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|and with the recklessness of wildest epemity | ination! Like s very angel ot light be ap-
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A BELIEVER’S PRAYER FOR REVIV~AL. they sometimes swallow up in & moment, preci- | proaches and tempts the unsuspeeting hears. Ls
ous treasures of earthly good, and the more |it any marvel that so many have fallen before

Father ot life ! eternal Love !
Alone and limitless in might,
Look from thy glory’s throne above,
AvitHio0d my darkling soul with light :
Vile as | am, and weak, 1 dare
In Jesus’ name to urge my prayer.

I plead Thy promises, O Lord !
In Christ immutably revesled,
Mercy and truth in Him aceord ;
In Him Thy grace shines unconcesled :
Jehovah-Jasus ! save, I cry—
Forgive, convert, and sanctify.

Repentance not the righteous seek ;
The healthful no physician necd,
1 come, because corrups and weak.
To Thee who didst for sinners bleed :
O Thou Redeemer of my soul,
Thy fiat breathe, and make me whole.

Hadst Thou Thy sacred law reversed —
Granting forgiveness free to sin—

And left Thy creatares half accarsed,
Witheut the hope of life within ;

8uch mercy could no peace impart,

It could not ease my aching heart.

Not thas doth Thine Anointed save,
And leave us banished, foul, abhorred :
He, who descending sought the grave,
Leaped from its jaws its mighty Lord ;
Wrenching from death its sharpest pain,
And rising Prince of lie to reign.

Jesus a full redemption earned,
And gifts nnmeasured hath received ;
By His own people blindly spurned,
At Thy judicial anger grieved,
Drooping Thy fury’s dregs He quaffed,
Poured out His soul, and drained the draught.

My Saviour God ! Thy crown of thurns
Every command of Thine endesrs ;
Thy quenchless love Thy cross adorns ;
Thy death-felt anguish quells my fears ;
Thy final woe— T'hy piercing cry
Conquered for us on Calvary.

0, by Thine own unfaltering faith,

When of Thy Father’s light bereft,
Conform us, Master, to Thy death

Lest inly lurking guilt be left ;
And long before life’s last uncertain hoar
Toeach us, O Lord, Thy resurrection’s power.

Burwrnory MUsGRAVE.

(From the Island Argus,)
A SERMON:
PREACHED IN THE PRINCE STREET METHODIST
CHURCH, CHARLOTTETOWN, SUNDA
EYENING, VEBRUARY 22, 1874,

By Rev. Duxcax D. Currie.

¢ If thou hast run with the foolmen and they
have wearied thee, then how canst thou contend
with horses? and if in the land of peace, where-
in thou trustest, they wearied thee, then how wilt
thou do in the swelling of Jordan."—JERE-
MIAH xii. §.

These are the words of Jehovah. The pro-
phet had been pleading with the Lord about
some of the peeuliarities of his providence
‘ Righteous art thou, O Lord,’ said Jeremiah,
‘when I plead with thee : yet let me talk with thee
of thy judgments: Wherefore doth the way of
the wickcd prosper? Wherefors are all they
bappy that deal very treacherously ? Thou bast
planted them, yea they have taken root—they
grow, yes, they bring forth fruit, . . . But

“thou O Lord knowest me; thou bast seen me

aod tried mine heart towardsthee. . . . How
long shall the laod mourn, and the berbs o
every fleld wither for the wickedness of them
that dwell therein ?” Jeremiah was intimately
acquainted with sorrow. Griet took bold upon
bim with strong grasp. He could tell in ten-
der and touching terms of mourning and of
lamentation. In contrasting his own condition
of trial and discouragement, with the condi-
gion of prosperity and happiness that the wick-
od around him appeared to enjoy, he became
perplexed, and sought relief from bis perplex-
ity in undertaking to plead with bis Maker.

eremiab could truthfully say: ¢ Thou, O
J,ord knowest me ; thou hast seen me and tried
mine heart towards thee ; thou knowest that |
love thee, and that in thee is all my trust.’ And
yet when that faithful servant of God wovld
comfort himself against sorrow, his beart was
fsiot in him and his eyes were a fountain of
tears, both in the day time ani in the night.
¢« Let me talk with thee of thy judgmeuts,” said
the troubled prophet. Why is it that sore
trials crowd upon me so, and that sharp thorns
pierce me upon every band? And why is it
that the way of the wicked is so joyous, and
that no clouds gather to darken their skies ?
To this inquiry of the propbet the Lord re
sponds in the words of the text. In those
words be teaches his servant that those trials of
which be speaks are small in comparison with
others to which men are subjected. To strug-

le with those is but as running with footmen.
%o struggle with others is as contending with
borses. *If thou bast run with footmen and
they bave wearied thee, then bow canst thou
contend with horses? Andif in the land of
peace, wherein thou trustest, they wearied
thee, then how wilt thou do in the swelling of
Jordan P’ N\

1. What may we understand by this running
with the footmen? It is the inevitable lot of
men to be subject to adverse influences; in
gontending with those adverse influences, and in
striving to overcome them, as best we can, we
may be ssid to be running with the footmea.

