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AN EVANGELICAL, FAMILY NEWSPAPER 

“THAT COD IN ALL THINGS MAY BE GLORIFIED THRO UCH JESUS CHRIST.” --Peter. 

Vol. XXII.—Ne. 50. SAINT JOHN, NEW 

Deemer, ARTS. 

FREDERICTON, 

has now complete his FALL STOCK of 

FALLAND WINTER. 

THOMAS LOGAN, 

DRY GOODS, 
In many cases 20 cents on the dollar 

OHEAPER THAN LAST YEAR. 

DRESS GOODS, 

FEL'Y SKIRTS, 

FURS, LADIES 
MUFPS, TIES, 

In Mink, Grebe, Seal, and Musquash, y 
not been as cheap for years—now is the time to 
buy. 

GREBEMUFFSworth $8.50 last winter, 

CAPS, 

They have 

we are now selling for $6.50. 

BLANKETS, 

FLANNELS, 

SWANSDOWNS, 

Clothe and Trowservng. 

DRESS TWEEDS, 
The best value ever offered. 

1 Case Best Quality 

“JOSEPHINE” KID GLOVES, 

Carpetings and Furnishing Goods. 

Together with our usual assortment of 

GLOVES, 

HOSIERY, 

CLOUDS, 

SONTAGS, 

BERLIN WOOLS 

and SCOTCH FINGERINGS. 

&e. &e. &e. &c. 

Parks Cotton Warps 
Always on hand, at a slight advance on Cost Price. 

THOMAS LOGAN. 

Fredericton, Dec. 8, 1875. 

Special Notice. 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

October, ARTS. 

ESPECTFULLY draw the attention of their friends 
and the public to their very large and Beautiful 

Stock of 

STAPLE AND FANCY 

for the 

FALL AND WINTER TRADE, 

cannot be sur 

now yondy or inspection, 
comp g in part 

as follows : 

TWEEDS AND WINCEYS, 
GLOVES, VELVETS, 

RIBBONS, FLOWERS, 

Flannels, 
IN ALL COLOVES, 

ALBION HOUSE, 

MiLLER & EDGECOMBE 

DRY GOODS. 
Imported direct from the EUROPEAN MARKETS 

which for EXCELLENCE, QUANTITY and LOW PRICES 
by any house in the 

trade. The whole Importation is 

DRESS GOODS, 
PLAIN AND FANCY, 

Black Goods, 
IN GREAT VARIETY, 

WINTER SHAWLS AND SACQUES. 

SCOTCH YARNS AND FINGERINGS. 

WOOL SCARFS, CLOUDS, 

Sontags, &c. Prints, 

Grey & White Cottons, Tuckings, 

OSNABRUGS, &c,, eo. 

COTTON BATTING, ge. 

BROWN & WHITE COTTON DUCK, 

ALL (OOPS SOLD AT THE LOWEST LIVING PRICES. 

oct 23 

The Futelligencer. 

A SERMON BY REV. T. D. TALMAGE. 
THE DIVISION OF SPOILS, 

*‘ In the morning he shall devour the prey, and at night 
he shall divide the spoil.” —Genesis xlix. 27. 

There is in this chapter such an affluence 
of simile and allegory, sach a mingling of 
metaphors, that there are a thousand thoughts 
in it not on the surface. Old Jacob, dying, 
is telling the fortunes of his children.” He 
prophesies the devouring propensities of Ben- 
Jamin and his descendants. With bis dim old 
eyes he looks off and sees the hunters goin 
out to the fi ing them all aay, an 

the tent, the hunters begin to distribute the 
game, and one takes a coney, and another a 
rabbit, and another a roe. “In the morning 
he shall devour the prey, and at night he 
shall divide the spoil.” Or it may be a refer- 
ence to the habits of wild beasts that slay 
their prey, and then drag it back to the cave 
or lair, and divide it among the young. 
There is nothing more fascinating than the 

life of a hunter. On a certain day in all Eng- 
land you can hear the crack of the sportsman’s 
gun, use grouse bunting has begun; and 
every man thet can afford the time and am- 
munition, and can draw a bead, starts for the 
fields. Oh the 20th of October our woods 
and forests will resound with the shock of 
fire-arms, and will be tracked of pointers and 
setters, because the quail will then be a law- 
ful prize for the sportsman. Xenophon grew 
eloquent in regard to the art of hunting, Ian 
the far East people, elephant-mounted, chase 
the tiger. The American Indian darts his 
arrow at the buffalo until the frightened herd 
tumble over the rocks. European nobles are 
often found in the fox chase and at the stag 
hunt. Francis I. was called the father of 
bunting. Moses declares of Nimrod: *“ He 
was a mighty hunter before the Lord.” There- 
fore, in all ages of the world, the imagery of 
my text ought to be suggestive, whether it 
means a wolf after a fox, or a man after a 
lion, “Inthe morning he shall devour the 
prey, and at night he shall divide the spoil.” 

