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to this, especially combined with the features already mentioned, wai-

owing the fact, that he became • more honor;iblc than his Ijrcthren."

The subject suggests many practical retiections. We shall however,

in conclusion give only some tlioughts on the death of an aged min-

ister, extracted f'om a sermon by the Rev. J. Kerr of Glasgow, on the

death' of his colleague, Dr Kidston.

" Tho woi-ld we livo ill, is one (if uoaseless mutation. Every Hcttiii}:; sun

liriii^s its cha.'^f- wlietlior we jierceivo tlioiii m- iint. Omv liy flny. " our age is

(Ii'liiirloil !ImI I'oniiivoi] froni us like n s!ic}iIht(1's tc iit." \Vc ]iii.;!i ' ur tultpr

rmi'Ie ovory nijrht iieiucr ileatli, ueaior judjreiueut. X\m (Iciiiiitutc (iICmcIi

frionil wild" enters tho world (if sjiirits is intended to irivc us tiiiv- a(lniouiti(jn-

],eilvin^^ tiipv leave tliis lesson. " Tliou also slialt iKviime weak as we : tin u

slialt heeome' like unto us." The dcatli of a Christian minister eoniea with

:'. wider circumferenei! and deeper siji;niticaiie.' of warninj; than ahmist any

ither. It visits everv house in a laru;(> cuiinnuidty witli its note of i.dian^e, and

i;no(d<s loudly at (!veiy heart. The jiulitit speaks in deatli, as in life, to all who
i:ather round it. Tiie alisi^'nee of its wonted oeeupant is the last and must so-

lemn cf his admonitions—the silent eluipienee of tiiat proaehor, Death—who
more inquTssivelv than the wise man. writes "vanity of vanities." (m all this

suhlnnary life, the depiirture of an ajred minister ,i:"ives an emiihasis to this

h'^sim even mor(> profound. Tor sixty years, i inui'^e invaded every seat in

the house of God, hut it sjiared the central one. The teaeluM's place seemed to

have made a covenant with death, a strant^er might have visited this congre;;a-

tion at the interval of lialf a century to tiiid tlie' same f.ice there, and in the
;

ceaseless revuhitions around it. one ii.xeil place aiijieared to have heen found, in
.

in the iirmaiient of stars, moveless amid surrounding mutahility. Hut now tluit :

faney is dissolved, tho ancient landnuirk is removed whiidi these fatlujrs had :

set for us. Now we have heen hrought to the iieartfelt acknowledgement, "We
lire stranger?-, lielbre thee and sojourners, as were all our fathers ;

(air days on

the e .'th arc as a sh,ido-\\, and there is ikhic aliidins;.'' This one change calls to

mind many ; it stirs up the dead for us : it leads the eyes to wander from seat
'

to seat, and :.sk the ipiestion, "Our fathers, where arc they." There are high
,

places of weeping in the path of life that summon us to look back, and none .

more .sacred and touching, than those that lead u.s to meditate on the waste that

death has caused in a religious community. The overthrow of empires and fall

(4' ancient dyuiisties are impressive : and yet lre(iuontly they roll over head like

tlie tl under peal, and leave the homes of men unharmed, that the sun may
smile on thcni when the storm is past. Hut a "change in a Christian congrega-

tion reminds us of the (pienching of domestic tires, of the dispersions of family

circles, of cokhiess and desolation in homes and hearts." * * *

" Whih we east our eyes further back, how few survive of those that saw

him who has just departed enter on his ministry ! The names of thein that

arc asleep are more by far than of them who arc alive and remain. Tis long

>;iuee the congregation of the dead has had the nuijority. Men of faith and

liraycr and active zeal, who carried many a year the ark of God, arc numbered

witli a generation past. Families once nunn'rous, have left not a name ;
or scinie

wlitary mourner with Kizpah like grief lives to guard tiieif memory. Voices

that sung God's praises are hunhcd in silence. Those who walked t() the housp

of God in company are resting together in the narrow house ; and fathers and

brethren and fellow partners m the journey, whom we have loved us our owu

soul, " have been led caj.tive of him who opens not the house of his prisoners."
;

What hearts have liecn rent in these partings that bleed afresh as memory touch-

es the wound, and that shall never ])e fully healed, till the great day when the

grave shall hear th; word ii'esfoj-e! As the saviour stood before the sepul-

chre of Lazarus, it is seiu with toucliing simplicity, "Jesus wept," and where-

fore ? It was not, as Jol.n Howe has observed, over that one grave : "For lie

knew his own purpose and foresaw the certain and glorious ease of this dark


