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FAMILY NEWSPAPER: DEVOTED TO RELIGIOUS AND G TELLIGENCE 
EVD'S. I. B. BILL & H.P. GUILF 

terest by our readers. The boo 
omi which these extracts are taken, is for sale 
the * Colonial Book Store.” 

THE PEACE OF GOD, We 
+ God says, the peace of man whe loves him 

: rr et ary ours is not such, it is be- 

ts sources are the marshes and the lowlands, and 
pad Frain the hills. This peace 

: a shower, falling with temporary 
Te which flows by the 

cottage door, always full and always singing.— 
‘man hears it when he rises in the morning; he 

hears itin the quiet noon; he hears it when the 
sun goes down ; and if he wakes in the night, its 
sound 1s in his ear. It was there when he wass 
child ; it was there when he grew up to manhood ; 
it was there when he was an old man ; it will 
mur by his grave upon its banks, snd sing and flow 
for his children after him. It is to such a river 

resses his head to her bosom ; and with tenderest | 

smooths his hair, and kisses his cheek, and wipes 

away his tears. And then, in alow and geatle 

of love, and the fear fades out from his face, and a 
smile of satisfaction plays over it, and at length his | ough, singing and whistling as he goes, does he eyes dose, end he sleeps in ho doep depth and BE Ce EL 0 the world av breaking up 
delights of peace. God A Rr Ts, Why, fie ex slot 0 thuch as kiiow there was any 
arms, and ills it to repose, which is to follow the track of the plough ; and the saying, , Sleep, my darling, sleep. ‘It is I who 
a “He giveth his beloved sleep.’ The 
mother’s urms encircle but one,but God clasps eve. 
ry yearning soul to nis bosom, and gives (o it the 
‘peace which passeth understanding, beyond the 

LOSS 18 GAIN, : 

avails all this sturdiness?” it saith toitself, «Why 

ed in rifts of rocks; no herds can lic down under 

dom come to rest among my leaves ; Iam setas a 
mark for storms that bend en tcar me; my fruit is 
serviceable for no appetite ; it had been better for | 

morning for poor man’s table, than to be a 

While it yet spoke, the axe was hewing at its base. 
It died in sadness, saying as it fell, «Weary ages 

The axe completed its werk. By and by the 
trunk and root form the knees of a stately ship, 
bearing the coun ry’s flag around the world.— | 

equally resist the thunder of the waves and the 

are laid into floers, or wrought into wainscoting, 
or a. 

} 
: 

bearing agent (0 the world.” 

| erickét, too, if hie will but wait, ‘will ind a thow: | 

+ 

have life in heaven. And when friends have gone 

oskariant old dp dadky mother in America her 

“dels, Christ never died for laws nor for govern- 

ORD, 

What then * «And again T say, Rejoice.’ Thus, 
in a message in which there was time for but two 
things, both of them were joy. The test of your 
Christian character should be, that you are a joy- 

{THR LORD'S PRAYER. 
+“ Iused to think the Lord's: Prayer was short 
prayer ; but, as I live longer, and 
“begin to bi lieve there is mu such thing as getting 
through it, If a man, in praying that pray.r, were 
to be stopped by every word until he had thorough- 
Iy prayed it, it, would take him alife time. * Our 
Father’ —there would be a wall a hundred feet high 
in just those two words, to most men. If they 
might say, ‘Our Tyrant,’ or ¢ Our Monarch,” or 
even ** Our Creator,” they could get along with it; 
but¢«Our Father'~why, a manis almost a sain: 

who can pray that,. 
* You read, * Thy will be done,’ and you say to 

yourself, + Ob, I can pray that; and all the time 
your mind round and round in immense cir- 
Sats and on-off distances ; but God is continually 
bringing the circuits nearer to you, till he says, 
“How isit about your temper and your pride ?— 

How is it about yonr business and you: daily life »’ 
*'Thisis a revolutionary petition, It would make 

many a man's shop and > tumble to the ground 
to utter it. Who can stand at the end of the 
avenue along which are blossoming like flowers, 

and send these terrible words, ¢ Thy will be done,’ 
crashing down through it } I think it is the most 
fearful prayer to pray in the world.” 

’ PROVIDENCE. 
+ We are apt to beljeve in Providence so long as 

we have our own way ; but if things go awry, ten 

we think, if there is aGod, he is in heaven, and 
not on earth. 

