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The Best Treasures.

0 gsther not treasures
Where treasures decay !
Where nothing is certain,
But changing alway ;
Where gold, in possession,
Grows cankered and dim,
And vanishes wholly,
When death cometh grim.

Whers lieth thy treasure,
There tarrivs thy beart ; .

1f gold bath beguiled thee, }
Its oharm will depart,

But if thou hast gathered
A treasure on high,

To live thou art ready,
Or ready to die.

0, not for earth’s treasures -
Thy moment’s employ ;

They sre all-insufficient
To give peace or joy.

Tbe moth bere corrupeth,
The rust will corrode,

The thief steal thy jewels
From out thine abode.

O lay not up treasures
Of honor or fame ;
They vanish forever,
And prove but a name,
Then why should poor mortals
Their minutes employ
To gather up treasures
Which Time will destroy ?

Where no moth corrupeth,
Where no rust corrodes,
There lay ye up treasures,
Ia those blest abodes.
Not gold, gems, or honors,
Thy need will suffice,
But s2ek ye th}g only,
The * Pearl of Great Price.”
—Sunday School Times.

The Blunderer ;
0R, IOW THE WORK OF THE RICH AMONG THE
POOR I8 MARRED, ;

If we would benefit the poor, we must begin
by congtituting ourselves their friend in the full-
wt scceptation of the term. Now we all know
that a friend, to be really such, must sink any
wperiority he may possess, and place himself
oa a level with him whose confidence he sharee.
Of course, as regards the poor, it is impos-
sible we can divest ourselves of the advantages
of edubation and position j but it is possible that
we should meét them only on the ground which
is common to al!—the joys and sorrows insepa-
rable from humasnity, and the bodily ills and
ordinary necessities of existence. To place our-
selves for time being on an equality with the
poor, and to give them a hearty and open sym-
pathy, is one of the great secrets of success ;
snd it may be considered as an inviolable rule,

at no advice or moral influence ought to be
itempted till we have relieved their bodily
vants, and sympathized with their temporal
troubles, long enough to convince them that it
it their happiness and good we have at heart
ind in no sense our own. For the poor are
very shrewd, and although they might not be
tble to put their convictions into so many words,
they have an instinctive consciousness of the
motive which lies at the root of charity of those
who make it a sort of spiritual speculation for
lheir own benefit, investiog in good deeds in this
vorld with the view of drawing upon heaven for
areward in that which is to come. It were well
if it were understood, once for all, that any one
who gces among the poor with only motives of
this description is certain to fail of the smallest
real success among them. There must be a
genuine love for them, a hearty compassion for
their physieal suffering, and an earnest unseifish
desire to help them for their own sake, before
the slightest good can be done to either their
soulor bodies. Even with the most single-
hearted wish to serve them, however, it is hard
for n person in another rank of life to under-
stand the sort of network of small social diffi-
culties and troubles which surrounds the lives of
the poor, and bends them down to live as com-
pletely in the present moment only as if their
existence, like that of the lower animals, were
destined to terminate for ever in the dust of
death. Our unfortunate blurderer had an amus-
ing instance of this one occasion. She had gone
to visit a young couple of the better class of the
poor. They had as yet no children, and the hus-
band being a stoker on the railway, they were
above the reach of want. Under these circum-
stances it seemed to their visitor that they might
bave attended to their religious duties, at least
10 the extent of goiog to Church on Sundays,
and she ventured to intimate as much to the
young woman, who was standing rather idly at
her door. ¢ Will you please to walk in tili I
show you.something ?” was the womsn’s an-
swer ; and she conducted her visitor into the
littie kitchen where her hueband sat by the fire.
He had just come home for half an hour, to

have his tea, and was watching the kettle on the
fire with the most absorbing interest. He was,
of course, in his working-clothés, and bis face
and hands were of a deep oily black, after the
_~ manner of stokers.

“ Now, ma’am,” said the women, pointing to
him, * you see that tbere man ; that’s my hus-
tlnnd, and I'm bound to do a part by him, aint

?n

‘' Burely,” said the blunderer, anxious to up-
hold the duties of matrimony.

“ Very well, then ; would you like to know
how I has to pass my Sundays P A washing of
be! Never a blessed moment has he tp wash
hiself through the week, out early and ‘late as

be s, and balf the night too, and blacker nor
toy crow all the while. Well, on Sundays it's
fiting and proper be should try to look like
8 Christian if he can, so he sets me to it after
we has our breakfast, with s bucketful of soap-
%uda aad  sorubbing-brush, sad I rubs st him
°f aad on ul) the day, till my asms ache, snd
be aint much better than he wor ; and then, after
o Baa bur tes, he says to me, “ Come, Sally,
have xnother try, there’s a brave wenoh ; and I

srd if you'll believe me, ma'am, when I polishes
him off with a dry towel afore we go to bed, he's
only a light brown after all ?”

