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REV. E. McLEOD,| “THAT cr~ 

The Intelligencer. 

CHRISTIANITY. 

The London Quarterly Reviem closes an article 

on “The Order of Nature,” with the following 

extract : : 

It arose in an enlightened and skeptical age, 

amongst a despised and sorrow-minded people. 

It earned hatred and persecution at home by its 

liberal genius and opposition to the national pre- 

judices ; earned contempt abroad by its connection 

with the country where it was born, but sought 

to strangle it jn its birth, Emerging from Judea, 

it made its way onwasd po the most polished 

regions of the world — Asia | nor, Egypt, Greece, 

Rome, and in all it attracted notice and provoked 

Lostility. Successive massacres and attempts at 

extermination, persecuted for ages by the whole 

force of the Roman empire, it bore without resis- 

tance, and seemed to draw fresh vigor from the 

axe; but assaults, in the way of argument, from 

whatever quarter, it was never ashamed or unable 

to repel, and, whether attacked or not, it was re- 

solutely aggressive. In four centuries it had per- 
vaded the civilized world : it had mounted the 

throne of the Camsars, it had spread beyond the 

limits of their sway, and had wade inroads upon 

barbarian nations, whom thoir eagles had never 

visited ; it bad gathered all genius wud learning 

into itself, and made the hterature of the world 

its own ; it survived the inundation of the bar- 

barian tribes, and conquered the world once more 

by converting its conquerors to the faith ; it sur- 

vived an age of barbarism ; it survived the re- 

storation of letters; it survived an age of free in 

quiry and skepticism, and bas long stood its ground 

in the field of argument, and commanded the in- 

velligent assent of thegreatest minds that ever were; 

it has been the parent of civilization and the nurse 

of learning ; and if light, and humanity, and free. 

dom be the boast of modern Europe, it isto Chris- 

tianity that she owes them. Exhibiting in the life 
of Jesus a picture, varied and diinute, of the per- 
fect human united with the Divine, in which the 

mind of man has not been able to find a deficiency 
or detect a blemish—a pictuie copied from ne 

model and rivalled by no copy—it has satisfied 

the moral wants of mankind ; it has accommoda- 

ted itself to every period and every clime; and it 
retained, though every change, a salient spring of 

life, which enabled it to throw off corruption and 
repair decay, aud renew its youth, amidst outward 

hostility and inward divisous, 
— er A) @ Cr rem em 

JESUS ONLY. 
We are too prone to send the unconverted to a 

rayer-meeting, or to reading good books, or Ww 

fitaning to some popular Boanerges. The experi- 
ences of many a troubled inquirer have been some- 
what like those of the woman to whom a faithful 
minister once said : y 
“Have you been in the habit of attending 

church 1” : 
“Yes, I have been to every choreh in town ; 

bat the little comfort | get soon goes away ngain, 

and leaves me as bad as before,” 
“ Do you read the Bible at home 1” 
“ Sir, 1am always reading the Bible; somctimes 

I get a little comfort, but it soon leaves ne as 
wretched as ever.” 

“ Have you prayed for pence i" 

“Oh! sir, | am praying all the day long ; some 
times I got » little peace after praying, but I soon 
lose it. 1 an a miserable woman.” 

“ Now, madam, when you went to church, or 
prayed, or read your Bible, did you rely on these 
means to give you comfort {” 

“1 thick I did.” 
“To whom did you pray 1” 
“To God, sir; to whom else should | pray #” 
“Now, read this verse. ‘Come unto me and | 

will give you test.” Jesus sald this. Have you 
one to Jesus for rest 1” 
The lady looked amazed, and tears welled up 

into her eyes. Light burst in upon her heart like 
unto the light that flooded Mount Hermon on the 
transfiguration morn, Everything else that she 
bad been looking at-—church, Bible, mercy-seat, 
and minwter—alldisappeared, nud to her wonder- 
ing, believing eyes there remained vo man save 
Jesus only. She was liberated from years of 
bondage on the spot. The scales fell from hes 
eyes, and the spiritual fetters from her soul, Jesus 
only could do that work of deliverance : but be 
did not dg it until she looked to Lim alone. 
© Wn ew 

A RUSTY CHRISTIAN, 
A key unused becomes rust. A harp unprac- 

tisod gets out of tune. A heart which does not 
draw up daily and hourly its kindly emotions, a 
bedebchions which does not seek its opportunities 
for exercise, a machine which lies by unused, how. 
ever admirably it may be adapted to its end, how- 
ever beautifully it may work, and with however 
little friction— each, all will, by neglect, inntten- 
tion, want of use, become rusty, dry, hard to start 
~~sometimes impossible without a great deal of 
work and labor, and use of all such materials as 
will put it in motion, The engine may need the 
hammer, the file, the chisel, with oil, and some- 
times the repeating and working over again or re- 
peony of somo part of the machinery, and then 

will not work as at first ; the rust eats in and 
sometimes so corrodes as Lo require another pices 
Ww be substituted, 

