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MAKE SOMEBODY GLAD.

N life’s ragged road,
As we Journey cach day,

Fur, far mure of sunshine

Would brighten the way ;
I forgotful of self

And our troubles, wo had
The will, and would try,

To make other hearts glad.

Though of tho world’s, wealth
We have little in store,
And labour to keep
Grim want from the door,
With a hand that is kind
And a heart that is true,
To make others glad
There is much we may do,

A word kindly spoken,
ThA axi:]ile ora teix)r, 1
ough seeming bhut trifles,
Fuﬁ often mgy cheer, o
Each day to our lives
Sonte treasure would add
To be conscrous that we
Had made somebody glad.

Thoss who sit in the darkness
Of sorrow 8o
Have need of a word
Of solace and cheer.
Thero aro homes that ave desolnte,
Hearts that are sad—
Do something for some one,
Make someboby glad.
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STORIES FROM CANADIAN HISTORY.
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TORONTO OF OLD.

FTER the barn.
ing of Niagara
aud them%:m:
Plete disorgani-
zation of his
circuit by the

5> border strife,

Neville Trune-

¥ man sought an

interview with
his Presiding

Elder during

- one’of bis periodical visits
to the Town of York. In
consequence of the military
exigencies of the time,

. bavigation was maintained
across the Jake by armed
brigs and schooners during the greater

part of the winter, Taking advantago

of one of these trips, Nevills ubtained
permission from the military authori-
ties to take passage in the armed
schooner Princess Charlotte to York,

The voyage was tedious and the

weather bleak, so he suffered reverely

from the cold. .As York harbour wes
frozen over, he landed on the ice, and
made his way to the twice-captured

capital, It presented anything but a

striking appearance, unless for dreari-

ness and ruin. The halfburned tim-
bers of the Parliament Building, Jail,
and Court-Jouse, showed in all their
hideous blackness through the snow
that failed to conceal beuneath its
nantle of white the desolation of the
sceme, In its nost floutisbing estats
befor the war, the town hardly num-
 bered some nine hundred inhabitants,
whose residences, for the most part
humble, wooden structuces, ‘were
grouped along the loyally-named King

stroet, noar tho River Dor. At the
westorn oxtremity of tho struggling
town wero the ruin-mounds of tho fort,
ront and torn by tha terrifie axplosion
of ita magazine. OUn tho banks of tho
Don, and commgnding thoe bridge
accross that sluggish stream, us though
the enemy thought it not worth the
troublo of deetroying, stood u tude log
block-house, leop-holed for musketry,
tho upper story projecting over tho
lower, after tho manner of such
structures, ¥

Noville proceeded to the hospitable
houso of Dr. Stoyles, on King streot,
near tho intersection of the little-used
road leading to the country,—Yongo
stroet, now the great artery of the
circulation of tho city. 'Till the erec-
tion of the first humble meeting-house,
the Methodist preaching was often held
in Dr. Stoylea’gonso. That gentloman
alo gave a cordwl welcome to the
travelling preachers of the day, and
heve Trueman found, od he expected,
Presiding Elder Henry Ryan.

Tho first, place of publie worship of
the Methodists in York was a long,
low, wooden building, running north
and south, and placed a little way
back from the street, Ity dimensions
were forty by gixty feet. In the gable
end towards the strest wore two doors,
one for each sex. Within, the custom
obtained of dividing the men from the
women; the former sitting on the
right hand on entering tho building,
the latter on tho left.

This old church was situated on the
south side of King street, on the corner
of Jordan strect, so named from Mr.,
Jordan Post, the pioneer goldsmith of
the capitel, while the street in the rear
commeémorates the name of Melinda,
his wifn. When the Adelaide street
Church, which, for the time, was a
very imposing brick structure, was
built on what was then the public
square, the old mother ghurch was
converted into a * Theatra Royal,"—to
what base usés must we come!

All this, however, at the time of
which we write, was stillin the futuré;
and Elder Ryan preached and prayed
and exhorted to & little company in tho
worthy Dr, Stoyles’ great kitchen;which
waa employed for that purpose as teing
the most commpdions ;room in . the
bouse, It was the day of small tkings
for Methodism in the caﬁital of Upper
Canada. Bat of the religious zeal of
the little company of believers, weo
may judge from the fact that sevoral
of the members of the society came
from two to eight miles, through the
proverbially wretched rosda of “Muddy,
York,” to the class-meeting.{

A4 QUARTERLY MEETING IN THE
OLDEN TIALE.

Having enjoyed the counsels and
encouragements of his Presiding Elder,
Nevillo gladly embraced the invitation
to ride with him in bis substeniial
sleigh, well filled with wheat straw, on
which they sat, to the village of An-
caster, where a grand Quarterly Meet-
ing was to'bo beld, to which the pecple
cawo for many milesaround, Religious
privileges at that time were fow, and
theso occasions were made the most of
by the Methodists of the day. Thero
was preaching on the Saturday ; then

—
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& businoss metting, when tho contribu.

- tions of the several ciasacs wero 1

ceived. Of money tlero was very
littlo; but promises of contributiona
of flour, pork, potatoes, hay, and oats
wero gladly received instead,

On Satunlay night a rousing prayor
moeting wax held in tho log meeting-
house.  Fervent cxhortations were
given, for tho preachers looked for
immediate results of their labours, and
they .were not disappointed. Soveral
of the brethron and sisters “got
happy,” and oxprosed their religious
enjoyment in hymns and spiritual
songs, often of rugged rhyme, but,
sung with fervour us they were, they
seomied to Year up thosoul as on wings
to tho vory gaie of heavon. Most of
thesa hymns had a refrain of situple
yot striking melody, in which every
one in the house took psrt. A great
favourite was tha following :—

¢ Qb, tho lionso of the Lord shall bo filled
With glory, hallelujah !
With glory, hallelujah !
With glory, hallelujah ! Amen,

¢ Lot tho proachers bs filled with Thy love,
Sing glory, hallelujah t ote.

