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FOK THF PROVINCIAI. WESLFEYAN.)
Religion,

What heait is there by ills of life opprest,—
What sonl so shaded by the direst woe,
That it can find no.-welcome peace and rest

Where men in paths of life all hurried go *
Ob let that heart ofpearthly joy despair,
But find in Christ a true, a ready cure,—
Biest with religion be sball surely wear
A sunshine of the mind that shall endure :—
O God, with’mercy’s healing hand
The drooping sinner cheer and guide,
Till he, a white rcbed saint, shall stand
With angels at his Savour’s side !

The joys of life are mixed with certain woe,
The paths of pleasure oft the soul deceive ;
No lasting peace lh'e men of riches know,

Bat with possessions numerous cares receive ;
The beart must be of God’s good grace posses'd,
To steer a course of safety to the grave ;—

The ills of life can never be redress'd -
But where the palms of saints in peace shall
WAve =
0 God, with mercy's healing hand
The drooping sinner cheer and guide,

ilbe voices of those who filled the midnioht !
{ of the prison with sounds of cheerfuliiegs
' and joy.

Still the apostles continued their praises,
“ They that sat

| and the prisoners listened.

. |in darkpess and in the shadow of death:!

| being fast bound in misery and iron; when

| they cried unto the Lord in their trouble,
| he delivered them out of their distress.— |
1‘ IFor he brought them out of darkness, and '
out of the shadow of death; and brake

" their bonds in sunder.” When saddenly, as

if in direct answer to the prayer of his ser- '

vants, an earthquake shook the very foun-
| dations of the prison ; the gates were broken, |
{ the bars smitten asunder, and the bands of |
| the prisoners loosed.

Without striving to draw a line between
the natural and supernatural in this occur-
tence, end stiil less endeavoring to resolve
what was evidently miracalous into the
| results of ordinary causes, we turn again to
| the thought suggesteu by that single but ex-
pressive phrase of Scripture, ¢ the prisoners
were listening.” When we reflect on their |
knowledge of the apostles’ sufferings, (for
they were doubtless aware of the manner in

- — — - - -

hospitality and love. “ He took them np!
into his house,” and, placing them in a pos- |

ture of repose, set food before them, and re-
freshed their exhausted strength, It was™a
nigit of happiness for all. They praised
God that his pow-r had been made effectual

,in their weakness; and the Jailer’s family |

had their first experience of that joy which

is the fruit of believing in God.— Conybeare '

and Howson.

Helen and the Silver Pencil.
Little Helen was standing at the door of
her fathor's store in Chartres-street, New
Orleans, with his silver pencil in her d,

| which he had given her for her amusemént.

There came by a man with a basket of
oranges. * See here,” said he, taking out
of the bLasket a fine yellow orange.
here, little girl, what a nice orange. Give
me that pencil, and you shall have it.” At
once Helen banded him the pencil, and took
the orange.

* Ob, what a foolish child,” you exclaim.

“‘.“See

The Vine Cluster.

The chemist who can analyse the fruit of
the vine finds many ingredients there. Of |
these no single one, nor any two together,
would form the juice of the grape ; but the
combination of all yields the polished and ju-
' dicious berry, which every one knows so well.
In different climates, and even in different
seasons, the proportion and blending of
these constituents may vary, but that is not
a cood cluster where any is wanting. The
fruit of the true Vine has also been analys- |
ed, and in the best specimens the nine fol- |
lowing ingredients are found (Gal. v. 22):|
LovEk, JoY, PEACE, LONG-SUFFERING, GEN-
| TLENESS, GOODNESS, FAITH, MEEKNESS,
| TEMPERANCE.

{ In poor samples there is a deficiency of
{ one or other of these elements. A dry and
| diminutive sort is lacking in peace and joy.
| A tart kind, which sets the teeth on edge,
lowes its austerity to the scanty infusion of

gentleness, goodness, and meekness. There
{is a watery, delinquescent sort, which for

{ and could talk nothing bat Arabic.

| peaks of Sinai.

Yes, but remember she was very young.— | the want of long-suffering is not easily pre-
She knew not the worth of the pencil, and |served; and there is a flat variety, which

" Till be; a white robed saint, shall stand

With aogels at Lis Saviour’s side !

The lures of worldly pleasure aye are great,
¢ Oft maguified by young and untaught eves,
+ All needful seems to them a good estate,
In which the soul up honour’s steep may
rise j—=
The pleasures of the world seem just at hand,—
The full cup ready for the seeking soul,
And thousands in those paths expectant stand,
Where adders sting and pois’nous serpents
roll :—
1) Tiod, with mercy's bealing hand
The erring sinner cheer and guide,
Till he, a white robed saint, shall stand
With angels at his Saviour’s side '

Iteligion’s joys shallne'er the soul deceive, i
Her beavenly pleasures ne'er the heart
betray — !
‘Too much we cannot of their bliss believe,
When angels know thew in their fair array ;
Upmard these pleasures lead the joyous mind,
Where all the good in glory’s beams are
drest,
And make the souls on earth more just and
. kind,
&nd fill with love for man each happy breast :
O God with mercy’s healing hand
The erring sinner save and guide,
Till he, a white robed saint, shall stand
With angels at his Saviour’s side !
T.H. D,
New Brunswicky, 17th April, 1857.