Impatience, or irritability, or indolence, or in- 
difference may say it is not worth the trouble; 
ignorance may say it cannot be done ; despondency 
muy give it over, but patience, forbearance will 
Put it in motion—fit to its place, get it in tune, 

, the waters of consolation —go on, wud 
v work, 

© pump gets dry from want of use, and how- 
ever much water may be in the well, however 
excellent the putip, the stiffness and dryness must 
i ) Slanded 03 10 woisten it until it takes up the 

r 
A mun who has a Bible and neglects to read it, ® throne of grace and seldom ws to ity a family 

sitar, and only Sabbath evenings, gets his family 
around ftw knows the way of life, but just keeps 50 near that it ya be hoped for him that he ind " i IMS ao ea his pons that yon 

seldom takes hold of a a ao Sad put The wavt of use; application, anything which we should follow ; makes us stitt in our movements, dry, liflons, rusty —the very motion makes a gritting, shrinkin “~but some- tices - TUS cols in wo tliat the w thivg is 

perseverance in 
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THE GRIP OF FAITH. 
John Welsh, one of the early Reformers of Scot- 

land, born in 1570, has ‘given a lively picture of 

faith, which may serve to encourage some tremb- 
ling believer :— 

It is not the quantity of faith that shall save 
thee. A drop of water is as true water as the 
whole ocean. So alittle faith is as true faith as 
the greatest. A child eight days old is as really 
a man as one of sixty years; a spark of fire is as 
true fire as a great flame ; a sickly man is as truly 
a living wan asa well man. So it is not the 
measure of thy faith that saves thee; it is the 
weak hand of a child that leads the spoon to the 
mouth, will feed as well as the strongest arm of a 
blood that it grips to, that saves thee. As the 
man, for it is not the hand that feeds thee, albeit 
it put the meat into thy mouth, but it is the meat 
carried into the stomach that feeds thee; so if 
thou canst grip Christ ever so wenkly, he will not 
let thee perish. 

All that looked to the brazen serpent, never so 
far off, they were healed of the sting of the serpent; 
yet all saw not alike clearly, for some were 
far off. Those that were near at hand might see 
more c.early than those that were afar off; never- 
theless, those that were tar off were as soon healed 
of the sting when they looked to the serpent, as 
those that were near at hand; for it was not their 
look that made them whole, but He whom the 
serpent did represent, So if thou canst look to 
Christ ever so meanly, he can take away the sting 
of thy conscience if thou believest; the weakest 
hand can take a gift as well as the strongest. 
Now Christ is the gift, and weak faith may grip 
him as well as strong faith ; and Christ is us truly 
thine when thou hast come to these triumphant 
Joys through the strength of faith, 

— —-— 

THE NEGRO PREACHER, 
While at Nashville, we strayed into an African 

church, and the post of honor was assigned to us 
white folks on the right of the desk. As we enter- 
ed, a row of colored brethren were singing n 
monotonous tune, keeping time by the swaying of 
their bodies, and thus for nearly an hour one song 
after another was sang in the same dismal, 
weary strain. At length the regular exer 
cises commenced. A jolly looking, full faced 
young man preached, in which his main object 
was evidently to create an excitement, His 
voicu was raised to an unnatural pitch, while 
he assumed the manner of a stage actor, In course 
of his sermon he raised hands and eyes toward 
heaven, and shrieked out, “ J sce Him now, 1 sce 
Him on the Roman cross. I hear the driving of 
the nails into His blessed hands and feet ! 
hear those awful sounds. I hear them now I” ne- 
companying these remarks with acting out the 
driving of the hammer, moved the andience to an 
almost fearful excitement. One tall, gaunt, wierd 
like woman, rose from her scat, and bounding up 
and down, cried ont, glory ! glory ! till almost ex 
hausted, and then passed around among the 
sisters, most solemnly shaking bands, while the 
preacher, satisfied with this visible effect of his 
preaching, gradually subsided. 