Since man bas fallen, bis condition is wate-
rially different from what it otherwise would
bave been. Every thiag seems to have taken
up the quarrel between man and his Maker,
The winds that blow are sometimes roused into
violence, and in the madness of their fury go
forth to blast, to crush, and to destroy. The
air we breathe is sometimes charged with pois-
onous particles, and in every breath we draw
we may be breathing the pestilence which knows
no pity, and which brings down the innocent
babe, aad the gray haired pilgrim to the com-
mon sleeping place of the dead. The waves
that bear up the navies ot the nations, and the

fleets of commerce, sometimes assume an atti-
’

precious lives of multitudes of men. The fire
which is s0 valuable a servant of man, some-

master, and then with what terrific fury and
unbridled license will it paat, and leap, and
rush to destroy the accumulations of years of
toil.

source of trouble to good men now, as it was
to Jeremish. Many persoss wbo know that
their motives are good, and that their purposes
are pure, and that they are ever seeking to do
justly, and walk bambly with God, are not able
to revel in the comforts and the luxuries which
abundant worldly prosperity afford. They
may not’have far to look, however, to find some
one who sppears to have no interest in spiri-
tual things, and who nevertheless is abounding
in this world's possessions, aud who appears to
enjoy richly the abundance of his prosperity.
The good man sometimes macvels that these
thiogs are so; and he feels like pleading with
his maker, as Jeremiah did, ** Wherefore doth
the way of the wicked prosper ?”

There are disappointments in business that
bring trouble. Your plans were carefully
formed. There was no neglect of prudence,
or of economy, or of patient foretbought. Bat
notwithstanding every effort to ensure success,
your plans were frustrated, your prospects
crushed, and your hopes bhighted.

In your ordipary daily engagements with bow
many hindranees have you to contend, who
would serve the Lord with earnest parpose of
soul! How often does one feel that it it were
not for some peculiar difficulty in his business,
or some easily besetting sin, or some wrong
done to him, or to some ome of his family, he
would give bimself to thé Saviour, and work
for the upbuilding ot the Saviour's kingdom
among men |

The evils of the beart are a great difficulty.
There is the unsanctified nature. There is the
ovil heart of unbelief There are one's pas-
sions, evil propensities, and tempers,

These are some of the difficulties with which
multitudes around us bave to do. There is no
one who knows not something of difficulty.
Each beart has its own secrets ; and among its
secrets are sorrows with which a stranger inter-
meddleth not. These difficulties may be said
to be footmen, with which we have to do.
And contending against them may be said to
be running with the footmen.

2. Running with the footman is a wearying
work. Ruoning as a physical effort is weary-
ing. Qne man cannot run against another in a
well matched race without rapidly exhausting
his strength. Running as an intellectual effort
is wearying. Severe mental work is more ex-
haustive than severe manual lahor. Five hours
a day ot earnest study, especially it that study
involves creative work is more exhausting to
the vital forces than a dozen hours of ordinary
physical toil. Ruoning, in the sense of con.
tending with life’s difficulties is wearying.
Toiling and striving inevitably bring fatigue.
This weariness comes not to one class alone.
The poor, of course, know well what weariness
is. But soalso do the rich. To all classes,
everywhere, this experience comes. If the
peasant is never burdemed with the delicate
questions which perplex the rulers of the na-
tions, he has, at least, ta earn his bread by the
wearying labor of many a toilsome hour. If
men in the high places of authority and infla-
ence do wot know the burden of the tailing mil-
lions they bave, at least, their own peculiar
cares, and their own intricate problems, the
solution ot which may involve difficulties of the
most wearying kind.

Even in the ** land of peace wherein thou
trustedst,” thou mayest be wearied. God's
own beloved and preserved people are not ex-
empt from this eommon lot. Jeremish was a
faithful servant of the Lord. He lived and
preached as a faithtul servant of God should.
And yet he was cast down, sometimes, and dis-
mayed, when jhe wicked and rebellious were
exalted and rejoicing. -Sometimes, he tells us,

his beart was faint within bim. And so, at
any time, it may be with any of the people of
(God. The christian has & fight to maintain.
He has enemies, numerous, fierce aad potent.
He has, indeed, a never tailing Friend, gnd s
never-wearying Helper in the God of his salva-
tion. He has, moreover, ample resources for
every possible peculiarity of want. Bat, not-
withstanding all that the bougty of the Inflnite
bas provided, the christian, as well as others,
is in weariness oft. “ In the land of peace
wherein thou trustedst they wearied thee.”

3. There is a severer conte t awaiting us
than running with the footman: we must con-
tend with horses. Running with men may tax
one's energies to the very utmost, but to con-
tend with horses is 8 more formidable under-
taking. Ooe maa may run in a contest with
another and neither may get mach advantage
over the other. But try your power ot speed
and of endurance against the power of a borse,
and see how the race will go against you.

