.
He was brought up in the Romish faith, and was,
during the early portion of his . life, surrounded
exclusively by Romsh influences. But even
while thus situated—although he had been bap-
tised and confirmed in the Charch, was punctual
in his attendance on confession and mass and its
other ordinances, and was ignorant of any other
faith—that sharp discernment which was the

wmd&ﬂuﬂﬁw

the Methodists are wrong in | i

Prime, & highly interesting biography of this |-
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ties wrought into the doctrines and practices of |
the Church, made a deep impression on his mind, |
and convinced him that the Romish religion was |
s delusion. Knowing of no other faith, he be-
came an infidel, though be till continued to
practice the outward observances of the Catholic
ceremonial worship. “This was the condition of
bis mind when, in the sixteenth yearof his age,
he came to the city of New York. He found
himeelf in this city with twelve dollars in his
pocket. Looking around for something to do,
he.met with the Harper Brothers, who then had
a printing establishiment on Pearl street. He
engaged with them to learn the art of printing,
and became a boarder, slong with their other
employees, at the house of their mother. By his
associations with the family of Mrs. Harper and
with religious young men who were his compa-
nions, he was gradually induced to review his
religious belief, and at length to attend the minis-
try of the Rev. Dr. John M. Mason. Dr. Ma-
son’s preaching was the instrument of his awak-
ening, and he joined the Jobn-street Methodist
church on probiation. He afterwards transferred
his membership to the Brick Presbyterian Church
of which Dr. Spring was pastor, .and” made a
public profession of religion. At this time he
was boarding with Mr. Kirk, on Liberty street,
a “ Beotchman of the old school, very intelli-
gent, pious, orthodox, and a great hater of Dr.
Watts's Psalme’ and Hymne.” Mr. Kirk's busi-
ness frequently kept him away from breakfast
and family pra Dr. Steele, then a fellow-
boarder at the house, usually conducted the ser-
vices in Mr. Kirk’s absence. One morning, just
after Murray’s conversion, Steele invited him to
return thanks at table. Dr. Steele describes the
scene :  “ The company were astonished, Mur-
ray was confounded, and raising up both hands,
be said :
“ ‘Come, beavenly dove,
o iy ki e
In these cold hearts of ours. Amen.

The ludicrous scene was indescribable. The
high turbaned lady dnd the whole company were
in a roar of laughter as Murray left the room
and ran to his bed-chambér. I followed, and
found him in a perfect state of confusion, and
said, * Why Murray, what have you been doing ?
When I ask you to return thanks, you should
not repeat Watts’s hyms ; besides, if Mr. Kirk
should hear you repeat Watts, he would tarn
you out of the house’ The only reply be gave
was, ‘ You took me by surprise, but I will try
‘and do better next time,’ and so he did. After
preparing the family for his second effort, he
expressed himself with great propriety. I less
than a month he took his regular turn, and be-
fore the end of the second month he engaged in
rotation in conducting family worship, and at the
end of three months he held forth in prayer and
exhortation at the social meetings in Dr. Spring’s
church.” In his senior year at College, be came
under the immediate charge of Dr. Griffin, who
was then President of Willisms College. On
one occasion it was necessary to submit to Dr.
Griffi’s revision a written exercise which bad
been prepared with uncommon testness and ac-
curacy. The interview is thus described :  In-
trodueed into his august presence, young Murray,
with becoming difidence, presented his elegantly
written piece for the ordeal. The discerning eye
of tte President passed quickly over the first
sentence, and with a benignant look he turned
to his pupil and ssid, in & peculiar way, * Mur-
ray, what do you mean by this first sentence 3’
“ Murray answered blushingly, ‘ I mean so
and so, 8ir.’

“ Then say so, Murray,’ and at the same time
drew his beavy pen through line after line, strik-

it.

