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NEW
DRY GOODS

FOR

FALL AND WINTER.

Ockober Asy, ARTH,

THOMAS LOGAN

IS DAILY RECIEVING NEW GOODS from England
and the United States for the FALL TRADE. He
has now opened—

DRESS GOODS,

WOOL SHAWLS,
FELT SKIRTS,

Jacketand Mantle Cleths,

DRESS TWEEDS, GREY FLANNELS.

BLACK ALPACAS,

Bought at a bargain, selling for 25 cents.

FINGERING YARNS, BERLIN WOOLS,

TWO BALES OF

AMERICAN POINTS,

AT 8 CENTS.

BLACK FRENCH MERINOS,
BLACK HENRIETTA CLOTHS,
BLACK CRAPES,
GREY COTTONS,

Velvets and Velvet Ribbons.
PARKS COTTON WARPS,

TWEED SHIRTINGS,

&e., &, &e.

An Inspection Respecifully Bolicited.

THOMAS LOGAN.

Fredericton, September 29, 1876,

Sept. 15th, 1876.

NEW FALL GOODS,

AND VERY CHEAP. ¥

BUYERS OF

DRY GOODS

Will please take notice that

MiLLER & EDGECOMBE

are now opening NEW GOODS for the FALL
TRADE from EUROPE and the

AMERICAN MARKETS,

WE ARE NOW BELLING

Good Grey Cotton,

Yard Wide, for 7e., 8c., 9¢. and 10¢,

WHITE COTTONS,

from 7 to 13 cents.

SWANSDOWNS-—Very Cheap.
GREY SHIRTING FLANNELS,

less than ever sold before,
GOOD FAST COLOR PRINTS, for 8 and 9¢.

NEW GOODS received from the AMERICAN
; MARKETS every week.

Just opened per 8.5, Acadia :

BLACK COODS,

in Cords of all kinds,

COBURGS, LUSTRES, ALPACAS,
Merinos, Brilliantines, &c., &o.
TWEEDS and WINCIES Fingerings,

YARNS, RIBBONS, CRAPES, SILKS,

GLOVES,
: MEN'S BRACES,
WOOL SBHAWLS, &c.

THESE GOODS ARE ALL NEW AND FENSH, AND
WILL BE SOLD AT

BOTTOM PRICES FOR CASH. '
MILLER & EDGECOMBE.
Fredericton, Sept. 15, 1876,
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The Fntelligencer.

A SERMON.
BY REV, T. D. TALMAGE.
HE

WHAT IS WORTH.

1 Peter ii. 7.
The past three years have been struck

disaster,

enough, skilful braiu enough, industrious
hands enough ; but no faith. Now I have to
tell you that what ruins the commercial world
ruins the spintual, Our great lack is faith.
That is the hinge on which eternity turns.
The Bible says, we are saved by faith—with
faith, heaven; without faith, hell ! “O,” says
some one in the audience, “I have faith, I
believe that Christ came down to save the
world.” I reply that in worldly matters
when you have faith you always act upon it.
For instance, if I could show you a business
operation by which you could make one thou-
sand dollars or five thousana dollars, you
wonid immediately go into it. You would
prove your faith in what I tell you by your
prompt and immediate action. i\'ow,lf what
you call faith in Christ has led you to sur-
render your entire nature to Jesus and to
corresponding action in your life, it is genuine
faith, and if 1t has not, it is not faith at all.

DIFFERENT KINDS OF BELIEF,

There are some tkings which I believe with
the head. Then there are other things which
[ believe with the heart. And then there are
other things which I believe both with the
head and the heart. I believe, for instance,
that Cromwell lived. That is a matter of the
head. Then there are other things which I
believe with the heart and not with the head.
That is, I have no special reason for believing
them, and yet I want to believe them, and
the wish is the father to the expectation.
But there is very great difference between
that which we believe about ourselves, and
that which we believe about others. For in-
stance, you remember not a great while ago
there was a disaster in Pennsylvania, amid
the mines; there was an explosion amid the
damps, and many lives were lost. In the
morning you picked up your newspaper, and
saw that there had been a great disaster in
Pennsylvania. You said, “ Ah, what a sad
thing that is ; how mavy lives lost! O, what
sorrow !I” Then yon read a little further on.
There had been an almost miraculous effort
to get those men out, and a few had been
saved. “0,” you gaid, “ what a brave thing,
what a grand thing that was! How well it
was done " Then you folded the paper up,
and sat down to your morning repast. Your
appetite had not been interfered with, and
during that day, perhaps, you thought only
two or three times of the disaster, But sup-
pose you and I had been in the mine, and the

dyin lt]ad been all_around us. mul we had
ngar the pickaxes just abOve us as they were

trying to work their way down, and after a
while we saw the light, ana then the life-
bucket let down through the shaft, and suffo-
cated and half-dead, we had just strength
enough to throw ourselves over into it, and
had been hauled out into the light. Then
what an appreciation we would have had of
the agony and the darkness beneath, and the
joy of the deliverance. That is the difference
between believing a thing aboui others and
believing it-about ourselves,

WE TAKE UP THE BIBLE AND READ

** Unto you therefore which believe, He is precious,”—

through with uncertainty and commercial
What has been the matter with the
stores ? with the harvests ? with the men?
It was a lack of faith. Money enough, goods

Christ’s face, and says:
wilt thou forgive me ?”

most.”
brought up again? “ Never,” says Christ.
“ Won’t it be brought up ip the Judgment
Day?” “No,” says Christ, “neyer in the
Judgment Day.” What bread is to the
hungry, what harbor is to the bestormed,
what light is to the blind, what liberty is to
the captive, that, and more than that, is
Christ to the man who trusts him.

