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AND EVANGEL CAL ADVOCATE.    
  
  

THE BIBLE IS OUR GREAT CHURCH DIRECTORY, AND STATUTE BOOK....Dr. Chalmers. 
  

  

  
  

  
  

Clothed in eternal snows, 
Whence the stormy wind of winter sweeps, 

And the roaring torrent flows. 

Whilst treading alone the rocky path 
By the trickling mountain rill, 

My soul would rise on the wings of fait 
To the everlasting hills. a 

Land of the Crown and Covenant! 

Where the blood of martyrs sh 

Was but the seed of a purer € 
With Chirist for its livin 

Farewell, Farewell, for 
Thy shores shall meet 

Unless it be in the dreams 
Like a vapour floating by? 
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\ Waiting the resurr 

Immortal then to 
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Did Miller's Prayer. 
urrounded by lofty hills, stood the 

ioned cottage and the rude mill; 
my good friend, the miller, 
y other earned his daily bread. 

pilt and occupied by his fath- 

entedly and prosperously he 
en old age, and” then the 
the business were trans- 
Faithfully had the son ad- 

ough life, which as his bent 
od face, and hoary locks attested, 
r and arduous. But neither eke 

ndition as formerly. Age and 
endered the cottage ruinous, 

etition had injured the business i! 

Still the old man clung with strong 
1 to this the home of his childhood, for 

lc associations were connected with it 

vhich he could not, would not break. Ile 

loved the old grey hills in the bosom of which 

he had lived so long.- Like giant champions 

rising around, they seemed to protect his 

quiet home. Down their rugged sides ran 

the rippling streams, which formed the rush- 

ing DL which the wheel of the mill was 

turned. e was their child. Raised in their 

idst, and nourished by their very breath, he 

d not leave them now in his old age, and 

      

   

    

    

        

  
    

       

      

     
     

   

            

   
   
   

   

        

   

| Remaining thus lost in meditation for some 
t=] 

| parently proceeding from the opposite side of 

ggain so as to turn 

show of cheerfulness he did not really feel. 
« Let us thank God for present blessings,” he 

at length said, and in a low and husky voice 
he did so. ad ag . 

Sad indeed was 
IC ( Cc h 
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[ for its rising. 

rs descended, and ere 
began to swell. ig 
faster and faster it ran, 
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a quiet smile, exclaiming in a tone of strong | 
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he understood me, and in an 
ored, * You are welcome, but 
IIe then began, and in lan- 

oquence and power of which I 
ver heard surpassed, portrayed to me 

of intemperance, its blighting effect 
soul and body, the ruin to its subject 

o family and friends, the loss of health and 
wealth and happiness, of peace of mind, all 

pe in this world and the hope of Ileaven 
yord. Only bitter experience could have | 

dplicd such a portraiture. I was moved | 
tr to tears; “and yet,” he added, with a 
fer groan, “and, ‘yet, knowing all this, 7 

t refrain.” 
{  ¥Phere was despair in his tone, the despair 
ofthc man in the resistless folds of the serpent. 

yuld not add one word, he had said all 
Jmiore than I could have said, and had 

motives, the power of which I could not 
age mrged. I turned away in silent sorrow, 

with the prayer Heaven help thee, for there 

is fo help in man.” 

glance I saw tha 
Jistant he answ 
fear me first. 
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  tations of his throne,” the “voice gffmemory 
whispered ; and the old man silently acquies- 
ced in the declaration of inspiratiory = ©. 

Sadly he surveys the scene bd 
The old mill Jeoked solitary and 
Its huge wheel, dry and 
resting for ever from its 1 

bbling brook, which hardly ba 
der edge of the lowest bucket, ¢ 
“ Never again, never agair 
be thy servant.” The do 
its hinges. Tools lay scattered ; 
when last used. The miller sat down upon 
the door stone and buried his tace in hishands, | V 
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time, he was aroused by a familliar voice, ap- | 

the mill. It was a low, gentle voice ; one that 
had often soothed him, when toil-worn and 
weary, and which he said was sweeter music 
to his ear than any strain from a stringed in- 
strument. Even now itacted like a charm 
upon him, for he lifted his head and listened 
cagerly to catch each word. 