What was to be said in reply to such stubborn

| facts ; especially when the good woman finished

with the unanswerable argument, “ So you see,
ma’am, them as wants to live religious, had best

' not marry @ stoker P

It is, in a great measure, because no allow-
ance is mede for such little difficulties as those,

that well.-meaning advisers of the poor so habi- |

tually defeat their own object, and by patroniz-
ing and fault-finding create a secret antagonism
where most they desire to inspirs confidence.—
Gooll News.

4 wem b —

|“ The Most Certain Fact in -His-

tory."

It is in these triumphant te.ms that the Com-
mentator Lange speaks of the resurrection of
Jesus Christ.. Judged according to the ordinary
canons of evidence, there is no event of the past
80 well established as this. The strongest pos-
sible testimony from witnesses whose credibility
cannot be impeached has been in possession of
mankind from the date of the event to the pres-
ent time. It occurred among the bittérest ene-
mies, the murderers of Christ, men shrewd and
powerful no less than eager to fasten falsehoood
upon the story if they could. Even the amased
dieciples of Jesus discredited it at first, as stout-
ly aa his enemies, * Their words seemed to them
as-idle tales and they believed them not.” Hon-
est, blunt, incredulous Thomas, the very sort of
an ally which skeptics would have desired to
bave among the disciples at such a time, would
listen to no hearsay testimony on the subject
whatever. The thing was impossible ia his view.
Nothing but the most overwhelming sensible
proofs would satisfy him of such a fact. Even
this obstinete doubter was more than silenced ;
with joyful adoring wonder he was fain to cry
out, *“ My Lord and my God.” Thus the risen
Lord was obliged to convince his very friends,
as well as enemies, of the reality of his resurrec-
tion. Their testimony has all the value of that
of men convinced against the curreat of their
opinions and beliefs.

And only such an event as the Resurrection
can at all account for the subsequent history and
the invincible life and power of Christisnity. Had
Christ died and disappeared like any ordinary
man, we may be sure the Christian religion
would have been a poor pietism, would have
died out from the active forces of the world. It
is utterly impossible that the Acts of the Apos.-
tles would have been done or written. Those
great Christian heroes would bave remained a
poor, stricken, trembling band, rever to be ral-
lied from the dispersion caused by the cruel and
ignominious death of their Master. The mighty
movement which stirred ;the whole world, which
overthrew the splendid idolatries of Greece and
Rome, which in three centuries converted the
civilized world through the zeal of martyr
witnesses, would have been as great a miracle
as the resurrection itself, bad not Christ Himself
risen. That Resurrection is the only adequate
explanation of such a wonderful series of events
for the world’s history.

And the Resurrection of Christ is that one
great event which however, surprising, would
alone give congruity to the life and work of such
a being. He who had so marvellous a begin-
ning ; who taught duty and morality and truth
in such a matchless style of authority, simplicity
and purity ; who wrought, by his single word
such mighty works, cleansing the leper, giving
sight to the blind, hearing to the deaf, and
speech to the dumb; who cast out devils and
raised the dead; who suffered himself to be an-
nounced as the world’s promised Redeemer and
divine sacrifice, that he should die and ' pass
away ; that his body should see corruption ; that
he should share the common lot and never be
heard of more, would be so out of all keeping as
to mar irremediably the whole narrative. Be-
gioning and middle would be discredited by such
an end. Slow as his followers were to believe
it, only a resurrection on the third day becomes
the exalted Jesus, the Great Teacher, the mighty
healer, the Redeemer of mankind.—American
Presbyterian.

—

Tribute of Praise for the Triumphs
of Grace.
In very early life I sought and obtained the
pardon of my sins, Jesus was very precious,
and my heart was filled with joy snd peace. I
loved the means of grace, and for some time my
spiritual sky was clear. Then temptations came,
doubts were suggested, and fears arose. Many
times Jesus would speak peace and bless me
with sweet lessons of refresting from His pre-
sence ; but often fears and doubts caused deep
anxiety and distress. I earnestly sought again
and again a deeper work of grace in my heart,
but there waa still a keenly-felt want in my ex-
perience. Thus passed away year after year of
my spiritual life.
My beavenly Father gave me all the desire of
my heart in temporal blessings. Bo pleasant
were the places in which the lines had fallen to
me, and so goodly was my heritage, that for a
season I was permitted to partake of the purest
streams of earthly bliss. But in an unexpected
hour, when to all human appearance I was least
able to bear the shock, the light of my life went
out, and my house was left unto me desolate.
For a time I was paralyzed and binded by the
stroke, seeing not the out-stretched arms, nor
hearing the voice of Him who said, in tones of
loving sympathy and tenderness, Come to me.
At length, amid pressing duties and accumu-
lating trials, came the consciousness that I was
sinking in deep waters; my heart was over-
whelmed, and my soul sent up its agoniziog cry
for help, clinging to Jesus as my only hope.
Immediately the answer came in these words,
that were indeed spirit and life to my soul, and
sank down deep into my heart with an indescrib-
able sweetness and power: “ Thy Maker is
thine busband, the Lord of hosts is his name ;
and thy Redeemer, the Holy One of Israel : the
God of the whole earth shall He be called.’—
Oh, how clearly I now realize that the Eternal
God was my refuge, and - underneath me were
the everlasting arms. I was not alone ; Ileaned
on the almighty aym of Jesus, while He held
me by the hand, saying unto me: Fearnot;

€o¢4 ¢ bim again, and sluices bim down, till | J will help thee. How smazing His condesoen-

Yowd think & born nigger ud come out white ;' yjon I—how wonderful His love appeared to me !