Then arose a thin, wiry, emaciated old man, 
whose gray locks, wrinkled features, sunken eyes, 
were almost spectral, and leaning on the desk, 
seemed alwost on the very verge of dissolution, 
In a weak and tremulous voice, he addressed his 

audience after this manner: “ My children, | have 
not spoken to you before for a six month, and the 
Master will, 1 tear, allow me only this opportunity 
of addressing you again this side of the grave, | 

at old and feeble, and near the border land, but | 
want to tell you of Jesus.” Then for nearly half 
an hour he spoke in « strain of impassioned elo 
quence, such us I have seldom heard surpassed, 
His frame expanded, and his voice was shrill and 
clear, while those deep-set, cavernous eyes, gleamed 

snd glistened and glared like couls of fire, and the 
listeners were held spellbound by the fiery elo- 

quence and burning words of the patriarch, Said 
he, “my brethren, uke up the ecrogs and bear it 
manfully, take it up and hold it before you; do 

not attempt to drag it on the “ground, for if you 
do, the devil will get on to the other end, and you 
will have to drag him too!” This was acted out 
by the representation of dragging the cross, so 
masterly, that one almost expected to see his 
Satanic Majesty rising up before Lim, 

Again, said he, * the Bible nowhere tells us 
that wo walk through the valley of death ; wt says 
we only pass through the shadow of it.” 
The form of that emaciated old man, standing 

up like a prophet of old, 4s still before me though 
ere this he way be in the presence of Him who is 
no * respecter of persons,” * 

add 

CHRISTIAN LIBERALITY, 
Nisbet was a mao remarkable for his Christian 

benevolence, his very name suggested some idea 
of charitable contribution, There were fow ovay- 
gelical societies, and not many philanthropic in. 
stitutions, to which he was not a stated or occasional 
iver ; snd there have been objects which so stirred 

Bis feelings that be gave them a thousand pounds 
at once, But when he commenced life his means 
were limited. Yet when expected to be a gentle. 
man on fifty pounds a year, he contrived to save 
three sovereigns for benevolent purposes; and 
during the first year of is apprenticeship, he spent 
on cordials for a poor consumptive patient the 
money which should have procured him a now 
hat, 

Youthful reader, purposing to do great things 
when vou are vich, inntate his example, and be 
gin your eareer of usefalness now. However 
humble may bé your position in life, yon can give 
a little, Indeed, it is oftener in the annals of the 
poor, than in the records of the wealthy, that wo 
read the noblest instances of generosity, There 
was au leish givl, nawed Poggy, whose labors as 
n servant gained her only food wd clothes, At 
length, her mistress, finding her services 1neroms- 
ingly valuable, offered her a small yearly salary. 
Peggy was highly delighted to have moncy which 
she could call her own, What did she do with it? 
One evening she went to her minister, and, with 
pres Apparvot joy, slipped in piece of paper into his 

mud: it was a one pound uote. * Peggy,” he 
said, “ what is this.” 

“O, #ir,” she anid, * it is the first pound that | 
could ever call my own since | wus born.” 
“And what shall I do with iv” 
ALL will I ever forget ny country! No! It 
is for poor Ireland; it in for my countrymen to 
have the blossed Gospel preached to them.” 

“ But Peggy, it is Wo wach for you to give; 1 
canpot take it." 

Oh, 1° 

‘MN ALL THINCS MAY BE GLORIFIED THROUCH JESUS CHRIST.” , Peter. 
’ 

[Editor and Proprietor. 

4, 10 Alva — palais) ” PETIT 

SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICK, FRIDAY, MAY 20, 1864. 

“0, sir,” she replied with energy, “if you re- 
fuse it, I would not sleep for a fortnight!” and 
she went away, leaving the money in his hand 
and exclaiming, “God bless my poor country with 
the ministry of the Gospel.” 
How.much does her liberality outshine that of 

wany ! Who has not found the first possession 
of money bring with it a temptation to avarice! 
Who ever gave his first pound to charity! It was 
what Peggy had been wishing for some years; it 
was her all when she obtained it; yet, with n joy 
far greater than that which rose from its possession, 
she delivered it up for the spread of the Gospel in 
her own country. My reader, can it be said of 
you as it might have been of Peggy, “She hath 
done what she could 

SRRTIOVY BV II 

“FIX YOUR EYE ON THE STAR.” 
Some few years ago, a mechanic, who was work- 

ing on a slave plantation, told one of the slaves 
that if he would travel in the direction of the 
north star, he would get away from slavery and be 
fice. The star was pointed out to him and as soon 
as a favorable opportunity presented itself, he left 
the home of bondage and fled in the direction of 
the star. In doing so, he could travel only by 
night, not only because the star was not visible by 
day, but also for fear of being taken and led back 
to his oppressor, 
No one can tell what he endured, both from 

hunger and from fear; and well might he fear ; 
the pursuers were after him; he was taken and 
led back again ; and for attempting to.stéal him- 
self, he received six hundred lashes on his bare 
body. From his feet to his head, he was full of 
wounds and bruises. Yet he did not forget the 
star, nor the direction given, and, after a while, 
though crippled for life by the flogging, he again 
ran and this time successfully, He reached a free 
State, and for several years has been a worthy 
member of a colored chareh in the city of Racine, 
Wisconsin. Here were slavery, gulling bondage, 
and a way of escape made known, The direc 
tions given were believed and acted upon ; at first 
a failure and increased suffering. But faith laid 
bold on the word that bad been spoken. Hope 
became as an anchor to the soul. Another effort 
was made, and crowned with success. Sinner, do 
you long to be free from sin,—its curse, its conse- 
quence, its corruptions I Wo tell you of a lund of 
freedom. Do you ask the way thither! We 
point you to Jesus, the bright and Morning Star 
—the sinner's Friend—the Saviour of all who 
come unto him, 