CHRIBT AND THE CHRISTIAN,

Just try to get Christ away from that
Christian, Put on that man the thumb-
screw. Twist it until the bones crack., Put
that foot into the iron boet of persecution
until it is mashed to a pulp. Stretch that
man on the rack of the inquisition, and louder
than all the uproar of the persecutors, you
will hear his voice like the voice of Alexan-
der Le Croix, above the crackling faggots as
he cried out, “ O, Jesus, O, my blessed Jesus,
O, divine Jesus, who would not die for thee?”

CHRIST A8 A FRIEND.

Again: I remark that Christ is precious to
the believer as a friend. You have commer-
cial friends and you have family friends. To
the commercial friend you go when you have
business troubles. You can look back to

SAINT JOHN, NEW BRUNSWICK, FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 29, 1876

iniquity ? O, what Jesus is to the soul that | have religion or that T know anything much
believeth in him! The soul losks up into !about Christ, but when I was mid-Atlantic
“To what extent |1 looked up one day through the rigging and
And Jesus looks
back into his face and says, “To the utter-

there seemed to come light through my soul.
I have felt different ever since, and I love

The soul says, “ Will it never be | those that I once hated, and I feel a joy I

can’t tell you. I really don't know what is
the matter of me.” A rough sailor got up,
and said, “ My lad, I know what’s the matter
of you. You have found Jesus. It isenough
to make any man happy.”

“ His worth 1f all the pations knew,
Sure the whole earth would love him, too.”

CHRIST A8 A FINAL DELIVERER,

I remark again: Christ is
believer as a final deliverer.
aiter a while get out of this world,

recious to the

Here

eighty, to ninety years of age, but yourcom-
mon sense tells you that the next twenty-five
years will land the majority of this audience
in eternity. The next ten years will thin out

a great many of these family circles, This
night may do the work for some of us. Now,
why do I say this? To scare you? No;

but just as I would stand in your office, if I
were a business man and you were a business
man, and talk over risks, Is it base in us
this morning to talk a little while over the
risks of the soul, that are for eternity ? You
do not consider it cowardly to talk in your
store over temporal risks. In my congrega-
tion Death has, the last year, been doing a

[ou and I must })rayerﬂ?
|

and there, one perhaps may come on to|Touch him on the heart.

P— S ——

Lord Jpsus, help that woman. She is a
wanderer, No tears can she weep. See,
Lord Jesas, that polluted soul, see that blis-
tered foot. No church for her. No good
t cheer forher. No hope forher. Lord J esus,
g0 to that soul, Thou wilt not stone her, Let
the red-hot chain, that burns to the bone till
the bloody ichor hisses in the heat, anap at
Thy touch. O, have mercy on Mary Magda-
lene.

Lord Jesus, help that young man. He
took money out of his employer’s till, Didst
Thou see it? The clerks were all gone. The
lights were down. The shutters were up.
Didst Thou see it ?
the pit.

Rememberest Thoa not his mother's
She can pray for him no more.
.ord Jesus, Touch him on the shoulder.
Lord, save that

young man. There are many young men
here. I got a letter from one of them who is

probably here to-day, and I shall have other
opportunity of answering that letter. You
say you believe in me.
Jesus? I cannot save you, my dear brother.

Christ can. He wants and waits to save you,

and he comes to-day to save you. will you

have him? I do not know what our young |
men do without Christ—how they get on |
amid all the temptations and trials to which }
they ‘are subjected. O, young men, come 1o |
Christ to-day, and put your soul and your in- |
terest for this life and the next irto his km-p-t
ing.

0, let him not fall into |

O, do you believe in |

|

NEARER HOME.

“This beautifal hymn was written by Phabe
Cary in the year 1824, The following vouch-
| ing story is told concerning the singing of it

in a far off heathen land :

A gentleman in China intrusted with pack-
ages for a young man, from his friends in the
United States, learned that he probably
would be found in a certain gambling house,
He weat thither, but not seeing the young
man, sat down and waited, in the hope that
he might come in. The place was a bedlam
of noises, men getting angry over their cards,
and frequently coming to blows. Near him
| 8at Lwo men—one young, the other forty

years of age. They were betting and drink-
ing in a terrible way, the older one giving
utterance continually to the foulest profarity.
Two games had been finished, the young man
losing each time. The third game, with
fresh bottles of brandy, had jnst‘ begun, and
the young man sat lazily hack in his chair,
| while the older shuffled his cards. The
| man was a long time dealing his cards, and
the young man looking carelessly about the
room began to hum a tune. He went on
till at length he began to sing the hymn of
Phaeebe Cary given below. The words savs
the writer of the story, repeated in such a
vile place, at first made me shudder. A Sab-
bath-school hymn in a gambling den! Bat
while the young man sang, the elder stopped

some day—it may have been ten or twenty

great deal of work.

