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A SERMON plate permanently absenting themselves from the | Aud naught so reluctant but in it must go, your seat, friend, before you go; make a blood- | honored nsages of good society, and injure the | the door, and, as I lifted the latch, the wind burst 

: Wg ’ laces of prayer. But after a time, sufferine | All which some examples more clearly will show. | red strain across it, that next time we come here | business of re table people. At the conclusi- | in with a cloud of snow. With a vell of a fiend, 

PREACHED IN ‘ UNION CHAPEL, oM op rudy ee some really slight excuse to keep them occasioa~ The first thing he tried was the head of Voltaire, | we may say, * Here a soul destroyed itself” But | on of his remarks, the tavern keeper and his | I still dragged her on, and huiled her ont in the 
 8BR{ 18, 1864, BY THE PASTOR, REV. 

OLI 

Ard pub ie Ch i mich pital oh Jason. 
« Hat Thomas. . .. was not with them when Jesus came.” 

Job xx. %. 
It was on a Friday afternoon, you will recollec

t, 

that-our Lord expired on the cross. On the Sun- 

ally away, these occasional absences become more 
and more frequent. The prayer meeting retires 
"more and more into the back ground of their 
thoughts, and at last, like an absent friend, 1s for- 
gotten, The return of thé stated night ceases to 
remind them of the place of prayer, and they set- 
tle down into an entire neglect of this means of 

"Which retained ull the wit that had ever been 
there; 

Asa weight, he threw in a torn scrap of a leaf 
Containing the prayer of the penitent thief; 
When the skull rose aloft with so sndden a spell 
That it bounced like a Ball on the roof of the 

cell. 

I pray thee rather that God the Holy Spirit may 
sweetly whisper in thy heart, ‘Man, yield, for 
Jesus 1nvites thee to come to him.’ 

my 
say, 

Oh, may 
Master smile into your face this morning, and 
‘I love thy soul; trust me with it, Give up 

thy sins; tarn to me.” O Lord Jesus! do it; and 

plan. 
While the pastor was speaking the old man had 

fixed his dark eyes upon him, and leaned forward 
to catch every word. 

friends got up a cheer, and the current of feeling | darkness and the storm. 
was evidently against the strangers and their | 1 closed the door and turned the buttor, ber 

| pleadin 

With a wild ha [ fm! 

g moans mingled with the blast and the 
sharp cry of her babe. Bat my work was uo 

complete, I turned to the little bed where lay 
| my eldest son, and 1 snatched him from his 

. men shall not resist thee. Oh, show them thy As the pastor took his seat, the old man arose, | slimbers, and against his half awakened struggles, 
day moruing following, at early dawn, he Fone grace—a course from which all their early | One time he put in Alexander the Great, love, and they must yield! Do it, O thou ern- | his tall form towering in its symmetry, and his | opened the door and threw him out. In an 

from the dead ; oc rie the crt. hf [va thoughts and early purposes would have recoiled. | With a garment that Dorcas had made, for a | cified One, for thy mercy’s sake! Send forth 
's resurrection — v . —~the day of eur 

ples, a flock without a shepherd, but 
still clinging 

Perhaps, however, in urging upon the mem- 
bers of my church, the importance of these stated 

weight, 
And though clad in armour from sandals to crown, 

thine Holy Spirit now, and bring the strangers 
home ; dnd ‘in this hall grant thou, O Lord, that 

chest swelling, as he inhaled his breath through | agony of fear, he called me by a name I was no 
his thin dilated nostrils. To me, at that time, | longer fit to bear, and locked his little fingers in 

’ 0 there was something awe-inspiring, and grand in | my side pocket. T could not wrench that frenzi- 
together, athered in some retired part of ‘the weekly meetings, as an aid to their own spiritual | The hero rose up and the garments went down. | many hearts may be fully resigned to thy love, | the appearance of the old man, as he stood, with | ed gaasp away, and, with the eoolness of a devil, 
city, ng the comfort of mutual sympathy "1 life and growth, the argument that will really | A long row of Alins’ houses, amply endowed and to thy grace! his full eye upon the audience, his teeth shut | agd was, shut the door upon the arm, and with 
their common bereavement. Few words probe have the most weight, will be an appeal to the | By a well esteemed pharisee, busy and proud, FPUDUVE ITN! SPP PE hard, and a silence like that of death throughout | my knife severed the wrist !” 
bly Webe sfoken, Their hearts were appalled by consciousness of all «those who have fallen into | Next loaded the scale, while the other was press'd MR. MILLION DOLLARS. the church. The speaker ceased a moment and buried his 
the calamity winch bad come upen them, and the neglect of this means of grace. By those mites the poor widow threw into. the 

their sorrow was too deep for utterance. 