In your attempts to go to him, you may at first 
fail or be apparently repulsed, as was the woman 
who came to Jesus in behalf of her daughter; or 
like the poor maniac, of whom it is said, * as he 
was coming, the devil threw him down and tare 
him so that many said he is dead ;” but hold on; 
believe the record which Gud has given of Lis Son, 
that in him is life, and that life is for as many us 
believe in him, See how faith leads to action, to 
obedience ; and obedience to success, 

Oh, then, come to Jesus; flee for your life; 
tarry not in all the plain, It may be night, dark 
night, around you; but let the eye be fixed on that 
morning Star,—* the star of Bethlehem,” — Tract 
Journal, 

chia all 

A TOUCHING INCIDENT. 
I went one night to see a comedy. The chief 

actor wasn favorite one, and the theatre was very 
crowded. The curtain drew up, and amid x burst 
of appiuuse, the hero of the piece wade his ap- 
pearance. He had hardly uttered twenty words 
when it struck me that something strange was the 
matter with him, The play was a boisterous 
comedy of the old school, und required considers 
ble spirit and vivaecity in the actors to sustain it 
properly ; but in this man (oere was none; he 
walked and talked like a person in a dream ; his 
best points he passed over without Appearing to 
perceive them | and altogether he appeared quite 
unfitted for his part. His smile was ghastly. his 
lwugh hollow and unnatural; and frequently he 
wonld stop suddenly in his specch and let his eye 
wander vacantly over the audience, 

Even when, in his character of a silly husband, 
he bad to soffer himself to be kicked about the 
stage by the young rake of the comedy, and after 
wards to behold that careless individual making 
love to bis wife aud eating his supper while he 
was shut up in a closet trom whence he could not 
emerge, his contortions of ludierous' wrath, which 
had never before failed to eall down plenty of ap- 
plause, were now such dismal attempts to portray 
the passion, that hisses were audible in various 
parts of the theatre. The audience were fairly 
out of temper, and several inquisitive individuals 
were particular in their inquiries ms to the extent 
of the potations he had indulged in that evening, 
A storm of sibilation and abuse now fell round the 
ear of the devoted actor; and not content with 
verbal insult, orange peel and apples flow upon the 
stage, 

He stopped and turned to the shouting crowd, 
I never saw such misery in human counteonnce. 
His face was worn and haggard, and large tears 
rolled down over his painted checks. | saw his 
lips quivering with inward agony—I saw his 
bosom heave with convulsion of suppressed emo- 

tion, and his whole mein betokened such depth of 
anguish and distress, that the most ruthless heart 
must have throbbed with pity, The audience was 
moved, and by degrees the clamor of invective 
subsided into a solemn silence, while he stood near 
the footlights, a picture of dejection, When all 
was calm he spoke, und in nvoice broken with the 
sobs that seemed to rend his bosom, proceeded to 
offer his explanation. 

“ Ladies and gentlemen,” said he, “ though 
| in my acting to-night 1 am conscions of Rerieg 
| your displeasure, in one thing yon do me wrong, 
am not mwoxicated, Emotion alone, and that of 
the most painful kind, has cuused me to fulfil my 

allotted part so badly—-my wife died but a few 
"short hours ago, and I left her side to full my un- 
avoidable engagement here, IT have not pleased 
you, | implore of you to forgive me, | loved her, 

| grieve for her, and if misery and anguish can ex- | 

cuse u fault, 1 boar my apology here!” 
He placed his hand upon his heart, and stopped, 

and a burst of tears relieved his momentary 
| paroxysm of grief. 
| The audience was thoroughly affected, and an 
| honest burst of sympathy wade the walls tremble, 
Women wept loudly, and strong men silently ; and 

| during the remainder of the evening his porform- 
| ance was scarcely audible, through the storm of 
applause by which the crowd sought to soothe the 
wor fellow’s wounded foelings, 
There was something very melancholy in the 

thought of that wretched wan's coming frow tle 

ceed ns tats tie butte Sessa 

bed of death to don gay attire, and utter studied 
witticisms for the amusement of a crowd, not ene 
of whom dreamed the anguish that lay festering 
under the painted cheek and the stage smile. 
And in the great theatre of life how many are 
there around us like that poor actor, smiling gaily 
at the multitade, while at home lies sorrow, 
whose shadow is ever present with them in busy 
places, 

