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—— 

greet thee, 
Shadows poh vd the land. 

Do not look at life's long sorrow; 
See how small each moment's pain ; 

God will help thee for to-morrow, 

Every hour that fleets so slowly 
Has its task to do ox bear: 

Luminous the crown, and holy, 
If thou set each gem with care. 

Do not linger with regrettin 
Obrtie patuing homey Seapid! 

Nor, the daily toil forgetting, 
Look too eagerly beyond. 

Hours are golden links, God’s token, 
Reaching Heayen; but one by one, 

ar vr lest the gy be broken 
re pilgrimage one. 

i Words. 

British Military Hospitals at 

Different Hospitals—Special Instances of 
God’s Mercy— Condition of the Wives 
and Widows of Soldiers-—Ruin of Mos- 

Scurari, Feb. 17, 1855. 
DIFFERENT HOSPITALS. 

[ have been surprised to find so many sol- 
diers in hospitals from seventeen to twenty-one 
ye of age. Many of these appear to have 

ft home against parental wishes ; and seve- 
ral instances have occurred here of men dying 
who bad false names, and were of superior 
extraction. Two or three touching cases have 
occurred, under my own h—— deep 
regret and repentance by some of t poor 
young . fellows, but they have died before I 
p< thers more than one or two visits. 
There is ing  imexpressibly sad in the 

for time prevents you being able to enter fully 
into the details. But interesting as such in- 
quiries might be, the mass of sickness and 
suffering, and the hurry of death, absolutely 
prevent minute observation. Rear in mind 
that we have in the ** Barrack Hospital” here 
about 3,000 cases. For this there are four 
chaplains ; but then many other duties divide 

ir daily walk in their division of this hospi- 
. One of us sits up at night in rotation, 

is-an hospifal over a stable in the vicinity, 
which contains (in round numbers) 100 men, 
and has to he attended to in rotation. There 
i= another hospital at a palace of the Sultan, 
about a mile of two distant, which contains 
about 400 men, and has to be also visited in 
rotation. The la ital near, call- 

thousand men, and has two chaplains to attend 
to-it. Up the Bosphorus there is another at 
Kulukee, containing about 12,000 men, which 
now has also two chaplains, but until lately it 
had tobe bp 4 oa in rotation. The te 
nerals here are fifty daily on the ave an 
this service also is distribated priori and 
two ships in the rus, full of dMvales- 
Conia sig Saki, Rave JE uk SSRs J NUN: 

to. It interruptions of the 4 od 
attendance on our divisions of the Great Hos- 
ital are great evils, not avoidable at present, 
ut I have ngs been without evidence that in 

the midst of these evils, by the dential d 

guidance of God, there are visible often His |; 
own mysterious doings. Eh 

SPECIAL INSTANCES OF GOD'S MERCY. 
Very | hen | ha inclired 

woh are by finding some 
instance to some poor 

on fa Be REN | mvioes 
he be ital, h d been transferred to 
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RY EE ing ought to be done for 

{ know 

*C phair eng cc 

} WIVES AND WIDOWS OF SOLDIERS. 
“I'wish to mention something of the state 0) 

the soldiers’ wives out here, which 1s a disgrace 
'to the army, to E d, and to the Christian 
pame. | doso her because we are in- 

| formed that the root of this vast evil is at home, 
and woe hope by directing attéfition to if, to 
have some reform and remedy perhaps effect- 
ed presently, Miss Nightingale and Mrs. 

g their hands already oyer- 

g that ‘so 
the poor wivés and widows of the soldiers out 
here, who amount to about 200, asked Lady 
Aliofa Blackwood to undertake this work, 
which she willingly assented to. But I fear 
you will have to tax your powers of imagina- 
tion and credulity to form any idea of their 
misery and demoralised and degraded condi- 
tion. Very many of them drink habitually, 
not a few are thievish, and vice, and filth, and 
vermin, and horrors surround their whole ¢on- 
dition amd character. They dwell in rooms 
underneath the hospital wards of the Barracks, 
which can only be appropriately described as 
“ dens.” In one of these, of rather moderate 
extent, you will find forty-five married wo- 
men, with the husbands of many of them, and 
fifteen children, all sleeping together on the 
floor, without a bedstead ; very few with any 
mattresses or beds except a bit of matting, 
and with no- partition except lines on whic 
their rags of clothesare hung up! In another 
sick ward we found four vomen ill with fever 
and other complaints, lying on the floor with- 
out bedsteads or beds, on a piece of matting 
filled with vermin. Sc low is their character, 
and so degraded their whoic condition, that 
every one to whom application was made 
scouted the idea of doing anything for them 
or with them, and only loaded them with epi- 
thets of abuse. But cui bono! This is not 
the way either to alleviate misery or amelior- 
ate character. Kindness I believe to be the 
only efficient “instrument for raising the los: ; 
but, alas! this principle has but Fttle locus 
standi in military quarters, However, [ feel 
confident it will not be tried in vain on some. 
There will be sheep recovered to the fold even 
out of these dens. Already the G 1 has 
been preached, and tracts distribu in the 
dens, and already appearances improve. 
“But whatever be the result of these evan- 