+ The ericket in the spring builds his little house 
in the meadow, and chirps for joy, because all is 

going so well with him, But when he hears the 

‘sound of the plough a few furrows off, and the 

thunder of the oxen’s tread, then the skies begin to 
look dark, and his heart fuils him. The plough 
comes ciaunching along, and turns his dweliing 
bottom side up, and as he goes rolling over and 

r 

i 

+ «Oh, the foundations the world are destroy- 

ed, and everything is going to rain" 

sand blades of grass were there was but one before. 
+ We are like the crickets. If anything happens 

to overthrow owr plans, we think all is going to 

. 3 DEATH. 
«No one cries when children, long absent from 

their parents, go home. Vacation morning is a ju- 
bilee, But death is the Christian's vacation morn- 
ing. ScHoolis out. It istime to go home. Itis| 
surprising that one should wish life here, who may 

out from us joyously I chink "we should go with 

them to the grave, not singing mou 5 vie 

ng flowers. Christians are wont to walk 
black, and sprinkle the ground with tears, a* the 
very time when they should walk in white, and illu- 
ming the Way by smiles and radiant hope. The 
disciples found angels at the grave of Him they 
loved ; and we should always find them too, but 
that our eyes are too full of tears for seeing.” 

+ ¢It is right to have an expansive benevolence 
—to take into our regard the world and the race— 
but where foreign charity is but a defence against 
“home kindness, it is a base, sentimental shaun, — 
Thousands will cry over compressed feet in China 
who are quite unaffected by souls compressed in 
America. That should compel mothers, in 
India, to cast their babes ‘to ‘the Ganges, shocks 
every sensibility of some men’s soul, who can see 
no oceasion for grief that commerce gnatches from | 

babes, and casts 
them forth to, s lavery—a worse monster than was 
“everbred in the slime of the Ganges or the mud of 
the Nile, aiid : 

~ «A Christian nation, jealous of its laws, but 
careless of its people-—conservative of its institu- 

crush men to. 

“ Gifory to God in the highest, and on earth Peace, good will toward Men.’ 

T JOHN. NEW-BRUNSWICK, 
_“ Thereis nn heresy in the long list of here- 

vies which hyve invaded the Chuch like the here- 
sy of negativeness, of inaction, of death. The 
dead man is the great heresiarch.” 
“ A conservative young man has wound up his 

life before it was unreeled. We expect cold men 
to be: cor ¢, but when a nation’s young 

neral bell is already rung.” 
“ Many envistians are like Chestruts—very 

pleasant nuts, but enclosed in very prickly burs, 
»hich need various dealings of nature, and her 
grip of frost, Lefora the kernel is disclosed.” 
“The Church has been so fearful of amuse- 

ments that the devil has had the cere of them. 
TLe caplet of flowers has been snatched from 
the brow of Christ, and given to Mammon.” 
“Do the best you can where you are; and, 

when that is accomplished, God will open a door 
Lfor you, and a voice will call, Come up hither 
into a higher sphere.” ” 

“ Death is the dropping of tha flower that the 
fruit may swell” 

“ Laboured sermons sweep over the mind as 
winds sweep over the sea, leaving it more trou- 
bled than before ; when one little hymn, child- 
warbled, would be to the soul like Christ's * Peace, 
be stil.,” to the waves of Galilee.” 
* Through the week we go down into the vsl- 

leys of care and shadow. Our Sabbaths should 
be hills of light and joy ia God's presene ; and 
su, as time rolls by, we shall go on from moun- 
tain top to mountain top, tiil at last we catch the 
glory of the gate, and enter in to £0 no more out 
for ever.” 

“ It is not well for a man to pray, cream ; and 
lve, skim milk.” 

“There are many troubles which you cannot 
cure by tre Bible and the Hymn Bock, but which 
y¢u can cure by a good perspiration and a breath 
of fresh air.” 
“The most dangerous infidelity of the day is the 
infidelity of rich and orthodox churches.” 

*“ God pardons like a mother, who kisses the 
offence into everlasting forgetfulness.” 

THE REV. C. H.SPURGEON. 
The London Freeman of tke 10th ult., says 1— 

Notwithstanding a slight change for the worse for 
aday or two towards the close of last week, Mr. 
Spurgeon ‘was well enough to preach and pray 
last J.ord’s day at the Music Hall. He took for 
his text 1 Peter, i. 6. The hall'was full, though 
the Sunday before, the attendance was obvion:ly 
affected by his absence. Mr Probert, of Bristol 
kindly took part of the morning service, and also 
shat of the evening,— he, and Mr. Dowson, of 
Bradiord, having supplied Mr. Spurgeon’s place 
during hisiliness. There is every reason now to 
‘hope that Mr. Spurgeon will gradually regain his 
strength, but whether he can prudently continue 
Lis incessant preaching labours is more than ques 
tioned by his friends. 

