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Lost but Found.
1 was a wand’ring sheep,
I did not love the fold :
I did not love my shepherd’s voice,
I would not be controlled,
T was a wayward child,
I did not love my home,
T did not love my father’s voice, ‘
1 loved afar to recam.
|

The shepherd sought his sheep, {
The father sought his child,

They followed me o'er vale and hill, {
Per deserts waste and wild, !

They found me nigh to de w]x, {
Famished, and faint, and lone; t

They bound me with the bands of love; |
They saved the wandering one !

They \PO]\C‘ in tender love
They raised my droo pmtr head :
They 'fu‘tl\' closed my bleeding wounds,
\I‘, fainting soul they fed.
Ihu\ washed my filth away,
ihv‘\ made me clean and '1r\
They brought me to my home in
The long-sought wanderer!

Jesus my shrphmd is,
’ Twas he that o‘.ul my soul,
’T'was he that washed me in his
> Tas he that made me whole.
’ Twas he that sought the lost,
That fsund the wand’ring sheep,
> Twas he that brought me to the fold—
’ Twas he that still doth keep.
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lood,

I was a-wand’ring sheep,
I would not be controiled

Put now I love my shepherd’s voice,
I love, I love the fold!

I was a wayward child ;
I once preferred to m'nn,

But now 1 love my father’s voice,
Ilove, I love my home!

Mittie the Blind Child.

Did you ever thank God for your eyes
children ?—those two bright, clear, happy
* eyes, that he has given to drink in the plea-
sant sunshine, the beauty of the flowers, the |

lory of the rainbow, and the sweetness of your

%Ar mother’s smile! Listen now to a story
of a child to whom he never gave eyes to look
upog any of these beautiful things.

It'gas on a sunshiny morning, somewhere
in the' middle of the Atlantic Ocean, that a
gentleman, whom sea-sickness had imprisoned
in his state-room since the first roll of the ship
took courage, from a cup of coffee and the
calmness of the spa, to erawl up ondeck. As
he stood at the head of the narrow stairway,
clutching a rope to support his tottering steps. |
he heard a glad child’s laugh. Looking up,
he saw a little girl, about five year old, nl\utc {
dt her case, on the turning and rollingfloor
trying to “jump rope” with a knotted end of a
sip rigging which had been given her by an
old sailor. The brisk brecze had brightened
her cheeks, and curled her flowing hair in no
very orderly manner. Mr L thought of
his own little daughter over the occan, and his
eyes filled.

“Come to me, my dear!” he kindly
reaching his hand towards the child.

She &topi)od her play, looked up as though
Inlf-frichtened, halt- astonished, an <1 then be-
gan carefully to creep towards the oufstretehed |
hand. He lifted her to his lap, and kissed her |
coral lips.

“ Whose little girl are you?” e inquired.

“T'm nobody’s little girl,” she replied in a
touching tone. “ Only God takes eare of me,
and sometimes Captain I -

“ How, whorc is your mamma ?”

“’\L\mma is in luu‘mmpontu" I'm not her
little girl any more.” Here a tear rolled down
her chue“, “T'm going to New York,” she
said, “ tobe uncle’s little Bat New York
is a great way off] isn’t it, sir ?”

« Not a very long way, my. child,—you will
soon sce your undc

“ I can’t see, sir,” she said softly.

Mr L started, and looked down into
those bright, dark, intelligent eyes. Alas!
was too tlm‘; they were darkened windows,
through which the soul could never look !

« Mittic ! hey Mittie !” called a bluff voice,
as the captain’s varnished hat appeared from
behind the mast. ¢ Eh birdie, what new nest
have you found ! ”

With a start and a bound Mittie jumped in-
tr) Ius rough arms, and laid her cheek upon

the shoulder of his shagoy coat sleeve.

“ Soho, shipmate,” continued the captain,
addressing Mr L , “you are aloft at last !
Nothing like a stift nor’wester for taking the
starch out of you lands-folk,” and he l:m shed.

« But this little girl Captain T how hal;A
pensshe to be alone on the wide-world of wa-
ters?”

¢« Caw’t say,” returned the captain, with a
dubious xhdl\u of his shining hat. "\\lxc~ a
stray waif that T picked up on the Liverpool
docks. Don’ t know her belongings ; si:s was
labelled for New York, it seems.  Her nante,
—what's the balance of'lt sea-bird 2 he asked.

