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Poetry, 

Prayers that are not pleasant to 
hear. 

The following rather homely vy the 
pen of a soytributor to one of the New York 
roligious weeklies, contain some valuable hints. 
Wo fear that the kind of prayers referred to, 
aro as unwelcome to the ear of heaven as to that 
of the wirter: 

“1 do not like to hear him pray, 
On bended knee about an hour, 

For grace to spend aright each day, 
Who knows his neighbor has no flour; 

I'd rather see him go to mill, 
And buy his luckless neighbor bread, 

And see his children eat their fill, 
And laugh beneath their humble shed. 

I do not like to hear him pray, 
‘ Lot blessings on the widow be'— 

Who never seeks her home to say, 
“It want o'ertakes you come to me,’ 

I hate the prayer so loud and long, 
That's uttered for the orphans’ weal, 

By him who sees them crushed by wrong, 
And only with the lips can feel, 

I do vot like to hear her pra 
With jewsled ears and silken dress, 

Whose washer-woman toils ail d 
And then is mked to work for less. 

Such pious shavers | Shp EIR 
With toldedobands and air demure, 

They lift to heaven their holy eyes, 
Then steal the earnings of the poor. 

I do not like such soulless prayers ; 
If wrong, I hope to be forgiven ; 

No angel-wing them upward boars, 
They're lost a million wiles from heaven." 

Religions, 
SURELY HEARD, 

The tact that God responds to the requests 
of His children for small as well an great fae 
vors and blessin 
Soudder, in remarks made by hiw at tho late 
anniversary of the Fulton Street prayer 
weeting : 
God hears us not only in great things, but 

in what are culled 'ittle things, in every day 
trials and hourly difficulties, Four years ago 
I wont back to India by the overland route 
through Egypt. When on the Mediterranean 
bat, 1 loarned that the par must stop 
at Oairo, and must 2 up at the hotel there, 
1 bad a large family, eight in all, and had 
made no posta) provision for this, We 
took the oars at Alexandria, and as we whirled 
on toward Cairo, I felt my position keenly, 
1 did not wish to ask any one to lend me 
money. I shrank from the sot, Yet what 
could [ do. A hotel bill for eight persons is 
o serious matter at any time, but especially 
#0 when you search every pocket and find 
vothing. I sat in the cars and prayed, 
Agaio and again L asked the Lord to pity we, 
and to help me without humiliating me, The 
oars stopped. 1 marched into p great hotel 
with my long retinue, us calmly as if & thou. 
sand dollars were sweetly reposing in some 
corner of my pocket book, but inwardly I 
was very dismal, 1 ordered rooms and en. 
tered them, and then 1 said to my wile, * As 
we have no money, 1 must now [ out and 
see if 1 oan borrow,” I walked down a long 
bel but before I had " wi pave Le A - 
tieman oswe up to me, 1 sald no wm, 
bab bo stopped mo 00d eald 

“ Dr, Boudder, on the Mediterranean did I 
not hear you say something about not baving 
sntloipated botol expenses at Oalro 1" 
Then he took out his pocket book, and 

opsatng i, said, * Help yoursell,” I quietly 
thanked him, promised to repey him in due 
time, and taking as many gold pieces as I 
needed, returned to my room, and reid to my 
wite, “ My dear, the Lord has sent the mo- 
ney, All the morolug, io the oars, I was 
pra Ing for it, and Is Bas come without my 
mkng It of any, but of Him who is ever our 

She replied, “I too was praying ib the 
oars all the morning for the same,” 

There we had Todd sitting together, each 

HALIFAX, N. 8S. 

was illustrated by Dr, [PO 

knowing it, “Did not God answer our prayer? 
If the angel Gabriol had come down bodil 
out of the sky, and had given me a handfu 
of sovereigns, or had gone up to the hotel. 
keeper and commanded him, at his peril, not to 
oharge mo any thing, it would not have been 
a more-roal answer to our prayer, and what 
could we say but this: + We ovo the Lord, 
because He hath heard our voice and our 
supplioations," 

[NS — Ci Ee — —— 

THE RELIGIOUS NEWSPAPER. 