Yaul and Silas in Prison,

We must picture to ourselves something
very different from the austere comfort of
an English jail. It is only since that Chris-
tianity for which the apostles bled has had

- ipfluence on the lLearts ot men, that the
treatment of felons has been a distinct sub-
jeet of philanthropic inquiry, and that we
bave learned to pray ¢ for all prisoners and
cptives.”  The inner prisons of which we
read in the aocient world were like that
“dungeon in the court of the prison” into
which Jeremiah was let down with cords,
and where “he sank in the mire.” They
were pestilential cells, damp and cold, from
which the light was excluded, and where
the chains rusted on the limbs of the pri-
soners. One such place may be seen to

_this day on the slope of the Capitol at Rome.
It is known to the readers of Cicero and
Sallust as the place where notorious conspi-
rators were execated. The Zwllianum (for
s0 it was called) is a type of the dungeons
in the provinces; and we find the very
uame applied, in one instance, to a dungeon
m the province of Macedonia.

What kind of torture was inflicted by the
“stocks,” in which the arms and legs, and
even the necks of offenders, were confined
snd stretched, we are sufficiently informed
by the allusions to the punishment of slaves
i the Greek and Roman writers; and to
thow how far the cruelty of heathen perse-
cution, which may be said to have begun at
Philipps, was afterward carried in this pecu-
liar kind of torture, we may refer to the
sufferings which Origen endured under an
iron collar, and in the deepest recesses of
the prison, when for many days he was ex-
tended and stretched to the distance of four
loles on the rack.

A few bours had made a serious change
from the quiet scene by the water-sidg to
tbe interior of a stifling dungeon. 'ii

Xxvi. 25-J3.

I'which they had been brought in and thrust

| into the dungeon,) and on the wonder they | she ran immediately to her father, delighted | answers few useful purposes. Love is the
| must have experienced in hearing sounds of ' with her orange, and told him the whole | essential principle which in case is entirely
| joy from those who were in pain, and on!story. Did you ever hear of a woman who absent; and by the glistening fallness and

the awe which must have overpowered them | parted, not with a silver pencil but with a ' rich aroma which its plestifal presence cre-
| when they felt the prison sbaken and the |
| chains fall from their limbs; and when to |

! minds by all that happened on the following

day, and especially the fact that the jailer |

had no idea that she had done wrong; for

kingdom for an apple ?
“What does father mean ?” asks the

(all this we add the effect produced on their | younger of the two children, to whom be is | nance of some other element x’vn to each

relating the incident.
“1 will tell you,” answers the elder, * he

| himself became a Christian; we can hardly | means /e, who gave up the kingdom of

l'avoid the conclusion that the hearts of many
| of those unhappy bondmen were prepared
| that night to receive the gospel; that the
| tidings of spiritual liberty came to those

whom, but for the captivity of the apostles,
{ it would never have reached ; and that the
{jailer Limselt was their evangelist and
teacher.

The effect produced that night on. the |

jailer's own. mind has been fully related-to
us,
quake, his first thought was of his prisoners ;
and in the shock of surprise and alarm,—

| e

supposing that the prisoners were fled,”—

aware that inevitable death awaited him, '

| with-the stern and desperate resignation of
ja Roman official, be resolved that suicide
| was better than disgrace, and “drcw his
sword.”

Philippi is famous in the annals of saicide. |

| Here Cassius, umable to sarvive defeat,
| covered his face in the empty tent, and or-
| dered his freedman to strike the blow.—
His messenger Titinius held it to Le a
Roman’s part to follow the stern example.

claiming, “ Certainly we must fly, yet not
with the feet, but with the hands;” and
many, whose names have never reached us,
ended their last struggle for the republic by
self-inflicted death.  lere, too, another
despairing man would have committed the
same crime, had not his hand been arrested
by an apostle’s voice. Instead of a sudlen
and hopeless death, the jailer received at
the hands of his prisoners the gift both of
tempora!l and spiritual life.

The loud exclamation cof St. Paul, “ Dy

immediate re-assurance to the territied jailer,
He Iaid aside his sword, and called for a
light, and rushed to the inner prison, where
Paul and Silas were confined. But now
a new fear of a higher kind took possession
of his soul. The recollection of all he had
heard before concerning these prisoners,

dungeon, the shuddering thought of the
earthquuke, the burst of his gratitude toward
them as the preservers of his life, and the
consciousness that even in the darkness of
midnight they had seen his intention of sui-
cide,—all these mingling and conflicting
emotions made him feel that be was in the
presence of a higher power. He fell down
before them, and brought them ont, as men
whom he had deeply injured and insulted,
| to a place of greater freedom and comfort ;
| and then he asked them with earnest anx-
{ iety, what he must do to be saved. We
{see the apostle here self-possessed in the
| earthquake, as alterward in the storm at
| sea, able to overawe and control those who

were placed over him, and calmly turning |

| the occasion to a spiritual end. It is, surely,
| however, a mistake to imagine that the
{ jailer’s ipquiry had reference merely to
[temporal and immediate danger.

heaven for the foroidden fruit.”

