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On Monday at four o'clockr, ive attcnded at a large iscllool house be-
twea East and IVest lakes, near brother Larnbert's, where vwas a
crowded house of v'ery attentive listeners. At this point, as well as
inany others, the people know mnueh more than they put ia practice.
On Tucsday nftcrnooii we hield a meeting on Long Point or Point
Petre-not a very large meceting, but a v'ery attentive one. This is
iiear the residence of brother Palin who keceps the revolving Light
Ilouse on the Point. In eoînpany witli brother Bentley we had the
grratification of seeing it lighted up and in operation. The revolutions
are perfornied once in 70 seconds by an enorinous gearing of dlock-
worlz. After mraking inany calIs atnd some visits on Wednesday, we
journied on Thursday to Ilillier near brother Ainsworth's, the place of
meeting for Saturday, and Lord's day ensuing. But in the men time
flnding nothing to dIo there, wve journied to Brighiton, a t which place
brother Stone took stag-e for Oshawa, and I alone retraccd my steps to
il1illier to fill the appointmnent there. About hall an hour before
meeting on Saturday, your eoining to join nme in the labours of the two
days, was indeed like thée colning of Titus. At the close of this large
and very interesting meeting, 1l made nîy way homeward, and reaebied,
here on Tuesday niglit, fatigued, and the lameness of my shoulder much
worse fromn the journey.

Time cannot crase from niy mind ail the seenes, incidents, and im-
pressions muade upon it during this tour of two weeks. The niew
acquaintances-the rcnewal of old ones-the great kindness and nmani-
festations of friendship, and brotherly love of brethren and sisters too
numerous to mention, I arn sure 1 ean never forget. How often do I
think of brethren Spencer, Ainsworth, Platt, Bentley, Trumpour,
Lambert, Palim, Ketchum, Mastin, Post, Whitney, and many others,
and many excellent sisters. And shaîl I ever forget the pleasant ride
and ranible iu coinpany with brother and sister Trumpour and others
across the sand beach, and over those beautiful sand bis, high indeed
as the trees, and dlean and wvhite as the driven snow. How often does
this short ramnble remind me of the promise of rambling in that glori-
ons ]and "where saints imniortal reign"l-where, instead of inseribing
our namnes on trees higli upon the pinacle of sand. his, we cau have
them inscribed high up in the Lamb's book of Iife-'ivhere, instead of
descending down witli quickened pace, we can forever reniain high up
to, gaze on the beauties of the land of purity.

The hills and vales and groves are fair-
IVe 'Il mnect eour friends in -loi-