“ Poor, dear papa,” murmured the voice, 
“how I wish I could do something to help 
him! If I was only a great strong girl, then 
I could work, and get money and buy bread, 
and do ever so many things. Little brook, 
aint you ever going Al SLL and strong |. 

It was the miller’s little daughter Mary, 
who was slowly walking along the margin of 
the brook towards the place where her father 
was sitting. Passing the corner of the mill 
she saw him sitting upon the door stone. 
With an exclamation of joy she hastened to-. 
wards him, and in a moment was nestling in 
his arms, while he implanted kiss after kiss on 
her rosy cheek. At length, looking up in his 
face she said,— : 

“Papa!” 
«Well, my daughter.” 
“1 have been thinking 
“Why do you hesitate my child?” 
I was thinking, dear papa, this morning 

when you and mother seemed so troubled, 
what we could do to help you. Ithoughtand 
thought a long while, but couldn’t find a way 
to earn any money. At last I came ‘out 
doors’ to see if the sky looked as if there would 
be any rain, and all I could see was those lit- 
tle clouds over the lig hill there, a 
didn’t seem like n Then, fathe 
membered that ste 
reading Sabbath-dayy C 
Elijah was, and I thought it seemed 

~~ has laidy 

Has its 

Ww here         
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To waken the 
Where the © st 

reed,” 
Will find the heat 
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5 Where fashion haf] 
And the free sun-light discolour’d falls, 

Thro’ the rich stained window’ violet 

: From the Christian Ohscrver. 

Go, Scatter the Seed. 
scatter the seed,”—by the highway side, 

the open ficld—in the shaded nook ; 
vit well all waters beside— 

ocean strand-—by the pebbly brook— 
will grow to reward thy toil, 
st by chance on an arid soil. 

ter the seed,” tho’ the winged bird 
seem to gather as fast as they fall; 

Not vaid shall return that precious word, 
h the sower’s hand would dispense to 

he yielding heart may receive some gi 
may spring to life in * the latter rain.” 

atter it well, with a liberal hand, 
the barren rock—in the fertile glade ; 
eak the depths of the fallow land, 

Vith the broad plough-share which truth 

For the human heart, in every clime, 
inter gloom and its harvest time. 

Go, scatten it there, in the * grand old woods,” 
the unhewn temple of nature stands; 

E i re BT Drege nin: Sa. 

iid ‘turn from 0 of 
SL 

To gather the seed ye may count but loss. 

ng'flax,” and ¢ the bruised 

and the balm they need. 

mid frescoed walls, 
reared her costly fane ; 

For many a heart ‘neath a jewelled zone, 
Pants for the peace ye can give alone. 

Go, scatter it th re, ‘mid the haunts of sin, 
Where Landed together the doomed ones 

While Promethean anguish rends the soul, 
~ With vulture gnawings none may tell; 
Go scatter it thére—for the blessed seed 
May spring on ¢ soil of the vilest weed. 

And I recognized in this dreadful appetite 
a physical, more than moral malady. 
1 stimufated and overwrought nerves are 
in & diseased state, and crave the same stimu- 
lusfto relieve their burning irritation. The 
suffering is torture, such as only time can al- 
lagipivhile the craving cannot be resisted, 0 
strang is the power of appetite, and nothing 
can restrain, but the impossibility of obtaining 
she poison. : 

And I longed to hold up thisfearful exam- 
hh as Lit was before me, to warn all 

st the first step, against ever tasting the 
safe and sure eourse.— 

Podgh not, taste not, handle not. And then 
I waald add it as an argument wn favour of 
keeping temptation ont of the way of those 