Right, my child. Eve gave away para-
| dise for un apple.
| ence between her case and that of Helen.—
! Eve knew that she was doing wrong when

she ate the forbidden fruit; for God had
' plainly commauded her not to touch it.

But there is this difler- |

| baving no body of faith or temperance,

ates, you can recognizé the freshest and
( most generous clusters ; while the predomi-
! its distinguished flavor, the growth
| of Eschol, Sibnah, or Lebanon.

[ Reader, if you abide im Jesus—if His !
| words abide in you, you will be neither bar-
{ren nor uofruitful. Graces sach as these
will be in you,and abound. Isitso? The
great vine-principle, the main element of
the Christian character, holy_love, does it
Inbonnd in you? And blending with it,
| tinging it and deriving sweetness from it,

Awakened in a moment by the earth- |

seeing the doors of the prison open, and

“ How foolishly Kve acted!” adda the|can you detect from time to time joy in |
elder child. , God, peace of conscience, patience in suf-

Was she more foolish, my child, than her | fering, and forgiveness of %y, affection-
children *  What are all the men and wo- | ateuess, beneficence, trust in , and trust-
. men doing, who love not the lLord Jesus, worthiness in your plaees and calling, a
but selliny heaven for trifles ? low!y willingness to learn, and a readiness |

When I see an ambitious man so set upon  to take up the cross and deny yourself. |
'oflice and honov that he wveglects Chriat, 1| W Len Christians live close to Christ, "i‘f
thivk of Helen aud ber bargain. His body | mind is transferred into theirs. “ Purity
will soon be in the grave, and his soul in and love shine forth in their character ;
eternily, where nothing is lonored but boli- ' meeknes and truth guide their footsteps.
" ness, and nothing despised but sin. What 'Nay, in the experience of some, so great
good then can the praise of men do him? ' has heen the change, that the very expres- |

When ] see a wnrld]y.minded man so bu- sion of their countenance bhas altered. Thus
; sied with making money that he can find was it with Moses and These |
no time o lay up for himself a treasure in ' blessed saints were full of ; Christ was
beaven, | think of Helen and her bargain. |in them of u truth; and His likeness was

thyself no harm, for we are all here,” gavef

and all that he had observed of their de- |
meanour when he brought them into the |

The
at | awakening of his conscience, the presence as the Star by Balaam, as the Prophet by

“ Whon ho dieth he shall carry nathing

| His bags of gold and silver, his

i
| away.

Here Brutus bade adieu to his friends, ¢x- | houses, lands, and bank stock, must all be | the case with believers; for when He thus

left belind.  Ie will b2 poor throughout
]eternix_v ;100 poor to buy one drop of wa-
{ter.
| When I see a young person so taken up
with vain amusements that Christ can find
| no place in his heart, I think of Ifelen and
her bargain. I think of the time when
Christ, whom he rejected on earth for the
| pleasures of sin, will reject him, and he be
| drisen to the place where there is ** wailing
| and gnashing of teeth.”

s Wten I see a little child eo fond of his'

sports that he ncither loves to pray to his
Saviour, nor to hcar Christians speak con-
cerning him, I thiok of Helen and ber ba:-
gain. She sold a silver pencil for an
| orange ; but such children are selling bea-
{ ven for their toys. U what a rad bargain.—
| Phila. Chris. Obsercer.

The Unity of the Bible.

runs one idea, workéd out through all the
changes of measure and of key, now almost
hidden, now breaking out in rich and natur-
ai melody, whispered in the treble, murmar-
ed in the bass, dimly suggested in the pre-
lude, but growing clearer and clearer as the
work proceeds, winding gradually, gradually
back until it ends in the key in which it
began, and closes in triompbant barmony ;
go throughout the whole Bible there runs
one great idea—man’s ruin by sin, and his
redemption by grace; in a word, Jesus
Cbrist, the Saviour. T'his runs through the
Old Testament, that prelude to the New,
dimly promised at the fall, and more clear-
ly to Abraham ; typified in the ceremonies
of the law; all the events of sacred history
paving the way for His coming; His de-
scent proved in the genealogies of Ruth and
Chbronicles : spoken of as Shiloh by Jacob,

Paul and Silas had learned “in whatever | of the unseen world, the miraculous visita- | Moses, the David of the Psalms, the Re-
state they were, therewith to be content.”— | tion, the nearness of Jdeath,—coupled per- | decmer looked for by Job, the beloved of

They were even able to rejoice that they haps with some confused recollection of | the Song of Songs.

We find Him in the

were. “ counted worthy to suffer” for the | % the way os salvation” which these stran-  sublime strains of the lofty Isaiah; in the
sake of Christ. And it some thoughts of | gers were said to have been proclaiming,— | writings of the tender Jeremiah; in the
discouragement came over their minds, not | were enough to suggest that inquiry which | mysteries of the contemplative Ezekiel; in
for their own sufferings, but for the cause | is the most momentous that any human soul | the visions of the beloved Daniel ; the great
of their Master, and if it seemed a strange | can wmake, * What must [ do to be saved?’ | idea growing clearer and clearer as the time

thing that a work to which they had been | Their answer was that of faithful apos- drew on.