fplical and other moral appliances (of which 
|i have no doubt that wome good will come), I 
wish to lay before our friends and the Eng: 
lish public the degrading and degraded hoy § 
tion of these poor companions of our poor scl- 
diers in their hard endurances for England’s 
cause. If they are degraded, who is to blame ? 
I am informed that married soldier; and their 
wives live very similarly in barracks in “ng- 
land. = Isthis s0? And if so, are the 

besides {of England aware of the fact, and agreed-that 
it ought so to be ¢ 

I recollect seeing an almshouse at Norwich 
where a very simple and nice arrangement 
exists, whereby under one roof the married in- 
‘mates live in quite separate domiciles. If 
soldiers’ wives are to be admitted to barracks, 
either at home or abroad, surely it would be 
worthy even of Lord Shafiesbury’s zeal and 
attention to endeavour to see that they are 
treated as women and as Christians, and notas 
slaves or worse. Aud if such arrangements 
can be made in almshouses as are quite effi- 
cient and simple, [ believe no great difficulty 
would be encountered in providing for the mar- 
ried soldiers similarly in barracks. 

Atall' events, the present state of things here 
has been, and is, very disgraceful and heart- 
rending to behold. And as to the medical at 
tention or neglect exhibited towards these 
poor women, 1 cannot trust inyself to write on 
the subject. It is headless, heartless and ins 
describable. It is enough to bring down a 

pets, and the ae who can it or en- 
ure such flagrant inhumanity. No gentleman: 

in England would permit his dog or his horse: 
to be dealt with in their anguish as I have 

n these poor neglected beings to have 
been in this “barrack hospital, And writier 
‘remonstrances and personal remonstrances by 

Alicia herself to military and medical 
authorities bave failed to procure the timely 

| attention or relief which often extreme illness 
and suffering imperativgly demanded. ln not - 
a few instances has she been compelled to- 

| walk home from the hospital and make up 
es from our own chest, and go back 

a 
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i 
re their wives, as being 

| chastisement from offended Fleaven on the 

(J 

sacred ground. It seems asif the kingdom ofthe 
pe was somehow m As 
to make its wayhere amidst these di 
In any case the ruin of Moslemism isapparent: 
Whoever shall rule on this queenly site of em- 
pire, the day of the Turk is rapidly deseend- 
ing to the eternal shades, 

i Se J. 8. Buackwoen. 

b Samm sala 

“The Bible in the Family. 
An incident has lately come to our knaw- 
ledge which strikingly illustrates the influence 
of the daily reading of the Bible in the family 
upon the conscience and the moral affections 
of childhood. In theordinary course of fa- 
mily worship, a Christian father read the 32d 
Psalm, accompanying the reading with such 
brief and simple remarks as would make 
plain the meaning of the Psalm to all the 
family. ¢ Now children,” said he, * you 
see that David had done wrong and tried to 
hide it. Buthe knew all the while that he 
could not hide his sin from God. He was 
troubled and unhappy. His conscience gave 
him pain. Sometimes the thought of the 
wickedness he was trying to conceal would 
trouble him so that he could not sleep. His 
bones ached with the pain that he felt in his 
heart. At last he made up his mind to con- 
fess his sins to God ; and no sooner had he 
done this, than be felt relieved and happy, for 
God forgave him. Let us learn from this, 
never to hide our sins: but whenever we do 
wrong, to contess our sin and to seek forgive- 
ness of God.” 
These remarks were not called forth by any 