    
    

  

     

  

   

      

    

    
      

    

whgthave lost all self-control, v. Inany 
wold bless you now and forever, placed 
it off of their power to indulges gerous 
an appetite. —/ndependent. 

wy 
  

  

e “ Free-Love” Moveilint. 
(From the N. Y. Tribune. )or” 

Tlaving been publicly called to'expose the 
“Eypec-Love” conclave in our city, and having 
seen that our contemporaries do not scruple 
to publish all they know concerning it, we 
have for the last few days applied ourselves 

figs ailigring and arranging of ail the facts 
we could obtain bearing on the subject; and 
the résult is presented in our columns to-day. 
Its mainly given in the language of our in- 
formants, who are necessarily sympathizersin 
greater or less degree with the movement; 
since we could honestly obtain information 
only of those who were honestly in possession 
of iti: We believe the candid adherents of the 
dottrine will admit that our narrative and cor- 
roborating testimony to-day given are move 
than fair—they are positively kind-—toward’ 

the “ Free-Love” movement and its champi- 
ons. In the main, these are permitted te speak 
for themselves, with very little correction or 
toning down from any quarter. If their sys- 
tem. avere not a very bad one, it mightiseem 
too attractive in the account we publish of it 
this morning. : : 

Buys it is hbad—diabolically, horzi 
amd $0 it only makes the worse ai 
being permitted to array i 
colons. Having discussed it 8 

- errors repeatedly during the J 
yea, we propose now only to imdie 
of ils radical vices—namely : 
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1. Its basis is unalloyed selfishness. It ap- 
Frorexcy. | peals directly to the love of personal enjoy- 

  this. And then I wondered if you wer 
pray to God as Elijah did if God wouldn’s 
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twithstanding patrons had diminished to 

¢ number, the old miller yet remained 

homestead, succeeding by hard toil i 
his children with bread, an 

n the Lord for help in time of me 
t the time when our story comm 

    
   

    

   
   

  

    
     

make it rain as it did then. 
he’s just as kind asthe yyas then, father 2” 

“The samevesterday, to-tlay, and for ever,” 
cose spont; s lips. The 
suggestion of his child fell upon his ith 
singular power. So unexpected wasany | 
of the kind from such a source, that as 
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Don’t you think A Leaf from a M 
y nal. 

has lived for many   

inister’s Jour= 

our beautiful river. Every thing 
& him has prospered, and his 
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: food to su ~The rivalets dried up, 
and the mil ‘which had rushed in a 

     
     

     

       
    
    

     
     

     
      

  

      

    
   

    

long continued a 
‘Day after day theflurid sun arose 

ar smoky atmésphere so common 
i he parched earth, 

th its fierce, un- 
fields, last to suffer 

d only brown stalks 
. The price of all 

en to an unprecedented 

     

of his daughter. 

   
   

    

   

    

   
wide torrent along its course, became a little 
scanty brook, which a child could step across. 
The old Miller, deprived of his usual means 
of support, managed for a long time to obtain 

a supply of food ; but when week after week 

rolled by, and the sky remained unclouded, 

his heart sank within him, for starvation star- 

ed him in the face. 
One morning, after a slecpless night, in 

which he had not ceased to thiuk of his trou- 
bles, he sat down with his family at the scan- 

tily furnished table to partake of the usual 

meal. Scanty, indeed, was its supply. One 

brown loaf only occupied the middle of the 

he read :(— 

  

stone. 

  

miller’s wife remarked, that the bread before | hearts. 

them was the lastin the house, **I have bak- 

ed the last meal,” she said, “and what we 

shall do for more I cannot tell.” 