Where is your fither?

g. In olden times, you know, a cup-bearer
would bring win® or water to the king, first

years ago—when, if you had not had that
iriend you would have been entirely over-
thrown it business. But I want to tell you
this morning of Jesus, the best business friend
a man ever had. He can pull you out
of the worst perplexities. There are
people in this audience who have got into the
4|abit of putting down all their worldly trou-
bles at the feet of Jesus. There is a man be-
fore me who once said to me: “When I
want a hundred or a thousand dollars, and |
cannot get it, I go to Christ. He never left
me in a predicament. I always got relief
some way.” Why, Christ meets the man on
Broadway and Wall street and Fultou street,
and says, “ O, business man, I know all thy
troubles. I will be with thee. I will see
the through.” Look out how you try to
corner or trample on a man who is backed up
by the Lord God Almighty. Look out how
you trample on him. O, there is a financier
that many of our business men have not
found out. Christ owns all the boards of
trade, all the insurance companies, and all
the banking-houses. They say that the Van-
derbilts own the railroads ; but Christ owns
the Vanderbilts and the railroads, and all the
plotting of the gold gamblers shall be put to
confusion, and God with his little finger shall
wipe out their infamous projects. How often
it has been that we bave seen men gather up
riches by fraud, in a pyramid of strength
and beauty, and the Lord came and blew on
it, and it was gone; while there are those
bhere to-day who, if they could speak out in
this assemblage, or, dared.ba APeaks, vopid
best friend I had in 1857 ; the best friend I |
had at the openiug of the war;

THE BEST FRIEND I HAVE HAD IN NEW YORK

Where is your mother ?
brother ? Your sister? O, how cruel does
Death seem to be! Will he pluck every
flower? Will he poison every fountain?
Will he put black on every door-knob ? Will
he snap every heart-string? Can I keep |
nothing ? Are there no charmed weapons |
with which to go out and contend against
him? Give me some keen sword, sharpened
in God’s armory, with which I may stab him
through. Give me some battle-axe, that I
may clutch it and hew bhim from helmet to
sandal. Thank God, thank God, that he who
rideth on the pale horse hath more than a
match in him who rideth on the white horse.
St. John heard the contest, the pawing of the
steeds, the rush, the battle-cry, the onset,
until the pale horse came down on his haun-
ches, and his rider bit the dust, while Christ,
the conqueror, with uplifted voice declared
it: “O death, I will be thy plague; O
grave, I will be thy destruction.”

Yourchild? Your

THE SEPULCHRE IS A LIGHTED CASTLE

on the shore of heavenly seas, and sentinel
angels walk up and down at the door to
guard it. The dust and the dampness of the
grave are only the spray of the white surf of
celestial seas, and the long breathing of the
dying Christian, that you call his gasping, is
only the long inhalation of the air of Leaven.
O, bless God for what Christ is to the Chris-
tian soul, here and hereafter.

I heard a man say, some time ago, that
they never laugh in heaven. I do not know
m‘oy do I&igh in fheaven. When victories
come home, do we not laugh? When for-
tunes are won in a day, do we not laugh ?
Afwer we have been ten or fifteen years away

for the past four weeks, has been the Lord |
Jesus Christ. I would rather give up all other |
friends than this one.”

But we have also family friends. They
come in when we have sickness in the house-
hold. . Perhaps they say nothmng; but they
sit down and they weep as the light goes out
of the bright eyes, and the white petals of the
lily are scattered in the blast of death. They
watch through the long night by the dying

that Christ came to save the world. That‘
was beautiful,” you say, “a fine specimen of |
self-denial. That was ver{

But suppose it is found that we uursclwm
were down in the mine of sin and in the dark- ,
ness, and Christ stretched down his arm of |
mercy through the gloom and lifted ns out of |
the pit, and set our feet on the Rock of Ages, |

and put & new song into our month ; O, then |

grand indeed.” |

it is a matter of hand-clapping; it 18 a matter |
of congratulation ; it is a matter of deep emo-
tions, Which kiod of faith have you, my |
brother ? T righ 1]
It is faith that makes a Christian, and it is |
the proportion of faith that makes the differ- |
ence between Christians, What was it that |
lifted Paul and Lutber and Payson and Dod- |
'ridge above the ordinary level of Christian |
character ? It was the simplicity, the bril-
liancy, vhe power, and the splendor of (.!H:ll‘
faith. O, that we had more of it! God,
give us more faith to preach and more faith
to hear. “Jord! we believe, help then our
unbelief!” “To you which believe, He is
precious.”

CHRIST A8 A BAVIOUR.

First : _ :
believer as a Saviowr from sin.
“To whom are you talking?