“Bilt while thus assembled—like a silent group 
In years past, in the early years of your chris- 

tian life, you were, it may be, an habitual attend- 
chest, 

“Up flew the endowment, not weighing an ounce, 

The following from the address of Henry Ward 
Beecher, at the recent meeting of the Tract So- 

He bent his gaze npon the tavern keeper, and 
that peculiar eye lingered and kindled for a mo- 

face in his hands, as if to shut out some fearful 
dream, and his deep chest heaved like a storm- 

? ment. The scar grew red upon his forehead, and | swept sea. My father had arisen from his scat, 
of Ophan children around the lonoly fireside | loc ih prayer meeting. If so, I may assume, | And down, down the farthings' worth came with | ciety in Boston, is characteristic and pertinent : | beneath his heavy brows his eyes glistened and | and was leaning forward, his countenance blood- 
their hearts were suddenly gladdened, the rit that you then loved the place of prayer. It was a bounce. A man may make a million dollars and be—a | glowed like a serpent’s. The tavern-keeper quail- | less, and the large drops standing out upon his 

cloud lifted off, and their drooping fh fo Yo often a privileged spot-to you— sometimes none | Again he performed an experiment. rare— man. #8 a man who has got a million dollars, you | ed before that searching glance, and 1 felt a re- | brow. Chills crept back to my young heart, and 
by the. rance of their risen dome ND MIEICE ther than the house of God, the ver gate of | A mouk, with austerities bleeding and bare, know, is a man—in New York, and, I sappose, | lief wh old man withdrew his gaze. For a|l wished I was at home. The old man look- 
niigst. “Then,” says one of that little jg iC heaven. You can recall, perhaps, many’an occa- | Climbed into his scale, in the other was laid in Boston. Everybody takes his hat off to Mr. | moment more he seemed lost in thought, and | ed up, and I have never since beheld such mental 
irelating the event, ro ry pod pi. do sion, still fresh in your memory, whem the excla- | The head of one Howard, now partly decayed; | Million Dollars. He is conciliated, he is respect- then in low and tremulous tones commenced. 

saw rd. ad, when they 
foo words thrill the heart of the chris

tian rea- 
mation of Peter on the Mount of Transkguration, 
“It is good for us to be here,” was th&sponta- 

When he found with surprise, that the whole of 
his brother 

ed ; and if there is any prospeet that the dew There was a depth in that voice, a thrilling 
agony, depicted on a human face as there was 
on his. 

Co will be shaken off his branches, he is invited | sweetness and pathos which riveted every heart| * It was morning when I awoke, and the storm 
der{ How powerfully does the TC "! hr neous language of your heart, and not ony was | Weighed less by some pounds, than this bit of | everywhere. If aman has a million of dollars | in the church before the first period had been | had ceased, but the cold was intense. 1 first se- 
moment appeal to the imagination | a scen the hour of prayer oftentimes a privileged ove, the qgther. he is a man ; but he dies, and his million dollars | rounded. My father's attention had become fixed | cured a drink of water, and then 1 looked in the 

tion of arte: The chanke 
faces~the cloud that w 
at the sight of their risen Lord. 

gether beyoud the as © the loftiest concep- 

“But, on this occasion, one of the twelve was ab
sent. 

as was not there. 