“Mittie Wythe Hamilton,” lisped the child,
who had dl‘cul\' found her way back to her
bit ot rope, and sat against the \‘np s railling,
tossing up her hands_at every new dash of
spray. “I was named for L nele W ythe and
he told mamma to send me.” ITer face eloud-
ed for an instant, then Wightened again in the
sunshine. j

¢ Poor blind pet! so far as T can make out
her story from one thing and another, she is
the child of missionaries in India. l‘nux‘(lca-
tureg, they could not bring her over them-
selves, and I davesay she was getting no good
in that heathenish land ; so it scems lhov put
her in charge of an English lady, whose name
Tve forﬂotten who set out to join her husband
somewhere in Canada. But she sic kened and

jed before the barque Sally reached Eng-
d, and the poor thing was left friendless
helple What the captain and mate of

e Sally were thinking of, I don’t know: but
"%the child was actually put on dry land, ‘with

the balance of the passengers, and they set sail

- called,

nis

| one that’s got eyes
| self pretty much as you sce her now, with bits
How |
['ll believe ‘

| who, as she say 3, keeps watch over children.

‘ every
[ have left the little

| say ,‘\n

| would sink the

of chips, at the corner of*a ship yard!
| the creature had lived Ican’tsay.

—1I found her amusing her- | my little helpless innocent, my eldest

was

after thh, shipmate, there’s a God in the sky, |

i I want to goto New York,
stranger w ho wunn lo her.
thing § but

> she would say to

1 couldn’t |
I don’t know
where I'm taking her.
safely, T'll keep her for first mate of the Down ;
hey, sea-bird 7’

“What could you do with herin that terri-
ble storm off Cape Clear ? I shudder to reeol-
lect that night!”

“Well, sir,
vour back, Ax.d the rest of us were hurrair
lmn]ms?, and pulling hither and thither, wo
ng for dear htfe ag: ainst the winds and waves
he 1 pretty ereature was rolling about the cabin
hm'. r]'lppm(ﬂ er hands. When I tumbled
down to my locker for five minutes’ rest, I
found her on her knees in her little night-wrap,
¢Our Father; and I felt sure no storm
ship with her in it.”

Poor mother of Mittie ! how her heart was

1
{
{
i

| wrung at wnrl'nﬂh( r blind, trusting child from

her arms!  But her brother in America had
written, telling her that he would provide for
Mittie,—poor sightless Mittie, who could leain
little in that mwnnh/wl land. So, with many
| tears and prayers, that missionary mother had
| packed her Mittic’s small trunk and placed
her in the care of a friend,—the English lady
before mentioned,—to be tr:lmpr)ltul to our
country. What but a mother’s prayer guard-
ed the In Ipless darling in her lonely wan-
derin

On arriving at New York, Captain I
and Mr L made m(l'm\ everywhere for
Mr Wythe. Dircctories were searched, streets
ransacked, and questions 14'[w;1tw1 hundreds
of times to no purpose. No relative of the
poor blind Mittie could be' found.
“ Leave her with me, captain,” said Mr L

; “I am soon to return to London, but
before sailing I will place her in an asylum
for the blind, and sce that she is comfortably
cared for.”
Instead, however, of placing Mittie in the
State Asylum of New York, her friend took
her to a southern city, where he had business
conneetions, and left her in one of these beau-
tiful retreats which nature and art have com-
bined to adorn for those whose eyes tell not
night from day, nor beauty from deformity.
Kind voices welcomed. the little stranger;
but they were voices she had never heard, nor
hopml to’hear. For the first time since she
sobbed goal-bye wn Ler mother’s lap; herhope
and faith faltered. She felt she was alone in
the world, and she sought out a corner to ery.
Had the superintendent particularly interest-
ed himself in the child, he would have found
out her history, and probably have sought
some communication with her parents ;bhut set-
ting down her name as a charity scholar, I
forgot that she was notan o*‘phan.
And Mr I ? Ilis sympathics had Dbeen
stroangly enlisted,and he really intended to find
out the mystery; but he a man of the
‘.\'(\1'111, and immersed in its busy car Hav-
ing placed a sam of money for her use in the
h nds of the director, witl: permission to apply
to him in any other emergency, he returned
to his English home,—and only remembered
the blind child of the voyaze at moments when
his own laughing Carrie climbed into his lap.
One among a Thundred children ; Mittie was
well educated in all that the blind can learn.
She was taught how to read the I";Eblo, from
which her mother had read to her, by passing
her small fingers over curiously raised letters.
She learned to sew, to braid, and to write.—
Strange thoughts that young head used to
frame, for that unsteady -hand to jot down in
its erooked wandering over the paper.
Jearned to sing the sweet hymns of her school-
mates, and to touc :h for herself the keys of the
piano; whose melodies had almost made her
faney herselfin heaven, only that she had been
told in heaven she should see, like other chil-
dren. Sometimes, in her (h'v'\m:, she would
find herself on a soff couch, with strangze per-
fumes and sounds about her, and w oul 1 feel
warm tears dropping, one by one, on her fore-
head, while a dear arm pressed her closely.
Mother ! dear mother ! ” Mittie would ery,
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and awake—to find no mother.