Then the full harmony broke cut

beckoned by God should be arrested in its | tles. They preached * not themselves, but | in the song of the angels, “ Glory to God
very beginning ; yet they had faith to be- | Christ Jesus the Lord.” ¢Believe not in!in the bighest, and on earth peace, good

lieve that bis arm would be revealed at the | us, but in the Lord Jesus, and thow shalt be | will towards men.”
Joseph’s feet, too, bad |saved; and not only thou, but the like faith | Apostles taking up the theme, the strain
i closes in the same key in which

appointed time.
been “ hurt in the stocks,” and he became a
prince in Egypt. Daniel had been cast into
the lions’ den, and he was made ruler of
Babylon: Thus Paul remembered with joy
the * Lord our Maker, who giveth songs in
the night.”

Racked as they were with pain, sleepless
and weary, they were heard, about midnight,
from the depth of their prison-house, “ pray-
‘g and singing hymns to God!” What it
was that they thus sang we know not; but
the salms of David have ever been dear
to those who suffer they have instructed
both Jew and Christian in the language of
prayer and praise. And (he Psalms abound
in such seotences us these: *“The Lord
locketh down from his sanctuary : out of
heaven the Lord beholdeth the earth: that
he might hear the mournings of such as are
I captivity, and deliver the children ap-
pointed unto death.” “O let the sorrowful
sighing of the prisoners come before thee :
according to the greatness of thy power,
Preserve thou those that are appuinted to
du:.‘" The Lord helpeth them to right that
suffer wrong : the Lord looseth men out of
?r]llson * the Lord keepeth them that are
\M:n: the Lord careth for the righteous.”
>uch sounds as these were new in a Roman
dudgeon.  Whoever the other prisoners
wight be, whether they were the victims of
V;fpfmlon. or were suffering the punish-
mznt of guilt,~debtors, slaves, robbers, or

r—they listened with surprise to

shall bring salvation to all thy house.”
From this last expression, and from the
words which follow, we infer that the mem-
bers of the jailer’s family had crowded round
him and the apostles. No time was lost in
making known to them “ the words of the
Lord.” All thought of bedily comfort and
repose was postpoued to the work of saving
{ the sonl. The meaning of * faith in Jesus”
was explained, and the gospel was preached
1o the jailer’s family at midnight, while the

And Evangelists and

3 it began ;
the devil, who troubles the first paradise,
for ever excluded from the second; man
restored to the favor of God, and Jesus
Christ the key-note of the whole.—Ameri-
can Messenyer.

oo

Eternity.
“ Eternity has no gray hairs ™ The
flowers fade, the heart withers, man grows

prisoners were silent around and the light
geon-wall.

sympathetic care, that interchange of tem-
poral and spiritual service, which bas ever

And now we have an instance of that |

old and dies ; the world lies down in the

was thrown on anxious faces and the dan- | sepulchro of ages, but time writes no wrink-

| les on the brow of eternity.

Lternity ! Stupendous thought! The
| ever-present, unborn, undecayiog, and un-
| dying—the endless chain, compassing the life

As in Beethoven’s matchless music there |

attended the steps of -true Christianity. As |of God—the golden thread entwining the
it was in the miracles of our Lord and Sa- destines of the universe.

viour, where th®soul and body were regard- Earth has its beauties, but time shrouds
ed together, so" has it always been in bis|them for the grave; its bonors, they are

Church.

“In the same hour of the night” the
Jailer took the apostles to the well, or foun-
tain of water, which was within or near the
precincts of the prison, and there he wash-
ed their wounds, and there also he and his
household were baptized. He did what he
could to ass the bodily pain of Paul and
Silas; and they admitted him and his, by
the *“ laver of regeneration,” to the spiritual
citizenship of the kingdom of God. The
E;inonen of the jailer were now become

guests. His cruelty was changed into

| but the sunshine of an hour; its palaces,
|they are but as tbe gilded sepulchers; its
possessions, they are toys of changing for-
tune ; its pleasures, they are but bursting
bubbles. Not so in the uotried bourne.

In the dwelling of the Almighty can come
no footsteps of decay. Its day will know
no darkening—eternal splendors forbid the
approach of night. Its fountains will never
fail—they are fresh from the eternal throne.
Its glory will never wane, for there is the
ever-present God. ts harmonies will never
cease; exhaustiess love supplies the song.

thus by the uliacl . _Noris
it l\?onﬁerf:ﬂhmgdn Jon tomelimes be

| fills their hearts with Ilis presence —when
! His peace dwells there—when the calm joy
| which He felt, when rejoicing in spirit,
reigns there—there must needs be gentlec-
ness in their manners, and heavenliness in
their talk, and meekness in their eye, and
| angelic serenity and couscious elevation in
their whole countenance.— Hamilton's Im-
blem from Eden.

o

Sorrows of the Heathen.