take my text, in the first place, as des- 
criptive of those people who in the morning 
of their life 
GIVE THEMSELVES UP TO HUNTING THE WORLD, 

but afterward, by the grace ot God, in the 
evening of their life divide among themselves 
the spoils of Christian character. There are 
aged Christian men and women in this house 
who, if they gave testimony, would tell you 
that in the morning of their life they were 
after the world as intense as a hound after a 
hare or as a falcon swoops upon a gazelle. 
They wanted the world's plaudits and the 
world’s gains, They felt that if they could 
get this world they would have everything. 
Some of them started out for the pleasures of 
the world. They thought that the man who 
laughed loudest was happiest. They tried 
repartee and conundrum and burlesque and 
madrigal. They thought they would like to 
be Tom Hoods or Charles Lambs or Edgar A. 
Poes. They mingled wine and music and the 
spectacular, They -were worshippers of the 
harlequin, and the merry Andrew, and the 
buffoon, and the jester. Life was to them 
foam and bubble and cachination and royster- 
ing and grimmace. They were so fall of glee 
they could hardly repress their mirth even on 
solemn occasions, and they came near burst- | 
ing out hilariously even at the burial, becaase 
there was something so dolorous in the tone 
or countenance of the undertaker. After a 
while misfortune struck them lard on the 
back. They found there was something they 
could not laugh at. Under their late hours 
their health gave way, or there was a death 
in the house. Of every green thing their life 
was exfoliated. They found out that life was 

be enchanted with this world. Why, I have 
more satisfaction in five minutes in the service 
of God than I had in al! the first years of my 
life while I was gain getting. I like this even- 
ing of my day a great deal better than I did 
the morning. Jn the morning I greedily de- 
voured the prey ; but now it is evening, and 
[ am gloriously dividing the spoil.” 
My friends, this world is a poor thing to 

hunt. It is healthful to go out in the woods 
and bunt. It rekindles the lustre of the eye. 
4 strikes the brown of the autumnal leaf in- 

to the cheek. It gives to the rheumatic limbs 
a strength to leap like the roe. Christopher 
North's pet gun, the Muckle-moued-Meg, 
going off in the summer in the forests, had its 

fields, ranging echo in the winter-time in the el quence that 
at night-fall coming bome, the game dung | (Ag, through the. university Wall of Edin. 
over the shoulder, and reaching the door o - Me : = 8 healthy to go hunting in the 

elas; ut I tell you that it is belittling and 
bedwarfing and belaming for a man to hunt 
this world. The hammer comes down on the 
gun-cap, and the barrel explodes and kills you, 
instead of that which you are pursuing. 
When you turn out to hunt the world, the 
world turns oat to hunt you; and as many a 
sportsman aiming his gun at a panther’s heart, 
has gone down under the striped claws, so, 
while vou have been attempting to devour 
this world, the world has been devouring you, 
So it was with Lord Byron. So it was with 
Coleridge. So it was with Catherine of Rus- 
sia. Henry II. went out hunting for this 
world, and its lances struck through his heart. 
Francis I. aimed at the world, but the assas- 
sin’s dagger put an end to his ambition and 
his life with one stroke. Mary, Queen of 
Scots, wrote on the window of her castle: 

* From the top of all my trust 
Mishap hath laid me in the dust.” 

The Queen Dowager of Navarre was offered 
for her wedding day a costly and beautiful 
pair of gloves, and she put them om; but 
they were poisoned gloves, and they took her 
life. Better a bare band of cold privation 
than a warm and poisoned glove of ruinous 
success. “0,” says some young man in 
the audience, “I believe what you are 
hr, I am going to do that very thing. 
n the morning of my life I am going to de- 
vour the prey, and in the evening I shall di- 
vide the spoils of Christian character. I only 
want a little while to sow my wild eats, and 
then T will be good,” Young man, did you 
ever take the census of all the old people? 
How many old people are there in your 
house ? One, two, or none? How many in 
a vast assemblage like this? Ouly here 
and there a gray head, like the patches of 
snow here anc there iu the fields on a late 
April day. The fact is that the tides of the 
years are so strong that men go down under 
them before they get to be sixty, before they 
get vo be fifty, before they get to he forty, 
before they get to be thirty ; and if you, my 
young brother, resolve now that you will 
spend the morning of your days in devouring 
the prey, the probability is that you will never 
divide the spoils in the eveuing hour. He 
who postpones until old age the religion of 
Jesus Christ, postpones it fur ever. W here 
are the men who, thirty years ago, resolved 
to become Christians in old age, putting it 
off a certain number of years? They are in 
the lost world to-night. They never got to 
be old. The railroad collision, or the steam- 
boat explosion, or the slip on the ice, or the 
falling ladder, or the sudden cold put ah end 
to their opportunities. They have never had 
an opportunity since, and they never will 
have an opportunity again, They locked the 
door of heaven against their souls, and they 
threw away the key; and if they could to- 
night break jail and come up shrieking to this 
audience, I do not think they would take two 
minutes to persuade us all to repentance. 
They chased the world, and they died in the 
chase. The wounded tiger turned on them. 
They failed to take the game that they par 
sued. Mounted on a swift courser, they leap- 

more than a joke, From the heart of God | 
there blazed into their soul an earnestness 
they never felt before. They awoke to their | 
sinfulness and their immortality, and here they | 
sit to-night at sixty or seventy years of age | 
as appreciative of all innocent mirth as they 
ever were, but they are bent on a style of sat- 
isfaction which in early life they never hunt- 
ed; the evening of their days brighter than 
the morning, fo the morning they devoured 
od ail but at night they are dividing the 
spoils. 
Then there are others who started out for 

financial success. They see how limber the 
rim of a man's hat is when he bows down be- | 
fore some one transpicuous. They felt they | 
would like to see how the world looked from 
the window of a 

THREE THOUSAND DOLLAR TURN-OUT. 