Having carefully read the next sentence, the
venerable critic again inquired, * Murray, what
do you mean by this 2’

“ He tremblingly replied, ¢ Doctor, I mesa so
and so)’

“ ¢ Please just to say so, striking out agsin
about one-half of the beautifully written page.

clean paper of the young collegian, so that at
the close of the exercises the erasures nearly
equalled ali tht remained of the carefully pre-
pared manuscript.

“ This trying scene was not lost upon young
Murray. He considered it one of the most im-
portant events of his college course. It taught
him to think and write concisely, and when he
bad anything to say, to say it in a mmple, direct
and intelligible manner.” Shortly after his in-
stallation at Wilkesbarre a revival occurred, of
which and its origin he gives the following ac-
count :

“ There was among my people & man in mid-
life, a German by birth, and a remarkably simple-
hearted, pure-minded Christian. Whoever was
absent, he was always present at the place of
prayer. One cv-in..nﬂyh’gbuo-hu.ul
was about retirivg to rest, I beard a knock at my
door, and my German friend was introduced, his
countenance full of emotion. On taking his seat,
his first words were these : ‘ My dear pastor, 1
bave come to tell you that the Lord is about to
revive his work here.” Surprised at his appear-
ance and language, and at the_lateness of his
visit, I asked him, * Why do youhink so?’
He replied as follows : ¢ About eight o'clock this
evening, I went up to my hay-mow to give hay
to my cattle, and while there, the Spirit of God
came upon me, and has kept me there praying
until now. I feel that God is about to revive his
work, and I could not go into my family until 1
told you.” The entire simplicity snd

the priests of his acquaintance, and the absurdi-

Murray told them that ten o'clock in the morne
ing meant sixty minutes afler nine, and that,
when the hour for public worship had arrived,
he should always begin, if there was one person
present beside himself. At first they came drop-
ping in, one after another, until the close of the
sermon ; and many -amusing stories be could
tell of fat old ladies coming running, out of
bueath, to get seated before the service begen §
but, soon finding that they bad lost more than
they counld well afford, and that the young minie-
ter was not disposed to defer 1o their laginess
and neglect, they reformed their habits, and be-
came a punctual, as well as an attentive congre-
gation.”

Sy

A Model Minister of Christ,

BY REV. THEODORE L. CUTLER.

At the dit.ner-table of the celebrated Dr. Hae
milton, of London, & few weeks since, we were
shown a dozen autograph letters of Robert Mee
Cheyne. The chirograpby was besutiful ; but
the spirit was heavenly. No autographs that we
saw of Luther, Cromwell, and Miltor., possessed
such moral fragrance to us as those neat, round,
fair, spiritual love notes signed, *“ Ever youra till
glory, R, Murray MeCheyne.”

For, to our mind, this young apostle of Dune
dee was the model minster of our generation.
Since the hour when the beloved apostie went
up to lay his head on the bosom of his Lord, the
church has beheld no lovelier spirit. We know
not where such another * living epistle " can be
found as the record of this young saint’s shisjng
pilgrimage. Were we rich enough to do g0, we
would order the Carter Brothers, or the Preaby-
terian Board of Publieation—for they have both
re-published it—to place a copy of it on the stu-
dy table of every candidete for the ministry in
the land. Next to John Bunysn's immortal al-
legory, it is the best thumbed volame ia eur lit-
tle library. )

McCheyne’s life' is & perpetual inspirstion,
Brainerd's biography saddens us by-its pervad-
ing .tone of melancholy. Henry Martyn's and
Summerfield’s are all too brief—glorious sun-
bursts over the eastern hilla—to be snatched
beneath the death cloud forever. To. spead an’
hour with Payson is almost like sitting with Paul
in the “ hired house ” at Rome ; but his sera-
phic piety was mournfully tinged by his mobid
temperament. To MeCheyne was vouchsafed
their heavenly spirit without their trials to shade
its lightsome lustre. McCheyne's piety was emi-
nently healthy and cheerful.  He dwelt, dusing
the nine years of his earthly ministry, far away
from the dampa that grise about Doubting Castle,