SREY CER— 

LOVE'S LABOUR NEVER LOST. 
“Some years since,” writes a Sunday School 

teacher, * { had a class of Sunday school children, 
of the most unpromising and discouraging charac- 
ter, under my care and instruction. They were 
girls of different ages, who belonged to some of the 
owest grades in society, Rough and rude in their 
manner, difficult to manage, and difficult to inter- 
est, I could often have sat down and wept over my 
want of success. I believe [ sometimes aid, 
Week after week 1 returned to my post, and did 
all I could for their provement ; but it was 
rather from a sense of duty than from the hope of 
really them good. The soil upon which I 
had to work resembled the sandy desert, or the 
barren rock. Could flowers ever grow there! | 
thoaght not. 

. For some months I was laid aside through 
illness, Before I had perfectly recovered, s mes- 
senger came to me to say that Bessie N—— one 
of my old scholars, was dying of consumption, and 
wished to see me. It is needless to add that 1 
went to her immediately. In a miserable house, 
in a most miserable neighborhood, | found this 
poor girl, Her mother, a dirty, forlorn looking 
creature, with a squalid baby in her arms, was 
gossipping and half quarrelling at the entrance of 
the court ; and the father, tuwashod and unshaven, 
was smoking his pipe over a remant of fire in the 
kitchen, 

“ Up stairs, alone and neglected, where the cold 
wind rushed in through the broken window, lay 
my young pupil. She was so wasted and worn 
that I could scarcely recognize her; and she wel- 
comed me with so sweet a smile, nnd with such 
evident gladness, that I almost doubted whether 
she were really Dessie. There was a meekness, 
and patience, and cheerfulness in her manner, 
which, constrasted with her former demeanor, 
greatly surprised me; but when I began to speak 
to her of Jesus aud his love, I no longer wondered 
at the change; for | saw that she had sat at his 
feet, and learned of Him. Her heart was full of 
affection to the Saviour, and she longed to depart 
and dwell with him for ever. 
“She told me that, when in health, she had 

often been impressed with what I said to the class, 
and louged to speak to me aboot herself, but that 
she was ashamed to do so, because the other girls 
Inughed at her for being so serious. But when 
she was taken ill, the truths of the Bible came 
back with renewed forco to her mind; aud she 
rested not until she found the Saviour, and was 
enabled to trust in him. She shed many tears 
over the past as we talked together; but her 
childlike ith was bright and wowavering , and 
ns | walked home after that interview, | could 
only exclaim to myself * What hath God wrought 1 
CO thou of hwtle faith, wherefore didst 
doubn ¥ 

“Dear little Bessie lingered for many weeks. 
Sho was doubtlessly spared for the benefit of 
others, as well as for her own growth in grace. | 
have never witnessed a more rapid development of 
the Christian character that | beheld in her, She 
was indeed a lovely flower planted in the wilder 
ness. Surrounded with sin and misery, dwelling 
in the midst of ungodly parents and ungodly 
neighbors, Dessio was a living proof to others of 
the power and grace of God, And the fragrance 
of her example was not anperceived nor unfelt, 
“Her father, who died within u twelvemonth of 

his child, departed in the sure and certain hope of 
eternal life ; and her mother is now & consistent 
foliower of the Lord Jusus, Sweet Bessio! she 
was early transplanted to the paradise above 

' Where everlasting spring shides, 
And never-withering lowers.’ 

thou 

But | love to think of hor still, for was she not the 
first blossom of hope which | discovered in my 
dreary and sorrowful path 1" 

Dear render, how can you tell that there is not 
a“ Bessie” in your class! 

A MARVELLOUS CHANGE AND THE CAUSE 
OF IT. 

A short timo ago the Rev. W, Wentworth was 
present at the opening of a large Sunday school, 1n 
a town in one of the eastern counties, aud as 
teacher after teacher entered, he could not help 
watching the various expressions on each counte- 
nance, The hymn snd prayer were just conclu 
ded, when a young lady hurriedly entered the 
roots, with & bright look and smile on her face, 
She passed quickly down to her class, who gave 
hier w warm welcome ; yot there seemed something 
wanting,~a link in the chain, which bound 
teacher to scholar. Ho watched her during the 
losson time, anc observed an air of frivolity seemed 
to pervade the cls Boing engaged with the 
superintendent for the rest of the morning, he 
took no more notice of the young Indy und her 
Clauss. 