We are iavolved in a contest more formida-
ble than striving with flesh and blood. We
have to wrestle not with flesh and blood, but,
*¢ with principalities and powers and spiritual
wickedness in high places.”. It were quite
envugh to wrestle with flesh and blood. But
a more trying wrestling than that awaits us.
We must wrestle with Satan, the adversary ot
our souls. Contending with him is like con-
tending with horges. How unequal to such a
contest would welbe if, alone and unaided, it
were thrust upon us! ** If thoy bast run with
the footmen and they have wearied thee, then
how canst thou contend with horses.”

Satan. the old antagonist, may be said to be
one of those horses. Let one be aroused by
the Spirit of God ; let him ses his sinfulness snd
need of mercy ; and how quickly the adversary
comes! With what subtlety does he lay his
plans! What difficulties does be put in the
way ! How be magnifies the obstacles that hic-
derone! How artfully will he quote, and mis-

times usurps authority, and plays the part of | you as wueat.

Sometimes the prosperity of the wicked is a|astiul encmy P

when be would comfort himself against sorrow, | o yels of the gay ?

bis crafty skill? There may be many here
whom now he desires to have that he may sift
He is lurking about your path.
A mighty bunter of souls is he. Nimrod was
s mighty banter before the Lord, but Satan
is mightier than be. How canst thou contend
with the mischievious designs of this old and
¢ If thou hast ran with the foot-
men, and they bave wearied thee,then bow
canst thou contend with borses P’ )
Another one of those horses with which - we
bave to contend is conscience. To each of us
there is given a peculiar power or principle
within us, which acts the part of a fiiendly moo-
itor, and decides upoa the right or wrong of
our actions and affections, and immedia‘cly ap-
proves of them; or condemns them. This
power or principle is called conscience. How
suggestive the fact, that within every one of us
such a Judge is enthroned ! Now be prompts ;
again be informs with gentle voice. He en-
encourages and approves. With startling tones
he forbids and condems. When conscience
has beea enlightened through the teachings o)
God's law, and rises up to condemn the impen-
itent in thunder tones, and justifies the terrible
inflictions of Almighty vengeance, what then
wilt thou do ? How canst thou contend against
an outraged conscience ?
A guilty conscience makes a coward of a man
But where the conscience has been ealightened,
and the wounded spirit bas found pardon
through faith in Cbrist Jesus, the accusing voice
is bushed, and there is peace with God. Look
at Paul and Silas in the jail at Philippi. Must
they, all the night through, endure the torture
to which the malice of their persecutors bas
subjected them ? How now will they do? Lis-
ten to the voices of the tortured men of God'
Hear the sweet song of praise! Never rang
through the dark cells of that prison before such
shouts of prayer and praise and as now ascend
to God. How is it that those brethren in the
dark dungeon have such peace and such vie-
tory? The secret is not hard to find; they
have a good conscience both towards God and
toward man. Let us Jook for a moment into
another prison in the city of Boston where a
learned professor of a renowned college is
awaiting his trial for murder. Ile complaios
to the officers that the prisoners in adjoining
cells are shouting to him through the night:
‘You are a bloody man.’ But no such words
bad any prisoner spoken. The accusing v oices
were the echoes of the guilty prisoner's con-
science. A wounded, outraged guilty con-
science who can bear? Art thon guilty of
wrong against the majesty of heaven? Art
thou guilty of rebellion against the mercy which
speaks to us through the cross of Ohrist?
Shall there be now and torever a consciousness
of guilt? Shall conscience like a worm that
dieth not give thee no rest day nar night for-
* It thou hast run with the footmen, and
they have wearied thee, how canst thou contend
with horses ?’

ever ?

We may speak of memory as another one of
the horses with which we must contend. What
a wonderous faculty of the mind is memory !
How strange that the mind can retsin. to so
great an extent, the knowledge of past events,
or of past ideas! You may go into a mercan-
tile establishment where thousands of articles,in
almost endless variety, are kept on sale. Ask
an intelligent clerk tor the article you wish to
purchase. Ia a mowent, and with an easy ef
fort, the memory sweeps over every shelf, and
through the basement, and the upper rooms,
and the clerk is ready with a reply in the affirm-
ative or in the negative. Go to your friend
with the silver locks. Gather around the
cheery fire. Draw out from him some of the
treasures which the storebouse of his memory
eontains. How clearly be recollects of even a
balf a century ago! Will not sometimes a
word, a look, & tone of music, a line of poetry,
s flower, & lock of bair, strise an eleotric
ghord that will thrill the soul with memories,

more precious to the beart than the glittering

Does.not your memory sometimes now in
still and quiet hours call up the past? And
hereafter in this life, and in the lite which is to
come, how pregnant with joy or sorrow will
memory be! There may be the remembrance
of a penitent turning of your heart unto God,
and of a consecration of beart and soul to Him,
and of a life devoted to the service of Christ.
Blessed will such a remembrance be. But
there may be, on the other hand, the ‘remem-
brance of resistance of God's overtures of mer-
cy. Memory may remiad the soul, in the hour
of bitter extremity, of mercies abused; of in-
vitations disregarded ; of precious seasons when
Jesus was very near, and waited long; and of
seasons when the work of God was revived,
and many persons sought and found acceptance
and peace. Memory will remind the unsaved
that the co'd bearted, and unteeling, and tear-
less, and unworthy, and guilty, were invited to
come, and freely take the salvation of the Gos-
pel, and that they did not come because they
would not come. How can the unsaved con-
tend with such a remembrance as that ?