'1 sank in bumble adoration at His feet, while
| my overflowing heart poured out its gratitude
' and love.

I now went on for several months greatly

! blessed and wonderfully sustained, darnestly de- |

'“’d yet painfully conscious that there existed
| a8 though it was a hard thing that God had done.
These were roots of bitterness that all my efforts
could not crush ; they would spring up, causing
trouble and distress.

While in this state of mind, I was visited by
an sffliction of bedy that caused'much suffering,
and intense anxiety of mind as to the result.
One day, a friend made this inquiry : My sister,
if it should please your heavenly Father to take
away your eyesight, do you feel you can submit
to the privation P The question seemed like an
electric shock, and I instantly replied : No,
indeed, I am not prepared for it. The words
bad scarcely passed my lips, when the Holy
Spirit gave me such a view of the rebellion that
existed in my heart, that it made me exceedingly
fear and tremble, and from that moment my
very life seemed to depend upon being brought
into entire conformity to the will of God.

Day after day followed of deep hedtt-search-
ing, in solemn communion alone with God, in
which I was led entirely by the Holy Bpirit (for
I bed no other teacher) to make an entire con-
secration of myself with all that I possessed, to
God ; all seemed to be demanded, and was sur-
rendered. Ob, how wonderfully Jesus conde-
scended to my weakness, a:d strengthened me,
when the flesh cried out, It cannot be ! At last
the conflict ended ; Christ bad triumphed.

And now I seemed to be iet down into the
clear waters of the fountain “ opened in the house
of David for sin and all uncleanness,” and my
beart wav cleansed. Such a sense of purity,
such a sinking down deep into all the will of
God, such a perfect rest in Christ, language can-
not express. I remaioed in this blessed state for
some days, when, one morning jast before dsy-
light, while my heart was sending up its offering
of grateful love and praise, my room was sud-
denly filled with the presence of God, and * that
sacred awe that dares not move,” permeated my
entire being, while I was permitted to experience,
in some degree, what Moses felt when God made
His goodness to pass before Him, and proclaim-
ed His name. I cannot attempt to describe this
wonderful manifestation ; it can only be known
to those who experience the same. It was as
much as I could bear and remain in the body.
After it had passed, my heart was filled with
“ joy unspeakable and full of glory ;" so fully ea-
tisfied was I, that I was now entirely the Lord’s
and that my name was written in heaven, that I
could as soon have doubted my very existence.
Ten years have passed away ; trials have been
passed through, temptations endured ; at times
the conflict with the enemy has been severe, but
Jesus bas never left—never forsaken: as my
day, so my strength has been. And when my
only remaining treasure was removed from earth
to beaven, I can say to the glory of Him  who
is able to subdue all Things unto Himself,” that
pot' & murmauring thought arose ; the stricken
heart and chastened spirit meekly acquiesced,
and said, * Thy will be done.” Oh, how clearly
have I realized that! .

As by the light of opening day,

The Stars are all concealed,
So earthly pleasures fade away,
When Jesus is revealed.
Christ is indeed a satisfactory portion; Jesus
ismy all in all. I have learned the secret of
living a life of faith; it is, * Looking unto
Jesus.” — Methodist Home Journal.

Fear Intensifies Faith,

Who holds the plank the tighest? Why the
man who is the most afraid of being drowned.
Fear frequently intensifies faith. The more I
am afaid of my sine, the more firmly do I grasp
my Saviour. Fear is sometimes the mother of
faith,

One who was walking in the fields was sur-
prised to find a trembling lark fly into his bosom.
A strange thing for a timid bird to do, was it
not? But there was a hawk after it, and there-
fore fear of the hawk made the bird bold enough
to fly to man for shelter. And O! when the
vultures of sin and hell are pursuing a poor sin-
ner, he is driven by the courage of despair to
fly into the heart of the blessed Jesus. John
Bunyan has somewhere words to this effect, “ I
was brought into such a dread of the wrath
of God that I could sot help trustingin Christ;
I felt that if he stood with a drawn sword in his
hand I must even run upon its point sooner than
endure my sins.” I hope and pray fthat the
Lord may drive you to Jesus in such a way as
this, if you will not be drawn by gentler means.