A man says,
I am one of

sall mo a sinper? Yes! *The heart is de-
ceitful above all things and desperately
wicked.” Y¥You say, “How do you know
anything about my hesrt?” I know that

and what God says is always right. W:l'uen a
wan becomes & Christian, Vcoplc say: * I‘ha?
man sets himself above us.” O, no, £llﬂtcam.
of setting bimself up, he throws himsel” down.
He cries out, “I was lost once, but now I am
found. [ was blind once, but now I see, 1
prostrate myself at the fuot of the cross of
the Saviour’s mercg:” o

What 4 grand thing it is to feel that all
the bad words I have ever uttered, and all
the bad deeds I bave ever done, and all the
bad thoughts that have ever gope through
my mind, are as though they had never been,
for the sake of what Christ bas done. ¥You
know there is a difference n stains, BSome
can be washed out by water, but others re-
quire a chemical preparation. The sin of the
heart is so black and indelible a mark that no
haman application can cleanse it, while the
blood of Jesps Christ can wash it out forever,
O, the infinite, Lhe pmmpotcnt‘?hemlytry of
the Gospel. Some man says; I believe all
that. I believe God has forgiven the most
of my sins, but there is one sin I cannot for-
get,” Whatisit? I do not want Lo know
what it is, but I take the respousibility of
saying that God will forgive it as willingly
as any other sin,

% O'er mns, like mountains, for their size,
The seas of sovereign grace expsnd,
The seas of sovereign grace arise.”

ONE UNFORGIVEN BIN,

There was a very good man, about seventy-
five years of age, that once said : “ I believe
God has forgiven me, but there was one sin
which I committed when I was about twenty
years of age that I never forgave myseif fo::;
and I can’t feel happy when I think of it,
He said that one sin sometimes came over his
heart snd blotted out all his hope of heaven.
Why, bie lacked in faith. The grace that can
forgive & small sin_can forgive a large sin.

| soothe you with great comfort.

| your dwelling ? : '
i at the baptisnis and at the weddings. Family

I remark Christ is precious to the |

the most respectable men in the city ; do you |

ahout it, for God announces it in his word ;|

couch, and then, when the spirit has gone,
They say :
“Don’t cry. Jesus pities you, All is well.
You will meet the lust ovne again.” Then,
when your son went off, breaking vour heart, |
did they not come and put the story in the
very best shape, and prophesy the return of
the prodigal? Were they not in your house

| when the birth angel flapped its wing over

And they have been there

friends ! DBut I bave to tell you that Christ

is the best family friend. O, blessed is that

eradle over which Jesus beuds, DBlessed is

that nursery where Jesus walks, DBleesed is

that sick brow from which Jesus wipes the

dampness, DBlessed is that table where Jesus

breaks the bread. Blessed is that grave

where Jesus stands with his scarred feet on

the upturned sod, saying: “I am the resur-

rection and the life ; he that believeth in me

though he were dead, yet shall he live”

Have you a babe in the house ? put it in the

arms of the great child-lover. Is there a
sick one in the house ? think of him who said,
“Damsel, arise.” Are you afraid you will |
come to want? think of him who fed the
five thousand. Is there a little one in yonr
nouse that you are afraid will be blind or
| deat or lame ¥ think of him whd touched the
blind eye and snatched back the boy from
epileptic convulsion,

O, HE 18 THE BeST FRIEND,

Look over your tamily friends to-day and find
| another that can’ be compared to him, When
| we want our friends, they are sometimes out
of town. Christ is always in town. We
find that some will stick to us in prosperity
who will not in adversity. Bat Christ comes
through darkest night, and amid ghastliest
sorrow, and acvoss roughest sea to comfort
you. There are men and women here who
would have been dead twenty years ago but
for Jesus, They have gouwe through trial
enough to exhaust ten times their physical
strength, Their property went, their bealth
went, their families were scattered. God only
knows what they suffered. They are an
amazement to themselves that they have been
able to stand it Th? look at their once
bappy home, surrounded by all comfori.
Gone! They think of the time when they
used to rise strong in the morning, and wall
vigorously down the street, and had experi-
enced a bealth they thought inexhaustible.
Gone! KEverything gone but Jesus. He has
itied them., His eye has watched them,
i)lis omnipgtengo has defended them. Yes.
He has been with them. They have gone
through disaster, and he was a pillar of fire
by night. They bave gone across swrmﬁ
Galilee, but Christ had bis foot on the nec
of the storm. They felt the waves of trouble
coming up around them gradually,.and they
began to ciimb into the strong rock of God’s
defenge, and they sgng, as they looked over
the waters, “ God is our refugo and strength,
an ever present help in the time of trouble;
therefore we will not fear, though the earth
be removed, though the mountains be carried
into the midst of the sea, thonsh the waters
thereof roar and be troubled, though the
mountains shake with the swelling thereof,
Selah.” The other day there was a sailor
who came into the Bethel in New York, and
said, * My lads (he was standing among sail
ors), I dev't know what’s the matter of me. 1
used to hear a good deal about religion and