They thought they would like to have the 
morning sunlight tangled in the head-gear of | 
a dashing span. They wanted the bridges mn | 
the Park to resound under tie rataplan of 
their swift hoofs. They wanted a gilded bald- | 
rick, and so they started on the dollar hunt, 
They chased it up one street and chased it 
down another. They followed it when it bur- 
rowed in the cellar. They treed it in the roof. 
Wherever a dollar was expected to be, they 
were. They chased it across the ocean. They 
chased it across the land. They stopped not 
for the might. Hearing that dollar even in 
the darkness thrilled them as an Adirondack 
sportsman is thrilled at midnight by a loon’s 
laugh. They chased that dollar to the money- 
ooh. They chased it to the government 
treasury. They routed it from under the 
counter. All the hounds were out—all the 
pointers and the setters, They leaped the 
hedges for that dollar, and they cried : “ Hark 
away! a dollar! a dollar!” And when at 
last they came upon it and had actually cap- 
tured it, their excitement was like that of a 
falconer who has successfully flung his first 
bawk. In the morning of their life, O, how 
they devoured the prey! Bat there came a 
better time to their soul. They found out 
that an immortal nature cannot live on 
“ greenbacks.” They took up a Northern Pa- 
cific bond, and there was a hole in it through 
whieh they could look into the uncertainty of 
all earthly treasures. They saw some Ital 
ston, living at the rate of twenty-five thousand 
dollars a month, leaping from a San Francisco 
wharf because he could not continue to live 
at the same ratio. They saw the wizzen and 
paralytic bankers who had changed their souls 
into molten gold stamped with the image of 
the earth, earthy. They saw some great souls 
by avarice turned into Aomuncwli, and they 
said to themselves: “I will seck after higher 
treasure.” From that time they did not care 
whether they walked or rode, if Christ walk- 
ed with them; nor whether er lived ina 
mansion or in a hut, if they dwelt under the 
shadow of the Alay ty ; vor whether they 
were robed in Fren broadcloth or in home- 
spur, if they bad the robe of the Saviour's 
ghteousness; nor whether they were san- 

dalled with morogeo or galf-skin, if they 
were * 

AHOD WITH THE PREPARATION OF THE GOSPEL, 

see peace on their countenance. 

ed the hedge, but the courser fell on them 
and crushed them. Proposing to barter their 
souls for the world, they lost both and got 
neither, 
While this is an encouragement to old peo- 

ple who are to-night unpardoned, it is no en- 
couragement to the young who are putting 
off the day of grace. This doctrine Hat the 
old may be repentant is to be taken cautious 
ly. It is medicine that kills or cures. The 
same medicine, given to different patients, in 
one case it saves life, and in the other it des- 
troys it. This possibility of repentance at 
the close of life may cure the old man while 
it kills the young. Be cautious in taking it. 

Again: my subject is descriptive of those 
who edme to @ sudden and radical change, 
You have noticed how short a time itis from 
morning to night— 

ONLY BEVEN OR EIGHT HOURS. 

You know that the day has a very brief lifo. 
Its heart beats twenty-four times, and then it 
is dead. How quick this transition in the 
character of these Benjaminites! * In the 
moruing they shall devour the prey, and at 
night they shall divide the spoils.” "Ts it pos- 
sible that there shall be sach a transforma- 
tion in any of our characters? Yes, a man 
may be at seven o'clock in the morning an 
all-devouring worldling, and at seven o'clock 
at night he may be a peaceful, distributive 
Christian, Conversion is instantaneous, A 
man passes into the kingdom of God quicker 
than down the sky runs zig-zag lightning, A 
man may be anxious about his sou! for a great 
many years; that does not make him a Chris- 
tian, A man may resolve on the reformation 
of his character, and have that resolution go- 
ing on a great while : that does not make him 
a Christian. But the very instant that he 
flings his soul on the mercy of Jesus Christ, 
that instant is lustration, emancipation, re- 
surrection. Up to that point be is going in 
the wrong direction ; after that point he is 
going in the right direction, 3efore that 
moment he is a child of sin; after that mo- ment he is a child of God. Before that mo. 
ment hellward ; after that moment heaven- 
ward, Before that moment devouring the 
rey ; after that moment dividing the epoil. 
Five minutes is as good as five years. My 
hearer, you know very well that the best 
things you have done, you have done in a 
bash. You made up your mind in an instant 
to bay, or to sell, or to invest, or to stop, or 
to start. If you had missed that one chance 
you would have missed it forever. Now Just 
as precipitate and quick and spontaneous ‘will 
be the ransom of your soul. This morning 
you were making a calenlation. Youq got on 
the track of some tnancial or social game. 
With your pen or pencil you were pursuing 
it. This very morning you were devouring 
the prey ; but to-night you are in a different 
mood. You find that 

ALL HEAVEN IS OFFERED YOU. 

You wonder how you can get it for yourself 
and for your family. You wonder what re- 
sources it will give you now and hereafter. 
Yon are diyiding pedce and comfort and sat- 
isfaction and Christian reward in your soul, 
You are dividing the spoil. 