Two Women Praying.
In the county of A., there lived, remote from
a village, two pious females, who had been re-
cently united with husbands opposed to the
Gospel of Christ. These young women beheld
with the keenest sensation, the~ear partners of
their lives pursuing a path which must soon end
in everlasting death. Each had often carried
her troubles and sorrows to the throne of grace,
and laid them before One who knew the anxiety
of heart, and each had often shed tears in
secret. As a great intimacy had existed be.
tween those young females, they jointly agreed
to spend one hour deily in praying for their
busbands, and continued this prayer for seven
ears without any visible effect. At length,
with hearts full of anguish they met to mingle
together their sorrows; their inquiry was—
Shall we no longer pray for our desr part-
ners—must they, oh! must they be forever
miserable? They concluded that although their
prayers bad not been answered, yet they would
persevere, even unto the end of life, in the
course they had adopted ; and if their husbands
would go down to destruction, they should go
loaded with their prayers. They moreover re-
golved to renew their strength, and to pray
more earnestly than ever: thus they continued
Jor three years longer. .,About this time one of
them was swakened in the night by the mental
distress of her husband. Bleep had departed
from his eyes, distress and anguish had seized
bis soul, for the prayer of these females bad
come up in remembrance before the throme of
God; and the man who could at once ridicule
the tender maxieties of a distressed wife, wab
now upon his knees, in the greatest agony.—

Now, with earnestness, he entrested her to pray | Sundays. While he was hair cutting or shav- per up to the desk, and he wants them all to
for bim ; ¢ For,” said he, *the day of grace is ' nig he had all bis thoughts on his sermons an | pity and pray for bim. It may be the man on
almost over, and the door of mercy is ready to such like, an’ he always gpcke ‘& word in sea- | his eeat, or that yonder—nobody knows. Yes,

|be closed against me forever.” His distress,| son’ to his customers. Oce day s stranger call- | ‘ pray” for bim. Perbaps you sre smilivg.

what God was doing for her husband.

husbands brought on the same day to realize
their undone condition, and about ths same
time to receive, it is hoped, the assurance of
mercy.

 Belgins Jnbligce

I'rom the Methodist Recorder

try.

WHAT METHODISM DID FOR HELL LANi.

By the Author of ** Honest Munchin.”

Under the shadow of the fur-famed Sedgeley
Beacon lined on eitber side with vestiges cf ex-
hausted coal-mine end ertificial volcanoes which
bave long since * paled their ineffoctual fires,”
is a narrow winding road, which for sufficient
reason the early denizens of the Black Country
used to call Hell-lane. Hard by are three strange
localities, known by the equally suggestive names
of Sodom, Gospel-end and Catchem’s-corner.
Half a century sgo tnese places were the posi-
tive terrer of a distriot in which ball-baiting and
cock-fighting were accounted innocent and harm-
less pastimes. Scenes of violence and bloodshed
were not unfrequent in most if not all of them,
but Hell-lane certainly carried off the palm.

** Here vice her crimson folds around her spread,
And outraged virtue hung its blushing head.”

Of old Hell-lzne there are few distinctive fea-
tures left ; few relica of those strange adventur-
ers .whose exploits were well-nigh as romentic
as those of dauntless Rob Roy. The disturbing
iofluence of mining operations has shaken down
most of the dark haunts of villany whereof old
plots where hatched and schemes laid to entrap
unwary travellers to the levy of ** black mail” or
the remorseless stroke of the bludgeon. A few
noted haunts, however, still remain. At the en-
trance to the lane etands an antiquated hostelry
of a nondescript style, yclept the Duke of York,
a place which fifty years ago was the famous re-
sort of a satanic brotherhocd known as the
‘ Hell-lane Gang.” A little further up the lane
is a emell brook bridge, almost asfamous in the
romance of crime as Sir Walter’s Brig o’Turk.
Near this bridge resided omne Billy Moore, the
Rob Roy of the village, at whoee hands many a
hapless paseer by has, like Nichol Jarvie, been
toppled over into the stream below. The only
other relic of these strange days is an unpretend-
ing cot once famed, like Alloway Kirk, as the
place where -

*“ Ghaists and howlets nightly cry.”
The snnals of Hell-lane abound of course with
wild legends and stories, one or two specimens
of which, as related to us by *the oldest ihhab-

[itant,” we may be permitted to quote.

*t Why, 8ir,” ssid our informant, * you can’t
‘magine what Hell-lane was like. It was a fear-
some place, I do assure you. Nobody durst
venture down it after nightfell, and even in
broad daylight it wes hardly safe, There were
several taverns where the ‘ gang’ used to meet.
There was the Old Duke of York, and the Old
Barley Mow, as stood near each other, and the
Bull’s Head, where Trilly Riley got up bull-baits
and badger-hants; and Billy Moore’s by the
brook ; and (but this was the worst of all) Old
Hell House. Dick Evans lived there, and being
a great fighter there used to be a bit o’ sparriog
every night, Evane’ daughbter, a big strapping
wench, used to be second to one of the men, 'an
when the fight was on, she would jump on the
screen, and shout, * Wind him, Jack, lad ;' ¢ Tap
his claret; or‘ Give him a red shirt, my bonny
boy I’

“ Well, sir,” continued our aged companion,
“ you may be sure we had a queer lot of folks in
such a place. We had both a witch and a wis-
ard. The witch was named Nelly Nichels, an’
she lived not far away from Billy’s Moore’s, She
was a little wiry looking woman, with ferret eyes
sn’ long bony fingers. Everybody, bore fear of
her, for she had marvellous power wi’ spirits
an’ sich, and could tell all that had happened,
and all that was to happen in the Lane, no mat-
ter how dark things were kept. ’An she used to
turn herself into a white rabbit, and go about
the Lane after dark prying into mer’s houses so
much that it used to be a regular thing wher I
was a lad to ask, ¢ Have you seen the white 1ab-
bit to night P’ One day, as she was in the form
of a white rabbit, stealing round to Billy More’s
back door, Billy’s buli pup caught her and ate
her up‘ and so there was an end of her.’