Years had passed, when again a ship was
nearing the forest of masts in New York har-
bour. On the deck sat a pale lady in deep
mourning, with traces of tears upon her chee ]\\
Her children clung about her, with wonder in
their faces.

Oh, beautiful Americal the Amgrica yon
have so often told us about,” eried a sweet-
voiced girl of twelve. ¢ DMamma, does itlook
as 1t did when you went away 77

¢« Mamma, did you live in any of those great
houses ?”

« Mamma ! plenty  Pagodas here ?” chimed
in the youngest boy, whose eyes had taken iy
the numerous church spires. All spoke at
once, but the mother answered neither. Her
heart was too full.- She had@oone fm'n that
shore a happy bride, op! s.she wasre-
turning a widow, broken in
to phcm_ her Llnl«lron with h r To!
as she believed, to lay hex bones in the
of her kindred. = One hopé only made

bound ; and her p'ﬂu cheek grew

she looked on that shore of her nati-
the first time in twer 1y years.
oh, God! conM [ see all my ‘children be-
fore T dic!” she faltered.

I pass over the scene of her landing, and
weléoming to the house of her brother. I will
not stop to tell you how many wonders the
India-born children found in American city
customs and sights; for I must hasten to the
end of my story.

“It is impossible, sister,” said her brother to
the p\le lacly, one morning, in answer to some
expression , ¢ 'the ehild could never have reach-
ed this country. We never, as you know,
have traced her farther than Ln"‘]dlltl ; and if
she had been brought hux, \‘IL could not have

atives, and

without so much as loo]\mw up a New York
packet. Alone in Liv erpooll —and it’s no
place for a blmd child,

airy to say nothing of ' she murmured.

| failed to find me, or I her.”
The widow sighed. ¢« God’s will be done ! ”
“Butitis hard to feel that

while you were lying flat on |

She | p
| them all in heaven !”

: was led to search the catalogues of various in-

f city, and glanced over it inditferently, so often
If T can’t anchor her | had she been disappointed.
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{ from Ihu beginniy
jﬂ-lv ALI
many fat
| Gavazz
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born, 2

Often T feel
¥et alive, |

£ hlvim
pred in with this
f the Church.
‘ed _them to quote a single
‘ » *rw‘l ture that clearly and un-
doubtedly®stablished Su( h a doctrine. They
had nothigg but f orgeries nul counterfeit and
apocryphal 44‘ thority to rely upon.

ITe woll now refer to the texts generally
quoted to #pport the Immaculate ‘ \
First of all was that one in Gene
put enmit@& between thy seed and lu
&e: «Thag®lid notprove the Immaculate Con-
ception ; g ly proy that as woman
the instrugfentality of <lw1’; should also
prove the fmstrumental lity of life. Again, we
were told that arainst the _woman there is no
condemn™on ; it was aca Adam the