The miller’s face was troubled, and for a| story of poverty and want. 

moment it seemed as if the emotion within cooded in this narration, the confidence he 

felt in ITim to whom he prayed grew stronger. 
His Father—his Father, -who'| 

and in a moment spoke in a calm |is in heaven—seemed stooping to listen to his! 
harrassed child's supplications. 

let | cried the old miller,—“ I know, my Father, 

that thou wilt not desert me in this hour of 

Eat | trial and ofneed. Didst thou not send food 
and make 

would burst audibly from the old man’s lips, 

but with a powerful effort he restrained his | 

feelings, 
yoice i— 
«My dear wife,and you, my children, 

us continue to trust in the Lord, who hashith- 

.arto never failed to supply our wants. 
thankfully what we now have, 

and stronger. 

od py. I may be able to obtain money or food 
in Ome Way, and—"” 

  

things to them which ask him ? 
«Jt is enough,” he said devoutly, as he clos 

ed the sacred volute. 
child,” and as he spoke, father and daughter 
knelt upon the turf by the moss-grown door 

DEN) 

looked down into the carnest depths of t 
clear, blue eyes, raised go anxiously towards 
his, it scemed as though an unseen spirit from 
another world had placed the thought in the 
mind, and prompted the words from the lips of 

“ Ask and it shall be given 
you,” was the sentiment which a new and most 
powerful hope suggested as its foundation ; 
and opening the well-worn pocket Bible which 
he always carvied with him, he sought for 
something which might still more inérease it 
A leaf turned down to mark some passage of 
interest arrested his attention. Unfolding it 

«If ye then being evil know how to give 
good gifts unto your children, how much more 
shall your Father whichis in heaven give good 

“Let us pray, my 

they raised their closed eyes towards the blue 
sky, and the miller poured forth in simple ear- 

table, and as the family took their seats, the | nest words the strong desire of both their 
He prayed that the Great Father 

might look down upon the carth and pity his 
feeble thildren in this their great distress. 
Ie poured into His ever ready ear the sa 

nothing doubt- | from heaven to supply the hunger, 
ing that a kind Providence which supplies the | water to gush forth from the rook to 

sparrow’s wants will not fail to bring us suc- | the thirst of thine ancient people? And art 
thou not as full of love for thy redeemed chil-, 

| dren as thou wast for thy chosen ones? 
i! 

“I knows”. 

  

  

   
         
   

      

  

     
    

   

blest as 

and the eyes o 
bright and joyous, no 
med with tears.   
of her father’s heart. 

me as a friend. 

=     
lives of his wife and child. 

of him than ever. 

quench 

The old man sat in his 
©h, | was calm and peaceful, an Co 

  

  

full of plenty, and his thriving flocks and herds 
have long borne witness to his skill and faith- 

ess in the cultivation of his faithful acres. 
the trail of the serpent is on them all. 

ud has come over him, his air is | 

istant and partner 
or some other 

    

I knew that M 
Léometimes fond of a social glass, and had heaed | 

of one or two of his “sprees,” but I knew hot 

the extent of the evil till I hada call from his 

daughter Mary, alovely girl, and once the idol 

She was evidently desperate, and came to 
“ Doctor,” said she, “can’t 

vou «lo something for father ?”—Poor girl she 

knew she need not explain herself, that T 

could not fail to know in what he needed help. 

It seems of late, the evil had been growing up- 
on him, the appetite increasing; the demon 

With uncovered heads, roverently {gaining stronger hold upon his soul, till hig 

affairs were suffering under depression and 
neglect, and more than this, the man who 

was the loving husband and kind father at 

other times, was but the ruthless villian when 

excited, and had at last even threatened the 

Often he 
afrain for months and they would begin to 

And as he pro- [hope the appetite was conquered, and then | 

the demon once arroused took stronger hold 

{ 

It ignores God, defies Revelation, 
ace, and tends 

its apostles. 
universal 

ment. 0 
scouts the experience of t 
directly—no matter how 
may labor to gild and re 
lgehery and sensuality. J - 
k2; Tt iznores the Divine purpese of conuj- 