ighty to save, Mighty to save. ho is
5-‘6?& 'dk.::nbo o:‘r dod, that pardoneth

about Jesus Christ. I don't know that I

- Rl S ’“ M_

heaven,

from our friends, and we greet them again,
do we not laugh? Yes, we will laugh in
Not hollow laughter, not meaning-
less laughter, but a fall, round, clear, deep,
resonant outbreak of eternal gladness, O,
the glee of that moment when we first see
Jesus ! I think we will take the first two or
three years in heaven to look at Jesus; and if,
in ten thousand years, there should be a mo-
ment when the doxology paused, ten thous-
and souls would cry out : “Sing ! sing !” and
when the cry was: “ What shall we sing #”

the answer would be: “ Jesus! Jesus!” O,
yon may have all the erowns in heaven ; I do
not care so much about them. You may have
all the robes in heaven; I do not care so|
much about them., Yon may have all the |
sceptres in heaven; 1 do not care so much
about them. You may have all the thrones
in heaven; I do not care so much about

them. Bat give me Jesus— that is enongh for
me, O, Jesus! Ilong to see Thee. Thou

.

‘chief among ten thousand, the One alto-
gether lovely.”

There may be some in this house who have
come in, this morning, hardly knowing why
they bave come, Perhaps it was as in Paul’s
time—you have come mn to hear what this
babbler sayeth; but I am glad to meet you
face to face, and to strike hands with you in |
one earnest talk about your deathless spirit.
Do you know, my friend, that

THIS WORLD I8 NOT GOOD ENOUGH FOR YOU ?
It cheats., It fades. It dies,
mortal. I see it in the deathless spirit look- |
ing out from your eye,
It 18 an immortal spirit. |
window of the cage. I come out to feed it. |
During the past week the world has been try- |
i ;

ing to feed 1t with husks, T come out tfis
morning to feed it with that bread of which
if # man eat he will vever hunger. What
has the world done for you? "Has it not
bruised you? Has it not betrayed you ? |
Has it not maltreated you ¥ Look me in the |
eye, immortal man, and tell me if that is not
80. And yet, will you trust it? O, [ wish
that you could

FORGET ME, THE WEAK AND BINFUL MAN-—

that I might vanish from your sight this |
morning, and that Jesus might come in. |
Aye, he comes here this morning to plead for |
your soul-comes in all covered with the!
wounds of Calvary, Hesays: “ O, immortal |
mau, I died for thee. I pity thee. I come
to save thee. With these hands, torn and
erushied, 1 will lift thee up iuto pleasures that
never die.” Who will reject—who will drive
him back? When Christ was slain on the
cross, they had a cross and they had nails
and they had hammers. You crucify by
your sin, Q, impenitent soul, the Lord Jesus
Christ. Here is a cross ; but where are the
nails ¥ Where are the hammers? “Ah”
says some one rejecting Christ—some one in
the gallery: “1 will furnish the “nails. 1|
don’t believe in that Jesus. I will farnish
the nails.”” Now we have the nals ; who
will furnish the hammers ? “Ab" says some
bard heart, “I will furnish the hammers.”
Now we have the pails and the hammers.
We bave no spears; who will furnish the
spears ¥ “Ab,” says some one long in the
habit of sin and rcﬂction of Christ's mercy ;
“I will furnish them.” Now we have all the
instruments : the cross, the nails, the ham-
mers, the sffears ; the crucifixion goes on. 0,
the darkness! O, the pang! O, the tears!
O, the death | * Behold the Lamb of God,
that takest away the sin of the world.”

Lord Jesus, help that man, He sits fgr
back to-day., He does not like to come for-
ward, He feels strange in a religious as-
semblage, He thinks perhaps we do not
want him,

0, JESUS, TAKE THAT TREMBLING HAND,

Put thine ear to that agitated heart and hear
how it beats, O, lift the iron gate of that

! L»rt.\'.

| into the country, Miss Rankin managed to
| : S VRN I X
| bave Bibles secretly carried over to Mata-| vou oan afford to give the people one sermon

| ready to receive the truth everywhere,

| that she would have means to compete with
!lhcm in the education of the children.
| she
| many discouragements, raised enough money
| to build a seminary,
| and made many converts of parents through
{ their children.
| Bible and publications of the Tract Society,
You are im- | for which a demand was soon created, orders

It isa mighty spirit. | She saw the opportunity opened toa Bible
It beats against the | distributor, and endeavored to secure the ser-

| in Matamoras, her experience in Brownsville

| tion from the z-'\‘xuillul"\' by Nouthern authori-

| to travel in .“r\im), two of them became

| age into their hearts and inspired them with
| zeal, and these young men eventually carried

i

enlisted in their behalf,

tasting it himself, shewing there was no,
poison in it, then passing it to the king who |
would drink it. The highest honor I ask is
that I may be cup-bearer to-day to your soul. |
[ bring vou this water of everlasting life. 1
have drank of it. There is no poison it. It
has never done me any harm. It will do vou |
no harm. O, drink it, and live forever.
let that aged man put his head down on the
staff, and let that poor widowed soul bury
her worried face in her handkerchief, and |
these little children fold their hands in pray-
er, while we commend you to him who was
wounded for our transgressions, and bruised
for our iniquities : for to you which believe,
he is precious.

