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waiting for his appearing, will be made ready for
bim, like the wise virgins who trimmed their larps
and went out to meet the bridegroom. Thig, I am
persuaded, will be accomplished, not by noisy agi-
tation or party orgauization, but silently, by the lead-
ing of God's providence.  Already the humble, ear-
nest men, of whom 1 spoke as mourning over the de-
solation around them, are beginning to ask the Lord
what He would have them do. In His own time He
5ill answer their cry. Meanwhile, the last thought
in my heart would be to engage them in controversy
aor precipitate any action. Towards you, as one of
them, I need pot say I cherish an affection which
would not be increased if I saw you occupying a
position similar to our-own, though 1 conf:ss 1 would
rejoice at it on your account, and because I believe
our common Lord would therein be glorified.

Yours, in that blessed hope,
Jaues Ingus.

REMARKS.

The preoeding is the first of a ser’es of lottors addresged to Dr.
Cyper, and recently published in a pamphet of 46 pages, entitled
the ¢ Livipg Temple”. Wthile reading the letters, espocially the
wne now presented to the readers of the Fridune, one regret was
continualty recurring with painfulintensity, extorting the wish,
O that Mr. Inglis baw attained his present views of the « Licing
Temple™ ten years ago! O that they had cuntrolled his tougue
and pen when le first beeame 2 resideat of Canads, and assumed
the cditorsliip of the « Pignces™ ! Then might bave been averted
the roin of the Montreal'College, the downfall of the “ Register”,
and an overwk g t of painfal laceration which his thon
tlolent partizanship indicted on hearts that shonld not have been
made to bleed—hcarts of noble meu that throbed with the sympa-
ties of “the higher life,” of which Mr. Inglis now speaks, 8o ap-
propriately. O that those who are now perpetuating, in.Cenads,
the party policy the Rev. Mr. Inglis bas pow abandoned with dis-
gust, wauld lesrn there(rom the necessity, of reviewing the grounds
< their sectarian exclusivencss-

AN INFIDEL BLACKSMITH.

SOENE L. THE PASTOR'S SIGDY.

 Have you conversed with our infidel and scoffing
friend, Mr. R ,on the subject of religion, to-
day,?" said the venerable pastor to Mr.B—— an
aged neighbor.

"I have, and at great length, but was unsble to
make tke least impression upon his mind. You
know that be is a man of extensive reading, and is
master of all the ablest infidel writers. He regards
the fortress in which he hasiotreached himself as
impregnable. You kuow hisready wit, and when he
finds he cannot talk you dewa, he will laugh you
down. Ican say no moreto him. MWe made my
errand the butt of ridicute for the whole company.’

‘Then yau counsider his case hopeless?

‘ILdo, indeed. 1 believe him to be giver over of
God to believe alic; and I expect to see him fill
up his cup of inigquity to the very brim without
repentance, and die o hardeacd and self-ruined man.’

*Shali nqthicg, snd can nothing, more be done
for Rim?" and the pastor arose, and walked the flgor
of his stady, under the influence of deep agitation.

i+ was now 2 solemg time in the congregation.
The preachtag of the pastor, for many Sapbaths had
been fell of earnestness gnd power. The Tharch
wnli greatly quickeaed. Tho spirit of prayer pre-
vailed. Many were inquiting what they ghould do
to be saved. Mang, too, were rejoicing in bope, and
the whole community were moved, as with silent,
kot mighty impulse.

But unmoved, unconcerned, stood the infidel, amid
the many changes of heart and mind in those around
him, proud of his position and confident in his
treng th, and able, as he believed himself to be, to
resist every influcuse, human and divine, which
might be brought to bear upon himi. The pastor has
often been repulsed. As a last resort he had re-
quested his able and skillful neighbor, a lawyer of
piety and talents to visit Mr. R——, and endeavour to
convince him. DBut it was like attempting to reason
with the tempest, or soothe the volcano.

BCENE li. TUE CHRISTIAN'S CLOSET.

There was a fire blazing upon the hearth in that
little room. The wind was howling without ; the
snow was swhirled in eddies, and was swept with
violence against the casement. It was a cold night
in January. In that secret and retired chamber,
where -one but God could hear, was poured out &
voice from & burdened soul. The aged Christian
was upon his knees. His bosom heaved with emo-
tion. His soul wasin agony. That voice of prayer
was continued at intervals through the livelong
night. In thatroom was a wrestling like that of
Jacob. There was prevailing like that of Israel. It
was 2 pleading with the Most High for an unwonted
display of his power and graca, with the confidence
that nothing was too hard for the Almighty. It waa
a night of prayer, of entreaty, of importunity, Itwas
prayer as & man would pray for the life of a friend,
who was on the eve of execution.

BCENE {i1f. THE PRAYER MEETING.

The meeting was still and solemn aseternity. The

house wus crowded to it utmost capacity. Itwas &
cheerful evening, and the astrals threw their meHow
light over the dense assembly. Now the voice of
one and another ascends in prayer, and such prayer
is seldom heard except in the time of genuine revi-
vals of religion.—The silent tear steals down many
a cheek.—The almost inaudible sigh escapes from
many a bosom. An intensé interest rests om every
countenance, and one voice of preyer is the voiceof
all.  Oue after another origes, and tells the listening
company what ‘the Lo'd hasdowne for his soul’—
There stands Yr. R , once the infidel, ow the
humble believer in Jesus. He is clothed in a new
spirit. His face shines as did the face of Moses when
he bad seen God face to face. He is & new creature
in Christ Jesus. :
‘1 stend;’ said Mr. R——— tto tell you the stozy
of my conversion.” His lips trembled slightly as-heé
spoke, and his-bosom heaved with suppressed emo»
tion. ¢l am s brand plucked out of the burnirg.
The change in me is an astonishment to myself; and
ull brought about by the grace of God, and that
unanstweerable arquinent.  §t was a cold morning in
January, and 1 had just-begun mylabour the anvil
in my shop, when { looked out and saw Mr. B——
approaching. IHe dismounted yuickly, and enteved.
As he drew near, I saw he was agitated. His look
was fall of earnestness. His eyes were bedimmed
with tears. e took mo by the hand. His breast
heaved witl emotion, end with indescribable tender-
ness he-said, ¢ Nr. R——, I am greatly concernedd
for your your salvation,’ and he burst into tears. He
stood with my hand grasped in ‘his. He straggled
to regain sclf-possession. He often essayed to speak,
but not-a word conld ke utter; and finding thathe
could say no more, be-turned, went out of . the shop,
got on to his horse, and rode slowly away.

#4Gréatly concerned for my salvation, esid I
audibly, and stood and forgot to bring my hemwmer
down. There I stood with It upraised-=*‘greaty con-