During the afternoon, Mr. Brown, the supeor- 
intendent, told him Miss M—— had been a teacher 
for two vears; her attendance was regular but not 
punctual, and hor children were very much at 
tached to her, The school being now closed, Miss 
Me cume up to the desk, and, alter a fow words 
with Mr. Brown, <he was abont to leave, when Mr. 
Wentworth asked her to direct him to some little 
village where ho was to preach, Their way was 
the same, sua they set off together, In a short 
time Mr, Wentworth drew from her an account of 
her class, which she concluded with an expression 
of sorrow that no good results had followed her 
teaching. “Do you pray for a blessing to rest 
on you befors you start in the morning 1” asked 
Mr, Wentworth, She was surprised with the 
question, and did not answer inmediately, Heo 
glanced at her flushed face us she said, “1 have 
given up praying; it did not seem to do any good, 
and | have no time before | set out, or | should be 
#0 late at the school,” * Can you expect God will 
smile upon you in your work, or grant a blessing, 
when it is unsought by you! wnswered Mr, 
Wentworth, 
to show her the responsibility of her office, and to 

| lead her to Christ, eatreating Lier no longer to re- 
main prayerless, Her manner becnme more seri 
ous, wid she seemed waking np to a sense of hor 
danger. Mr. Wentworth having obtained ber 
prouiiee got to allow a lav 10 puss without wrayer, 

- -—--— 

| barns for the horse, was muttered ont, 
| & place for the horse, replied the son, 

| be bothered with them, | tell you! was the last 

She was silent, and he endeavoured | 

parted at her father's gate, not without a trembling 
bope that God would bless the few words he had 
spoken. 

Months passed on, and it was not till after 
rather more than a year that Mr. Wentworth had 
occasion to spend another Sabbath in that same 
town He visited the Sunday-school, and among | lodging at a public house. 

Whole No. 541. 

knowing not 
strangers in a 

where we should find a shelter 
strange land. Having travelled 

about a mile, I, with oue of my brethren, found 
comfortable entertainment with a kind family. 
One of the other brethren went on some miles 
further; and after waking the people up, found 

The other brother, n 
the first to enter he saw Miss M——, whose face | minister, went back, and erawled into a small open 
wore the same bright look, bat more serious ; and | boat, and covered himself with the sails, and went 
as she passed up to her class, he felt sure she did | to sleep, tired and sapperiess. The boat lay 
not enter upon that day’s duties without having | within a very few rods of the minister's house, 
first asked divine help and guidance. Thegreatest 
attention wurked her class, and, from being one of 
the giddiest, it had become the most serious in the 
school, She showed much pleasure at seeing Mr. 
Wentworth again, and he again went home with 
her after the afternoon school. 

Her heart scemed full of gratitude to him; and 
she soon commenced telling him, that after he | 
was gone, she beghn to think seriously about her 
ways, and after several weeks’ unhappiness, she 
obtained peace of mind, How differently did her 
worksppear now, and with what different foclings 
did she meet her class! For some months no 
change was perceptible in any of her girls, but 
during the last two months four had become 
deerded Christinns, Now that she felt the need 
and power of prayer herself, she induced the 
teachers of the girls" school to meet for prayer 
every Sunday, half an hour before the opening of 
the worning school. Great good has already re- 
sulted from it, but how much more will remain | 
untold. 

Sunday-school labourers, may 1 ask if you 
pray I Not a few hasty petitions coming from the 

lips only, but do you spend some time at the 
throne of grace, pleading humbly and earnestly 
for each child in your class? Can you expect a 
blessing without! “If you say, “I have no 
time,” let me entreat you to make use of the early 

morning hours, which are but too frequently lost, 
Remember, each one of us will have to give 
account to God of the hours spent in our classes. 

May we be able to give in our account with 
joy.—8. 8. Union Magazine, 

| 

cena LL a — 

REVIVAL SCENE IN IRELAND. 
In a school belonging to the Irish Society, a 

boy was observed under deep impressions, The 
master, seeing that the litte fellow was not fit to 
work, called him to him, and advised him to go 
home and call upon the Lord in private. With 
him he sent an elder boy, who had found peace 
the day before. On their way they saw an empty 
house, and went in there to pray together. The 
two schoolfellows continued n prayer in the empty 
house till he who was wonry and heavy laden felt 
his soul blessed with sacred peace, Kejoicing in 
this new and strange blessedness, the little fellow 
said, “| must go back and toll Mr," The 
boy, who, a little while ago, had been too sorrow 
ful to do his work, soon entered the school w ith a 
beaming face, and going up to the master, said in 
his simple way, “0, My, 
’ 

y 1 am so happy ; 1 
ave the Lord Jesus in my heart,” Strange words 

in cold times; natural words when upon the 
simple and the young the Spirit is poured out, and 
they feel what is meant by * Christ in you the 
hope of glory,” and utter it in the first words that 
come, 
The attention of the whole school was attracted 