ed-to all present by 

that came over their 
ifted from their hearts, 

y he was absent, we do not know, and it 

would be thie merest conjecture to attempt to as- 

sign the. reason. But, in reading of this little 

ering of disciples ou that memorable night, 

and of the consolation and joy which was impart- 

: the actual sight of the risen 

T.ord, this mention in such a connection of the 

but also, as you felt at the time, and as you now 
feel in your thoughtful review of the past, profit- 
able in its influence over your christian character 
and christian life. Many a quickening thought 
was suggested t¢ you, and many a holy promise 
brought home to your heart. There many a tes- 

your brethren in Christ has proved to you a 
“ word fitly spoken,” and many a fervent prayer 
from other lips has helped the utterance of your 
own devotion. There many a discouragement 
has lost its magnified proportions, and many a 

timony from the warm christian experience of 

By further experience, no matter how, 
He found that ten chariots weighed less than a 

plough ; 
A sword, with gilt trappings, rose up in the scale, 
Though balanced by only a tenpenny nail ; 
A shield and a helmet, a buckle and spear, 
Weigh'd less than a widow's uncrystalized tear. 
A lord and a lady went up in full sail, 
When a bee chanced to light on the opposite 

scale. 
Ten doctors, ten lawyers, two courtiers, one earl, 
All,heaped in one balance, and swinging from 

is cut into four quarters, and four rSOms Carry 
it off their several ways. Mr. Million Dollars, 
after an appropriate faneral, is buried, and here 
he lies; and in a few years nobady talks about 
him, nobody hears about him. In fifty years the 
shrewdest man might go and read his 
and find “ Mr. Million: 
and where is his money ¥" 

avestone, 

oltars.” “Who was he, 

an antiquary to iell ‘what these four heirs did 
with it. It puzzlod them after a few years to 
tell where it had gone to. He made his maney ; 
it gave him power and influence; he distributed 

And it would puzzle . 

upon the eye of the speaker with an interest I 
had never before seen him exhibit. I can bat 
briefly remember the substance of what the old 
man said, though the scene is as vivid before me 
as any that I ever witnessed. 

“ My friends! I am a stranger in your village, 
and I trust I may call you friends. A new star 
has risen and there is hope in the dark night 
which hangs like a pall of gioom over our coun- 
try. 

With a thrilling depth of voice, the speaker 
continued, “ O! God, thou who lookest with 

accustomed place for Mary. As I missed her for 
the first time a shadowy sense of some horrible 
nightmare began to dawn upon my wandering 
mind. I thought I had dreamed a fearful dream, 
but involuntarily opened the outside door with a 
shuddering dread. As the door opened the show 
burst in, followed by a fall of something aeross- 
the threshold, scattering the cold snow and strik- 
ing the floor with a sharp, hard sound. My blood 
shot like red hot arrows through my veins, ‘and 
I rubbed my eyes to shut out the sight. It was 
—it—O God, how terrible |—it was my own in- 

166 amroritingly viawi- burden been left behind. There many an im- | thence, ) it among his leirs; yes, he distributed it, and | compassion upon the most erring of earth's frail | jured Mary and her babe frozen to ice! The 
absence of one of the twelve whe "CUIRGLY foul pulse to christian labor, and many of your most | Weighed less than a few grains of candour and they squandered it; he died and went to dust, | children, I thank thee that a brazen serpent has | ever true mother bad bowed herself over the 

af. It seems intended to hint to ‘us fruitful resolves of holier living have had thei sense ; and that was the last of him, so far as this world 
much that absent one lost by wot being there 

And it would almost seem as if Thomas, natur: 

ally. prone, as we gather from the Scriptaral allu 

sions to him, naturally prone’ 

dirk side, ‘was; more than either of the others 
look upon the 

birth, As by the mingling of coals the heat o 

christian experience, your own heart has often 
been warmed and strengthened. You feel that 

all is increased, so there in the commingling of 
A first-water diamond, with brilliants begirt, 
Than one good potatoe, just washed from the dirt: 
Yet, not _ mountains of silver or gold could suffice, 
One pearl to outweigh, "twas the * pearl of great 

is concerned ; I don’t know what became of him 
beyond. 

But suppose that instead of that he had made 
himself his own executor, and had put fifty thou- 

been lifted up upon which the drunkard can look 
and be healed. That a beacon has burst out 
upon this darkness that sarrounds him, which 
shall guide back to honor and heaven the bruised 
.and weary wanderer.” 

child to shield it, and had wrapped all her own 
clothes around it leaving her own person stark 
and bare to the storm. She had placed her 
own hair over the face of the child, and the sleet 
had frozen to the white cheek. The frost was 