Innocence and happiness are inseparable ;
it is not surprising, therefore, that writers
of a bygone age, who descanted so romanti-
cally on Pagan virtues, should have given
enchanting descriptions of the bappiness of
a state of unsophisticated nature. But hard
Ifacts, produced from every land, dissolve
I those idle dreams, and corroborate the apos-
! tolic testimony concerning these millions,—
| % hateful, and hating one another,”—as
| coming much nearer the truth. Dances
| and merriment are deceptive to the eye of
lthe traveller; for “even in laughter :he
| heart is sorrow{ul, and the end of that mirth
| is heaviness.” (Prov, xiv: 13.) No min-|
|ister ever found a happy sinner at home, |
| nor any wmissionary a bappy heathen abroad. |
l Heathendom, far and wide, is “ the region
and ehadow of death.” lis ceremonies and |
superstitions, whether developed in the
Obeshism and witcheraft of Africa, or in
the cruelties of India and China, make fear- |
ful havoc of human life. Idolatry is misery : |
its votaries have “ their sorrows multiplied.” '
(Psalm xvi. 4.) Filled as it is with wretch- |
edness, the ’agan world bas no hospitals, no |
infirmaries, no alms-houses, no charitable |
institutions.. Instead of alleviations off hu-
man woe, it has introduced funeral piles,
swinging-hooks, spikes, and murders of ‘in-
fauts, of the aged, and of captives taken in
war,—from the recent wholsale butcheries
of insurgents in China, to the canibals feast-
ing on enemies, and sometimes on friends of
strangers, in the South Sea Isles. No
Howard or Wilberforce was ever heard of
in heathendom : such Godlike men are the
creations of Christianity. And that the |
Pagans are helpless is no longe. to he ques- '
tioned. The wise men of the world have |
had ample scope for trying all their schemes ; |
but they have never discovered or made |
known the true God. Idolatry is the mas- |
ter-sin of heathenism. Philosophy has
adorned and systemized that sin, but never
confronted it: man's’ wisdom, *“ no better
than folly,” has increased, but never dimin-
ished, the number®of the gods. And yet
idols arc the ugliest thinks in the world,—
from Ashtaroth, Bei, and Nebo to the un-
| numbered deities of India. The heathen
| are sunk too low ever to help themselves.
| To not a few missionaries the people have,
said, * O, why did you not come sooner,
and make known to us the words of life and
salvation ?'— Weslran ( Knglish ) Mag.

Power of Prayer.

Prayer bas divided seas, rolled back flowing
rivers, made flinty rocks gush into fountains,
quenched flames of fire, muzzled lions, dis-
armed vipers and poisons, marshalled the
stars agaivst the wicked, stopped the course
of the moon, a the sun in its rapid
race, burst open iron gates, recalled souls
from eternity, conquered the strongest devils,
commanded legions of angeis down from
heaven. Prayer bas bridied and chained
the raging passions of man, and routed and
destroyed vast armies of proud, daring,
blustering atheists, Prayer has brought
one man from the bottom of the sea, and
carried another in a chariot of fire to hea-
ven! What bas not prayer done >— Ryland.

A neglected Bible is the melancholy proof
of a heart alienated from God.

( rock for building purpeses.

! miles

Sabbath at Sinai.

Rose early, and went ou: (0 the roof to
read over and examine the passages relating
to Sinai. | bad read them a tlicusand times
before: but to read them on the spot, and |
at the foo: of the old mountain, was new
and strange. The morning was olear, but
cold. One of the monks kept walking
about also, as if anxious to give me his com-
pany. lle was not very attractive in look,
I tried
bim in vain with Greek and Latin. | got
this much out of him, that, the peaks which |

| are visible from the convent are not the real

Jebel Miisa is ¢ fok. ‘l"k." j
said he, pointing with his finger in a way |
which told me that it was beyond and above |
these cliffs which were overhanging ys, and |
on each of which we could see litile crosses.

It lay a little to the south aul west of us,|
rising like a cone or spire out of 1 hollow, |
of which these other peaks formed the outer

edge. This was ull 1 could get from the

monk, and as I prefer being alone, | walked |
to another part of the roof.

At the angles of the convent there are
pennons or flags, which, when I came upon
the roof, had not been hoisted, but which in
a short time were “ run up” by the “ lay
brother,” in whose charge they were. The
slender pole to which they are attacbed, is
surmounted by a cross, and being formed
apparently of some cypress stem or sapling,
it has sinuosities which make it resemble
the figure of u serpent. Hence rome tra-
vellers bave mistaken it for a representation
of the brazen serpent.

It was Sabbath—and Sabbath at the foot
of Sinai. These rocks bad heard the words,
« Remember the Sabbath day to keep it
holy,” and could testify thut He who spoke
these, meant the Sabbath for a blessing, not
for a curse ; for rest, not for barden-bearing ;
for liberty, not for bondage. Yet every ar-
gument that I bad read at home against the
Sabbath, took for granted that the institu-
tion was-evil and not good, and that Christ
bas brought us a happy deliverance from
the Sabbath yoke! We found how good
it was to rest from our journey each seventh |
day, and we did not find that it made the
rest Jess pleasant to know that it was “ac-
cording to the commandment.” [t was plea-
sant to hear the Sabbath-bell, even in the
midst of superstition. The frequent tolling
or striking was no grating sound, either at
noon or midnight.