# The wizard’s name was Kat Rhodes. I re-
member him well. He used to go about wi’ his
hair hanging down iu a sort of pig-tail, and was
dressed in red and yellow clothes. He was a
fearsome fellow, an’ if anybody offended Lim he
would ewear a great oath, an’ some misfortune
would be eure to follow. Either they would
be hurt in the pit, or some of their ill deeds
would come to daylight and they get punished ;
so you may be sure Kat Rhodes was feared and
respected by every thief in the Lane.

Dick Ormes was one of the cld folks. Dick
bad only one leg, and he lived in a§cot with his
dog, pig and cow, and led a happy life. Oze
cight Dick found out a mystery. He was walk~
ing out late, an’ saw & strange looking being
walking about, an’ as he got close to it, he found
it was a woman without a head ! He looked at it
in horror, but in a moment it passed away. Dick
told the news, and the people watched night af-
ter night, until at length they saw it again, an’
they found out from Nelly Nicholls that it was
the ghost of a woman that had been murderéd
by the Hell Lane gang. Some time after the
ghost was seen to go to Dick’s cot, and when the
people followed to learn the news, they foupd
the dog, pig snd _evow had gone, and poor Dick
himself lsy desd with-a pipe in his mouth.

* But, Bir, would you believe we had a parson
in Heli-lane? He was;a strarge one sure
enow. They called him Jack the Barber, he be-
ing a hairjoutter all the¥week an’ a preacher o’

Gospel Success in the Black Coun-|

i bl and the hope of the wife, continued to incrense. ' ed to be shaved, eo Jack lathered his tace, held | You * don't Lelieve in prayer.” Ob, wait till the
siring in my heart to eay, “ Thy will be done,” | As soon es the day dawned she went with en| back his head, an’ just a= he was beginniog to | lss tstrand of earthiy hope is parting, before you

balf terrified out of the shop all !athered as he | the short prayer, “ Oh, God !"

tomer again. Onbce, as I beard Jeck preachin

work was finisked, an’ be saw that it_was so
much worse than the 't other, ,he grew savage,

ed his nose, an’ thickening his lips, and so the
poor nigger has remained ever sin’. One day
Jack told the flock he had faith enow to walk on
water, and he went down to the Hell-lane canal,
which had just been cut, and stepped in under
the bridge, but being no swimmer, and the wa-
ter deep, poor Jack got drowned.”

These are but a few mild samples of the lore
of superstiton with which this remarkable local-
ity onee abounded, and ia which even to this
day a few of the cld folks persistently believe,
The whole place was a haunt of cruelty and vice.
of the worst possible description, and the inhab-
itants were almost without exception such as the
poet mourned over when he sang:—

‘‘ Wild as the untaught Indiau’s brood
The Christian savages remain.”

Through long years darkness reigned with un-
disputed swsy, and no flickering taper even of
the light of truth flashed through the gloom. At
length, however, the notoriety of Heil-lane at-

tracted the attention of that renowned Irish mis-

sionary Gideon Ousely, and he paid = visit to the

place. He was horrified at the undisguised ig-

norant = which flaunted shamelessly before hie

eyes, but the man who had tutored the hearts of
the wild Irieh hordes in remote parts of Hiber-

nia, was not to be daunted by the threats of the

Héll-lane gang. The spot is still pointed out

where the z:alous missionary stood up to preach

his first sermon there, to a wondering group of
men and women upon whose ears the sound of

worship never fell before. As he sang and |
prayed aud presched, the influence of his words |
told perceptibly upon those who listened to his

his voice, and hearts were touched for the first

time with the simple story of the cross. Encour-

aged by this success, Gideon resolved to make

Hell-lane a mission-station. Thieves and out-

casts began one by one to attend the little room

where the zealous missionary toiled unceasing-

ly in the service of his Master and the traces of

his visit were like bread cast upon the waters,

and seen after many days.