incident in the family, but grew naturally out 
of the Psalm itself. When prayers were 
over, one of the children, a little girl some 
eight years old desired to speak with her mo- 
theralone. ¢¢ My dear mother,” said she: in 
tones of deep sorrow, “I told you a false- 
hood once, a great while ago, and I have ne- 
ver confessed it. I have felt sadly about it a 
great many times ; and sometimes when I 
went to pray, I could not because I kept think- 
ing of that lie. It has made me very un- 
happy. So to-night, when father was read- 
ing, I made up my mind that I would tell you 
all about it.” ~ 
On recalling the incidents, the mother re- 

mcmbered that she suspected the child of an 
untruth at the time, but having no means of 
‘detecting it, had let the matter pass, The lie 
was told about some little thing more than a 
year ago. The child was suspected of some 
slight misdemeanor; and on being asked 
kindly about it, had denied the fact. The 
subject was never referred to afterwards.— 
Yet for more than a year that little heart had 
borne the burden of that falsehood. At 
length, hearing an exposition of the duty and 
blessedness of confession, she determined to 
open her whole heart to her mother, and to 
seek forgiveness of God. 
What a testimony is this to the power of 

the Bible as an educator of the heart and con- 
science. And yet how little do parents rea- 
lise in the daily reading of the Scriptures in 
the family, that they are addressing to the 
susceptible minds of children truths adapted 
to quicken their moral nature, to develop in 
them a sense of their responsibility to God, 
and to educate their whole being into holiness. 
How often is the reading of the Bible in the 
family a mechanical process, a. dull formali- 
ty, upon which children are expected patient- 
ly to wait, but'in which they are hardly im- 
agined to feel a present interest. Yet in this 
daily reading of his Word, God has permitted 
lo parentsa power over the delicate, sensitive 
t htful, impressible soal ‘of childhood, 
which is beyond comparison the most potent 
of all moral influences, in forming that soul 
unto a holy character. Let the thought of 
this invest the daily reading and exposition of 
the Scriptures in the family, with the momen- 
tous import of a goa! address from the 
living God, to souls made eager and suscepti- 
ble by his quickening Spirit. Let the parent 
by his own earnest and believing attenticn to 
the truth, ever make it manifest to his children 
that this'is indeed the voice of God. Why 
should we wait for children to grow up into 
open enemies of God, before we think of them 
as proper subjects of his renewing and sanc- 
tifying grace 2 Why look so eagerly for to- 
keos of the Spirit at missionary stati 

Bae 

ing upon our daily ministry in the household 
iy we ire AI sock hie blaming. 
to discern his presence. 

« mr ¥ 

. [From the Vermont Chronicle.) 

When the thought of separation from those 
| we love comes with resistless power, like 
| some mighty avalanche, threatening to crush 
the fabric of social intercourse, and 
‘with it all bright prospects, the cherished 

: US VARS Sapir couscious of its weakness, 
CE 

A 

$13 
3 

stations, and | 
in revivals at home, when the Spirit is wait. |. 

how oft, ia the first mo | 
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trelsy of heaven ; bsholding the serene hap- 
pi and perfect joy of the sanctified spirit, 
as rs the presence of the King of kings, 
ds itimects the benignant eye of Jesus, and 
falls adoringly at the feet of Him who has re- 

med it with his own blood ; and listening 
joyous song of praise, sweetly blended 

glad notes of love and adoration, as 

forth spontaneously, the 
emotions of the soul. 
When the bereaved spirit catches thus a 

bright glimpse of the spirit land, how does the 
brief" space of earthly existence, with its joy 
and grief, its pleasures and its pains, sink 
down into utter .insignificance ; as it reaches 
forward in hope, to that happy home, where 
hearts, severed by death, will be reunited, 
never again to endure the agony of separa- 
tion, Then itis, that holy, chastened sorrow, 
and mournful pleasure take the place of an- 
guish, and the subdued spirit reposes confi- 
ingly in the tender care of the Shepherd of 

Israel, whose way is perfect. 
And when it returns again to the duties of 

life, a holy smile of resignation rests upon the 
brow. Aithough the unthinking world may 
exclaim—* How soon are the dead forgot. 
ten,” yet the dear departed onesare not for- 
gotten. Their memory still lives, enshrined 
as a precious treasure, in the most sacred re- 
cesses of the heart ; ever acting as a high in- 
centive to holy efforts, and noble deeds ; and 
a voice is heard, softly whispering,—Live to 
do good ; live to extend the Redeemer’s king- 
dom throughout the earth ; live to fulfil the 
high destiny of an immortal being ; live for 
God ; and when the brief period of earth’s 
dream-like existence is passed away, thou 
shalt hail with joy the bright dawn of an eter- 
nal existence, in the home prepared for you 
by Him who has said, “In my Father's 
house are many mansions : If it were not so, 
I would have told you. {goto prepare a 
place for you. And if T go and prepare a 
place for you, I will come again and receive 
you unto myself ; that where I am, there ye 
may be also.” 