Last Sabbath night, at the close of the ser- Now you 
Now that man says: “ What a fool I was to vice, I said to some persons: “ When did you 

es - 

| prey ; 
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first become serious aly 
| they told me: * To- 
| others : *° When did 

t your soul?’ and 
t” And I said to 

MW give your heart to 
| God ?” and they said vo And I 
still said to others: “ W did you resolve 
to serve the Lord all thé days ot your life ?” 
and they said : “To-night.” 1 saw by the 
gayety of their apparel that when the grace 
of God struck them they were devouring the 

but I saw also, Ste flood of joyful 
tears, and in the kindling raptures on their 
brow, and in their exhilaf@nt and transporting 
atterances, that they war® dividing the spoil. 
If any of you were in this bmlding when these 
lights were struck to-night, you know that 
with one touch of electridity they all blazed. 
0, 1 would te God that sive darkness of your 
souls might be broken up, and that by one 
ior, overwhelming, instantaneous flash of 
illumination, you might be brought into the 
light and the liberty of the sons of God ! 
You see that religion is a different thing 

from what some of you people supposed. You 
thought it was decadence ; you thought reli- 
gion was maceration; yom thought it was 
highway robbery ; that it struck one down 
and left him half dead ; that it plucked out 
the eyes ; that it plucked out the plumes of 
the soul; that it broke the wing and crushed 
the beak as it came clawing with its black 
talons through the air. Neg, that is not reli- 
gion. What is religion? It is dividing the 
spoils. Tt is taking a defenceless soul and 
panoplying it for eternal conquest. It is the 
distribution of prizes by the king’s hand, 
every medal stamped with & coronation. It 
is an exhilaration, an expansion. It is im- 
paradisation. It is enthronement. Religion 
makes a man master of earthrand death and 
bell. It goes forth to gathep the medals of 
victory won by Prince Emgnuel, and the 
diadems of heaven and the glories of realms 
terrestrial and celestial, and then, after rang- 
ing all worlds for everything that is resplen- 
dent, 

IT DIVIDES THE SPOIL. 

What was it that James Turner, the famous 
English evangelist, was doing when in his 
dying moment he said: “ Cheist is all ! Christ 
is all!” Why, he was entering into light ; he 
was rounding the Cape of Good Hope ; he 
was dividing the spoil. What was the aged 
Christian Quakeress doing, when at eighty 
years ol age she arose in the meeting one day 
and said, “The time of my departure has come. 
My grave clothes are falling off!” She was 
dividing the spoil. \ 

“ She longed with wings to fly away, 
And mix with that eterngl day.” 

What is Daniel now doing, the lion tamer ? 
and Elijah who was drawn by the flaming 
coursers ¥ and Paul, the rattling of whose 
chains made kings quake ? and all the other 
victims of flood and fire and wreek and guil- 
lotine,—where are they ? Dividing the spoil. 

“Ten thousand times ten thousands, 
In sparkling raiment bright, 

The armies of the ada. samts 
Throng up the steps of light," 

“"Tis finished, all is finished, 
Their fight with death and sin, 

Lift bigh your golden gates, 
And let the victors in, 

O, what a grand thing it is to be a Chris 
tian! We begin to-night to divide the spoil, 
but the distribution will not be completed to 
all eternity. There is a poverty-struck soul, 
there is a business-despoiled soul, there is a 
sin-strack soul, there is a bereaved soul,— 
why do you not come and get the spoils of 
Christian character, the comfort, the joy, the 
peace, the salvation that i am sent to offer 
you in my master’s name ? Though your | 
knees knock together mn weakness, though 
your haud tremble in fear, though your eyes 
rain tears of uncontrollable weeping—come 
and get the spoils. Rest for all the weary, 
Pardon for all the guilty. Harbor for all the 
bestormed. Life for all the dead. I verily 
believe that there are some who have come 
in here outcast because the world is against 
them, and because they feel God is against 
them, who will go way to night saying : 

“1 came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary and worn and sad : 

[ found in Him a resting place, 
And He has made me glad.” 

you may go away heirs to heaven. Though 
this very autumnal morning you were devour- 
ing the prey, to-night, all worlds witnessing, 
you may divide the spoil. 

by vo ANE URE 
THE DEACON'S SINGING SCHOOL. 

“I am going out to sce if [ can start a sing- 
ing school,” said the good man, as he stood 
buttoning up his overcoat, and muffling up 
his ears, one bitter cold night this winter. 
“A singing school |” said his wife, *“ how 

will you do that §” 
“I have heard of a widow around the eor- 

ner a block ortwo who is in suffering circum- 
stances. She has five little ghildren, and two 
of them down sick, and has veither fire nor 
food. So Bennie Hope, the office boy, tells 
me, I thought I would just step around aud 
look into the case,” 
“Go, by all means,” said his wifc, “ and 

lose no time. If they are in such need, we 
can relieve them some. Bat I can’t see what 
all this has to do with starting a singing 
school. But never mind, you need nat sotp 
to tell me now; go quickly, and do all you 
can for the poor woman.” So out into “the 
piercing wick of the wintry night went the 
husband, while the wife turned to the fire 
side and her sleeping babes, who, in their 
warm cribs, with the glow of health upon 
their cheeks, showed that they knew nothing 
of cold or pinching want. With a thankful 
spirit she thought of her blessings, as she sat 
down to her little pile of mending. Very 
busily and quietly she worked, puszling all 
the time over what her husband could have 
meant by starting a singing school. A sing- 
ing school and the widow | how queer | what 
possible connection could they have ? 