¢ Lot the members be filled with Thy lovo,
8ing glory, hallolujah ! etc,

*¢ And the work of Lord shall revive,
8ing glory, hallelujaht Amen I”

. The tida of religious feeling rose
higher and higher. The standing in-
vitation of Blethodism to weary souls
secking the forgiveness of their sins,
was given, Several persons presented
themselves at the * penitent bench,”
most of whom were enabled to rejoico
in a sense of conscious pardon.

Sunday was indeed a “high day
at the old Ancaster log weeting-house,
From near and far, in sleighs on
horsehack, and on foot, came Method-
ist worshippers, and found hospitable
welcome with the families of the
neighbourhood. First, there was love
feast at nine dclock. The cruel war
had not left unscratched that rustio
con tion. There were rusty weeds
of woe,—a black ribbon, a bat of crape,
or s widow’s cap,—that bore wimess
to the loas of husband or son in the
sad condict. The empty slecvo, pinned
across the hreast of one stauy_yonng
fellow, showed that the strong right
arm with which he had hoped to fight
his battle cof life, and hew out a home
in the wilderness, hadebeen buried in
a gory trench with the bodies of his
slain friends and neighbours.

Bat their temporal sufferings secmed
to have driven these exmple-minded
people nearer to the source of all com-
fort and consolation. Afany of the
exporiences and hymns had quite =
martial ring. One of the latter was as
follows :—

* Yo soldiers of Jesus, pray staud to your

arms,
Propare for the battle, the Gospol alanns,
The signal of victory, bark! hark ! from

thesky:
Shout, sh:ﬁxt, yeo brave armier, the watchmen

Y,
Como with us, come with us,
Coma with ug in love,
Lzt us all march together to Heaven
above.

““To battls, to battle, ths trumpets do
— soand,

Tiu watchmen are crying fair Zion atound ;
Some sbouting, some singing, salvativa they

ory,
in the at;c‘x;gth of Ring Jesus, all hell we
14

Como with us,” ete.

As this was taken up by ono alter
another and swelled into a grand
chorus, it was impossible not to sharm
the enthusiastu that it created. An
other prime favourite waa the fullow.
ing :—

¢ Jesus, my king, proclaims the war;
I waat to dio in the army;

Awake, the powers of hall'are near,
I want to die in the army.

“*Toamme! toarms 1’ | hoar the ery,
*'Tis yvurs to conquer o to die,’
Ob, Lh;n s“rinly. the army, the army of the

I want to die in the army,”

Tho god-fearing Canadian yecomanry,
as they sang theso strains, nourished
at once their roligious foelings and
their patriBtic enthusiasm, They fulc
0 thewr hearts that love of king aud
country, and their valiant defence and
sclfsacrifico on their bebalf, were slso
fn acceptable service to God.

After tho lovefoust was a short
intermission, during which & Juncheon
of seed-<cake, comfits, and doughnuts
were eaten as a preparation (%r the
after sorvicen  Elder Ryan, whoee
warly, ecmotional, Irish naturo had
bean deeply affected by the experiencos
of tie love-fosat, preached one of his
most spirit-stirring sermons, Xt was
like tho peal of a clarion calling to the
battlo of Armagoeddon the warriors of
God eguinst the powers of darkness
Ho was intorrupted, but not the least
disconcerted, by exclamations of
“ Amen {” ¢ Hallelujah |® ¢ Praisotho
Tord1” They seemed rather to give
wiugs & his eloquence, for soaring in
sty loftier flights of eloquenca,

After the sermon the Sacrament of
tho Lord’s Supper was administered to
those devout worshippers, By thoso
sacred ordinances, amid tho carking
oares and tribulations of the presont
life, were kept in view the far more
important realities of tho lifo that is to
come, and the aculs of the peoplo wers
enbraved and strengthened for the
conflicts, both literal and figurative, to
which they were called,

MRS. BEECHER.

APIHE wife of Honry Wand
\’»l (8 Beecher has recently been com-
" Municaling some _interesting
detsils of her early housekeeping eds
periences to &n_inguisitive reporter.
When she married, Mr, Beocher was
tha winister of & small church out
West, with a stipsnd of £76 per
annum, As the congregation consisted
of twenty-four women and one solitary
man, who was afterwards excommuni.
cated, the only wonder is that they
were able to raise 80 much. They
began housekeeping in two small
Tooms over & storo; and this is the
way in which they furnishod . them ;
“ My brother gave us a pisco of
and other members of the family gave
us 8 cooking siove and two Iamps. A
clessmato of Afr. Bo cher gave him a
set of knives and forks, nnd « friend
gavo & set of crockery, When wo got
howe wo asked permission to paint the
dirty floor. The proprietor denied our
requoest, becauke he was afraid it wounld
robthe wood. Mr. Beecher threw off
his coat, rolled up his slecves, and
helped me to scrub the rooms with
Boap, water and sand. They had a
hard struggle in making both ende
mect, but Mra. Beocher agroes with
ber hustand in reganling theso oarly |
daya as the bappiest in their life. d