Lot thy pists mot daspuie 
i y downcast eyes to heaven, 
And behold thy treasure there. 
. MONTANA. 

.... From the Recorder and Register. 

The Aged Christian. 
It isa rare and precious privilege to sit 

down and listen to the language of a Chris- 
tion pilgrim who has waliisd with Christ many 
years, struggling through trial and tempta- 
tions, sometimes almost despairing, some- 
times rejoicing 1n hope, always trembling lest 
he should not be among the number who en« 
dure to the end, but at length brought safely 
forward to the threshold of the heavenly king- 
dom. With what calm, deep-toned gratitude 
does he survey the past! It stretches away 
dim and distant to the retrospective view, but 
it is far from being a trackless waste. 

Here and there, through all the course, 
Ebenezers arise and greet the sight, “ Like 
stars on the breast of the ocean,” awaking 
fresh gratitude, and hope, and trust, and eno- 
bling the spirit to say, ‘* Thou wilt guide me 
unto death, and afterward receive me to glo- 
ry.” Glory! ah, what does it mean ? An 
endless existence at the right hand of God. 
Fulness of joy, The pilgrim in the early and 
the midway path obtains but few and faint 
glimpses of his future inheritance. His * Fa- 
ther’s house on high” seems far away ; he has 
yet much to do with earth and its inhabitants ; 
he must still be girded for the conflict, and 
be ever om the standing watch. 
To the privileged one who is surely near 

the goal, the noise and turmoil of life have 
peated away. The es wg it once inspired 

ve long singe departed. He looks on in- 
fancy and childhood with a placid smile and 
says, * I shall soon know what the childhood 
of a new existence 18,—on youth and says, 
“1 shall soon put on immortal youth,—on 
manhood and save, I shall soon attain to the 
stature of a perfect man in Christ Jesus. Oh, 
to Him who hath loved me, and hath given 
himself for me, to Him be glory now and ever- 
more,” 

“" 

Even now I hear the footsteps, 
And their voices far away ; 

If they call me I am waiting, 
Only waiting to obey.” 

Well Answered. 

we clip the following from the occasional 
ice of the Evangelical Lutheran. 

It contaius a hint which may be useful to more 
than one smart young man. 
One of our smart ministerial youngsters 

had a church to dedicate, and wrote to a ven- 
erable brother inviting him to preach the ser- 
mon on the occasion. He used language 
something like the following ; 

ct of you ; load “ We expect things 
»ur hea: ! artille of SA 

your heated to 

o 

gular 48 pounder; 

ntousest whic; fam *
 

| had I not been 
fluence of the 

‘mess that pervaded the meeting, 

will be there, and you must come well pre- 
pared,” &e. 
The venerable minister answered some- 

what after this fashion : 
* | never was a soldier, and do not under: 

stand artillery tactics ; | never blew anythin 
but a tin toy-trumpet, and: that only when § 
was a child ; I have not beat a drum since | 
used to hammer my mother’s brass kettle 
with her roiling-pin, and for this I got beat 
myself ; my jaws have grown stiff, and I can- 
not whistle any more at all, much less do it 
after the locomotive fashion. I am neither.a 
big gun nor a little gun, though I do some- 
times shoot at simple people. Yoéu see, then 
[am not qualified 10 perform your service, 
and you must get some other brother to do 
your firing, drumming, trumpeting, and whis- 
tling. Iam sure the lawyers and the doctors 
would be disappointed, for people usually 
are, where the highest expectations have been 
cherished ; and as, according to your own 
owning, the collection would be small in con- 
sequence, I will not be the cause of it, and 
hence must decline.” 