At last she grew tired of the puzzling 
thought, and said to herself, ** | won't hother 
myself thinking about 1t any mere. He will 
tell me all about it when he comes home. I 
only hope we may be able to help the widow 
and make her poor ‘heart sing for Joy.” 
“There I" she exclaimed, “can that be what 
he meant? The widow’s heart singing for 
Joy? Wouldnt that be a singing school ? 
Iv must be; it is just like John. How funny 
that 1 should find it out !"—and she laughed 
merrily at her lucky guess, Taking up her 
work again, she stitched away with a happy 
smile on her face, as she thought over again 
her husbands words, and followed him in 
imagination in his kind ministrations. By 
and by two shining tears dropped down, 
tears of pure Joy, drawn from the deep wells 
of her love for her husband, of whom she 
oy ht she foyer felt so fond before, At 
the first sound of footsteps she sprung to open 
“ee P ey we 

“ ohn, |! did you start the singing- 
school §* 4 _y 
“I reckon 1 did,” said the husband, as soon 

co TI py —— 

as he could loose his wrappings; “ but I want 

-— 

~ 

Though you come mn children of the world | 

help keep it up.” 

meant. I have thought it all out. 

and widows in their affliction.” My own heart 
has been singing for joy all the evening be- 
cause of your work, and I do not mean to let 
you do it alone. I want to draw out some of 
this wonderful music.” 

better if there could be singing schools start- 
ed in them. Let you and 1 do all we San. 
Perhaps others may catch the key-note, and 
help to swell the song, until many a widow’s 
heart shall be eomforted, and the fatherless 
be fed.— Advocate and Guardian. 
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PURPOSE IN PREACHING. 
BY C. H, ZIMMERMAN, 

One great cause of much of the unsatis- 
factory preaching we hear is a lack of the 
proper aim, 
seem to have no definite purpose whatever 
in their preaching. They cannot tell what 

else. They aim at nothing and hit it with 
magnificent precision. 
A man’s preaching is usually determined 

by his character. [If that is pointless and 
purposeless, lacking force and individuality, 
his preaching will be the same. The fault ot 
such a preacher is expressed in the following 
statement concerning one of his class: “My 
trouble with him is that he don’t make no 
plints; and when he's done and through, and 
sot down, I can't tell what in particular he's 
been a talkin’ about; only he’s kept a good 
kind of a noise agoin’ about five and forty 
minutes,” 

But the deplorable fact is that in the ab- 
sence of a definite and proper aim there is 
generally an unworthy and selfish one,—a 
seeking to benefit themselves instead of 
others by making profound impression of their 
own eloquence and abilities, or by catering to 
the low tastes and overlooking the sins and 
need of the people, 
The apostle Panl has set forth this error 

and its remedy in the powerful antithesis : 
“ We preach not ourselves but Christ Jesus 
the Lord,” We preach not for our own bene- 
fit or emolument, or to display our abilities 
but with a deep sense of the peril and worth 
of souls, and forgetting ourselves in our love 
for them and in our anxiety for their salva- 
tion; we earnestly preach Christ Jesus the 
Lord and him ecrueified as the only way 
under heaven given among men whereby they 
can be saved. 

Here, then, are the two elements essential 
to a true ministry of the Gospel—an intense 
love and sympathy for men suffering from 
the malady of sin, and a perfect faith in | 
Christ as the all sufficient and only Saviour 
from sin. That preaching which combines 
these two elements will have definiteness of 
purpose—the one and only proper aim of 
saving immortal souls, 
Such a preacher knows his business, knows 

precisely what he is aiming at, and compels 

It is true that some preachers | 

“Oh, yes! I will; I know now what you | parpose constantly before his mind, | 
Makiug | not preach himself, but * Christ 

the widow’s heart sing for joy is your singing | Lord.” 
school. What a precious work, Jokn! ‘Pure | 
religion and undefiled is to visit the fatherless | never rest until | 

: 
There are many hearts which would be the 

you to hurt up some flannels and things to | sermon he preaches, is, How can I influence 
| men to accept and follow Christ ? With this 

will 

the 
Ie will forget himself in his burning, 

absorbing zeal and love for souls. and will 
ie has brought his hearer face 

Jesus 

| its bearing upon human sin and human need, 
and foreed upon them a pungent sense of per 
sonal obligation and responsibility and danger. | 
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MR. MOODY’S BROTHER. 