oat tinion— Children. Free-Lovers seldom 
have children, and still more rarely desire to 
have them. The woman who has changed 
heriparamour repeatedly, and is likely to 
change again and again, is neither fit to be a 

mother or likely to desive it. Ilappy the | 

child of such a mother who is called in merey | 

te an carly grave. 
P The universal consciousness of all men 

who have ever pretented to such a thing as 
consvience, recognizes Incest as a foal, revol- 
ting, bideouscrime. % Free-Love” would ne- 
apssavily brand this an'idle prejadice or weak 
superstition. “on 
“i&. It has never yet been our fortune to 
meet a Free-Lover willing to avow that his 
practice conformed to his theary)y ‘On th 
coafrary, nearly every onc had wished it u 
deystood that he was satisfied and 
entire fidelity to his legal relation, thou 
Svould insist that most other marriages 
but levalized adultery. In the eyes eve 
‘eagh other—still more of the general public 
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er, once 

often dim- 
had been |     

  

mirkably chaste and continent. © Hypocrisy,’ 
ays the drench sage, is the homage whiel 

io pays to Virtue.” 
5. We d6 not perceive that our Free-T.ov= 

    

  

rest of us. Thus our correspondent, ¢ A mem= 

ber of the Club,” says :   

        

   
   

       

  

   

      

   
    

   

      

: N . ¥ 
most Iree-Lovers prefer to be accounted re- 

4 

ers are one whit less selfrighteous than a sud 

  

members of any Christians sect than the devil 
is an ‘archangel. There is note Christian 
church of any name or nature in this city 
which would noel any member who was 
known to belong to this Club; and are 
sure there. are not twenty persons in New 
York who even pretend to believe in the 
Christian Religion who give any sort of coun- 
tenance to « Free-Love” in any shape. 

7. We will thank those who have just now 
so much to s against ‘ompulsory Moral- 
ity,” to tell us just what they would have done 
with these Free-Lovers. We believe that the | 
deliberate violation of marriage vows is a hein- | 
ous crime—that Seduction 1s another—that 
simple Lewedness is a grave misdemeanor, and 
should be dealt with by law accordingly.— 
What say those who abhor the idea of “ mak- 
ing men moral by statute ?” The case comes 
clearly under their rule—how do they propose 
to deal with it ? 

The Bible in Turkey. 
Mr. Barker, the agent of the British and 

Foreign Bible Society at Constantinople, ina 
letter dated July 14th, states that he had re- 
cently called upon our Ambassador, Lord 
Stratfoud de Redcliffe, with a letter from the 
noble President of the Society, and had met 
withoa very cordial reception. His lordship 
vas agreeably surprised to hear that the Turks 
are now purchasing the Seriptures publicly, 
and remarked that this must be owing to the 
present state of things. “I took the liberty to 
bserve to his lordship,” writes Mr. Barker, 

‘that, as every one had more or less an opi- 
nion relative to the present state of Turkey, 
mine was, that all efforts to civilize and 
strengthen the empire will prove a failure, un- 
til the Koran gives way to the Bible. To-which 
his Lordship, without assenting to my way of 
thinking, simply replied, ‘It has commenced 
to ‘do so.” Mr. Barker was able to inform 
his lordship, that, not only in Constantinople, 
but also in the distant town of Diarbekir; and 
elsewbere in those parts, the Turkish Scrip- 
tures are in increasing demand, being sought, 
after both by Turks and by Konrds; and! 