The following further pastoral letter, ad- 
dressed by Mr. Spurgeon to his people, anpea s 
in last weck’s number ot The New Park-street 
Pulpit:— 
“Tama prisoner still. Weakness has suc- 

ceeded pain and languor of mind is the distres-ing 
result of tuis prostration of my physical powers. 
It is the Lord’s dcing. In some sense 1 might 
say with Paul,‘ I am a priscner of Jesus Christ.’ 
But ah ! my bounds are more easy and less ho- 
nourable to wear than his. Instead of a dun- 
geon, my lot is cast in an abo le of comfort ; the 
chain that restrain me from my accustomed 
ministry was not forged by man but woven in 
the shuttle of Ged's providence ; no rough 
Jjuilor, but loving relatives and friends attend 
vpoa me in these tedious hours of my bondage! 
I beseech you therefore, my beioved, let your 
many prayers to God on my behalf be each and 
all mingled with thanksgiving. Gratitude sould 
ever be usedin devotion, like salt of old was in 
sacrifice, ‘ without prescribing how much.’ 

“ And now, though unable te stand in the 
pulpit, 1 will endeavour to give you a short ad- 
dress—or rather, I will attempt to express the 
kindlings of my heart in a few broken sentences, 

“And first, 10 you, ty well beloved gnd trus- 
ty brethren and s:sters in Christ, and in the fami- 

§ Ive 

the the 

| which you hold me, Tt brings the hot blush to 
_ | my cheek and well it may. Tenderly ss a hus- 

{as a brother when he isheld in Lonou: by all the 

- ly, 1 remember your core of me. The tone of 

» | ye have, with humble subniission, kissed the rod ; 

aq | Fa er, craving most of all that the Lord would 

ly tie of church f: Howship ; to you I tender my 
fondest regards, my sincerest thauks, my sweet- 
est love. 1 feel refreshed by your sympathy, and 
my heart is overwheliaed at the estimation in 

band thinks of the doting affection of his wife, as 
u father recives the fond homage of his children, 

your supplications during my affliction has been 
measure grateful. I rejoice that 

aiescing in the providence of our Heavenly 

be ho ‘unto you, through the know- 

SRE {i 
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Ec Se dt 2 5.4 RES 

~~ In an upper room of one of them, there dwelt 

—— 
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ed trial of your patience. If a farmer has.a field 
of corn severed by the sickle from its native 
ea: th, butnot yet hou-ed in the garner, is he not 
concerned lest he suffer loss? How much more, 
as a minster of Christ, am I concerned fof you ; 
the conyirts God hath given me ? Oh, beloved ! 
be stedfist. Commit not the great sin. Beware 
lest satan take advantage of you—=for we 
not ignorant of his devices. Draw not back.— 
It is written in the law, ‘ No devoted thing that 
a man shall devote untc the Lord of ell that he 
Lath shall be sold or redeemed ; every devoted 
thing is most holy unto the Lord.” The Israelite 
might not retract the beast that he dedicated 
from his told for an offering-—far less the Chris- 
tian, when he hath resolved to yi-ld up his heart, 
his life, Lis soul to Jesus. I speak not thus to 
grieve you. Think not that my jealousy bodes 
a suspicion, but rather that it betokens my life. 
‘ We arenot of them that draw back unto perdi- 
tion, but of them that believe 10 the saving of 
the soul’ ‘My little children} these things 1 
write unto ye that ye sin not.’ 
* To those woo have worshipped during the 