The following story which Mr, Moody told 

| to face with the cross of Christ, showing them | 

at one of his great meetings in London at the | 
Haymarket Theatre, shows how he uses an- 
ecdotes for illustration, which he often intro- | 
duced with wonderful effect : 

r * . » . ’ he first thing I can remember in my life | 
was the death of my tather. He died sudden- | 
ly one beautiful day in June. He fell dead 
upon the floor, and it gave me such a shock 
that I never forgot it. The next thing I can 
remember was the sickness of my mother, and 

| 

the third thing was my eldest brother becom- | 
they are driving at themselves, nor anvbody | oS ] o 

ing a prodigal I well remember how that 
mother mourned over that boy—how she used 
to send us off to the post ian a mile and a 
half from where we lived 
not a letter from him, and how we used to 
come back day after day bringing the sad ti- 
dings, “ No letter.” I remember how we sat 

see if there was 
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as we sow, and share the consequences 
of what we do and what we 
most all 

alike 
fail 16 do—al 

“Almost all” The self deception is an 
idle dream. The exception will not stand. 
lime flies, and the laws of God are all fulfill 

| ed. His promises all become realities ; his 
neglected warnings, judgments, and eternal 
losses, The human tide rises and falls, and 
no Canute can stay it; the green leaves with- 
er and fall; the autamn follows the summer ; 

| the illusive dreams of life dissolve and vanish, 
and men will die—the king, the begger, you 
and [—all, 
And death will be followed by judgment. 

Others will there appear, and you and I—all, 
- TT — eee 

INDIVIDUAL RESPONSIBILITY. 
God deals with as singly, and we must deal 

with God singly. We have little concern 
with what others do, bat everything with 
what we do ourselves. Let us live and think 
and speak and act as if we and God were 
alone, and as if the whole weight and respon- 
sibility of his work upon earth lay upon us, 
as lie upon us it does, to the fall reach of our 
power to bear it. We are responsible for 
our own souls, and for the souls of others. I constantly feel in what a very different state 
the eburch and the world would be, if every 
man who is called a Christian had his heart 

| on fire with divine love, and, like the Chris- 

round the old family fireside and talked about | 
our father 

to do. Mother would tell us what he said, 
and we would sit there as long as she would 

{ talk about him: but if anybody mentioned 
that l.lest brother all would be hushed, for 
the tears used to flow down my mother’s face 
at the ition of his name, and sometimes I 

| 

bis hearers to know and feel it, too, They 

see that he has the * burden of souls.” They | 

know that he is intecse.y interested in them- | 
selves ; that he is intent upon saving their | 
souls. They feel his grasp upon them, to 
pluck them as brands from the burning; not 
the grasp of logic, they can evade that by 
counter arguments, nor the power of graceful 
and eloquent utterance, but the grasp of a 

mighty human and divine sympathy upon 
their hearts, accompanied by the influence of 
the Holy Ghost upon their consciences, for 

such singleness of aim and passionate yearn 
ing to help and save men are usually attend- 
ed and rendered efficient by the vower of the | 

spirit, Men can “ smile at the artifices of | 
rhetoric and be pleased with displays of elo- 

quence, They can sit unmoved under sermons | 

intended by the preacher to raise their esti- 
mate of himself,” Bat the preacher who 
inspired by an intense desire and purpose 

save their souls, and whose words and tone 

and his anxiety for their salvation, they cabp- 
not elude, 

ing, or straining afler beautiful, elegant 

* Forgetting the doctrine for the sake of an 
epithet,” or burying it in a mass of glittering 
verbiage, and leaving only a vague impres 
sion upon the hearer that he had attended 

) noise for about five-and-forty minutes.” How 

Is exquisite; that his composition is exceed- 
ingly artistie, and his sermons literary models.’ 

of “righteousness, temperance, and judg-| 
ment to come !” This of one who has been 
“ put in trust with the Gospel,” and called to 
* watch for souls as they that must give ac- 
count,” to warn men “to flee the wrath to 
come,” and * beseech them in Christ's stead 
to be reconciled to God !” 

Preaching the Gospel is not purposeless 
declamation, or a mere literary performance 
—a rhetorical display, consisting of a rhyth- 
migal jingle of pretty words and senteroes, 
nor is it a frigid discussion of “a dry crust 
of philosophy, or aA meatless, marrowless bone 
of criticism,” on which men’s souls starve and 
perish for lack of food, and in all of which 
men preach themselves and not Christ Jesus 
the Lord. There is not only no need of such 
reaching, there is positively no excuse for 

it, Itis a wicked betrayal of the highest 
possible trust—an abandonment of the most 
glorious and responsible mission ever commit- 
ted to men, 
The Gospel has a single definite object. Its 

sole purpose is the salvation of men. This is 

of a living ministry ; the purpose of revela- 
ton in both dispensations-—that of prophesies 
and ceremonies, all of which pointed to Christ 
the Saviour of men, and that of fulfilment 
of the gift, suffering and death of the “ Only 

should not perish but have everlasting life,” 
The whole of the remedial pn from its in 
ception in the Garden of Eden to its comple- 

grand purpose and aim of saving lost men, It 
has enlisted the energies and taxed the re 
sources of Omnipotence every day and hour 
from the beginning of time until now. And 
shall ministérs, called of God to be co-labor- 
ers with him in this great work, lose sight of 
the object of their high calling, aud fritter 
away their strength in culling the flowers of 
rhetoric and making nige ethical, msthetical 
and logical discourses ; or, what is worse, 
seek to make that call subserve the attain. 
ment of their selfish ambitions by degrading 
it to a pack horse on whigh to oe into posi- 
tions A ya cussed and easé ! 
The one question which every minister of 

the Gospel of Christ should invariably pro- 
pound to himself, and seek to answer in every 

often do we hear it said of a preacher that | 
| 

And this of a minister of the cross, a preacher | brilliant discourse before the pleasure seek 

tion on the cross, is instinct with the one | 

| never cross vour threshold until 

18 
to | 

| 
| 
| 

and gestures evince his sense of their peril | 

diction and well-rounded, harmonious periods, | 

“he is a polished speaker ; that his language | 

| 

the grand parpose of its publication by means | 

| 

Begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him | 

! 

| | 

! 