   

  

  

whereas, formerly, it was found diflicult to give | 
away three or four eopics in a year, now liun- 
dreds are sold. At Constantinople, two col- 
porteurs and a Turk sold, in the course of a 
month, three or four Turkish Bibles, and up- 
wards of seventy Turlash SREY le OST ST 
and Psalters. The Bishop of Jerusalem, in a 
letter from that city, dated July 7th, states 
that several Moslems had applied for Bibles; 
and having none left, he had borrowed the 
copies in the hands of some native converts, to 
supply three Moslems, on the promise of re- 
placing them. The Bishop adds :—* The Po- 
pish priests continue to burn all the Bibles of 
which they can get hold.” We learn through 
other channels that, at Constantinople, Smyrna, 
Beirout, and throughout Syria, ¢ Jesuit mis- 
sionaries are earnestly labouring to instil the 
poison of French infidelity into the national 
mind, when they ¢: t delude by their ob- 
solete superstitions,” [Surely Popery 1s the 
antichrist. ] 
  

Theological Seminary of Geneva. 
The Theological Seminary at Geneva, 

Switzerland, of which Dr Merle d’Aubigne is 
President, opened its winter session on the 2d 
ult. There is something exceedingly pleasant 
in the informal and fraternal manner in which 
our Genevan brethren enter upon a new term 
of theological study. They act upon the prin- 
ciple that nothing can be lost, and much may 
be gained by mingling heart with heart in 
friendly intercourse, and in acts of devotion 
at the outset. From one of our foreign con- 
temporaries we extract the following account 
of the opening meeting, held on the 2d ult. 

« Different in all respects from the studies 
to which they are the introduction, these open- 
ing sittings generally possess an interest pecu- 
liavly their own, which would not fail to draw 
together a larger number of brethren, were the 
fact more generally known. On these occa- 
sions, this useful institution renders an account 
both of its past and of its anticipated future, 
its recollections, and its hopes; the professors 
and students meeting together as members o 
one family, and laying aside academical enti- 
quette, join in united supplications that God 
would bless the labours about to commence; 
whilst the masters communicate to their pupils | 

the wesults of their experience and reflections, 
and point out to them the peculiar dangers of 
the age, and the specific duties which it im- 

osas on their activities and their faith. Some- 

times the eonsiderations adduced are theolo- 

aical, by which means a definite character is 

given to an epoch, a tendency, or a religi 

movement;—sometimes they are practical 

views, taken from the sphere of life ofa Chris- 

tian and a minister of the gospel, and presen- 

cd for the personal meditation of those who 
the work of the ministry. On several 

the press has put the public in pos- 
1 essays in which the former class 

been embodied ; it is to the latter, less 
e for direct publication, that those cons 

s belong which occupied a chief part of 

   

    

  

  

   

  

  ¢ Should any of these persons [assumed to 

be sensualists] make any overtures to the la- 

@ies unwarranted by ‘passional attraction’ they 

| generally receive a severe rebuke from the la- 

| dies themselves who inform them that they 

would       
  

"Thus appealed to, I could not refuse, and | have mistaken the character of the place.” 

promised the weeping daughter that for her 
father I would do what I ‘could. 
day I resolved to do my daty to the old man, | #¥passional attractions?” 

‘with whom I had ever been on the most) 

friendly terms, though how to approach him 

‘on the subject I hardly knew. 1 fulfilled my | these “ladies” judge their too eager suitors to 

resolution, and, in my rounds, stopped at his | bo libertines, yet demur to our adjudging them 

gate just as the summer sun was setting. ‘ 

Now low do these “ladies” know that the 
The next! deertuves they thus repel are anwarranted by 

It certainly is not 

fmapossible that there should be a genuine pas- 

I gion unreciprocated. To be plain, how should 

2 “I'—what we would rather not call them ? 

orch, all around | 6. We have not felt at liberty to alter the 

plenty and com: Jettera of our correspondent, even where we 

'e 

      
the reading of various passages mn 
i 

  

for your soul ?” 
- - 

| less girl looked surprised, and confessed she 

| are ours now ? 