We breakfasted at nine, and had prayers
in our rooms ; but at one we went out to
have more regular Sabbath worship at the
foot of the hill. We preferred the free air
and broad mountain-mde to our narrow
chamber. So We went about a mile-up the
hill, to the spot where it begins to look over
to the other side, and tLere we sat down,
with our Bibles. We sung together one of
David’s psalms, and kneeling down on the
rock, we joined in prayer. After reading
the fourth chapter of Deuteronomy, 1
preached on Romans 1ii. 21, 22 —the sin
and the rightevusness—man’s sin, God's

righteousness,—righteousness placed at our |

disposal and within our reach by that very
God who on this mountsin had condemned
our sin,—righteousness of which we are put
in immediate possession upon our reception
of the divine testimony iespecting it. We
tken sung the doxology, * To Father, Sun,
and Holy Ghost ;” and after service we se-
parated. 1 returned to the convent, and
spent the afternoon in reading the passages
which refer to Sinai, and in texts for my
class at home. Such as these come into re
membrance, “ Our God is a consuming fire,”
(Heb, xii. 29; « By.the law is the know-
ledge of sin,” (Rom. iii. 30); ** Christ is the
end of the law for righteousness to every
one that believeth,” (Rom. x. 4.)

In the evening | enjoyed the starlight
upon the roof. These blue Sabbath hea-
vens! How calm they looked, even when
resting over a mountain so terrible as that
Sinai. It seemed as it its terrors were all
confined to itself. It could not commauni-
catc these to the heavens above it, por
dim the brilliance of a eingle star. Orion

coming. And while they timidly lingered

in a city where the sun and moon never
shone, they spoke together of the city whose
sun chall never set, * for there shall be no
night there, and they need no candle there,
neither light ot the sun,” nor of the moon to
shine in it. And they thought of their
brethren in the faith, torn, mangied and
barned for the sake of the Crucified, their
ashes blown over the earth, and their bones
bleaching on the plains, * upcoffined and
unsung.” KFor them, too, they sang the

Im of victoryand esteemed them blessed.
And then as they ¢lustered together to hear
the gospel read, the messenger ccmes with
a qaick tread, to tell that another and ano-
ther are approaching the hour of their deli-
verance. They then kneel in the breathless
stillness of the sepulebre, and lay their

| hands and heads on the coffins of the sleep- | “ together in heavenly places in

ing saints, and pray for their suflering|
brethren) that their faith fail not. Then | el
they prepare a new song for their natal day: | iny stay, and 1 feit at
But now their city is deserted. They have

all gone to another country, ‘Their places

| shall know them no more forever. I search-
I found pre- |

ed eagerly for their names.

Rev, Mr. Cook, kindly given :o me in Eng-
landj by whom 1 was introduced to Mr.
Greeves, the minister who had preached,
and! Mc. Hogarth the preacher in charge in
in Paris. | would look back with pleasure
always to my trip, it it were only to recall
the inspiring feelings that passed over me,
when my hand was cordially grasped by
these sell-denying Methodist preachers ot
Paris. “ You will preach for us to-night,
won't you?" () yes, labor is rest some-
times.” * Ab ' thatis trom Wesley.” At
night, the chapel was again filled, | suited my
text to my own feelings, thinking it would
suit! others. My heart was full—full ot
sadaess for a dear one los'—full of grau-
tude for God's love. (od's spirit was with
us. My tears flowed—our tears flowed;
yes, in the heart of wicked Paris, we sat
Christ
Jesus.” At the close prvice, regular
appointments Were arranged for me during
home again, tor 1 was
jonce more a circuit preacher.  Your read-
|ers. will excuse my dwelling so long upon
| what seems mostly personal.
| most interested in Methodism wherever |

Bot as 1 feel

served in a gallery, a precious little epitaph : | 8% I cannot ref- e to make it uppermost in

| the chapels, small square chambers.

looked brighter than ever, as he pass-
ed along the peaks, and shed down bis quiet |
luster upon their awful glocm.— Desert of
Sinai.

The Catacombs of Rome.

Few antique remains possess greater in-
terest than the catacombs of Rome. They
are upposed to have originated from exca-
vations made to procure lava and travertine
Their narrow
reticuiated streets, mmily into endless
meshes and unsearchable ways so entirely
past finding out, that a person once lost |
would stand a poor chance of ever finding
his way back without aguide. They served
successfully as the hiding place of theives
and robbers, and as the abode of early
Christians. Along the various alleys are
tiers or shelves where the dead were depo-
sited. Occasionally the passage widened
into small chambers where they held their
forbidden services. They extend for many
around and under Rome. Large
portions of them still remain unexplored.

I visited those of St. Sebastian, said to
be among the largest kmown. The entrance
is through the church of that name, on the
Via Appia, several miles from the city. A
sluggish looking friar, in cowl and cassock,
banded each of us a small taper and then
led the way into the earth. A few bumps
from the ceiling coon reminded me that the
ancients had either smaller hats or bodies
than some of us moderns. And when ]
remembered the place was hallowed by de-
votion, I cheerfully bumbled both. Down
we stooped, and stepped to the right and left,
hither and thitber, and soon I knew as little
of the entrance and the way back as if I
bad never been on the outside of the earth.
Down we went, and deeper still through the
streets of the dead, tor so they appeared
On each side were their untenanted houses
with four or five stories where once their
bodies were laid. I beld my taper into the
coffin cases; bere and there a few bones
were left, and eeldom these. Into these
narrow piches pious, jersecuted devotion
sofily pushed all that was mortal of « those
who through faith and patience had inberit-
ed the ises.” In these nocturnal streets
walked and stood the funeral train, with
smoking torches, singing their cheerful ob-
sequies in muffled praise. And while the
living and the dead lurked and lived in the
night of the grave, they would speak of the
night of death, wherein “ no man can work,”
and trim their lamps anew to prepare for its

“ Vietorina sleeps in God.” Who was she 7
How lived she? How died she! No mat-
ter. She *sleeps in God.”