In the inimitable parable of the rich man and
Lasarus, our Lord bas, for s moment, drawn
aside the veil, to give us one glimpse of the
state of the lost soul. *‘ The rich man died,”
the record says, ** and in bell be lift up bis
eyes, being in torments, and seeth Abraham
afar off, and Lazarus in bis bosom. And he
cried and said, Fatber Abraham, have mercy
on me, and send Lazarus, that be may dip the
tip of his finger in water, and cool my tongue,
tor I am tormented in this flame. But Abraham
said, Son, remember that thou in thy lifetime
received thy good things, and likewise Lazarus
evil things: but now he is comforted, and thou
art tormented.” What a storehouse of misery
must the memory ot the unsaved be! Have we
not in conscience *‘ the worm that dieth neot,”
and in memory the fire that never can be
quenched? Whither canst thou flee trom the
dominion of memory ? Thou mayst do many

quote, and apply the words of inspiration !
What plsusible promises will be make! What

b;illimt prospects d;el he present to the imag-

selt sball open for thee a passage to the glori-
ous land.

which, th b tender and perhaps tearful, sre it be with the uaconverted ? ** If thou hast rua

how canst thou contend with horses, sod how
wilt thou do in the swelling af Jordan P" What

frown of Jehovah as thou art passing sway
from earth?
guilty conscience ? How ecanst thou bear to see
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| treasures into the sea, but thou casst never
| destroy the power of memory! What sball
memory be to thee 7 Sball it be a thing of joy
or a thiog of misery? Shall memory remind
thee of loving loyalty to Christ, or of unceas-
ing antagonism to him? *“If theu hast rus
with thee footman, and they have wearied thee,
then how canst thoa eontead with horses ?’,

4. Our text brings a3 to the margin of the
grave, and inquires of each of ws: **bhow wilt
thou do in the swelliag of Jordan?" It is the
inevitable lot of sll'wrie. - Death comer 10 us
as a cruel and relentless enemy. There never
comes a day tha: be does not strike a thousand
tatal strokes. e enters the bumble dwelling
of the poor.  Headnvades the proud palaces ot
the great. . No tears, no skill, no entreaties,
will hinder bis approach. Massive forts, and
armed warriors is battle array, can pdt resist
bis attack. There is no land, no city, no dwell-
ing place of men, where the evidences of his
power sre not found. When you wander in
the burial places of the dead, are you not start-
led sometimes when you see how rapidly grow
the graves? And do not those little mounds,
that mark the resting place of some pulseless
sleeper, and that look like waves of earthly
trouble that bave become set and still, seem to
say to each of you: ** and you, too, must die ?"
There is no discharge in this war. How appro-
priate, then, the inquiry of our text; *‘ how
wilt thou do in the swelling of Jordan P
Let us find an answer to this inqairv. Let
us ask one of the Old Testament saints how
the men of faith did io the oldea time in the
swelling of Jordan, Let us hear what David's
testimony is: ‘‘ Though I walk through the
valley of the shadow ot death, I will fesr no
evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy
staff they comfort me. Thou preparest a table
before me in the presence of mine enemies;
thou annointest my head with oil; my cup run-
neth over.” Let us ask one of the New Testa-
ment saiots what testimony be can give. Let
us bear what Paul did in the swelling of Jor-
dan. Let us mark Paul's testimony which he
gives when he had grown old in the service of
his Master, and when the tremor of age was in
bis band, and the rich experienee of many years
was upen bis tongue; ‘‘ I am sow ready,” says
be to Timothy, *‘ to be offsred, and tbe time
of my departure is at hand. I have fought a
good fight.” It bas been a hard fight, Timo-
thy. I have beea in perils oft, in imprisan-
ments, in bonds. but don't give up the battle,
Timothy. * Preach the word.” *‘[ bave
fought a good fight, I have finished my course,
T have kept the faith: hencetorth there is laid
up for me a crown of righteousnass, which the
Lord, the righteous judge, shall give me at that
day ; and not to me only, but unto all them
also that love his appearing.