preacher of the Scottish National Church, who
was called awsy to his crown mhl-uh
memorable Disruption in 1843, He en the
vineyard at twenty-one. After nine years of un-
ceasing, earnest, happy labor, he was lsid, amid
weeping thousands, in & * new tomb” opened
for him under the shadow of his own church—
venerable St. Peters, of Dundee. In that chuyeh,
be had watched and prayed over thres thousand
souls. Among them he bad sowed the preci

seed, and every returning communion sesson
witnessed some sheaves brought in with the joys
of harvest. To pray and to search the Word of
God—to carry the hidden fire from house to
house —to prepare the beaten oil for the sanetu-
ary—to plead with dying men, and to allure to

ried but yet unchanging employment of bis fer-
vid spirit.

Love of Jesus was his master passion. "His
Saviour’s work was his work ; he was continually
about it. * This one thing ” he did. He never
wearied and never rested. Every day lie gave
to Christ. Dr. Hamiltor: told us that be used to
seal his letters with a sun going down bebind the
mountains, and the motto over it, The night
cometh. For souls be watched as the fisherman’s
wife trims her lamp in_the window and watches
for the storm-tossed and belated ones n the of-
fing. He hoisted the light of Calvary; and,
like our own Harlan Page, it was his life’s joy to
welcome the returning wanderers into the “ eo-
vert from the temy est.”

In prayer he was a mighty and prevsiling
wrestler. Instead of a penance, it was & delight.
He gave himself to prayer; and the seoret of
that blooming, vigorous piety, whose leaf never
witheged, is to be found in the perpetual bap-
tisms which his soul received at the mercy seat.
He prayed before he sat down to his studies—
before he went out to visit the sick—before he
entered his pulpit. He rose from his bed'to
plead for bis people. He had a “scheme of
prayer "—and marked the name of missionaries
on the map, that he might pray for them in
course and by name! His Bible he read with
the esger avidity of one who is delving in a gold
mine with the shining ore lsid bare at every
stroke of the mattock. *“ When you write,”
said he to s frievd, “ tell me the meaning of
Scriptures. One gem from that ocean is worth
all the pebbles of earthly streams.” Would that
his life might go into every young pastor’s study
and heart; for the lack of more than one popu-
lar pulpit is the lamentable Lack of Bible.

When talking with some of bis parishioners,
we were not surprised to learn that the striking
peculiarity of his preaching was persuasive ten-

of the good man convinced me that God had
vouchsafed to visit his servant. After some con-
versation we parted, mutually agreeing taengage
88 many as we could to do the same.

« Every meeting for religious services was now
to me one of intense interest. A few days con-
vinced me that the spirit of prayer was on the
increass. Meetings for prayer were numerously
sttended. The church on the Ssbbath became
more full and solemn ; and a few weeks efter that
evening of wrestling with God on the hay-mow,
found me in the midst of the first revival of my
ministry, and one of the most precious I ever
witnessed.”

The following anscdote is illustrative of his
systematic punctuality : « The people bere had
never been -accustomed to habits of punctuality
in their attendance upon church, expecting their

His sermons were artless “ spillings of
the heart. He overflowed into his discrurses,
Once, when a brother minister toid bim thet he
bed been preaching from that fearful passage.
“ The wicked shall be turned into hell,” he in-
quind'ilboo-oonodoﬂ."w"')ﬂ sble to
preach it with tenderness P His foew printed
sermons are models pf affectionate entreaty. To
those young students who fry the unction out of
their first sermons by long labour Jver the lamp
we can recomimend no happier specimens of sime
ple, winning, earnest preaching.

It is now nineteen years since McCheyoe fell
asleep in Jesus. His fatal sickness was brought
on by visiting the victims of 8 prevailing epidemie.
u.ﬁwm..uydoyl,udmdodn‘honn
of his life were overshadowed by the delirium of
the fever. In his rational moments be listened
to the reading of the Word ; and even the wan.
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had derings of his mind were broken by occasionel < |
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