In the course of time the little dark room gave
way to a very primitive-looking chspel. ‘It
was a curious place,’ said an old Methodist to
me the other day, ¢ very plain outside, and with-
in it had a little cockloft sort of gallery.’ The
cld place has of course lopg since disappeared,
but it is remembered by many an aged Christian
with delight, as the place where s many reform-
ing influences were set in motion. No solemn-
sounding bells invited men to worship there ; no
‘ dim religious light’ streamed through its paint-
ed windows ; no candles shed their farthing ray
upon a gilded altsr; no incense laden tir was
breathed by the worshippers. Its excessive plain-
ness would shock this ritualistic age. But in
that simple village meeting house, where the
voice of Christian love was sweeter than swell-
ing organ or belfry chime, and where the light of
Christian truth blazed with richer beauty than
midday tapers ever gave, or pictures of ssints
ever reflected, many of theHell-lane outcasts were
reformed, and with streaming eyes and breaking
bearts, exclaimed in the presence of the grest
Father—* He brought me up out of the horrible
pit, and out of the miry clay, and set my feet
upon a rock and established my goings.”
Having changed its nature, Hell-lane has
within the the past few years changed its name ;
and as Ettingshall New Village it occupies a re-
spectable place in contemporary Methodism. A
new and spacious chapel, extensive Sunday-
schools, a young man’s improvement society, sre
among the outward evidences of its present spir-
itual prosperity.
laboured here in the Methodist interests was the
Rev. H. W. Holland, whose useful services es-
pecially in connection with the young men will
long be remembered with gratitude. Since that
time the labors of Austen Davey, Gardaer 8mith
and others who have sojourned here, have iuflu-
enced for good the toiling population of Hell-
lane, rendering it a spiritual oasis in the midst
of a physical desert, and causing those who knew
it in its evil days to say with truth, * the stone
which the builders rejected has become the head-
stone of the corner; this is the Lord’s doings,
and it is marvellous in our eyes.”

The Fulton Street Prayer Meeting.

The “ Fulton Btreet Daily Prayer-meeting”—
did you ever go to it? It is one of the most
wonderful sights in New York. In the busiest
hour of the day, in its busiest business street,
noisy with machinery of all kinds, even the
earth under your feet sending out puffs of steam
at every other step, to remind you of its under-
ground labor, is a little plain room, with a
reading-desk and a few benches, with hymn-
books scattered about. Take a seat, and watch
the worshippers as they collect. Men, with
only a sprinkling of bonnets here and there.—
Business-men, evidently ; some with good coats,
same with bad ; porters, hand-cartmen, police-
men, ministers ; the young man of eighteeh or
twenty, the portly man of forty, and the bent
form, whitening kead, and faitering step of age.
For one hour they want to ignore, and gef out
of, that maelstrom-whirl, into a spiritual atmo-
sphere. They Jeel that they have souls as well
as bodies to care for, and they don’t want to
forget it. How lonely soever yonder man, in
that great rough coat, may be, in this great
strange city, to which be just come, kere is sym-
pathy, heae is companionsbip, here are in the
best sense, * bretbren.” Never mind creed¥;
that is not what they assemble to discuss. But
has that man a burden, a grief or & sorrow,
which is intensified tenjold by want of sympa-
thy? Nobody knows his name; mobody is

The first resident minister who |

sorry for him; of whose circle be makes one,

in the lane, he told us as how God mede the | Whenever he chooses; and to whom he can
white man en’ Batan the black, sn’ when Satan’s | more fully introduce himself, if he cares to be

| better known.
1-say it is a good and a moble thing. It

and struck the black Adam with his fist, fatten- | Warmed and gladdened my hesrt to eee it. And

|ail the more, that at every step, on leaving I
|saw the “ traps” of the Evil One, sprung for
that man’s return footsteps.

One of the pleasantest features of this ** one-
bour meeting” to me wss the hymns. I dont
know or care whether they were * rung in tune.”
It wasn't hired singing thank God! It came
straight from orthodox lungs, with a will and a
spirit.  Those old “ Come-to-Jesus” bymns ! 1
tell you I long for them sometimes with a home-
sick longing, like that of an exiled Swiss for
bis favorite mountain song. You may pick up
the hymn-books coutsiving them, and with your
critical forefinger point to ** hell” and * an angry
:God," and all that. It makes no difference to
I‘me. Don't I teke pleasure in lookiog at your
| face, though your nose isn’t quite straight, and
| your eyes are not perfect, and your ehoulders
are not shaped to my mind? I don’t mind that,
80 that there's a beart-tone in your voice, a
love-look in your eye, when I'm heart-sore—
don’t you see?

Oh! I liked that meeting. 1'm going again-
It was s0 homely, and hesrty, and Ch&stian.—
Ooe man said, ‘* them souls.,” Do you think I
flounced out of the meeting for that? I liked
it. One poor foreigner couldn’t pronounce
straight, for the life of him. So much the
better. His stammeriog tongue will be all right
some day. 1 baven’t the least idea who all
those people were, singing and prayiug there
but I never can tell you how I liked it. That
* Come to Jesus” wes sung with a Aeart-ring
that I haven’t stopped ‘bearing yet, though 1
bave slept on it once or twite., You may sey
¢ priestoraft!” ¢ early education !” and ali that.
Thers are busks with the wheat, | know ; but
for all that—1I tell you there’s wheat !— Church
Union.

- @eneral  Fiscellany,
The Elasticity of Time.