» Past two years in the Surrey Music Hal!,—the 
preacher's greetings and his love. Ye have 
heéard how the I'rophet Samuel setup a stone 
and called the name of it EBENEZER, saying, 
‘ Hitherto hath the Lord helped us.’ That 
stone marked the place where the Lord gave the 
children of Isieal a great victory over the Fhi.is- 
tines : but it likewise marked the * very 
place where, twenty years before, the Israelites 
were defeated, and the Ark of God was taken.’ 
Let us rejoice, O my people, with tiembling. 
Two years ago that hall was the scene of such 
discomfiture, such dire calamizy and death, as 
we hardly dare to think of. Sure that was the 
wight of heart's bitterest anguish. * Howbei 
our God tuined the curse into a blessing.’ For 
ninety-nine sucessive Lord’s days was1 enabled 
to supply the pulpit; no congregation could 
have been more evenly sustained ; never were 
sermons more widely echoed. God has owned 
these services to the quickening of many souls 
to the establis: ing of many in our most holy 
faith, and by them through His goodness hath 
the Blessed Spirit stirred up many of my breth- 
renin the ministry to a righteous emulation. 
¢ According to this time it shall be said, What 
hath God wrought ! Ah, ‘sirs ! if ye knew the 
unrequited exertions of those beloved nrethren 
whose names are unkuown to fame, but whose 
good offices were essential to keep the place 
open—if ye knew, once more, how many a time 
your minisser has prostrated himself as a broken- 
hearted sioner before God to renew hir first 
vows of unreserved self dedication—if ye knew 
these things, ye would not be backward in that 
ascription of praise never mere meet to flow 
forts in liqu'd strains with ‘weeping eyes—‘Not 
unto us, O Lord, not unto us, but unto thy name 
giveglory.” My beloved brethren, ‘Be ye stedfast 
unmovable, a.ways abounding in the work of the 
Lord, forasmueh as ye know that your lubor is 
not in vain in the Lord. 
“Yet, I have other friends. They are scatter- 

ed far and Wide throughou this country, and the 
sister isles. To you letme drop a word. Ye 
havereceived me kindly. Faster friendship were 
never surely made in fewer heurs tian 1 have 

cemented with some of you. Ye are of my kith 
and hin. Iwill take YOU to record that my God 

ligious circles of New York, werg sent to he) 
room by their parents, on their’ first errands 
of mercy to the poor. And some young men, 
mestly from the Presbyterian and Methcdist 
churches, held a prayer-me- ting in her room on 

each Sabbath afternoon, as she was too infirm to 
a‘tend on any of the pullic means of grace. She 

Oli herlowly bed during these meetings of 
prayer ; and as we retired, sne took each of us by 
the hind, and gave us her parting blessing. 

That meeting in the upper room of that poor 
disciple, had pissed away from my recollection, 
although it was in it I offered the first prayer I 
uttered in the hearing of man. But now, ina 
meeting for prayer, and in sight of the very 
place, 1t came up in all its freshness before me. 
I'he old buildings took the place of the lofty 
stores. I could go around the roum of Aunt 
Betsy, and count its chairs, and almost talk with 
the young men that sat on them. 1 could hear 
them pray and see them retire, each receiving in 
tis turn, the blessings of the “ aged discijle.” 
And as 1 was busy with my own thoughts, 
scarcely hearing the singing and praying that 
occupied all in the room, | was waked from my 
revery by a voice from behind me. It was that 
of a mercnant exhorting his brother merchants 
to a deeper interest and warmer zeal, in the 
salvation of men. As the voice seemed familiar, 
I turned round to see who was the fervid- and 
fluent speaker. He is now cne of the princely 
merchants of New York, but in his yc.uth he was 
ove of the young men who met for prayer in the 
room of Aunt Betsy, and his wife was one of the 
little girls, who, as the ravens didto Elijah, 
carried to her daily food ! 
What has become of the young men that met 

weekly in the room of Aunt Betsy ? Of the 
subsequent history of some of them, I have no 
knowledge. But as to the others of them my 
knowledge is distinct and full. 
One of them rose to eminence as an accom- 

plished writer and editor. He became an ho- 
norable poltician, and for years has served his 
country, and the cause of Protestantism, with 
distinction, as a minister at a foreign court 
Another of them is an ex-Mayor of the City 

of New York, whose hand has never been 
withheld from any work of religion and phi- 
lanthropy. 