” : 

: : wr 4 J 
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The Missionary’s Farewell. His voice failed him, for in spite of his reso- | ves! Thou wilt never leave nor forsake them ort reigned so e id ntly, it was hard to be-| know their statements to be incorrect, but the | nothing ;” and St. Paul, <I can do all things 

3 T've seen bright shores of the distant sca lution, the entire improbability of what he | that put their trust in'thee.” : Heve that the evil gpirit had entered there to | assertion of “ A Member” that Catholics, Evan- through Christ, who strengtheneth me.” Strik- 

ARH Bogan =X SR in id 3 7 had last mentioned rushed upon his mind, and The remainder of our story is best told in {#rin all. But I neérved myself to the task, and | gelical Protestants, and great numbers of Uni- | ing contrast between nothing and all things. 

Bat pe 48 Ee 0 oats with thea, |Msdheart sank within Lim at the appalling | the words of the miller himself. «I rose from | duly waiting to ive and return his cordi- | tarians and Universalists are members of this Nothing out of Christ—every thing in Christ! 

a aN Beloved Fatherland. Ve mil prospect which seemed before him. He could | my knees,” he says, “ with a calm, happy mind, I greeting, rushed at once into 1ibject | ¢ Free-Love” Club, is alg sonsl gmsorroe This, then, was the true way to acconuplish a 

i} eye not talk hopefully of that which seemed al- | from which the burden I had been for so many | and began, ,* Neighbor M 18 have | Most may possibly call themselves’ by one or | blessed work—Ilet us be in Christ, 

i : ) <o | ET Eee ; : Ved ‘ Yy possibly cz selves’ by or S —let 3 st, and then 

Thy frowning rocks and mountain steeps, | most impossible ; and he could not keep up a | days hearing seemed to be removed. My lit- | & little talk with you this afternoon.” © At a | another of these names: but theyare no more the strength, the lite, the activity of St. Paul 
would be ours. It was ordinanly said, ‘He 
who wills the end, also wills the means.” Thus 
was often, too often the point wherein Chris- 
tians failed. They desired to attain the end, 
the salvation of souls by conversion ; but they 
did not will the means, namely, their own in- 
timate union with Christ, the indispensable 
condition of the manifestation of lis strength 
in our weakness. This union with Christ was 
the soul of all the rest. Let us try our 
hearts,” said the speaker, ‘according to the 
example and precept of Paul. He says, ¢“ None 
of us liveth to himself;” « Nightand day pray- 
ing exceedingly :” and many other things bE 
sides. Let us thus act. We sometimes say, 
“0! why does God not sanctify us? Why 
does he not make us grow 2” It is that we do 
not use the means he has appointed; like a 
man at table who refuses to cat the food placed 
before him, and dies of hunger. The fault is 
his. God wills the means, and when we ne- 
glect them, our complaint is an} accusation. 
against ourselves. Let us allxise the means, 
pointed out in Scripture for possessing Christ ; 
for it is not enough to know Christ, we must 
also have him. Then will ome the fruit.— 
Let us, in like manner, show by our fidelity 
as servants of the Lord, that we ave his chil- 
dren. Let us $1 by the obedience 

  

    

   
   

of our service.” 
  

J 
fs Ye Go, Preach.” 

Once, while on adhissionary tour, on cross- 
ing the Cheviot hilis from A to 
Scotland, 1 calledjat a shepherd’s house to visit 
his wife, a Christian woman ‘who was at that 
time under aflliction. Not being acquainted 
with the hill road from that place, the good 
woman, on leaving, sent her servant girl with 
me to direct me the way. She was quite a 
young person, and careless about her soul.— 
As we parted, I thanked her for her kindness 
in showing me the way to get into Scotland ; 
I bethought me that probably she was igno- 
rant of the way of salvation, and put to her 
this question, “ Have you yet began to care 

The poor, simple thought- 

had not. I simply quoted Isa.lv. 6,“ Seck 
ye the Lord while he may be found, call ye 
upon him while he is near,” and asked her to 
think seriously about it. 