« Died Yesterday.” 
Every day is written this little sentence, 

“Died yesterday, so and so.” Every day a 
flower is plucked from some sunny home, a 
breach made in some happy circle, a jewel 
stolen from some treasure of love. Each 
day from the summer fields of life some 
harvester disappears ; yea, every hour some 
sentinel falls from his post, and is thrown 

from the ramparts of time into the surging 
waters of eternity. Even as we write, the 
funeral procession of one who ¢ died yester- 
day,” winds like a summer shadow along the 
street. 

« Died yesterday.” Who died ? Perhaps 
it was a gentle babe, whose laugh was as the 
gush of summer rills loitering in a bower of 
roses ; whose little life was a perpetual litany, 
a May time crowned with passion flowers that 
never fade. Or, mayhap it was a youth, 
hopeful and generous—one whose path was 
hemmed with flowers, with not a serpent 
lurking underneath——one whose soul panted 
after communion with the great and good, and 
reached forth with earnest struggle for guerdons j 
in the distance. But that heart of his is still 
now, for he * died yesterday.” 
“ Died yesterday.” A young girl, pure as 

the orange flowers that clasped her forehead, 
was stricken down as she stood at the altar, 
and from the dim aisles of the temple she 
was borne to the * garden of the slumberers.” 
A tall brown man, girt with the halo of vic- 
tory, and standing at the day’s close under 
his own vine and fig-tree, tell to the dust, 
even as the anthem trembled upon his lips ; 
and he too was laid * where the rude fore- 
fathers of the hamlet sleep.” An aged 
patriarch, bowed with years and cares, even 
as he looked out upon the distant hills for the 
coming of the angel host, sank into the dream- 
less slumber, and on his door step was next 
day written, * died yesterday.” 

“ Died yesterday.” Daily, men, women, 
and children, are passing away ; and hourly, 
in some graveyard, the sod is flung over the 

dead. As often in the morning we find that 
flower, that blushed so sweet in the mellow 
sunset, has withered up forever, so daily, 
when we rise again from the bivouac to stand 
again at our post, we miss some brother 

soldiers, whose cherry cry, io the sieges and 
struggles of the past, has been a fire from 
heaven upon our hearts. Each day some 
pearl drops from the jewelled thread of friend- 
ship ; some lyre, to which we have been wont 
to listen, is hushed forever. But wise is he who 
mourns not the pearl and the music lost, for 
life with him shall ‘pass away gently as an 
eastern shadow from the earth, and deth be 
a triumph and a gain. 

Hired to attend Meeting. 
While engaged a few wezks since, in a 

series of meetings in a neighborhood in E——, 
C county, New York, I was forcibly 
struck one evening with the thought, that but 
few who have passed the meridian of life re- 
pent of their sins and are saved by grace 
through faith in Jesus Christ. Before me 
were a large number of aged persons who 
were yet in the gall of bitterness and under 
the strong bonds of iniquity. 
The next evening, to mv surprise, an old 

man aged seventy years begged the prayers 
of God's le. - After a season of prayer, 
he rose with trembling limbs and said, * fins 
now seventy years of age ; and have spent all 
of that time in sinning against God and man. 
I have indulged in profanity, and have loved 
the intoxicating cup, and now am near my 
end, and justly merit the wrath of God. All 
of you must have been astonished the first 
evening | came here to hea: the om 
reached. This .is not what | came at 

fire, Nei “I'~—invited me to come to 
meeting. 1 declined. He finally said he 
would give me five dollars at the end of two 
weeks % 1 would come regularly during that 
time, and should say that I was not benefi 
One week,” said he, * is not yet gone, 
thank God,” {ib streaming tears; ‘the 
debt iz paid. - | should soon have been in hell, 

hired to come within the in- 
Spirit of God.” 

He sat down. You can imagine:the still 
S>dyve 
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Written for the Christian Visitor by a traveller. 

Cuicaeo, May 9. 