Boy after boy silently slipped out of the room, 
After na while the master stood upon something | 
which enabled him to look over the wall of the 
play-giound, There he saw su number of his boys | 
ranged round the wall on their knees in earnest 
prayer, every one apart. The scene overcame 
bit, Presently he turned te the pupil who had 
already been a comforter Lo one schoolfellow, and 

said, * Do you think you can go and pray with 
these boys 1 

Hewentout and kneeling down mong them, be 
gan to implore the Lord to forgive their sins for the | 
sako of Him who had borne them all 
the cross. Their silent grief soon broke into a | 
bitter cry, As this reached the ears of the boys | 
in the roo, it seemed to pierce thei heart 
As by one consent, they cast thomselves upon their 
Knees and began to cry for mercy, 

The girls’ school was ubove, and the ery no 
sooner penetrated to their room, than, apparently 
well knowing what mourning it was, and hearing 
nit a call to themselves, they too fell upon their 
knees und wept, Strange disorder for school 
waster and mistress to have to control, 
The united ery reached the wdjoining streets. 

Every <oar, prepared by the prevailing spirit, at 
once Interpreted it as the voice of those who 
look upon him whom they have pierced, and 
mourn for him, One and another of the neigh 
bors came in, and at ounce cast themselves upon 
their knees and joined in the ery for mercy, These | 
wereased aud continued to increase, till fiest one | 
room, thon suother, then a public oflice on the | 
premises—in fact every wvailable spot 
with sinners seeking God. 
by Dr. Prime, 

was filled | 
Five Years of Prayer 
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“1 WAS A BIRANGER, AND YE TOOK ME NOT IN." 
After travelling all day on foot, in mpeey with 
my brother iu the ghspel, driving our 

{ 
worse and | 

enough in heaven, 

| to Calvary. 

nothing like impatience, resentinent, or 

| and forgiveness, 

from which we had been turned away, 1 was 
again reminded of the text, “1 was a stranger, 
and ye took mie not in.” 

May the Lord have merey upon such deacons 
and ministers before covetousness proves their rain, 

Tue Sure Rervee.—* Him that cometh unto 
me I will in no wise cast ont,” were the wortls 
which proved a refuge to Mr. Brownlow North. 
They have proved a refuge to many iu all ages, 
An eminent divine, vpon his death bed, smd to a 
brother clergyman who was with him, * In spite 
of all 1 have written, and all 1 have preached"- 
preachings and w ritings for which hundreds would 
bless God to ull eternity —* there is bv { one thing 
which gives me comfort now, and it is this w ord : 
‘Him that cometh unto mo I will in no wise cast 
out.” Do vou think | may venture my soul upon 
that promise I” “If you had a thousand souls,” pe- 
turned his friend, * you might fang them all on 
this one word,” 

“It is now twenty vears,” said a dy ing believer, 
“since the Lord first drew me to hitasolf, snd on 
looking back 1 can thank him that 1 am not with. 
out evidence of being his; but you might strip 
me of every evidence, and 

eternity vesting on Christ,” 
| cold venture into 

“In no wise cast thee out :"” the words ave spoken, 
And, Jesus, never can thy word be broken : 
Here then | lay me down and take my rest, 
Calm as an infant on its mother's breast. 

In no wise cast thee out ;" Oh words of power, 
To shed a light upon the darkest hour ! 
To meet each want on them | can rely, 
Aud on their truth hang my eternity, 

“In no wise cast thee out" steadfast and sure, 
This ** anchor of the soul” shall still endure, 
Through life, through death, when heart and flesh shall 

furl, 
THIL it has brought me safe * within the veil.” 

Ih no wise cast thee out.” 1 need not care, 
To seek in this dark heart what is not there 3 
Alike from good or ill in self | flee, 
To find my righteousness, my all, in thee. 

“In uo wise cast the out: 1 live, | die, 
Aud fearless pass into etermity, 
Kesting on bis alone: thy word is given, 
That word secures my safety and my heaven 

Do Goon. — Ever bo doing good, “Two things 
make a good Christian, good actions and «ood 
aims; and though a good aim doth not make a Wd 
action good, as 1 Uzzinh, vet a bad aim makes 
HY good action bad, Asn Jehu, whose Justice Was 
approved, but his policy was pumished.” “The 
Rev, Wm, who preached fifteen, 
twenty, and often thirty times in a week, and that 
for fifteen ) When | dig, 1 
shall then have my greatest grief and my greatest 
Joy—my greatest grief that | have done so little 
for Jesus, and my greatest Joy that Jesus has done 
80 much for me. My last words shall be “ Here 
goes an unprofitable servant.” 
in the work of the Lord. 