The importance of the religious newspaper 
a8 an institution oan soarcely be over estimate 
ed. Occupying a higher and more tranquil 

»{#phere of journalism than that of the secu. 
lor press, its influence is by no means to 
be forgotten in our estimate of the soolsl for. 
00s. ough unobtrusive in its utterances 
when compared with the clamorous voices of 
the politionl newspaper, its tones, neverthe- 
loss, fall upon calmer hearts, and sink deeper 
into the convictions and life ot roo As 
a medium for the communication of religious 
intelligence—~~as an educator, refining and ele. 
vatiog—as a fireside preacher, quickening the 
intelleot, expanding the heart, and bearing 
spiritual treasures to Sp of homes, the 
religious newspaper wields an influence with 
which society can ill dispense, and one that no 
other moral force can so adequately supply, 

Like, however, every other enterprise un. 
dertaken, for the general good, the religious 
newspaper is too often overshadowed by mere 
olamorous potitioners for publio favor. Re. 
ligious reading will never be * popular read. 
ing," and the discussion of the great themes 
of death and eternity will continue to be dis. 
tastoful to those whose thoughts and hopes 
aro confined to the frivolities of the hour, 
The duty of the christian, is therefore, 

Iain. He has a duty to perform in extend. 
ng its circulation, and in widening the influ. 
ence of the religious newspaper. He can no 
more exouse spor fin thia duty than from 
any othér, If he is u pastor, he ay recom- 
mend it to his people, If he is a lay mem. 
ber ho can urge its claims wherever an 

rtunity oovurs, When will our churches 
awake to the importance of a more general 
nd decided effort in behalf of the religious 
newspaper ? 

“UNDOING,” 

The Watchman § Reflector gives a thrills 
ing “ sketoh from u hospital diary,” The 
subject was a soldier wasting ave with the 
Chickahominy fever, desoribed as * one of 
nature's best make, handsome, powerful in 
frame, with a great, glowing eye, that told of 
wten‘e passion, had a lip that told of idomi. 
table purpose,” There he lay, * thoughtful 
od unconfiding,” refusing sympathy or other 
aid than the surgeons gave, Again and again 
the narrator tried to win upon him, by such 
offices aa are grateful to the siok, but was 
respectfully repulsed, At last: - pith 

was not satisfied with my effort, Alter 
a fow hours I was again by the bed of the 
thoughtful man, 

“I believe I have written nothing for you. 
Shall L not write to your friends, since you 
are unable 7" 

“ | have no one to write to,” 
“ No one ? no mother living 1" 
“ No." : 

As [ stood, the eyes grew softer and 
or ; there was a swelling about the face and 
nook, a slight movement of the lip. Would 
he speak ?==confide ? 
1 waited—then the old question, * Can I 

do anything for you 7" 
“Can you undo?’ What an utterance! 

Coufession—remorso—agony. 
“ None oon undo; not God himself=but it 

Is lott for.us to do.” 
“ What would you? 
# Undo I" with vebemenoe, ¥ 
w Kach one of us would undo something, 

had 0st God in his wisdom forbidden it, " But 
ou are doing, even now ; you are repenting,” 
dt What's that? What good will that do™ 

“It may load to faith and pardon.” 
“ Pardon! 1 woul not myself if 

1 could, I don't deserve it.” The lips were 
firm, the oye ocloar, the muscies no longer 
swollen, 

“Wot slothtul fn business : fervent bn spirit,” 
WEDNESDAY, 

offering the samo petition without the other 
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“ None of us deserve pardon, It is God's 
free gift for the sake of His Son,” 