Another is an honored partner of one of the 
largest publishing houses of the city of his res;. 
dence. 
Another of them has held on the even tenor 

of his way ; has risen to eminence as a merchan’, 
has acquired a .arge fortune, and is a pillar in 
one of the most important congregations, and 
one of the best known in the British Isles. 
Another was the merchant behind me in the 

room cf prayer, so affectionately addressing the 
audience, and now the head of one of the lar- 
gest mercactile houses ct the Union. 
Another is also a weli-known merchant of 

New York, who has a heart for every good 
work ; and who has never withdrawn his hand 
from the plow. 
Another is a useful minister in the Western 

States, whose labours have been eminently bles- 
sed in turning many to righteousness. 
Two others, who gave fair promise of useful- 

ness in the more secluded walks of l'fe, were 
early removed to their homes in heaven. I was 

hath graciously proportioned my strength to my 
days, while I Lave been among you ‘in labours 

tor His gory, 1 have feasted most on the pro- 
visions of His grace. And, b.essed be God, 
when ofttimes called to visit a people heretofore 
unknown to me, He hath given me the key of 

David, to unlock the secret springs of your 
heart ; nay rather, He holdeth the key in His 

own hand ; He cpeneth ard no man can shut. 
Keep, beloved, the word of His patience,and He 

will keep you from the hour of temptation which 

dwell upon the earth. 
“ Finally, my brethren, I am cheered and 

comforted beyond measure by the joyous hope 
* that on the coming Sabbath I shall again appear 
among you. This, prospect is as oil to my 
“bones, and although I cannot hope to fulfil my 
ministry with my wonted vigor, yet to attempt 
to address you will be as a rich medicine—ss a 
tonic to my flu.tering heart. \ 
“ Brethren, pray for us, 

“Yours, in covenant, v 
“November 2, 1858.”  “(. H. SPURGEON.” 

MEETING AT AUNT BETSY'S. 
A CONTRAST FOR YOUNG MEN, 

On my firet visit to the meeting in Fulton 
street, 1 found a seat ic the middle of he room, 

from which 1 had a view of the persons around 
the pulpit, and could look out of the windows in 
its rear. And us I glanced upon the high brick 
stores in Ann-street, the memories cf other days 
rushed in upon me. Where those brick stores 
‘now rise, upwards of thiity years ago there stood 
some wooden buildings, of very low pretensions, 

an old- colored woman, then widely known as 
_ Aunt Betsy, or Sarsh—which, I now forget. 
~~ She was very old, and very feeble, and remark- 

pious. She was dependent upou the hand sot my esl ben (us pared: Bo ot fe uf charity fo hes duly brads ni wa sh. me | denserning thin delay; aseept it 4 4a ordain | glested. Some ladies, uot unknewnin the re. 
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more abundant.” When I have laboured ey 

shall come upon all the world to try them that: 

myself among the youngest of the company, 
nnd when I was first invited to join the circle in 
the room of Aunt Betsy, was not a communicant 
of the Church, 

On a subsequent day I made the above state- 
ment at a prayer meeting in Fultcn street, and 
based upon it an appeal to young men. 

When 1 sat down, a man rose in another part 
of the room, his tremulous acc:nts showing the 
feelings that were within him. * I have,” said 
he, *‘recer:tly visited the prison at Sing Sing. 
As 1 went from cell to cell, I met with an old 
man wtio told me a very different story from that 
just narrated. He said that when young ne was 
one of a ¢-mpany of young men who formed an 
infidel club, and who met once a week for talk- 
ing infdelity, gambiing and .drinsing, not very 
far from the upper room of Aunt Betsy. And I 
was shocked as he told me of the end to which 
his companions came. "* One, said he, died by 
his own hand ; another by the hand of violence ; 
some in State piison ; some of delirium tre- 
mens ; and as far as I know, I am the only one 
of them surviving ; and here I am in the garb, 
ard daily at the work of a felon.” And he also 
ended his narvative with -a most striking and 
touching appeal to young men to remember their 
creator in the days of tleir youth. } 

The contrast which the two narratives present 
ed was most striking. All felt it to be so. The 
companies that met in the room of Aunt Betsy, 
and the gambling hell, were very different in 
character. And their end was very different. 
Religion has the promise of the life that now is, 
and that which is to come. Nor are there any 
youth more 

thcee who first seck the kingdom of hea- 
ven and its righteousness. Even now do I feel 
the warm pressure of the hand of Aunt Betsy, 
although for thirty yea:s or more she has been 
with her Lord ; and it may be that the blessings 
which'have followed those who met for praye: 
in her room, have been in answer to her benedic- 
tious and prayers. True religion, early embrae- 

likely to become men, than | 

NS 
— 

: even as to the 
1s.—[Kirwan in the N, Y. Obser- 

. x 
ed, isa great element of success, 
life that row 

ver. 