4 i | the threshold, and threw her Sach preaching will be no mere word-paint- | 

would her tarn away to wipe her eves 
while ~he was busy at work ; and sometimes 
she would Say, “0 that I could hear that he 
was dead! It wculd be such a relic I. I do 
not k out what he may be in want in 
some in land.” : 
The house in which we lived was on a hill, 

and when the wind used to blow mother used 
to be more sad. She would say, “ Perhaps he | 
is on the ocean, and there may be a gale, lle 
may be exposed to fierce winds to-night.” 
Many a time I woke up past midnight, and 
listening, I have heard her pray: “OO God 
save my boy! O God, bring back my boy !” 
Year after year, the mother pleaded to God 
for the boy, and on Thanksgiving Day, when 
the nation gives thanks to the Almighty, it is 
a customary thing for the families in the Uni- | 
ted States to gather round their boards, and 
as we used to do so, mother always placed 
one vacant chair for her absent boy. “ Per- 
haps,” she said, “ he will come back to-day;” 
and we used to go and watch at the window 
and see if he was coming, 

Long years passed away, and the hair that 
was once so black began to turn gray, and 
the step that was once so firm began to trem- | 
ble. 1 could see that her trouble was bring- | 
ing her down to an untimely grave. She was 
indeed 0st going down to the grave with a | 
broken heart—such was the love and pity | 
with which her heart used to yearn over the 
boy. I often thought she loved him more | 
than all the rest ot us. 

» 

The other children 
| grew up and passed away from that v illage. 
Her two youngest children were sitting by 
her side one day, and there was a stranger | 
seen outside the house, and without going up- 
on the piazza he stood looking in upon that 
mother that he had not seen for years, and 
when the mother saw him she did not know 
him; but when she saw the tears trickling 
over the long black beard that had grown in | 
the interval—in those tears she recognized | 
her long-lost boy. She sprang to the window, | 
She said, “£0, my son, is it possible you have 
come back ? But there 
he stood, and i will 

you forgive 

Come in, eome in.’ 
he said, “ No, me ther ) 1 Laer, 

| me.” 

Young men, do you think that mother for 
gave that boy ? Ah! there was not anything 
in her heart that she wanted to do so much 

She had forgiven him 

anything to forgive 
She ran to the door, she met him upon | 

loving arms | 
round his neck : she pressed him to her bos- 
om and wept over him, 

all those long years. 

all along, and had not 
now. 

She would not hear 
a word of selt-reproach trom him; 
only too glad to have him back. 
uews reached me in a distant city, I can’t tell 
you how my heart leaped within me for i 

she was 

thing to the joy that will be in heaven Lo night 
if you will only come to Christ.” 
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“ALMOST ALL.” 
BY HEZEKIAH BUTTERWORTH. 

A court preacher was once delivering a 

ing old king, Louis X1V, or Louis the (reat 
of France. 

how he looked and what he used | 

i th 80 

When the | 

1 . : 

Joy 3 : ? ; | but the joy that it gave us as a family is no- some sort of semi-religious, literary, or dram- | ’ 
atic entertainment and heard a “ good kind of | | heavens sb 

The old king seemed interested, and the | 
vanity of the preacher, who was merely a | 
court flatterer at that corrupt period in reli 

by gaining the awtentive ear of so 
a king. 
“We must all die,” au last said the preach- 

er solemnly, as the discourse was drawing to 
a close, 
The king moved uneasily. 
The preacher noticed that the last trite sen 

tence bad offended the king, 
moment, and added, 

“ Almost all.” 
“ Almost all.” We smile at the insincerity 

splendid | 
| 

| 

| generous allowances for the foibles of 
{ the failures of the unfortunate, 
| 

. | 
Ie hesitated a : P08 

| vest, before it is removed from the threshi 

| | 

and vanity of the French court preacher, vet | 
how many make one exception when steals | 

| into the mind the unwelcome subject of death. 
The last sun will shine for almost all. The 
hills of spring will be lighted up with flowers, 
the snmmer will bring its fulness of life and | 
beauty and fade, the mellowing autumn will 
crown the hills and fields with gold-—all 
for the last time for others—for almost all. 
The day of sickness will come 

that this world cannot 
bestow, 

Christ is coming, in the hour of death, 

shall feel the condemmation of their sins, 
Others shall have pangs of regret for neglect. 
ed opportunities and wasled 

| things happen to those who neglect God's 
! law and the service of his love—ta almost all. 