“ I don't want it, deserving what I do.” 
It was clear that no ordinary counsels or 

consolations could reach this man's heart. 
The fountain being opened, he went on to tell 
the story of the life that had planted this 
romediless, pitiless remorse in his soul, 
Among other contossions, “ Let mo tell you,” 
said ho, ‘what I did. There was a boy in 
my tent; a mother's son that used to pray, I 
loved the boy, and yet I swore in his ears till 
ho stopped praying and learded to swoar, | 
saw him shot down in battle by my side, with 
one of the oaths he learned from me upon his 
lips. He wont with it to God.” So he went 
on with tho terrible tale—stolid almost—un. 
hoping quite, Not even that word of salva. 
tion, * the blood of Jesus clonnseth from all 
sin," could touch his heart or engage his 
trast, What a lesson! what a question : 
“ Can you undo?" 

NOT A GREAT SINNER. 

It was a bright, breezy afternoon in the 
early part of September, when the hospital 
nurse oame to my quarters with a message 
from one of the patients who wished to see 
me immediately, Taking the number of the 
ward, | promised to attend to the request, 
and as soon as I could leave other duties, | 
hastened to the dylogimen, for such I found 
him. As [ entered the ward, the brightness 
and beauty without wore in striking contrast 
with the scene within, Outside, the flowers 
wore blooming in the carctully tended gar. 
den; beds of mignionette were breathing a 
delicious perfume on the air; the showy gla. 
diolus oe po its blood-red flowers; while 
in the m of the broad circle, the jet of 
tho fountain shot up with a froliosome leap 
into the glad sunbeam, its waters maki 
tinkling music as they fell back into the ba- 
sin, and then dripped in a hundred tiny 
streams from its snowy edge. All there was 
Joyous lite and beauty, and the groups of 
convalescent soldiers sauntering through the 
grounds or lounging on the a — corridor, 
were in keeping with the sone, Within the 
ward, all was silent and sombre. The pa 
tients who were able to leave their beds had 
gone forth into the cheerful brightness of the 
outer air, leaving in the word only those too 
ill to share in their enjoyment, Amongst 
these I found the one who desired to see me, 
He was a ;man of some thirty years of age, 
with a pleasant countenance, und evidently 
had not been addicted to the grosser vious of 
the camp, As I took wy sont at his bedside, 
with a Bind word of salutation, he grasped 
my hand, at the same time expressing his satis. 
faction that I had come so promptly. 

“ I feel that 1 am not rightly repared to 
die,” he said, raising himselt in hx bed, “and 
I wanted to talk with you,” 

His answers to my subsequent inquiries in 
formed me that he was not a Christian ; that 
he nover had given any serious attention to 
rel , and al h an attendant on the 
services of Ohristianity, he had never sought 
its blessings. ** But,” he added, * / Aave not 
been a great vinner." 
He said this in an apologetic tone, as if he 

would encourage me to speak words of hope 
to him which I would not to one guilty of 

vioes ; yet the assertion was the most 
Soesinaghs he could have made. * Nota 
great sinver I" It fell on my ears like an 

deep: | announcement of his unfituess for Christ, | 
bad come to him the messenger of a great 
salvation, gloriously adapted in ite amplitude 
to great sinners, and he forestalled my mes. 
sage by the words which tell chillingly on my 
heart, * 1 am not a great sinner !" 

But I passed his disclaimer by, not arin 
to inquire his meaning, and talked to him of 
the Que ** whose blood oleanseth from all sin,” 
and of tho great love which reaches down to 
the guiltiest ; and as I talked he was moved 
to deepest feeling, and wt length, impulsively, 
he began to ory to God for mercy, and I saw 
that in bis heart he felt, what his ‘words had 
disavowed, the greatness of his sins, for they 
shut out the hope from his soul. 

Thea, koeeling by his bedside, I prayed 
that the moroy which he needed wight be 

ted. More than once I was interru 
his exoldmations, us, seizing on some pe. 