Do you ask me how the Christian osa do, in
our time, whea he comes to the swelling of
Jordan? He may draw near the cold flood
leaning upon the arm of the Heloved. We are
told that, in the ages long past, during the
overflowing ef the Jordan, the lions, driven
from their biding places by the swollen waters,
would make it doubly dangerous for g traveller
to pass that way. And so it may now be with
the dying heliever. In the swelling of Jordan
the enemy may come, and tempt, with subtle
and powerful cunning. Conscience may speak,
and remind one of wanderings, ot short-com-
ings, of slothfulness. Memory may call to
mind many particulars. The Lord's own peo-
ple may have to run with the footmen, and
contend with the horses, even in the valley of
the shadow of death. But He who rules the
waves, and can still the tempest, will shut the
lion's mouth. He will say to the disturbiag
voices with which the valley may be familiar :
‘“ Peace, be still;” and lo! there will be a
great calm. Let not the believer fear! With
thy Saviour to keep thee, thou shalt outrun the
swiftest footmen, and even the horses sha'l
know no such fleetness as thine, and Jordan it-

There must be one inquiry more. How shall

with the footmea and they have wearied thee.

wilt thou da, when thou shalt recognize the
How ocanst thou contend with a

before thee the record of unforgiven sins which
memory will ever keep before the lost soul ?
What profit is there in running the fearful risk
in which yon are involved ? What shall it pro-
fit a man even if he were to gain the whole
world and lose his own soul ? If the righteous
scarcely be saved, whera shall the ungodly and
the sinner appear? There comes to you who
are now out of Christ, the offer of acceptance,
and pardon, through repentance toward God
and faith io our Lord Jesus Christ. ** Come
now, and let us reason together, saith the
Lord: though your sins be as searlet, they
shall be as white as snow ; though they be red
like crimson, they shall be as wool; It ye be
willing and obedient, ye shall eat the good of
the land: But itge refuse and rebel, ye shall
be devoured : for the mouth of the Lord hath
spoken it.”

(For the Provincial Wesleyan.)

SATURDAY NIGHT.

A MEDITATION.

The labors of another week are over. The
sound ot the footfalls outside bas ceased. All
about me is still, save the lone, low murmur of
the stream beyond, as its waters burry oaward
toward the sea,—fit emblem of my life. Amid
the sweet bush - of nature, I bave stood in my
doorway, and listened to their song. How
tamiliar it was to me, away back in the dreamy
days of long ago! How many things bave
changsd since then! Joys bave sprung up in
which we bave revelled, all too unmindful of
their Giver, and they have withered to, and
now they are not, or are to us only as the
shells of the ocean, the beaatiful shells from
which the fish have been wrested—the shells

deeds of wisdom or folly, thou mayst gather to
thyself great possessions, or cast thy precious

that have been cast by the surging waves upon

us. of the sea where once they dwelt,

the door, sad the thought ot the joy that was

comes over me, [ bow my bead in my solitude.
For the haods that wrought lovingly, snd un-

spread out as if by magic; the feet, that with
busy tread went to and fro, and which even in

rest, are pow away down where the trickling

reigns; and the low sweet voice, whose every
sound was music (0 my esr, is bushed to earsh
forever. I stand by the stamrs, and try to ima-
gine those caretul hands engaged still in their
lovieg offices, perhaps covering closely from
the eold the babes she loved so tenderly, and
standing here, T call aloud her name, and listen
for the quick, loving answer, so familiar to my
ear. But as the echo of my voice dies away in
mv dwelling, all is still —still as the death that
entbrals her, as the grave wherein sbe lies—and
I prove again that I am alone, alone!

Do they hear us when we call > Are they not
in the upper room, and do they not answer to
our cry ! ls there 2o voice save that whose ac-
cents ave audible to the ear ot sense? Is their
existeace, only like unto that of the fleecy
cloud, which floats sthwart the sky—does
death dissolve it iato nothing?® Has the love
which impelled those busy feet and. careful
hands to sots of joyous self-denial, ceased with
the life we saw expire? Nay, but the stroke of
death toacheth it not ! That love was holy. It
was a part of God, from whom cometh all that
is true and pure, and it cannot die. They live-
They love us still. Perbaps did we live less by
sense, and more in that higher spiritual atmos-
phere, we would often catch glimpses of their
flaming robes, and hear the murmur of their
geotle voices. Heavenly Father, send them to
guide us ! Give them charge oconcerning us!
For, next to being with Thee, ‘twé re Aeaven for
them, to bear us in their bands!

| eater my loaely study, and, seated by my
fireside, give myself up, a willing captive, to
the hallowing influences of this bour.

There is something peculiarly blessed in the
Saturday night. Is it only tanoy, or is it true,
that the quiet is d , and the still more
profound, than at any other time of all the
week of toil ? Does the Great Fatber send un-
seen doves to drop olive leaves at every thres-
bold?

Thepe ate bresthing momeats in the’toilsome
tramp of life; resting places, from whiob we
look back over the weary way, and gather
strength for the rugged ascent that stretches
out before us, Here I sit and think; and the
distant past comes up before me. I see again
the old parental dwelling, and my mother's
arm-chair, with its straight back, and the old-
fashioned fire place, and the great rock by the
corner of the house, from which we used to
jump in childish glee, and the old well cu1b,
around which we used to cluster. And as |
think of these, faces—changed long ago—smile
sweetly upon me; and more beautitul do they
seem, through the mists which skirt the un-
known land. I see again my little brother that
died, and the sister that was translated and
the brother that sleeps far away where Aus-
tralian stars watch his ashes.