BiS)ronount * You shall die,”
feinale pains and troubles were infl
etwoman ; but was it the woman who

m that penalty of death?
but the sakd to whom she was (o gi
and who ywould destroy the enemy of man.—
The waygardinal Lambruschini quoted the
pass # She (ipsa) will crush
head, andit will invade her heel,” and there-
fore he M rred that the woman would never
be \llnj(’M() the se rpent, and therefore
sinner.  Bnt there was just one er diffe
ence in the text—it should be 7pse (.Iwu\}
not ipsa.gThere was no Virgin Mary in th
text. ‘THe quotation was a scriptural forgery
They had te corrupt and adulterate the ]nlm-
to suppe )Iﬁ[heu erroneous views. But lest the
passage i Genesis should not prove ~lmu ient
to suppagg their notions, L]]"\ relied upon an-
other, "O?ul Mary, full of grace, God is with
thee,” &% This text only proved of satisfacs
tion, notBt’ 1)1'0\'«-1'\111?4)‘1. from original sin.—
Moreover, the expression was not in the past
in the present—it was not, « was
lmt s with thee.” Iiven the
, in_her song, the magnificat, used
ouage, \\Im]l implied that she was ndt im-
maculate,  “ My MMII doth magnify the Lord,
and my gpirit doth rejoice in God my Savour.”
If Christvas the Saviour of the Virain Mary,
\]m musghave been conceived in original sin.
¥ut theglogma was not only mnot scriptural,
but it W# anti-scriptural. Ilieronymus, Ori-
aen, At@ustine, and others admitted this fact ;
indeed, Augustine quotes eleven Popes and
two humsred and iun\ other Ru'nzm Catholic
authorities’ against the novel doctrine of the
Churehof Rome. The lecturer having refer-
red to the epitaph ¢ Mother of God,” as being
bl 1~1>ho»v>u~1v applied to the Virgin Mary,
observelt that Christ had no antecedent, and
conseqy jvtl\ he was the alpha and omega of
Tiimise vouldrbe gatory tehim
as Godf'to say that he had a mother. As to
the 'nﬂhm“'lt that the Virgin Mary might be
immaculate as well as Eve, there was clearly

S

no parallel between the two cases.
The -reverend ntleman having briefly
dweltpon the dangerous consequences of be-
lim'inﬂ*x such a doctrine, concluded by warn-
ing hiszaudience to turn from fathers, bishops,
counci iy, and traditions, and learn their reli-
gion ingthe Bible, and the Bible alone. Ile
hgped ﬁv\ would cling to it in spite of all false
gfate all false liberals, all false pu.iti< 1ans,
all falsg glergymen, and that they would have
it taught in their ‘*u\(h‘—\\houh in \]x\n‘lm-
mary skhools, in their Queen’s colleges; in
their national schools,in Lhun‘n QMIMAT S( lx(:ul\'_
and injtheir univers es; thatin their il\milivs
and inftheir communities the Bible, the Bible
alone, mnd the Bible alw would Iw the
\\Lm Ingord . Then Protestantism would be
>, algl the Dritish nation great and glorious.

l im rgverend gentleman conclude d amid loud

applaike. i

Bis
sent from me to perish alone. view. and
as if it could not be, as if she were
| and I should find her at some day.”

Providentially, -as it proved, the mother

stitutions for the Dblind; long in vain. At
| length she obtained a catalogue from a distant

ITer heart sprung
to her lips- as she saw the name * Mittie W. |
Hamilton.” |

jrother | she gasped; extending the pa- |
per to him. 1

ITe looked, and shook his head. «I am |

afraid you are expecting too much my pmx"

Matilda was ‘_\mr. darling’s name ; and
then how shopld <l£iafy to that corner
the United States 727

But the mother’s hope was stronger
her fears. She.searc v" weal
thongh she was, until she Teached the southern
city whose name the catalogue had horne.

« Hamilton ? yes, we have one pupil of that
name,” replied the bland superintendent, in |
answer to her first question of ucml)lmg
“ But she is an orphan, madam.”

Oh, I must see her at

(\)nrrp(mm
1 shall
seed,”
“ was

she

P
o1
W

tha
ate. or slept

1
your
ness. 1C¢ 1

¢ Are you sure, sir.
once ! ”

She followed him to the door ofalarge room,
where fifty @rls sat buisied with their books
and needlework. The buz, of conversation
died, as they heard the sound of strange foot-
steps, and a hundred sightless eyes were turn-
cd toward the door.

Near a table, on which lay a bunch of deli-
cate straw filaments, sat Mittiec Hamilton.—
She had been braidmg@ehonnet, but her fin-
gers had ceased thég and buried in a
sort of reverie, she ¥ nly one who did
not notice the entra stranger.