-
-

A BRAVE WOMAN MISSIONARY.

No women, and but few men, have been
able to do as much tor Protestant missions as
Miss Melinda Rankin. It is seldom indeed
that a single life has accomphished such great
results as “have been obtained in Mexico
through this woman’s labors, She was born
and educated in New England, but sizce 1840
her time has been spent in missionary work
among the Catholics of .\llssissi;.,fl, Texas
and Mexico. The story of her life, as she
told it—simply, modestly and unaffectedly—
has an interest and a lesson for all. ~In
1840 she felt that she was called to labor
among the Catholics ot the Mississippi Val- '
ley, who were rapidly increasing in nambers |
and inﬂuvl.n'g\-‘ frothd” wore ‘uq_ytl)igr;\timn.l
Woile, B¥oke out ; and learning from return-

ed soldiers something of the spiritual «-nn«li-l

tion of the poor Mexicans, her sympathy was
l“:lilillg to interest
others by tongue or pen in the evangelization
of Mexico, she resolved to devote herself to
the work. Although she could not preach,
she could teach and circulate the Bible. Her
self-imposed mission was not an easy or a|
pieasant one. Texas was then overrun with
outlaws and robbers, and a lone woman might
well shrink from the danger of life in their
midst. Miss Rankin went, however, and
opened a school at Huntsville, remaining
there until 1852. She then went to Browns-
\‘i”\‘, or: the border nf..\ln'\i('l', which for sev-
eral reasons was not likely 10 be a pleasant
place to live in, _
arrival in the town she gathered five children
in the school, socn increasing the number to
Although the laws of Mexico forbade
the introduction of Protestantism in any form

The next morning after hor

moras, She found that the people were

and

S\)
came North, and, after hard work and

She opened it in 185 i,

She diligeutly circulated the
with money coming from as far as Monterey,

vices of one through Dr, Kirk. Disappoint-
ed in this, and still undaunted by persecation,
sickness, discouragements, and many perils,
A p .
Miss Rankin prepared to go hersell. "Her life

at the breakihg out of the rebellion, her ejec-

ties, her trips to the North to obtamn money
to forward the evangelical work in Mexico,
her attempts to interest men in her enter-

: » : prise
and obtain helpers, are striking features of

i’ .

uer story. After engaging several colporteurs
faint-hearted when about to start out. Miss
Rankin equal to every emergency, put cour-

the Gospel to Oaxaca.

Thousands of Bibles and tracts were cireu-
lated, many sermons were preached and con-
veris lllullililicd. Miss Rankin Supe rintended
the work and organized the fruits of the mis-
sions into congregations, She fixed the head-
quarters of the mission for Northern Mexico
at Monterey, and by ber own exertions rais-
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| and drank my last bottle,

| when you

| dealing the cards, stared at the singer a mo-
| mont, and throwing the cards on the floor,
exclaimed, “ Harry, where did you learn that
tune 2’  “ What tune #? « Why, that one
you've been singing.” The _\'nun"_g man said
he did not know what he had been singing,
when the older repeated the words, with l(':lil's‘
in his eyes, and the young man said he had
learned 1t in a Sanday-school in America.
Come,” said the elder, getting up, “come,
Harry, here’s what I've won from you ; go
and use it for some good purpose. As for me,
28 God sees me, |1 have played my last game,
[ have misled you,
Harry, and I am s . (Give me your hand,
my boy, and for old America’s sake, if for no
other, you will quit this infernal business.”
So arm in arm, the two walked away together.
But here is the hymn :

nry.

One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to me o'er and o'er;
I'm nearer home to-day
Than I've ever been before.
Nearer my Father’s house,
Where the many mansions be :
Nearer the great white throne,
Nearer the great white sea :
Nearer the bound of life,
Where wejlay our burdens down :
Nearer leavieg the cross,
Nearer gaining the crown.
But the waves of that silent sea
Roll dark betore my sight,
That bright on the other side
Break on a shore of light,
Jesus, confirm my trust ;
Strengthen the Wi stand
Upon the shore of death.
Be near me when my feet
Are slipping o'er the brink,
For I'm nearer home,
Perhaps, than now I think,
Columbia District Directory,

A COLORED PREACHER'S ADVICE.

SOMETHING THAT WHITE PREACHERS MAY READ
PERHAPS WITH PROFIT,

In the Conference of the African M. E
Church in Jersey City, recently, the Rever-
end Mr. Thomas delivered a wonderfully elo-
quent and practical sermon, that was address-
ed to the kneeling applicants that had gath-
ered together with the ministers and delegatos
around-the plamn altar. e said: .

1 want you to preach the gospel of Jesus
Christ. We don't want anything that is
flowery or particularly beautiful. We want
plain common sense, you think
go out into the rural districts that

A\!l4! |;n“'(

with small alterations for eaoh Sunday.