We paused a few moments in some of
Here
they beld their solemn nassemblies.
sweet the soluce of hope and faith when
they can fill such a dreary prison with
grateful praise. On we go, down and
round, peering into the dark wvoid as we
crossed new streets.— Ger. Ref, Messenger.

Sunday in Paris.

My introduction proper to Paris was on
Sunday. Bat a Parisian Sabbath is incon-
ceivable except to the actaual beholder. 1
started out early to find a Methodist Chapel
—(8r, romehow or other, I like my first
hours abroad to be spent there ; I wonder if
it is bigotry ? The whole city was out be-
fore me. ~The shops were in their gayest
dress and so were all the people, some rid-
ing, some walking, and ull apparently hap-
py. A short wall, and I was confrented by
a great crowd, in the centre of which was
a military band, discoursing fine music.
was the procession known as ** Bacuf (iras,”
and is exhibited at the close of the carnival.
First, a body, of cavalry headed the proces-
gion, then came men dressed as knights of
the middle ages, then numbers in varied
costume, then a fine military band, followed
by two huge oxen in separate cars, the oxen
and cars dreseed in ribbons, and surrounded
by men with shiélds and helmets, who aher-
nately addressed the crowd and drank wine.
The whole was followed by a huge chariot
ornamented with the arms and flags of
France, in which was scated a woman,
holding u child in her arms, both dressed
and painted, and surrounded by what, as
was told me afterwards, were intended to
represent the nymphs.  They were females
ot unpretending and disgusting appearance,
bedaubed with paint to enl.unce their bean-
ties, (ugliness) and dreszed in all <orts of
tanciful costumes. I had concluded the
wom:un and child were the virgin and infant,
and these rude, bold creatures were the
angels. But the mention of that arrange-
ment of things drew forth the most vocifer-
ous expostulations and gestures from my
good natared Catholic hust, who explaine:l
to me that the woman and child represented
a heathen divinity, and the other creatures
were the nymph:.  But of the object or de-
sign of the whole affair, he could say no-
thing, except that it was taken from the
ancient heathen mythology. I, two days
afierwards, saw the Emperor gravely re-
view this stupid exhibition.

But T had almost forgotten that I was
taking you to church, but you must excuse
me, for it is Sunday in Paris. Pressing
through the crowd, and turning into the
Cbamps Elysees, a bewildering scene of
guiety, thoughtlessness and beauty met my
gaze. The Tuileries, its bedutiful avenues
and spacious gardens, the P’lace le Con.
corde, with its statues, cbelisk and fountains,
and then the long avenue of the Elysian
Fields, ending in the splendid Triumphal

| Arch, were all before me, and promenading, |

riding, and dancing, and playing in every
direction were thousands of men, women,
and children. Soldiers were marching,
bands playing, and balloons going up, while
all seemed as gay and Lappy as thoughtless
hearts and splendid earihly scenes could
nake them. As I passed along, | saw the
Punch and Judy shows and miniature
theatres, surrounded by bundreds of delight-
ed spectators. The boys were playing ball,
and the girls rolled hoops and danced the
rope, or waltzed to the sound of the music.
Ten pins, billiard tables, and other dozen
and one forms of gambling on every side
had their eager votaries, and seated by
hundreds and thousands in every direction
wers: the ladies and gentlemen around
tablee, sipping wine and smokiog segars. I
canuot say whether surprise, grief or alarm
was uppermost in this walk. Sarprise at
the splendor and beauty of the scene, grief
at the entire forgetfulness of God, or alarm |
for the future of a nation which so univer-
sally iguored the Sabbath. Butthe place of
worship was reached, and though it proved

{ not to be a Methodist Chapel, the services

both morning and night, were of gracious
inflaence to me.

Early in the week [ sallied out determin-
ed, if there wasa Methedist in Paris, 1
would find him. What was my surprise in
stepping out on the street to see immediate-
ly opposite, over a Cbapel door, in large
letters, Wesicvan Chapel. [ cannot ima-
gine how it missed my gaze before. But,
Mr. Editor, lauguage fails to describe the
blessednese, the sweetness, and sacredness of
the following Sabbath (o my beart. The
day before, intelligence had reached me of
the saddest bereavement 1 had ever felt,
and in the wonderful goodness of God the
whole service was exactly adapted to o€
in distress, It is a laige chapel, and was
crowded ; a handsome, intelligent y':l‘.':'
man was in the pulpit, who, alter rel"cleg
the Litany and other prayers, sspour

o o : Lat the sufferings
the text, * For | reckon t riby to be
of this present time are mot weny
compared with
;ﬂled ::o I:a discourse, at the close,

bers of orthodox churches were in-
::::e t:' unite in the sacrament.  After ser-
vice,_I presented a letter of introduction to

How |

It!

the Advoeate. " Volumes might be written

{on what I hate seen and beard, and learned

| in Paris alone, but among all my sight-see-

ing/and of all that 1 bave learned, this is

{the' most delightfnl investigation, 1 have

| made, viz: that Wesleyan Methodism is
5

| the same the woeld over.— Southern Chris-

| tian Adrvocate.

| Labrador.