“ Was there any dBtimguished feature, by
which you conld recognise your danghter, my
dear madam ?” asked the gentleman.

The mother’s eyeswandered over the gronp,
as though she dreaded the confirmation ofher
fears to lose her last hope.

¢ Show me that child of whom you spoke,’
she faltered.

“ Mittie Hamilton”—but he stopped; for,
at the lady’s first word, Mittic had sprung
trom her po,xllon,an'l throwing back the eurls
from her face, turned wildly from side to side.
“Who is that ?” she cried, with outstretch-
ed:arms.. “ That voice speak again!”

“ Mittie, my child !” cried. Mrs Hamilton,
springing to her side, and sinking overpower-
ed upon her knees.

8 \L)tlm' oh mother ! "—and Mittie fell in
the arms that had udtllwl her in infagicy
That was @ moment never to be Jor ,/m!(-u
Uncle Wythe Harris (for the mistake which
had clouded so many IS of the lifetime of
mother and child, w of DMittic in subs 11—
tuting,—child Lhab he first name of
her uncle for thé mnc a pleasent cot-
tage on the banks of th® Hudson for his sister
and her no\v ]npps family.  What a loving
weleome the dear girls and boys, whom Ile:
ven had blessed with the power of seeing their
rave to the wander cd Mittie ! THow she
comforted her mother’s heart, making her for-
gether great bereavement,—making' her even
forget to sorrow that she had a blind child, in
her joy at feeling that she had another living
d: 11111"» ! )

The sunshine of .iiikic’< girlhood came back
to her spirit. The dear biind oirl was the m\
of the hounse. Iow!¢ould any b ody cherish a
feelinz of discontent or peevishnes i when t h Lt
olad voice was ],omm y out its songs of t
fulness from morning until night! Oh, dear
blind DMittie never more—h: \ppy spirit that
she was,—mourned that God had llm oiyen
her eyes to see. ¥ Ife has given me back my
mother,” she once said, « and these preeious
brothers and :\‘i\'tvn, and Ile will let me sec

no

»» 3
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sister, ¢
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Origj 1 and Progress
7
of Writing.
When we openl a printed volume, or read
or write a letter, we little think what a won-
e » derful result is before our eyes, in those print-
Father Gavazzi on the new : g St gadid!
; et or penned characters that cover the
DOWI}Q&. il §eet of paper.  If we ¢ v tre
trail sljeet of paper. fwe could only trace
Father Gavazzi recently addressed a very | hack, by step, the process by which
numerous audience at Exeter Hall, London, | man Bes arrived at the art of printing, what
on the Immaculate Conce 1)(14)11 of Hw Virgin | an e®rraordina 'y history we should have !
Mary. The learned padre said the Chureh of | What @ record of human toil and endeavour—
Rome had at present so much time to spare, | failur@ and trinmph—of thoughtful ingenuity
that to relieve the tedium of inaction it actu- | overedn ing difficulties—ot' victories gained
ally came before thc public with a de Immu.l by bwvk doine and daring ! Consider the
of the Immaculate ( Coneeption of the Virgin | first sudimentary effort of a man to write
Mary. Had the Church of Rome done so event—

history—to fix the memory of some
some five or six centuries ago, ]n-lh\ps one | to make bis thoughts take visible shape, so as
might not have felt much surprise,

to beintelligible to the eye of'his brother man.
choose the nineteenth century tor th

He piles up a cairn of stones or a mound of
mulgation of a new dogma of’ faith, clear®®n-, ear theand tastens perhaps some frail memori
dicated the blindness of those hlmll leaders thmwm, Z\ﬂ(ltllll\tl\)i“ult le against oblivion,
who were besotted with the Romish apostacy. | and glies himself with the past-and transmits
The Papal bull said, ¢ Let no man interfere | himsoff to the future. Or, as anwAmierican
with this our decle mm(m or definition, or op- | Indidu, he writes his first lines of history with
pose or (Unhr‘adwht I any paesume to ass: il { quipo-threads and wampum-belts ; or advan-
it, let hinfflnow, he ‘will incur the indigna- | cing a step, he takes a piece of bark or skin,
tion of the omnipotent saints Peter and I and draws on it a rude picture of the event
Now, he (Fatheh Gavazzi) had no disposition | he wauld record. After a time he chooses o
tointerfere with saints Pefer and Paul, buthe | more durable material for his picture, and
thouaht héymight fake the liberty of dissent- | rousify scratches its outline on a block of
ing from the Fopca ball, without any danger | stone—marble sc uiptures follow in due time.
ofi meur nnrr the mdl'rn wtion of those saints.— Haying exhausted his m ae nmf r 1in adap ting
Why, this Tast bull otYhL Pope was an impos- | pictiffes whether as imitations or as symbols,
tu.c, an impiety, a hercsg,,,\ Whatever was gs yium & convey ”]41' his th()uoht\ to
not sanctioned by the Bible way mnnym are. | ot | ]d hmlnw‘lta tedigus and 1mpmiut
The Immaculate Conception » o‘ﬁthu Virgin ;