These people in the ocountry know what a

1”“')' l',““‘“”“ their lll”l’l‘," and stadied | sermoan is, and you can’t give them the same
| them with great care, : earing ll;.y l.x pl.ut) ‘ discourse each day. TE hnowr ke o
of French x,mna were about Ln),\'ﬁl.llbllh 1 them- preaching is, and if you preach the same
| selves at Brownsville, Miss Rankin resolved v

thing, with a slight alteration of the text, you
can make up your mind that they will know
it. Again, there are many high-toned people
in the pulpit who discass involved and difi-
cult subjects, and give their own suppositions
and imaginations that don’t amount to any-
thing, and they think that they are giving
great, big pulpit talk, and everyone else who
does not know what they are talking about
thinks so too, and these men get a great re-
putation. But all is in vain.- It is enough
lor you to preach Jesus Christ and the doc-
trine that he preached here on earth. Aso-
ther thing, you must be original ; you must
.~lu<1.\’ the word oi'hml, and study l-ll(' moods
of human nature. A
ble 1n church societies arises f{
human nature in the pastor.

Sermons,

rom a want of
Don’t try to imitate other men,

in the pulpit, and then you'll do good weork,
o’y imitate any man., Study,study, study,
We are in advauce of our forefathers, and we
can’t preach what they preached an hundred
years ago. Minsters must be posted on all
subjects, popular as well as soiritual, You’ll
never find Jake Thomas talking in the pulpit
about dead topics.

=  —

MORMONISM IN ENGLAND,.

Attention was lately called, the London
Methodist says, to the emigration of people
from this country to Salt Lake, and it was
maintained that the majority of such emi-
grants came out of rural districts, where the
influence of the Church of England was su-

ed §15,000 at the North to buy a suitable
building in that city,

At last when this brave woman had estab-
lished the mission securely, worn by disease
and incessant labor, she turned it over to the
American Board with regret that she could
no longer aid and direct it,

She now retires from missionary life with
the satisfaction of seeing several societies la-
boring for the evangelization of Mexico.
She sees an independent evangelical church,
with fifty-six congregations, established in
the centre of the republic, while zealous mis-
sionaries are carrying the Gospel to the dist-
ant and dark corners of the coyntry. It must
rejoice her to know that the years she conse-
erated to Mexico were not spent in vain, but
resulted in planting Protestant Obristianity
firmly in that gountry, and in drawing the
atteution of the Christian world to so prom-
ising a field of missionary enterprise,
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shall not cheat him.
neigh

or. Then all goes well, He

prison house and let that man go free.
-

T

:

sun,— Kinerson,
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Every man takes care that his neighbor
But a day comes when
be begins to care that he do not cheat his

h has
changed his market-cart into a chariot of the

preme. Without discussing the point thus
| raised, we may allude to the extraordinary
| transformation of character which many gon-
| verts to Mormouism undergo. Amongst
| numerous stories of the heartlessness and de-
basement which are the fruit of the monstrous
imposture of Brigham Young, the following
may be allowed pre-eminence. There was a
tradesman in one of our northern towns, who
had a wite aud three children and a flourish-
ing business, who seemed perfectly conteunted
with his lot and devoted 10 his family, This
man disappeared one morning, and his dis-
tracted wile heard nothing of him until a
letter came from America, giving no expla-
nation of his departure, but simply informing
her of his whereabouts, Her neighbors had
suggested that perhaps he had gone to Salt
Lake, but she smutcll the idea, although she

could in no way account for his strange con-
duct.

saved three hundred dpouuds.
tion produced 3 spee

AN g

More than half the trau- |
Preach origina! |

Be John Smith or Silas White or Peter Shaw |

She wrote to him that when she had
sufficient money she would go out and join
him, but received no reply, The business he
had left continved prosy.ious under her man-
agement, and vot very long afterwards she
was able to write and tell him that she had

This informa-

It '
: y answer, to the effect | thee most of all to prefer thyself e .
WN She h.d beu.e( .Qu up ev“"%-ml a K z. ¥y ven “ﬁ“

Whole No. 1183¢

come to him. This was done, and the trust-
ing woman set off with her ckildren, bappy
in the thought that whatever her husband
had done, she was f_{ﬂill}_: to be with him again.
He met her in New York, received her with
great apparent affection, inquired kindly afier
the money she had brought, which she de-
livered up to him, and then told her that he
had settled at Salt Lake, and that he would
take her there. The poor creature, deceived
by the kindness of his manner, had no sus-
picion of the truth, and asked him po ques-
tions. But when'they approached Salt Lake
City, he told her that he had two wives there,
The shock to her min‘l, together with the
physical debility caused by her long travel,
resulted in her death, and her husband, hav-
ing sent the chiidren back to England, re-
sumed his life as a follower of the Mormon
“ prophet ” without further concern.

b
**>

WHAT THE FIRST SALOON COST.

The Kansas State Sentinel, in recording a
fast, draws a moral which we think none who
study 1t can fail to profit by: “The first
saloon licenced by the Board of Commission-
ers, nearly nine years ago, paid fifty dollars
for that privilege. It met a bitter opposition
from the friends of temperance and {good order,
but the ram-men were alert, and Jy present-
ing a bogus petition, asking for it, the thin
was granted, and fifty dollars are supposeg
to have gone into the treasury,

“A change at once came over our town,
Drunken men began to be seen uporn our
streets. Men who before paid their bills re-
gularly, now paid so much for rum that their
bills to honest tradesmen had to go unpaid.