Do good, 

Grunshaw, 

yours together, said ; 

Alw avs abound 

Labor now; you shall have rest 
“Two heavens are too mach 

tor those to expect that never deserve one. This 
Is Hot our yost, Here Woe are to ae omphish, HL) 

an hireling, aur day; bere we are to occupy wll 
our Lord come ; and wo should be diligent, that 
we may render our account at last with joy and 
not with grief abounding in the work of the 
Lord, rich good works, The Christian must 
not be au dler ; let this be his motto: Trust in 
the Lord and do good, Observer ho good ! 

— 

Dearne or Cunsr. ~Come with us a moment 
See the meek sufferer standing, with 

hands fast bound, in the midst of his enonnes, sink 
ing under the weight of the eross, and lacerated mn 
every part, by the thorny reeds with whieh he had 
been scourged, See the savage, ferocious soldigrs 
raising, with rode violence, his saored body, fan 
ing it down upon the cross, wreosting and extend- 
ing his limbs, and, with remorseloss cruelly, forcing 
through his hands and feet the ragged spikes whish 
were to fix him on it, See the Jewish priests and 
rulers watching, with looks of malicions pleasure, 
the horrid scene, and nttemipting to inerosse his 
sutlerings by sooffs and blasphemies., Now eon 
template attentively the countenanee of the wou 
derful sutferer, which seems hike heaven opening 

in the midst of hell, and tell we what IL expresses, 
You sce it indeed full of anguish, but it CXpProsscs 

revenge, 
On the contrary, it beams with pity, benevolence, 

It pertoctly corresponds with the 
prayer, which, raising his mild, imploring eves to 
heaven, he pours forth to God -—Father, forgive 
them, for they know not what they do. Chiris- 
bans, look at your Master, and learn how to suffer. 
Sinner, look at your Saviour and learn to admire, 
to unitate, and to forgive, Payson, 

Bream Fine Exons 4 Move INsTIrurion, e- 
sleigh over the frozen ground, and having been | Many of our young readers have soon a tire an the : | turned from our course by bridges, which had 

with hunger and fatigued with oor journey, and 
quite unwell, we called at a large two story house, 
which stood on the side of a hill in tho town of 
Mowe, Good evening said I, to » young wan 
who stood in the front of the house —~can we find 
entertainment here for the wight! 1 will usk my | 
father, said he. He went nto the house and | 
wade the inguiry, Tell them to scratch along, 
was the ejaculatory 1oply. He interceded, re 
hearsing over our condition. Tell them to serateh | 
along, was again the reply. Our peculiar cir- | 
cumstances were agnin nrged. No room in the | 

I will find | 
I will not | 

bawling reply from the old Deacon, for this was | 
the office of the covetous man. We turned away 
to find a lodging among other strangers, being | 
forcibly pc 1 of the text, “| was a stranger, 
and ye took me not in,” 

I called at a house in compuny with three of my | 

| CILY, 

been swept away by the freshet, weoming faint | night, crowds of the 

| to do this work, 

On such occasions whether by day or by 
street-boyvs and older youths 

used to run with the companies and help to pull 
the engines, 

When the fire was over, the companies and 
often many of this young crowd that mecompanied 
thew, returned to their engine house, to refresh 
themselves with drinking, smoking und low, fool- 
ish jesting sud ribaldry, 

Alas, how many boys have here taken their first 
lessons in a life of truancy and dissipation that 
ended in ruin, 

That wonderful invention, the steam fire engive 
is working o great moral change, With this 
engine, four or five wen ean do the work of a 
whole company, Sober, fmithful men ure employed 

No one olse linus auything to do 
| with the engine, in going to, or returning from 
‘the fire. And when the work is done, they re. 
turn, without noise and without a crowd, to their 
engine-houses, as other men return to their 

: | dwelling, or business. And so, as far as we cab losin In the town of Y, after a tiresome day's journey, | here unre none of these after-sences of dissipation. 
The steam fire-ongine, therefore, is not only 

brethren in Christ. It was dui k, and many of the lone of the great abor suving inveutions of the 
people had retired to rest, 

ings with him, I cannot keep you, was the reply, 
He hud a number of spare beds, We left the house : 
he closed the deor, and bid us good night, We 
wandered about in the durkuves of the night, 

I wsked the man of day, but it is » great moral institution, 
the house, il a purt or all of us could have lodg- | An important work 

It is doing 
y In regard Ww the morals of 

every conununity wherever one is located, 
Anything that will prevent the congrogating of 

| the boys in our cities, as under the ald syslen, 
copecinlly daring the ¢veaiogs, and o'ghts mum 