Mary was not sanctioned by #he iblo 358740,
the Tmmaculate Conception of the Virgin
Mary was an Imposture. Again, whatever was
not 1n accordance with the Bible was an im-
piety. The Immaculate Conception of the
blessed Virgin Mary was not in accordance
vith the Bible; ergo, the Immaculate Con-
ception of the blessed Vivgin Mary was an im-
piety. Again, avhatever dogma applied Di-
vine attributes to a creature was a heresy.—
The dogma of the Immaculate Cone eption ap-
plied Divine attributes to the Virain Mary,
who was a creature ; ergo, that
heresy. In this bull Pio Nin
maculate Conception of the V ary was |
revealed by Gy elf'; and inal Wise-
m:m, in a le is from the Flaminian

Gate (Publlshu ondon, p. 4), said that

—* This immunity of the blessed Virgin Mary

1

\‘u‘p

( )

colour, before  the eye ; and thus to make
langwage the enduring guardian and preserver
or thbucht. This is alp'x wbetic writing—let-
ters 4 bee oming sy mlmL of the cl(‘nlcnml\
sounds of the fuman voice : : so that all uttered
wordseor unutiered thoughts can be presented
to timeye and mind of others.—And ymow
words.are chiseled on granite and mar blc. in
addition to the sc u]ptmod forms and as ex-
plagafory of them. The l(-.l\‘cw‘)f the p:\py-
xu~-p&ml~—thg clay or

of parchment, and lastly 1110 cht ot paper, re-
celve, In Qll((Q\xl()n th written chn:wn' 3
lnm came anolhor great thoug
movgable types—trom which have flowed far |
morg lmpmtdnt results to humanity than from

Culle ‘1 and |
(It\u
But he (Father

hl)\. nml make them smml 1ot'th in form and

that of 1 For 1

| N combined. The sl
pen could now be rlmww od witl
vere dish ,ww
'nlxlupln 1

commune
]

apolcon ow labour o

1 and « w\n 1st
The of thonol!
Imvlv.\-
\‘.:‘h all
| words” were mo
when once a print
Knowledge was now of'man—no
of a favoured few. back now at the
whole process :—sce how, like J‘] our preeion
things, the erand result had to 1
sweat (llnl

ranoe
mind ni
minds—**
1 » of
thrown

| v
|
1 -one
| ther vi

| other WINo¢
]'vl.!'_“tf!‘ a
sd sheet w
thé her

Look

.u-\l-rln
u..l(‘l 1and anc
tep with the last-

heap of stenes—let us call it witl

strueole —7‘,”)1
brain.—Contrast the first

| the ronch
Jacob ¢ Galecd”—the " WAV

with tl
century
over, tmn
ecs, to the publi

newspapt r.
oment of

the ‘x'.nnlmm-‘,,n It and " S¥n-picture,
he >'|\nl and gilt: volume 6{the 1
we have U.\.LL(
n bark of tr
cation of l]m I.ondon
[ cording earh morning o
which, by n ];')\"(‘!', is m]\u.l\
1‘J1:'1]<m of" the