“The air of that saloon, night and day,
was made black witk profanity, vulgarity,
and ram. Our young men went there and
stayed until the hours of midright. What
effect it had on them will never be written.

“A poor, hard-working settler down on the
river, who had opened up a farm, and there-
fore maintained his family, began to visit the
saloon and to neglect his home. One morn-
ing he was found outside with bis head fatal-
ly crushed by a drunken companion, A long
and tedious series of trials followed, costing
the couniry over one thousand dollars, result
ing in the murderer being sent to prison for
fourteen years, and breaking up his family,

“The murdered man's widow made an at-
tempt to keep her family together on the
farm, and to furnish them with food, but in
two or three years she died—no doubt from
privation, A daughter soon followed her
mother from the same cause ; then the ragged
children were sent to their friends Ohio, at
the expense of the county,

“These facts are given from my knowledge
of them, and just as they are, Now, let us
see how this transaction paid :
The county got

ot B . RPN o . 2,800
Convict murdgrercuuiou, wse « -sss 1.000
Indngtze , Lars, at $1000 per S seses 0,000
SRR .5 & s s is st s i ;‘;‘_,875
FRTRRE TR0 Lo o o o o s s aiaind B 50
Loss by transaction. . ssreeesascnssandiiil
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AFTER CHURCH.
It was after the evening service. Mrs

Coonton and the three Misses Coonton had
arrived home, They sat listlessly around the
room with their things on, Mr. Coonton was
lying on the lounge asleep,

“ Emmeline,” said Mrs, Coonton, suddenly
:L(llll'\'n\slllg her clcik'st, “did you see Mrs, Par-
ker when she came in ?”

“Yes, ma,” replied Emmeline,

“She did’s have that hat on last .\'unday
did she " ;

“No,” said Emmeline, “It is her new hat,
I noticed it the minute she went down the
:“,}‘.' and says to Sarah. ¢ What on earth
possesses Mrs. Parker to wear such a hat as
that ¥ says L.”

“Such a great, prancing feather on such s
little hat looked awful ridiculous, I thought
I should laugh right out when I saw it,” ob-
served Sarah,

“I1 don’t think it looked any worse than
Mary Schuyler’s with the flaring red bow on
the back,” said Amelia.

“1 don’t ree whet Mus. Schuyler can be
thinking of o dress Mary out like thas,” said
Mrs, Coonton, with asigh. “Mary mast be
older than Sarah, and yet she dresses as if she
was a mere child-—"

“ Did you see how the Widow Marshall
was tucked out?” interrupted EKmmeline.
She was as gay as a poacuuL. Merey what
airs that woman pats on! I would like to
ask her when she 1s going to bricg back thas
pan of flour,” and Emmeline tittered malici-
uu.\!_\'.

“She’s shinning around old McMasters,
| they say,” mentioned Amelia.
|  “0Old McMasters!” ejaculated Mrs, Coon-

ton,” “ Why he is old enough to be her
father.”

“What difference do you suppose that
| makes to her ?” suggested Emmeline, “ Bat
| 1 pity him if he gets_her. She's a perfect
| wildcat.”

“Say, Em, who was that gentleman with
Ellen Bixby " inquired Amelia.
“That's 80,” chimed ic Sarah, with spirit ;
who was he ?”
“ What gentleman ¥ asked Mrs, Coonton.
“ Why, [ don’t know who it was,” exclaim-
ed Emmeline.
| " lhey came in during the prayer. He
| was a tall fellow, with light hair and chin
whiskers.”

“1t couldn't have been her Cousin Johu
fram Brooklyn,” suggested Mrs, Coonton.

“Bother! mno!"™ said Sarah, pettishly,
“He is short, and has brown hair. This
gentleman is a stranger. I wonder where
she picked him up "

* She seemed to keep mighty close to him,”
sald Amelia. “Bat she needn’t be scared.
| He looks as soft as a squash. Did you see
| him tumbling up his hair with his fingers ?
| I wonder what the big ring cost—two cents "
and the speaker tittered,

Just then there was a motion on the lounge,
and the ladies hegan to take off their thin

“Hallos, folks,” said Mr. Coonton, rhﬁl‘&
| up and rubbing his eyes. *Is church out ?

“Yee,” said Mrs, Coonton, with a yawn,

“

“ Did you hear a good sermon #”

“Pretty good,”
yawn all round,

“ See many new clothes "

that is all your wife and
church for, to look at other
said Mrs. Coonton, tartly.

hters

& toss of the head.
church people.”
Pa went to bed.— Danbury News.

s

If there be any goo'd in thee, bel J
there is much more in others, \u;

: Wihboge 29
. r

-\

ity

which communicated itself to her danghters.

acoompanied by another

“1 suppose you think, Mr, Qoonton, thas
w.
's olothes,”

“ That's just like pa,” said Emmeling, with
“He is always slurring
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