; your attendance on these meetings then served to rice.” . sand dollars behind a printing press and said— | It is strange what power there is in some voices. | white in its half-open eye and upon its tiny finger. 
SUSY Tae cio - Te ee break in on the current of the world, and check | Last of all, the whole world was bowled in at the | « Ag long as interest lasts on that fifty thousand | The speaker's voice was low and measured, but a | I know not what became of my brave boy.” 
quickenin of his hope Lo d ’ its momentum. You feel that again and again, gate . dollars - work, press, work!” Suppose he had | tear trembled in every tone, and before I knew | Again the old man bowed his head and wept, 
Meh sig Ahr biemebrind of Christ to the returning from the place of prayer, you carried | With the soul of a beggar to serve for a weight : | taken some treatise written for liberty, based on 
... Before ox 
disciples, a week. passed away. To the others, 

who wel present ou that Sunday evening, that 

appearance of Jesus to them, dispelling all doub 

of his actual resurrection, : 

age for their hearts, and the joy of that night ex 

tended through all the week. 

Bus to Thomas, it. was, as 

He refused to be comforted. “Except I shal 

wee in his hands the print of the nails, and put 

my finger into the print of the nails, and: thrust 

iy hand into his side, I will not believe.” Oh 

Tow dark and wretched a week that must have 

‘been to him! How much he lost by not being 

_present at that evening gathering, and, indeed 

himself seems to have feit this. For, on the he, 

.mext occasion, we find him present. * Afte 

‘ ‘days,” says the sacred narrative, “ again the 

a op ie arn and Thomas with them." 

“Théo cane Jesus, the doors being shut, and stood 
© “in the midst,-and said, “ Peace be unto you.” 

hen. § we to Thomas: “Reach hither thy 
sneer. aud behold my hands; and reach hither 

cr and thrust i igto my side; and be not 
And Thomas answered 

di 

+ Then saith. he to 

t 

faithless, bat beth 

y ‘and said oto him, * My Lord and my God.'” 

b1'74 the absence of Thomas from this little ga- 

ng of disciples, and the week of darkness 

"occasioned by his absence—in what Thomas lost 
“by not._being there, we have, I think, a little pa- 
.vable, and one the application of which is not dif- 

er 

- ficult at-all 

had given an anchor- 

the narrative itself 

shows, a week of deep darkness. He could mot 
,beimade to believe that his Master was risen. 

all considerations of duty, apart 

+ front that obligation, which rests on all. who have 

home a blessing with you. You feel that these 
meetings did feed your piety, and help your 

; | christian life. In thus appealing to your own 

hear s. 
And if once an habitnal attendant on such 

meetings, you have fallen now into the habitual 
neglect of them, what is the testimony of your 
own consciousness with regard to the influence 
of such a course over your own spirituality and 
christian life! Do yon take the same interest as 
formerly in the spiritual prosperity of the church 
to which you belong? 1s its welfare as much in 
your thoughts, or on your heart, as before! Have 
ot; not lost interest in your christian brethren— 
ost in sume degree that fraternal sympathy and 
fraternal affection which you once felt? With- 
drawing from the place of prayer, have you not 

1 

’ 

, 

r 

chiistian fellowship, and, to your injury, isolated 
your rchristian life! Do you not stand more 
aloof than before from christian labor? Have 
you not lost the heart to work—lost the tongue 
of fire—lost ground in. your christian life—Ilost 
the enjoyment of the still hour? Have you not 
become more worldly-minded? And is not this 
injury to your christian character the result in 
part of your neglect of a means of grace which 

drifting away on the tide of worldlivess is, in part, 

ing once gave you ? 

neglect of the prayer meeting withering aud dry- 

consciousness, I touch, do I ndaghord in your 

thereby shut off from yourself the currents of 

you once prized ! Does not the thought some- 
times press itself on you that tive secret of this 

thé loss of that-anchorage which the prayer meet- 

Christian brother; christian sister, is not this 

When the former sprang up with so strong a re- 
. buff, 

That it made a vast rent, and escaped at the roof, 
When balanced on air, it ascended on high, 
And sailed up aloft—a balloon in the sky : 
When the scale with the soul in so mightily fell, 
That it jerked the Philosopher out of his cell. 

MORAL. 

Dear reader, if e’er Pedr i prevails, 
We pray you to try the Philosopher's scales— 
Bat if they are lost in the ruins around, 
Perhaps a good substitute thus may be found : 
Let justice and conscience in circles be cut, 
To which strings of thought may be carefully put; 
Let these be made even with caution extreme, 
And impartiality serve as a beam : 
Then bring those good actions which pride over- 

rates, 

And tear up your motives in bits for 
eee etl ee 

WARNING TO STRAY HEARERS. 
BY REV. C. H. SPURGEON. 