9th
N

1.\! ture-
1(//H~‘

a fie

re
world
o St
circulated r the civilized
arth, and will be eondensed

‘usal of unborn generations !
of intoi:
the /

Think o
depot nation—that

as corres wuh nts in- city
| many pens m[m;_r
agents mingling even with the charoi
!in»f}in;r‘—-pr)\‘ \
le the billow s—engines p"mlmu
land—telegra Ivh wires pouring in
d words ﬂl‘vll

m'\v-
—Couri

dashing

from the Ilim alaya Mountains—from the seat
of war—from WVienna and ‘A’Jh up
an hour azo ;—news on all sul jects of human
interest, from'a

ing of a cartiaze
hiches

in the

_here it is all condense :d, arr
ed at the rate of many thousand copies in the
hour, and scattered over the world. This is
the way we construct our wampum-belts in
thie present age, and get ready our raw ma-
temlals for history. Who can question the
:“ dity of human’ progress looking at all this ?
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Hmt cach gencration starts with the
ments of the present at command.—
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Reality of Human Progress.

and considering the achievéments of
great rance on the banks of the! Nile so many
centuries ago, the thought arises, how
human;preg r)~.~—ho\v mant ebbs and
it has had—how often it has lieen worsted and
beaten back—how hard a struoole it has car-
ried on for very existence ; and
paring the old with the new, have
reason for disappointment that so s
advance has been gained! Is our mo
l\' pm'v‘ru“‘i\‘e: or, like the pendul
¢ only deseribing, over anfl over” again,
same are of aeirele ? . With
as those of the Egvy
did not theirsuccessors take grander strides ?
Why do we not find ours elves on a hi
level; and less environed by sir
aft o many cerituries have flown past ?
cannot pretend to solve “completely such
vast problem ; but we can sce 1to @
us confidence in the reality
vwaken fiith in a still
counr histo present ¢
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uing' thenr prey through its forests
and ips—could we have i yoined then
the world of” beauty and brightness that was
to follow when man wofilld appear upon the
scene ?  As liitle can we conjecture

rress from the présent ; or set bounds to
J he m-rolling tide. will outvie
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| the present as far a;the I)IL‘\& nt outvies the
| past. 'Bhisd@eypian Civilizalion, beautifu II_\
‘la‘xt bloomed, bt a .11 oasis 4n the
midsiefasurronndii@desert ; anloften and |
were such tﬂ)ot overwhelmed by

B inrush of barbivism: We have more
eering 'Tl‘onn(IMO )0 o, bet cause our
du'n (l\lll\dtloﬂ ]ms prcml widely and
sathered strengtl, so as to defy the dest®oyer.
At the present moment our western ¢ iviliza-
hon is engaged in a death-s with the
barbarism ofptlw north ; result can-
not be doubtful. ILet us look back to the
future then in humble but cheerful
relying on the promises of that word that
never fclllﬁ, and exereising {aith in the recen-

say with Tennyson,
“Men, my brothers, men, the workers, ever
reaping something new,

That which they have done but carnest of
the things that they shall do.

dipt into the future far as huiaan eye
could sce,
Saw the visin:l of the world and all the won-
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necdote of the Duke of Wel-
lington.

The Duke. was we H acquainted

“ Bible, and valued it.  Manv vears

e Ay, W Hlesleya brotl;

1 S cakmne 'lx'T\ of th
lating the idea of’ it bei

| God, he ll.nl.inl said,

1| yead Paley’s Evidences ?

- | advise you to re n 1l them.

you now thi

with _his
co, when
brother CRLVAS
Bible; and udx(
a revelation fmm
5 —— laiveyon
If you have not, 1
lu) e Inu!lght as
but I read Paley, Am-ln;xuon-
hat officer afterward bee andeé ono
of the holiest men in the Brifish armyy and
thanked rh » Duke of Wellington for hl: time-
Iy reproof. You may have hmnl me: Fpm
ut my visit to Y :.!x‘u r Castle, and observing
at a number of the books'in his $hedsroom
brary were on divinity, and by the most
1 writers.  On a little roungd tab le,
close by his plain iron bedstead, were ﬂl\n\»
to found fonr apparently wellhandled
hooks,—one was the book of books, theaword
of God; mmlhu was Leighton’s Commentary
on Peter; a third, Howe’s Living Temple,
and the fourth, Baxter’s 5vn!«lust W lm
could desire better books for the s soul of such
aman ? and he hept nothing for mere show
—the books were for use, not ornament.  The
following is illustrative of his &Kindness and
humanity :—¢ Early in thefmornine after the
battle of Waterloo, mer Hume, “on en-
tering his room, he sat up in his bed, while I
1(*pm'tcd to him the casualtics that had come
to my knowledge. Iie graspe >d 1 A.\_\ hand, and
seemed deeply affected ; A felt the tears? falls
ing fast on my hand, (ud looking “up, I saw
them coursing in 1[1;.'1‘0\ down his dusty
checks. He sudder brushed them away
with his left hand, afil in a voice tremulous
with emotion, exclgimed, ¢ Well, thank God,
I know not what it8i§ to lose a b(mh but it is
vmmml o gain onef with the loss of many
(Ji one’s friends.”” ;
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Reformgdtion in Tur