** They shall bunger no more, neither thirst
any more ; neither shall the sua light on them,
nor any heat. For the Lamb which is in the
midst of the throne shall feed them, and shall
lead them unto living fountsins of waters; and
God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes.”
Thank God for these Saturday nights!’
They mellow us. They subdue us. They
make us human. They set our bearts to beas-
ing softly, as they used to do, before the world
turned them into war drums, and jarred them
to pieces with tattoos.

* Saturday night !” exclaims the weary snf-
ferer upon the bed of pain; ‘‘and is there
another to come ?'

' Saturday night et last'” murmurs the
weeper above the dying, ‘‘and it will be
Sunday to-morrow, asd to-merrow ! "
March 20, 1874.

General Miscellany.

Lire Reary Wortn SoMEPHING —STEAM
Lings across THe ATraNTIC.—It Will he: seeu
from our news columns this morning that an
igitial step has been taken in tbe British House
of Commons in the matter of ocean routes for
the Atlaatio st hips. Mr. Andersoa one of
the members for Glasgow, gave notice on Sat-
urday that be would on Monday ask the Gov-
ernment whether it was willing to co-operate
with tbe Governmeat of the United States in
fixing tracks for vessels crossing the Atlantic
between the two countries. This is & step in
the right direction, and we earnestly bope that
the matter will be heartily taken up by both
governments. Navigation bas been reduced
to such an exaot science that ocean highways
oan be aocurately marked, and under favorable
conditions, almost unerringly followed. Steam
renders the heaviest seas and most destructive
gales powerless to deflect the passenger craft
of to-day from an undeviating track it a speci-
fied conrse be adopted by the navigator. We
are glad to see, therefore, that the appalling
disasters which bave occurred during the past
year on the North Atlantic bave induced sever-
al ot the companies to lay down lines to be
parsued by their steamships. This idea, long
urged by us, was first acted upon by the Can-
ard line, the management of which is always

..i.ndiciomly eager to guard the safety of the

lives submitted to its care. Its example was
well followed by the Inman line. We observe
that the Inman line annouaces that its course,
as laid down and already followed for several
years, passes two hundred and fifty miles to the
southward of Cape Race, claiming ‘‘much great-
er freedom from fogs and floating ice and the
danger of navigation consequent thereon;” while
the French line between New York and Havre
announces the most southerly course of all.
The Cunard steamers going out do not pass to
northward of the latitude of forty-two, and re-

the shore—they are ne more what they were,

‘mmingto New York keep south of forty-three.

waters creep, and the dark night ot desolation |

but pressed to our ear, they still sing sadly to | These differevt courses are admirsbly laid down. |

and they should be turmisbed to every llllingl
I return from the contemplation of the scene | vessel daing trade on the North Adlantic, sed

withqut to mv empty dwelling. and as I close | charts baving these steam lines boldly defined

| be gratuitously distributed. It it be under

i should be kept clear in the iuterests of human

der whose touch neatness and beanty were! lite, we think thal they would not be trespassed |

Lnp(m. In the indterests of internations! com
| munfcation, the Governments of Englend, Ger-

5 and the United States may some
| day be brought fe agree upon a general treaty,
by which each nation shall req 1ire of the ships
that carry its flag that thay respect these limits
#0 fac as in any way possible. This would be a
great practical step,—N. V. Herald.

Rexixiscexce o¥ Dr, Gurnris.—The Mife
Herald says: While the parish was carefully
visited by the parochial agency apart from the
munister, be was also himselt diligent in visit-
ing; sod ia no field of labor was his tact more
apparcot than in this work of visitation, He
was quite equal to any emergency. For exam-
ple, one day while visiting he came to the house
ot an Irish papist, who was determined that the
Doctor should not enter his house. * You can-
not come in here,’ said he, *‘ you are not need-
ed nor wanted." * My friend,’ said the Doctor,
*I'm only visiting arouad my parish to become
scquainted with my people, and have called on
you only as & parishiover:’ ‘It don't matter,’
said Paddy, ‘you sbaa't coms in here;' and
with that, lifting the poker, he said, ‘If you
come in here I'll knock yer dowa.” Most men
would have retired, or tried to reason; the
Doctor did neither, but drawing himselt up to
his tull height, and looking the Irishman fair in
tace, he said, ‘Come, now, that's too bad!
would you strike a man unarmed. Hand me
the tongs and then we shall be on equal terms.’
The man looked at bim a little in great amaze-
ment, and then said, ‘ Och, shure, yor a queer
man for a ! come inside ;" and feeling
rather ashamed of his conduct, be laid down
the poker. The Doctor entered and talked
as he could so well do, in a way both so enter-
taining and instractive as to win the admiration
of the man, so that when he rose to go Paddy
shook his hand warmly and saiil, * Be sure, sir,
don’t pass my door without giving me a call.’
It will not be wondered at that a man who
could thas break down the opposition of an en-
emy should bave been respected and loved by
many & warm heart, and have found tew homes
in his parish where his visits were unwelcome.