Wt , his very soul plead wrestlingly with 
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God for pardon, avd so the prayer went u 
to the meroy-seat twined with his agoni 
utterances. Alter again pointing him to 
Christ, I loft, promising to call the following 
morning, thinking he might survive the night; 
but when the morning oame his bed was emp. 
A a his body awaited the service for the 
oad, 
Since then his words have frequently re. 

ourred to me, “I am not a great sinner,” 
He meant, perhaps, that he was not a blase 
shemer, a thief, or a liar, but he was one who 
ariog a life of thirty years had closed his 

heart against God's love, had rejected the 
pleading grace of Christ, and had chosen the 
world in preference to God, Is not this to 
be n great sinner ? 

Yot with » similar plea do thousands ex. 
ouse & lilo of wlienation from God, never 
thinking that the rejection of pardon by a 
guilty man is the height of presumptuous 
ult, Let such know that in a dying hour, 

little sins grow into such mountainous pro- 
portions as to exclude the light from an ex. 
piring pillow, and require all the energies of 
a great salvation to remove their sting, 

a ta 

SUNSHINE, 

A sonar rnoM A Minisren's Ponrrovto, 

Nearly all animated nature loves the sun. 
shive, Flowers open their petals to oatoh 
sunbeams, Birds delight to pour forth their 
songs in the sunshine. Butterflies flutter 
with painted wings in the sunshine, Lnseots, 
of all sizes, gyrate in the sunshine, Kven 
grown-up people love the sunshine, for [ have 
soen wany oross over to the sunny side of the 
street when the heat bas not been too intense, 
There is something so cheery, so pleasant, so 
animating in sunshine, ore is another 
kind of sunshine that is loved, the sunshine 
from the countenance of men. There is sun. 
shine in some houses, smiles upon the counten. 
ance of mother, and pleasant looks on the 
lather's face. Children dislike clouds in the 
sky, because thoy are afraid that their out 
door sports will be spoiled, and. children are 
uncomtortablo under the angry looks of their 

: father and the olouded brows of their mamma 
~=it often hushes the music of home, and 
oheoks the innocent laughter of ohildhood. 
Liet us carry sunshine overywhere—into the 
store, along the streets, into our homes, and 
lot it be sald of us, How pleasant they are ! 
Don't let us wear » mask before friends and 
visitors—that is, be all smiles when they are 
present, shon, when thoy leave, to drop the mask, 
und be cold and choorless to those at home. 
Who needed the most sunshine ? Those under 
your own care, Let children and partners, 
and even servants and re, got smiles 
they cost nothing, Let smiles enwroath our 
vounteannces, und loving words fall from our 
tongues ut proper times, Never smile at sin, 
but, with thoughtful countenance and earnest, 
pitying words, reprove it. Disperse the 
clouds of care, and remove the sadness from 
those who ure subject to them, and do your 
best to be a light-bearer and burden: remover, 
and so bless your tellows.—Can, Bap, 

CREDIT IN HEAVEN, 
“ Jooms the Doorkeepor” is the name of a 

new skotoh from the life by Dr, John Brown, 
ot er author of * Hab and his 
Friends.” ¢ have not yet seen it, but we 
find in the * Drawer” of Harper's 
a0 iooident taken from it, that has » morsl 
worth putting into w religious newspaper, 
Joows wus ao doorkeeper at the United 

Presbyterian church in B ton Place, 
Edinburgh. On one occasion, after a charity 

g | sermon, ove of the congregetion by mccident 
put a orown-piece iuto the plate instead of a 
penny, and starting back at its white and pre- 
olous face, asked to have it back, But Jeems, 
who held the plate, said : * In onve, in for 
over,” “A weel, a wee," granted the une 
willing giver, » I'll ge eredit for it in hea. 
ven." * Nu, oa,’ said Jeoms, * yo'll got credit 
only for the penny !" { 

eoms hit the nail on the head when he his 
the stingy Bootohman, It is precious little 
“ oredit” that anybody will n heaven ; bat 

ped | 1t is well to bear io mind that God looks on 
the heart, and {udgm us by the motives that 
prompt our action. Doing good by aecldent, 
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