The last accoulits from Cesarea are eneourag-
ing. Tt seems ghe two msssionaries there had
L()n(-lmlul to send their only remaining native
hel or to Yuzgit ; but the native Lrethren
at Cesarea welle so anxious. that he should
stay, that it wageoncluded he should remain
for the present.y Mr Farnsworth writes :—
*The number O strangers at our reguiar
services is increasing. Last Sabbath we had
fifty hearcrs. Garabed (the above-mentioned
helper) is very serviéeable as a preacher. He
occupies half the day on the Sabbath ! but
his peculiar work is in” conversing with the
people in their own houses. This is a kind of
labour that he loves very much, and for
which we think him well fitted. But %Ywhat
shall be done for Yuzgat ? It is a field which
ought to be occupied. We have no néws
| from that place since Garabed left. Then 36
| seemed there was great need of a labourcg
there. . I was insulted in the stiget a
“ few days 1;;0. but received prompt and satis-
“ factc redr The insult was from th"
|
|

oot of'a house occupied by an Armenian prie

Ie was called to*the ]nlm e, and 1(&01\(%1
able instructions from the governor.
in the street, and he saluted
1tmost }n\utwl . There has been
persecution in Tu\uu]\. but the matter
ily settled. 1We ln\ ¢ increa 1»n g

; x'h\l"le e in the good-will of our gevernor.’
{ IFFrom Aintab we hear that the church in
of erection there “is advancing
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fowards completion quite rapidly for Turk
{ It will probably be dedicated in the course
im!':lrmm‘n of months.” Mr. Schueider and
| Mr. Bebee (a new missionary) had been on
| a visit to Marash, wh -1'(‘\11' Schneider formed
’“Imruu of' sixteen members, thirteen males
| mwl three females. On the first Sabbath of
| their - there, and at two services during
k, the audience numbered seventy:
| or v, and on the next Sabbath one hun-
'<h <l and twenty-five at least. The place of
[ worship was (nl(nm'([. and inone;of the most
{ healthy and e levated ph ‘es, alot was selected
buildine a house for the missionaries,
.~uﬁir~czu1.\ ‘we for two houses with
nd gardens.
“ I cannot get along witl
doctrine of Eleciion.”

A certain individual said to the Rev. Dr.
Nettleton, “ I eannot ;_n-t:llnnj:r with tife cLER.
tringof Election.” ¢ Then,” said hgs
long without it. You arc atiitiZ
heaven the casiest way you
the doetrine of clection is true
[th‘u you must repent, and ])clie
| Gol.  Now, what we tell you
[ the wickednéss of your heart

u s Go

]m
yards

| will'do these thi s ete rmin -
ed to renew your heart. If you domot belicve
that yonr hmu is so wicked, m'\l\(‘ it manifest
b\ e 'n“v\mf with the terms of salvation.—
W hyado you stand cavilling with the doctrine
of Election ? Suppose ¥ou should prove it to be
false; whathave you gained ?° Yon must re-
peat and believe in Christ .mcr- . Why do
you not immediately comply with these terms
of the (-mpol ?  When you have done this,
without the aidsof divine arace, it will be soon
(-n'm'-h to opposg the (lmtn..v ofelection.—
til you shall 2 @ this, we sh: b still
aliaye that the F election lies at the
foundation of all \'mn case.”

To a man,who 1mmh§t,ed oreal opposition to
the doctrine of election, Re once- saidg® 1T l
[ shoulil go to heaven, I feelhs if I'should wish
| to s in the language of the .11»04!0 “Wh
hath saved us and called us With his holy call

ing : not according to our works, I)Ht. accord*
{ing to his own purpose and grace, which wer.
wfm en us in Christ Jesus Before the worl
sh&‘g‘m Now, if we shot ml meet in he 1\(\&

nd I should make use of this language, wi
quarrel with me there e
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