AmericaN Humor.—The visit of the Rev.
Dr. Newman, late Chaplain of the United
States Senate, to Europe and the East, does
not appear to be as satisfactory to some ot his
American fellow-countrymen as it mast be to
those of our young readers who have-read the
interesting accounts of his travels which have
appeared in our columns. At a meeting of the
Liberal Republican Committee of New York,
it was resolved to ‘* expose the absurdity of the
mission on which President Grant had sent the
Rev. Mr. Newman.' The meeting e xpressed
their gratification at the Doctor's reports; bat
determined that there were seme points on
which he had failed to enlightea them, It was
proposed that he be requested in his sext des-
patch to state ‘‘ whether the youngest child of
the Consul at Foochow had yet commenced to
cut his or her teeth; and whether the measles
had yet appeared in the family of the Consul at
Jeddo ; and whether the wife of the Consul at
Honol alu received him (the Revd. R. Newman)
in black or white tarlatan ; and that as & matter of
minor importance, the President be asked to
inform the members of the Committee how
much the pleasure excursion ot Dr. Newman
was going to cost the country.” An amend-
meot to this resolution was moved by General
Cochrane to the effect that *‘ mumps and
small-pox” be included in the list of queries.
This was ** cheerfully accepted” by the mover
ot the original propo-iuon/; and the motion
having been carried with acclamation, the Com-
mittee adjourned after making the question the
special order of the day for their next meeting
On the principle that necessitated the subscrip-
tion under the pictures of the old GGerman paint-
ers, * This is 8 lion,” &c., we feel it necessary
$o state that the above is a specimen of Ameri-
cah bumour.— London Meth,

ArTHUR ORTON IN PR1soX. —Since his incar-
ceration in Newgate the *“ Claimant ” bas done
his best to keep up the delusion that he is the
missing beir to the baronetcy and estates. He
stoutly refuses to answer to the appelation of
Orton or Castro, but willingly responds to the
name of Tichborne. Otherwise he bas accept-
ed his fate, and has submitted quietly to the
prison regulations. The prisoner seems to
bave been most impressed with his tall when he
had to don the prison apparel. It was brought
to him on Monday. His coavict garb is a
light-brown woolen suit, with knee-breeches,
ribbed worsted stockings, common leather

shoes, and a cap with a little nob a-top, with-
out a peak. It is scarcely necessary to say
that this suit required some expansive dimen-
sions. When it was shown to Orton be falter-
ed a little, but the feeling was only momen-
tary. In this altered dress, close-shaven, and
the hair cropped sbort, the huge bulk of the
prisoner only remains to identify bim with the
defendent of the Queen’s Benc His manner
since bis confinement bas taciturn, bat
oot sullen. He rises at six, retires at nine,
sleeps 'onderiull,v well, and, on the whole,
takes kindly to his skilly ; but be rather fails
in picking oakum. He does not succeed in
getting through anything like the portion allot-
ed to him ; bat the tar.rope is somewhat try-
ing, and as yet his fingers are rather delicate
for the work.

Ax IxcipENT or BEYROOT —One of the
most patbetic instance of pure Orientalism that
ever came to my knowledge is related as a
positive fact. While the children of the Abeith
school were playing tegether one day at recess,
two small girls fell into dispute as to the size
of a certain object—plaything, perh.”p._ One
said, ** Ob, it was so very little! ” and the
otber asked, ‘‘ How little ?” Then the mis-
sionary looked out of the window, and heard
answer,.** Why a little wee thing.” Then the

Obituary.

NRS, RAuHEL S sMLIH

** Those shalt come fo thy graw 1
|

mise, but which has been stricken from me | stood in the commercial world that certain high [age. ke as a shock of corn cometh n
[ways belong to the passenger vesssls, and |

season ' Thesprwords have been eminer 'y
I(ll?li"wl in?/lvﬁ-.nr of Mrs Rache! S Smrh
of Maitlan™. who on the &'h of Janusry t,
“ passed through death trivmphant home 1
the n3rd vear of her age

Sister Smuh was the beloved wife of Na o
Smith, and daughter ot the late John Sn
Esq., of Falmouth, N, S.