Years passed away, and Theard no more of 
the girl, unfit, in prosecution of my missionary 
work, in a hill district in the south of Scot- 
land, I providentially met with her, a grown 
woman, who had been married for some time, 
and was now a widow. Butnow her “Maker 
was her husband,” and she, as far as man could 
judge, was a “new creature in Christ Jesus.” 
Tn conversation with her about Divine things, 
1 found that that text I had quoted to her, and 
to which I had called her earnest attention, 
had never left her, and that by it she was 
awakened to seek Christ Jesus, until she found 
him as her own Saviour. 

Dear, Christian reader, be careful never to 
allow Christless souls to leave your company 
unwarned and uncounselled with regard to 
their everlasting salvation. Be over sowing, 

and in due season ye shall reap. 
  

Werds of Consclation to the 
Bereaved. 

Dr. Judson once wrote to a friend in the 
hour of trial thus:—¢ So the light of your 
dwelling has gm my poor brother, and 
it is all darkness tH, only as you draw down 
by faith some faint gleams of the light of hea- 
ven, and coldness has gathered round your 
hearthstone ; your home is probably desolate, 
your children scattered, and you a homeless 

wanderer over the face of the land. Wehave 
both tasted of those bitter cups once and 

again, we have found them bitter, and we have 

found them sweet too. ISvery cup stirred by 

the finger of God becomg@isweet to the hum- 

ble believer. Do yo er how our late 
wives and others used ter round the 
well-curb in the mission premises, at the close 
of the day? I can almost sce them sitting 
there, with their smiling faces, as Ilook out of 
the window at which I am now writing. Where 

Clustering around the well 
curb of the fountain of living water, to which 
the Lamb of Ileaven shows them the way, re- 

posing in the arms of Infinite Love, who wipes 

away all their tears with his own hand. Let 
us travel on and look up. We shall soon be 
there. As sure as I write and you read these 
lines, we shall soon be there. Many a weary 

step we may yet have to take, but we shall 

aet there at last. And the longer and more 

tedious the way, the sweeter will be our re 

pose.” 

    

  

      

PrepMoNT—THE EXCOMMUNIGATED.— 

The decree of excommunication issped by the 

Pope on the occasion of the promulgation of 

the Convent Suppression Law had given rise 

to a sceret correspondence between his Holi- 
ness and the Sardinian episcopacy. The bish- 
ops were often perplexed with regard to the 
application of ecclesiastical penalties. A de- 
finitive decision has been at last come to by 

{the Court of Rome respecting the different 
categories of persons who haye incurred ex- 
communication. These categories comprise 

+ 
the Ministers, the members of the Ecclesiasti- 

  

  ment, appropriately selected; 
the Seminary, Dr. Merle 

1 to the well known expres- 
ted Count Zinzendorf: ¢ 1 
and that, O Jesus, is Thy : es ; k 

elf so noble, rv 
from its connexion 

   

  

   
theresident 
’Aubigne, referre 
sion ofthe celebr 
have hut one love, 
self? Ssentiment, in 
ceived all it wheat 
with what might be ¢ its practical com- 

mentary, the life of him who pronounced it. 

Here we found that which constituted the 

very life of a Christian minister. It was im- 

possible to be a minister of Christ without be- 

ing in communion with Christ. ‘Jesus said: 

¢ [He that abideth in me, the same bri roth 
can do 

     

  

    
   

  

    
    

| 

| forth much fruit, for without me ye 

  

      

| cal Board, the agents of the public revenue, 

[ the mayors, municipal councillors, and work- 
| men who oe sart in the different expedi- 
tions against theyonvents, the journalists who 
advocated the Ratazzi project, and the sign- 

lors of petitions to Rarliament in its favour.— 

[Parish priests are accordingly forbidden to 

administer the saéraments to that numerous 

| class of persons, if they-do not previously sigu 

an explicit retraction’ Notwithstanding the 

| excessive prudence w ch th cia de- 

ported itselt’ in this ls colision 

between the civil an 

' is considered incvitd 
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