This is a world of darkness and loss and 
sorrow. It is the end of sin. Those who are 
living without God are in danger—they walk 
perilous places—almost all, 
There is danger that life will suddenly end 

and without a space for repentance. We may 
look upon the clock and teil the hour of the 
day, but we gannot tell the hour of our life, 
whether it be with us morning, noon or even. Some die early, and without morning. Others | may-—not us—almost all, 

Lost chances do not return, The swallow will come back again with God's sunshine on her wing, but a wasted year or 
day or houw, will not return. We must reap 

purple 

| 
| 

! 

| 

| 

to almost all. | 
Almost all will need in those solemn hours | 

| & hope and comfort 

in | 
the day of judgmeut,—to almost all. Others | 

hours ; these | 

| would not look well to se 

tians of apostolic days, went everywhere 
preaching the word. "1 do not mean the 
speaking in public to many, which must ever 
be the gift and calling of a few, but I mean 
the frank, candid, spontaneous, unaffected 
speech, with which one who loves Christ may 
tell another of the beauty of his Master. 
Were every Christian thus to act, what an 
enormous power would be set to work, and an 
agency whicn holds at once in its hands all 
the avennes and influences of our vast social 
life! What a blessing might be expected 
from above, if every man did what he might 
do for Christ! [I use the phrase advisedly, 

[ am sure that God puts it in our 
power to do what God means us to do. He 
that does nothing in vain, bat in his exact 
economy never wastes a drop of water nor a 
dead leaf, has not given time, talent, money, 
position avd influence, to be thrown away. 
We only need the zeal—the heay en-given fire 
ot the Spirit—the all-constraining, all-subdu- 
ing love of Chriat.— Z¥mes of Blessing. 

because 
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CHRISTIANITY MISREPRESENTED. 
A small, mean man cannot represent Chris- 

tianity, any more than can a liar or a drunk- 
ard. Christianity is affectionally large, gen- 
erous and sympathetic ; open-handed and 
courteous ; and no man can. illustrate it who 
has not these grand qualities in him. No 
cunning is so contemptable as canning in a 
church member. No slanderer is so vile as a 
clerical slanderer. No envy is so pitiable as 
pulpit envy. Unregenerate men, seeing such 
exhibitions of smallness and sly trickery in 

| proiessed Ohristians, are wont te say, “1 that 
18 religion, I want nothing to do with it.” 
Well, friend, you are right; stick to 
judgment. Say 
to everybody, 

your 
it out loud everywhere and 
It is a sentiment which has 

the beginning of a needed reform in it; for 1 
18 just, and justice starts all reforms. That 
18 not religion ; but if yon wish to kn 'W 
what religion is, turn from these men to the 
New Testament: take your scrutiny from 

fasten vour eyes ou the 
character of Jesus, Follow him in all the words 
he spok ) and all the deeds he did from the 
manger to the cross ; from Bethlehem to (al- 
vary ; and by the time you have come to the 
close of his life, we do not fear but that yon 
will be melted in your mood and filled with 
inward admiration 
that 18 I't lighon, | 

people; and 

; 80 that you will say, If 
do want something to do 

with it. Measure Christianity by Christ, and 
you will find 1t large enough to include all 
manliness, all honor, all nobility of soul. 
“By their fruits ye shall know them.” 
— co — 

RANDOM READINGS, 
Thus acts of goodness are seen 

and approved by the Almighty, 

most secret 

nO ba p ‘as O1 - {xoon or bad habits, formed in youth, gen. 
erally go with us through life. 

Ler every minister while he 18 preaching 
remember that God makes one of his hearers, 

The only religion possible to man is the re- 
ligion ol penite nce, 

I know of two beautiful things : the starry 
ve my head, and the semse of 

duty within my heart, Dmumanael Kant. 

Be thankful for past mercies before vou 
plead for new favors; this is the wa y 
«uccessfully : 

Wi the censure of others 
when we do wrong privately; but we ean not 
avoid the reproaches of our own mind. 

y to plead 

he that offereth praise glorifieth 

may escape 

WE are to be judged not only for the sins 
| committed in a life-time : but also for the evil gion and politics, was doubtless much excited | influences which they may exert after that we 
have passed away 

As we are nearing the grave, it should be 
with accumulated sweetness and dignity and 

youth, 
and the fail- 

ings of the tempted, 

Tue Hindoos, when gathering in their har- 
nng- 

| floor, take out the portion for their god. How- 
ever poor, however much in debt, or however 
much the crops may be, the god’s portion is 
hrst given, 

You will not cateh the hungry hearer drowsy. Hunger and Drowsiness are not often in each other's company. 
present, the other is generally 
hungrv hearey sleepy ! 
not go to sleep. Ho goes to satisfy a craving appetite. ‘Lhat appetite makes divine trath 
sweeter than honey and the honey-comb, It 

€ a4 man drowsy at | It does nos look even as well 
| as that to see one 80 at the spiritual banquet. 

When one is 
missing. A 

Not he. He does 

his dinner, 

Fo everyone life has some blessing—some | cup that is not mixed with bitterness. At | every heart there is some fountain of pure 
water, and all men at some time taste its | sweetness. Who is he that has not found in / his path of life some fragrant rosebush, scent- ing all the air with its sweet perfume, and obeering the heart of the weary traveller with its beauty, 
A mon landlord once cruelly oppressed a poor widow, Her son, a little lad * eight years, saw it. He afterwards became a paint- er, and painted a life-likemess of the dark scene. Years afterward, he placed it where the man saw it, He tarned pale, trem- bled SYeey Jains, and offered any sum to urchase it, that he might at i hus there is an nviaible reds eh the canvas of the soul a life-likeness re correctly all the spiritual history on eg 

ill versed fee My Kteyn Iw them to every man, 
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