She dated ber first religious swakaniongs trom
a sermon preached by the late Rev
Mana, from Romans X, # ** Fort be
minded is death) bat to ba spiritually minded
i hte and peace,’ which, strange 10 s4yv, was
also the text from which sbe heard her last
Shortly after this, in 1809 while at

Janes

arnally

sermon.
tendiag a revival ol religion in Falmou'h, un
der the minisiry of the late Rev. Theodore
Harding, Rachel was brought sensibly to feel
the necessity of giving herselt whal v to the
Lord, and while engaged 1o strong cries and
tears unto Him who is able to save, she cast
her soul on the atonemeant of Christ, and im-
mediately the Saviour dwsclosed his face, and
her whole soul was filled with peace divine, she
was enabled to ' rejoice with joy unspeakable
and tull of glory.' Her sorrowing tamily will
never forget the joyous emotions with which
she frequently referred to the time, when Jesus
spoke his forgiving love to her soul, She at
once connected herself with the Baptist churcu
at Falmouth and continued to live in fellowship
with that « s until 1813, when she was mar-
ried, and ved to Maitland In 1825 the
Methodist 1. isters came to Maitland, and
organized a society, with which the names ot
sister Smith and ber husband were among the
first enrolled, and of which to the close of her
life, she was an exemplary member

We give a brief summary ot her character, as
tarnished by ber son.

**She was a consistent christian—a christian
under all circumstances. Her light was not like
that of the meteor, which dazzles us for 4 time
with its glare, and then vanishes ; but was ke
the path of the just, ‘ Shiniog more an! more
unto the perfect day." Prayer was her delight ;
the Bible her companion; the Spirit of God
ber guide; the house of God ber basqueting-
house ; and to do good was her constant aim."

She became mother of ten children, all of
whom survive ber; and have, With one excep-
tion, become members of the Methodist church
Two have been promoted to the hodorable po-
sition of Methodist Ministers,

Three hours before her decease, the writer
asked her how she felt in view of the near ap-
proach of death, to which she said, ** I bave no
tear; I feel I an on the rock, and that rock is
Chbrist ; pray that my faith fail not.’

Her last iliness was brief, and occasioned
chiefly by the breaking up of worn-out nature ;
but, with an unshaken and pesceful comfidence
in her Saviour, with little pain of body, she at
length quietly ceased to breathe.

May her bereft but hopeful husband, now in
his Bith year, and children, greet her in her
heavenly home.

J. Jonxsox

Maitland, March 25th, 1871,

Died, suddenly, on np./ﬁm of February
last, at Bellfield, Yardiouth, at the houvse of
James Churchill, Esq., Mre. ALTius Wymay,
She was brought early in lile
to enjoy the pardoning love of God. Her bl
was one of protracted pain and suffering, but
she was eminently suported by the presence
and grace of the She was
for a time deprived of ber sight, and ber left
arm was paralyzed, and she was confined to ber
bed, helpless for some years; but in patience
she possessed her soul, and never distrusied the
goodness of God,

She early became a widow, left with three
children and no jneans of support, except what
was supplied by/ the kindness of relstives and
friends. She fully exemplified the power of
religion to support under the most trying cir
circumstances ; and when the final bour eame,

aged 66 years.

blessed Saviour.

she was ready and joyful to depart and be with
Christ, and join the sainted band who have
come out of great tribulation, and washed their
robes and made them white in the blood of tLe
Lamb.

Drowned on Sunday last, Gilbert Hennigar
Boyd, in the 17th year of his age, son ot Mr.,
James Boyd of Shediac Road.

He was cro
and broke thr

g Mr. Humphrey's Mill Pond,
gh the ice In twelve teet f
water, a sister was with him but could render
him no assistance, his tather and others were
soon on the spot, but betore the body could be
got out the vital spark bad fled He was s
very promising iad, being of & thoughtiul asd
ingenious turn of miod, and gave hopes of ta-
ture usefulness, but bow soon were the foud
hopes of parents to be blighted. This s the
ninth child that Bro. Boyd bas lost how true
*“in the midst of lite we are in death.” May
our Father in Heaven sustain these afflicied
parents in their sad bereavement I'he occa-
sion was improved by the words of Amos. 4.
12: ** Prepare’to meet thy God?" May the
liviag lay it to beart. J. E.
Bhediac, March 28k, 1574,

Died at N. E. Harbor, Dec. 16th in the 4/th
year of her age Manars, wife of Capt. Elisha
W. Perry.

For several years she was a professor of re-
ligion, but not until her last sickness did she
tully realize the preciousness of the promise
that ** the blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us
trom all sin.” Her last bours were bours of
faith in Christ, and resignatioa to his divine
will, All tear that hath torment was taken
away, snd the song of her soul was ‘‘ pearer
my God to Thee, nearer 1o Thee.”

A few days previous to her death after her

aged tather (Cbas. Hsgar) bad commended
ber to God in prayer, she exclaimed ‘‘ Christ

otber press d ber still fartber, ** Well, how
little ™ to which the girl replied, unconscious
of the poetry of the pathos of ber comparison,
‘“ As little as was the joy of my father on the

day I was born !"—Rev. Charles 8. Lobinson,

Scribner's for March. )

is precious” ‘* there is & reality in religion ”
| She bas gone to her rest leaving her aged pa-
rents to wait a little longer the Masters’ Will,
while ** believing they rejoice with joy unspeak-
able and tull of glory.”
W. W. Lobae,