It is difficult 1o say by what standard the lapse
of time is unconsciously reckoned,—what are
the beads upon our mental rosaries by whioh we
measure its duration as it passes through our
bands. They cobsist probably in part of phy-
sical sensations, and iu some kind of mechanical
tendency to the recurrence of certain states or
actions at fixed periods. There are people in
whose constitutions there is so much of this
mechanical regularity, that they can tell as by
instinet, withcut consciously making any kind of
calculation, what o’clock it is whenever you ask
them. They are popularly said to have been
born while tbe clock was striking, and to natur-
ally unpunctual people this power seems to be a
privilege as envisble as it is astonishing. It
seems to be clear, from the extraordinary, almost
unlimited, expansion and contraction to which,
in cases of iliness, the sense of duration isliable,
that the more ordinary variations in the apparent
length of the hours depend in a great measure
upon physical causes; and, accordingly, in
health, when the only disturbing causes are ex-
ternal, the hours which seem longest are always
those which meke the greatest demand upon the
nervous system. Pain, suspense, and dulness
are the circumstances which most certaioly ex-
baust nervous energy aad retard the movement
of time ; and unfamiliar circumstances tend to
produce a similar effect. The first week at »
strange place seems double the length of any
~ucceeding week, and in walking or travelling
through a new country,the return seems only halt
a8 long as the outward journey. Another thing
which makes time pass slowly is thinking about
it. The effect of directing the attention upon
the rate at which time is parsing, may easily be
made the subject of direct experiment. In s
railway journey, for instance, there is no surer
way to make time pass slowly than to compare
one’s watch and one’s Bradshaw at every station,
and calculate exactly how much time must yet
elapse before one can reach one’s journey’s end.
As the proverb says, “ A watched pot never
boils.” If on such wearisome occasions one can
by any means cheat one’s self into taking no
notice of the time of day, one is almost sure to
be rewarded by findiag it unexpectedly late when
one’s attention is again drawn to the subject.
Buat the standard of comparison by which the
speed of time while actually on the wing is most
commonly judged, consists of wishes. We say
it pasees slowly when we mean that it is being
spent in a manner in which, if we had our choice,
lees of it should be epent ; it flies'when we would
fain psolong the particular phase through which
we are passing ; and this not from an inscruta-
ble perversity in the nature of time, but simply
because we measure it against our own ideal ar-
rangements. Partly also perhaps it is because
the mental revolt against the unpleasant phsses,
though net passing into an outward action, is
yet sufficient to exhaust nervous energy, and so
1o aff-ot the physigal sense of duration.

The conditions which determine the space oe- |
cupied in the mind by any given period in the
past or future are less obscire. This seems to
depend simply upon the amount of thought and
feeling which bas been compressed irtc, or which
is excited by tbe anticipation of that period
Toere are days which have not seemed to pass
slower or quicker than others, in which indeed
most likely no notioe bas been taken of the rate
at which time was passing, but which afterwards
loom larger than ordinary weeks, and which we
feel to be rightly entitled to as much room ia
our minds as any such week. Indeed it would
be ddficult to deny that in such days we really
bdve lived longer than in others,

| ourious to know. He has sent a little slip of pa-

The portion of life allotted to eash day is only
nominally a fized quantity, and though we ha-

bituslly speak of days and years as giving the
real measure of time, and of .our own experi-
ence of its duration as only apparent, this is
merely for the convenience of using a common
standard, with which indeed nature has kindly

provided ue. But in this case, as in that of the
|

| overflowing heart to tell her praying companion, | screpe bim wi’ the razor he said to the man in a | are quite sure of that. Was there ever an hour | dead languages, the convenience of a common
secret rebellion and an unexpressed murmuring, | that God was about to answer their petitions ;' very solemn tone, * My good brother, are you | of peril or human agony through which he or Medium of communication is balanced by the
but great was her astonishment to meet her| prepared to die? The man looked hard at|she who “did rot believe in prayer,” was pass- | Decessity of translation and correction, and by
friend coming on the same errand, to tell her | Jack, still harder at the razor, an’ then rushed |ing, that the lips did not involuntarily frame |the inaccuracy with which it often represents the

| speaker’s real meaning. Ia thinking of our own

Thus after ten years’ perseverance in calling | was, shouting out at the top of his voice * Mur-| Well, they ** pray” for him. He feels stronger ‘ past or future we naturally drop it, and measure
nightly upon God, these Christian females had | der, murder!” Jack foliowed at his heels, but f and better as he listéns. He has found friends,
the unspeskable satisfaction of secing b)th their| could not catch him, an’ never saw his new cus- | €ven berédin this great whirling city, who are

time by its contents, not by the number of nights
by which it may have been intersected. In this
sense it is no bad compliment to the most agree-
able of companions to say that the time which
bas been spent with them seems long ; the best
company is that in which time flies the fastest
while present, and expands the most when past.
A curious instance of the reverse is afforded by
sleepless nights, which pass perhaps more slowly,
and yet contract afierwards into more insignifi-
cant dimensions, than any other periods of simi-
lar nnminal length,