OBITUARY. 
Nirs. hn Vincent, tte subject of this ebitu- ary, was a worthy member of Portland church ; she was baptized by Elder Robinson, twenty years ago, and since that time adorned her pro- lession. But it was in the family circle her virtues shone brightest ; her highest ambition Was to train ber offspring for usefulness in this life, and for the enjoyment of h-aven hereafter. Her desire and prayer had been, that God would spare her life to see her children arrive at years of maturity and followers of Jesus ; ber petition was granted ; she lived to see them sll members of the church of Ch¥ist. Her sufferings 

were severe but borne with christian resignation ; 
a few hours previous to her death, she said to 
her weeping friends “ J am in Jesus’ arms; though I walk through the valley and shadow of 
death Ifearno. evil 2d 
“ Lord Jesus come quickly, and release my spirit.” She fel asleep, November 24th, It cap truly be said of her, though dead, she yet speak- 
eth. 

J. R. — — 
HOW TO MAKE UP A QUARREL. 

William Ladd was the President of the Ameri- 
can Peace Society, and he believed that the 
principle of peace. carried out, would maintain 
good will among neighvors as well as nations. 
But there was a time when he had not felly con- 
sidered this subject—had not thought much 
about jt—as I dare 81y my young readers have 
not, and he believed that if a man struck him 
a blow, it was best and fair to strike right back 
again, without considering if there were not 
some oetter way of overcoming the offender ; or 
if a man did him an injury, why, as people 
commonly say, he would * give him as good as 
he sent.” 
He then ha! a farm ; and a poor man, who 

lived on land adjoining lis, neglected to keep up + 
a fence which it was his business to keep in 
order ; and in consequence, his sheep got into 
William Ladd’s wheaf-field, and did much mis- 
chief. William Ladd told his man Sam to go to 
the neighbor,and tell him he must mend the fence 
and keep the sheep out. But the sheep came in 
again, and William Ladd, who was a very or- 
derly man himself, was provoked. 

** Sam,” said he, “ go 10 that fellow and tell 
him if he don’t keep his sheep out of my wkeat- 
field, I'll have them shot.” 
Even this did not do—the sheep were in a- 

gain. 
“Sam,” said William, * take my gun and 

shoot those sheep.” 
*“ 1 would rather not,” suid Sam. 
* Rather no:, Sam? Wj y, there are but 

three ;it’s no great job.” 
“ No, sir : but the poor man has but three in 

the worl 4, and I am not the person that likes to 
shout a poor man’s sheep.” 
“Then the poor man should take proper care 

of them. I gave him warning ; why did he not 
mend his fence ?” 

her last prayer was, 

“ Well, sir, 1 guess it was because you sent 
him a rough kind of message ; itmade him mad, 
and he wouldn'y do it 

“ 1eunsidered a few - minutes.” said William 
Ladd, “ and then 1 told ‘Sam to put the horse 
in the buggy.” 

* Shall I put in the gua ? said Sam. 
“ No,” said. 1 1 saw t.e hall smiled, but said 

nothing. 1goti.to my buggy and drove up to 
my neighbor. He lived a mile off, and I had a 
good deal of time to think the matter over. 
When I drove up to the house, the man was 

chopping wood. There were a few sticks of 
wood, and the house was poor, and my heart was 
softened. 

*“ Neighbor!” Icalled out, 
The man looked sulky, and did not raise his 

head. 
“Come, come, neighbor,” said I, * I have come 

with friendly feeling to you and you must mee’ 
me half way.” 
He perceived that I was in earnest, laid do yp» 

his axe, and came to the wagon. 
‘“ Now, neighbor,” said 1, ** we have both been 

ia the wrong ; you neglected your fence, and I 
got angry, sud sent you a provoking message. 
Now let us face about and both do right. Yl 
forgive you, Now let's shake hands.” 
He didn’t feel like giving me his hand, but he 

let me take it. 

‘* Now,,, said I, “neighbor, drive your sheep 
down to my pasture. ‘They shall share with my 
sheep till next spring, and you shall have all 
the yield, and next summer we shall start 
fuir.’, 

His hand was no longer dead in mire, and he 
gave me a good friendly grasp. The tears came 
into his eyes, and he said, “1 guess you area 
Christian, William Ladd, after all.” 

“ And the little fracas with my neighbor about 
the sheep was,” said William Ladd, “ the first 
step to my devoting myseif to the Peace Society.” 
— Clevelad nLeafiets. 

‘W. H. Beecher’s “ Life Thoughts” has reach- 
ed a sale of thirty thousand copies, and Long- 
tellow’s new pcem has reached its twenty-fifth 
thousand. 
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