Mr. Editor,—] feel impressed with an 
idea that in all probakjlity I have occupied too 
rauch time in speaking of the natural scenery 
of tié country through which I have passed 
~—and too little of the moral—in the estima- 
tion of some of your readers. I knew there 
were a people who lived in our world, not a 
great many years ago, and perhaps they 
have not all «“ passed away” yet, that were 
strongly opposed to anything like natural de- 
scriptions, and especially by a man calling 
himself a minister of the Gospel, if he could 
find anything moral to talk about. And if at 
any time a minister stretched forth his hand, 
as did the prophets of old—to gather illustra- 
tions of Christ’s glory and beauty—from the 
heavens above, with all their grandeur, the 
earth around with all its vanity—or the sea 
beneath, with all its wonders, he was desecrat- 
ing the * sacred desk,” dragging * swines 
flesh” upon the Altar of the Lord, and offer- 
ing to Jehovah the ‘broth of abominable 
things,” but I feel happy in saying, Sir, that 
this lean, meagre, beast of superstition, has 
has been almost entirely ‘ swallowed up” by 
the « fat kine” of knowledge. One reason 
why a person, while travelling, will appear 
more impressed with natural, than with reli- 
gious subjects is the following: in Christen- 
dom there is almost no moral variety as it re- 
gards locality, wherever you go, into whatso- 
ever city, town, or village you enter, you ob- 
serve, upon the whole, demonstrations of the 
same human nature, fallen humanity, and 
grades of moral character; so that one from 
his very youth, is sadly accustomed to this 
sickening sameness. But on the other hand 
there is much variety in the natural world, 
many scenes of delightful and varied interest, 
over which the eye 1s cast, that are calculat- 
ed to move deeply the human heart. In fact, 
I believe, no man can eave the grey fields, 
and leafless forests, of old New Brunswick at 
this season of the year, travel south or west, 
and pass through a country whose fields are 
covered with grass and grain—whose forests 
are clothed with the richest foliage,—~whose 
orchards are scented with the sweetest blos- 
soms—and whose hills and valleys are fanned 
with the soft, balmy, winds that blow over 
these western prairies,without enjoying a feel- 
ang of pleasure analagous to that expegienced 
by those happy beings who are slowly inaking 
their delightful way from one scene of glory 
to another of still greater up towards the cen- 
tral throne, as described by Judge Edmunds, 
in those absurd post mortem revelations of 
Immanuel Swedenborg and Lord Bacon. It 
must be acknowledged however, that with re- 
spect to being impressed by scenery, very 
much depends upon the natural bent of the 
mind—our tastes differ widely—as an illus- 
tration of this, I was told at Niagara Fylls 
that two men once stood side by side, and 
looked wpon the Falls and the basin below for 
the first time, one was a tailor and the othera 
man of literary habits. While the latter was 
giving vent to his wonder and admiration in 
sublime exclamations, he was at once inter- 
rupted by the ‘ailor—who by this time had 
got his soul fired up with the following great 
thought—* oh! sir, what a capital place to 
sponge a coat.” Now this was not because 
he was a tailor, but because their cast of mind 
was different, the poor fellow was no doubt 
thinking upon his cooped up situation, in 
some dry, dusty city, where he was compel- 
led to buy even the water with which he 
sprinkled his garments. Of course I am. not 
prepared to vouch for the correctness of the 
above anecdote. 

But where have I got to? Really I have 
digressed a long way from the object I had in 
view when I first took my pen. Oh! 

how true it is (as Martin Tupper says, in his 
almost matchless poems) that there is * no 
swerving from a right line, that may net lead 
eternally astray.” Let me then hasten back 
to my object, which was to tell you that we left 
the City of Detroit, yesterday morning, (I do 
not care about talking much of cities, as there 
is so much sameness connected with them) 

ssed through the State of Michigan—pert of 
ndianna and soon into Illinois—and arrived at 
Chicago last evening. We had a lovely time, 
and excellent company. Dr. Cone and Son, 
Bro. Wycoff, Bro. Buckbee and Wife, Bro. 
Kalloch, from Maine, and a host of other bre- 
thren too numerous to mention, were on 
cars—all on their way to the meetings. 
country through which we passed, Mr. Editor, 
is, certainly one of the finest [ ever saw—I 
never imagined anything to be compared with 
its mellow, rich soil, and beautiful forests.— 

And still the ci’ passes { the most 
uncultivated part of it, as I was told, which I 
believe is frequently the case ; but | shall tell 
you more about this Western World at ano- 
ther time. I expect to remain in this city du- 
ring the Anniversary Meetings,and in all pro- 
bability my sabsequent letters will contain in- 
formation relating to a subject of more impor- 
ofl ir interest of the kingdom of 

i more at present. . 
woke 

A certair pastor 
I 

drain all therchildren of my class were 