A gentlemen 11 one of the interior towns
ol Massachusetts, writing to the Treasurer
| of the American Board on business, appends
{'the following remarks : — %

*| have wished to call the attention ol
SoLle OrgANiZALION, OF 80Me Persons interest-
| ed in missions, to facts in regard to the des-
| titute condition of the shores-people on the
| coast of Labrador.

«“In a search for health, I visited thst
| country the past summer ; andthe bleak and
| degert barrenness of the coast is only sur-
passed by the desolate destitution of religious
privileges—the scarcity of heavenly bread,
and of living water. Quite a number of
English emigrants reside on the’const ; near-
| ly all intermarried with the Esquimaux, and
lull in the occupation of hunters and fisher-
{men. 1 found there one or two Christian
|men. One old man of seventy, who in early
| life, in his English home, had imbibed cor-
srect notions of religion, and had since grop-
ed his way to Christ the Saviour. There is
no communication with this country except
once a year by the Newburyport fishermen,
who are poor missionaries. * The means of
inter-communication there are very shght,
and the surface ot the country rendering
the making of the rcads impossible. There
are no schoouls, no chiuiches, no means ol in-
tellectual improvement or «piritual salvation,
Yet the people hunger and thirst, at ieast
for books and schools. 1 promised to send
them some *picture books and testaments,’
Land try 'o have ¢ the good people i "merice
do something for them.” Ihd [ time, 1
could relate wauny touching incidents of the
wauts and the desires of that scattered popu-
lation. * [ know not whetker I ouzht to pre-
sent this subject to you, but some one should
be practically interested in the salvation of
that distant people, who are literally wait-
ing for God's law. I often think of spend-
ing ‘ the coming summer among them, but
something more permanent and extensive
should be estavlished.”

Upon what portion of the coast his obser~
vations were made the writer does not say.
{ The religious desolation is doubtlgss very
| extensive, but upon some portions of this in-
! hospitable coast missionary eflorts have long
been made. The Moravians have four mis-
mionary stations among the Esquimaux, in
the eastern part of Labrador ; at Hopedale,
Nain, Okak, and Hebron ; the first in lati-
tude about 45° 40/, and the last, the most
northern, not far from latitude 480, The
station of Nain was commenced in 1771,
Okak in 1776, Hopedale in 1782, and He-
brom in 1830. The brethren deserve much
praise for their long-continued, patient and
faithful efforts amidst many trials. These
efforts have not bLeen in vain, but among a
| popalation so scaticred, in 80 cold a climate,
and whbere the means of substance are so
precarious, su~h results as are witnesagd in
othéer mission fields and under very different
circumstances cannot. be expected. The
number of communicants at the four stations
18 something less than 400. The “ Periodi-
cal Accounts’ for Dacembnr last, states
that * the reports of the missions in Labra-
dor are in phinful contrast with those of ths
preceding year. A season of great temporal
prosperity has been followed by one of eore
adversity—of want ¢o extreme, and suffer-
ing so varied and so grievods, that, ac-
cording to the testimony of our mission-
| aries at Hebron, where the two-fold scourge
of famine and disease was most severe-
ly felt, the like had not been known with-
in the memory of the oldest inhabitant,”—
“ Wihile circomstances of encouragement
and tokens for good bave been altogether
withbeld at none of the stations, the great
need of a spirityal revival is everywLere
felt and acknowledged; and the more so,
because the severe temporal chastisements
with which our E:quimaux flocks have
been visited bave failed, in the majority of
instances, to increase the hunger aod thirst
after righteoustess, which should character-
ize all the children of God, and the beirs of
HII king']om." The d“rlll of ‘OOd, \V‘hlch
prevailed more or less at all 'h; ;;"L"’“"
amounted to s famino at Okak and Hebron,

3 were reduced to fearful
and the E:quimaux b .

A : Jd bave been still more
straits, which woo { bed by th
fearful but for the supplies furuished by the

P : The gracious influences of
misgionaries .r, have not been witn-
the : Spirit, however, have . ‘
drawn, and several persons were added to
the churches during the year.

ANGELS AND JusTiFien SeiriTs.—The
dead in Christ are in heaven ; bat there 18
no authority for the idea that they become
angels. The redeemed from among meu
are a distinet revisions of beings. Their
antecedents differ from tbose of the holy
angels. They have enteted that high abode
by a process of which the angels can prac-
tically know nothing ; and through all eter-
nity they are to sing a peculiar song—the
“ new song” of the blood-washed,
soul. They are redeemed spirits!—fbo
« jast made perfect !” but never angels
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