The apparent distance of any particular point
of time is the result of an unconscious calcula«
tion of these two elements,—namely, the rate of
movement of tle interval, and the space occu-
pied in the mind by {utervening events ; and of
their con bination with a third,—namely, tbe
degree of our sympathy with our self of that
date. People often say, “ How lorg ago that
seems, and yet it might have been yesterday ! ™
Keenness of memory thus makes the past seem
ong in one sense and short in another ; dis-
tending it with a crowd of recollections, and yet
bringing the furthest point of it within easy
reach. And the vividness of these recollections
depends very much upon the degree in which
one’s point of view remains unchanged. To
keep the past really fresh, one must not only re-
member its events clearly but be able to enter
into the feelings which they ¢xcited at the time,
It is one of the penalties of frequent and violent
changes of mind that they tend to confuse if not
to obliterate past experience. Nothing makes
any time svem 80 far away o8 to bave since then
passed through great revolutions of feeling, to
bave ndogtzd a different standard, especially to
have loet"one’s hold cn what then seemed real.
It is to this cause that the most sudden snd
violent expansions of tie sre due. A day in
which the mornii g seems before night to bave
been left behind years ago, is a day in which
some great change has been mede in one’s posi-
tion or state of mind ; probably a day in which
some great loss bas been sustained, which has
put a deep chasm between the past and the pre-
sent. People are more aged by what they lose
than by what they gain, or even by what tbey
suffer. The youngest people are not those who
have gone through least, but those who have re-

tained most. Tne lces of symnathy with one’s
own past, and therefore with that of others, is

one of the special dangers of adva: cing years,
but beppily experience shows that it is by mo
means an iveviisble accompaniment of age. A
firm ho!d on the past is to & life almost what
the root is to a tree; without it, the present,
instead of growing on in its place, is cut adrift
like a wandering sea-woed. Happily the pa-
tural elasticity of time is sufficient, woen no links
have been snapped by violent means, to bring
the past very nearlo the oldest of us.— Review.

The Depth of Beauty.

Personal beauty is not a thing of slight signi-
ficance, and i.s varieties are a'most inflnite,—
We associate beauty with the form, with the
manners, with the gait, and with the mien, but
chiefly with the expression of the countensnce.
A person of shallow taste, who sees only the
lilies and the roses of complexion, the color of
the eye and hair, and the regularity of the fea.
tures, will find beauty in the mechanical face of
a human doll. With one man, beauty is an ex-
pression of sweetness ; with another, of timid
geotleness ; with a third of innocence ; and
with stiil another, of roguish archness, or loiti-
ness, or tuoughtfuiness. But whatever may be
the character of the beauty that stiikes or holds
us, all thoughtfal people will agree that the main
element, if not the substance, of facial beauty is
expression.

But we write as though personal beauty could
only be predicated of women. Notso. Besuty
may adorn strength as well as delicacy. A maa,
indeed, cannot justly be called pretty without
being also petty ; snd meny uneducsted people,
understanding beauliful and prelly to mean the
same thing, are shocked to hear beauty aseribed
t0 a noble-looking man. But even these persons
would not objeot to the association of the word
with & man’s mentsl qualities. His faney or his
cbaracter might be besutiful—though be himeelf
wight not. Bt as a tree, with all the roughacss
of ite bark, and sll the crookedness snd irregu-
larity of 1ts limbs, may be beautiful ; s0 may a
man, notwithstanding his ruggedoess as com-
pared with women, Was there npt besuty in
the great brow and maguificent look of Webster,
as of & mountain inspired with intelligence ?
Is there nothing beautiful in the almost celestial
face of John Fletcher as the canvas has trans-
mitted it to our times ? Yes, notwithetanding
the eourse, hard beard, the over-jutting, shaggy
brows, the closely-cropped - bair, and the great
promontory of & nose. The eame graces, the
same sweelnesses, the same mysteries of love,
sivcerity, and simplicity, so often seen in woman's
face, are q rite as clearly seen in men’s; ia bis
they are manly, as in hers they are womsaly.
[bat mysterious sometbing we call expression
be'ongs to neither sex exclusively, but to the
face of humanity, and beeuty eelects its home
with eithe‘ sex, according to its fancy.
If the beauty of the human face lies almost
wholly in expression, what a degrading adage is
that which speake of it as " only skih deep 1"
Why, this is not even true of a pictare. The
beauty of the portrait is indeed expressed in o
callocation of colors, but is it no deeper then
the pigment ? Is it not as deep as the soul of
the artist ?  And if the artist be a true psiotf
is it not deep as the soul of the man who st
it? Does it not revea! the qualities of bi®
. 3 see, pot

and heart? Wtile you look oo it yo8 prg
the picture merely, but the maBj ond 3'”
Sood it with. lampblack, you only mer b® BAL "
of the picture—the expression is 8 Basewso
ality, quite indestructible.

'IYD: becomes still clearer aod -:ch -O:;
striking when we drop the pieter® “kl”:‘. "
the living person. Is * pesaty only skin Geep
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