I am aware that I have many here on Sabbath 
mornings who never were in the habit of attend 
ing a place of worship at all. There is many a 
gentleman here to-day who would be ashamed in 
any society to confess himself a professor of reli- 
jon. He has never, perhaps, for a long time 
so the gospel preached ; and now there is a 
strange sort of fascination that has drawn him 
here. He came the first time out of curiosity— 
perhaps to make a joke at the minister's expense ; 
he has found himself enthralled ; he does not 
know how it is, but he has begn all this week un- 

the weights. 

the Bible, and carrying out the vital power of 
the gospel, and had taken another fifty thousand 
dollars and put it into the hands of the Tract So- 
ciety, saying, “I'consécrate to the printing of 
that book this fifty thousand dollars; work with 
that money as long as it can bear interest. Sap- 
pose he had taken five hundred thousand dollars 
and ap pointed them his sentinels—stationing fifty 
thousaiid” dollars’ there, and ‘there, and there— 
they would: on ‘working until the last trump 
sounds ; and when a hundred years had passed 
over his ve Lis name, through that society, 
would still be fresh, and his influence still be po- 
tent for good. [Every tract would bear his name 
upon its imprint, and a million tombstones vould 
not make it so illustrious. 
—_—— een 

Samily Beading, 

THE OLD MAN'S STORY. 
A THRILLING SKETCH, 

I shall never forget the commencement of the 
temperance reformation. I was a child at the 
time, of some ten years of ‘age. Our home had 
every comfort, and my kind parents idolized me, 
their child. Wine was very often oo the table, 
and both my father and my mother gave it to me 
in the hoi of the morning glass. 

Ove Sunday, 
ment was Hada 

at church, a startling announce- 
to our people. I knew nothing 

of its ‘purport, but there was much whispering 
among the men. The pastor said that on the 
next evening would be a meeting, and an address 

why, a tear dropped on my hand. The old man 
brushed one from his own eye and continued : 

“ Men and christiars, you have just heard that 
I am a vagrant and a fanatic. I am not. Ah, 
God knows my own heart; I came here jnst to 
do good. Here me and be just.” 

“ I .am an old man standing alone at thé end 
of life’s journey. There is a deep sorrow in my 
heart and tears in my eyes. I have journeyed 
over a beaconless ocean, and all life's bright 
hopes have been wrecked. I am without friends, 
home or kindred on earth, and look with longing 
to the rest of the night of death. Without friends, 
kindred or home! I was not once so |” 
No one could withstand the touching pathos of 

the old man. 1 noticed a tear trembling on the 
lid of my father's eye, and 1 no more felt asham- 
ed of my own. 

“ No, my friends, it was not so once. Away 
over the dark waves which have wrecked my 
hopes, there is the blessed light of happiness and 

of the household idols that once were mine ! 
now mine no more !” 
The old man secmed looking away through the 

vacancy upon some bright vision, his lips apart 
and his fingers eftended. I involuntary turned 
in the direction where it was pointed dreading to 
see some shadow invoked by its magic moving. 

“I once had a mother. With herold heart 
crushed with sorrows, she went down to the grave. 
I once had a wife—a fair, angel-heartéd creature 
as ever smiled in an earthly home, Her eye was 
as mild as a summer sky, and her heart as faith- 
ful and<true as ever guarded and cherished a hus- 
band’s love, Her blue eye grew dim as the 

home. I reach again convulsively for the shrines. 

and all that were in the house wept with bim. 
My father sobbed like a child. In tones of low 
and heart broken pathos, the old man concluded : 
“1 was arrested, and for long months 1 raved 

in delirium. I awoke, and was sentenced to pri- 
son for ten years; but no tortures could have 
been equal to those within my own bosom. Oh, 
God, no! I am not a fanatic. I wish to injure no 
one. But while T live, let mé strive to warn 
dtbers not to enter the path which bas been so 
dark and fearful a one tome. 1 would see my 
wife and children beyond this vale of tears.” - 
The old man sat down, but a spell as deep and 

strange as that wrought by some wizard's breath 
rested upon the audience. Hearts could have 
been heard in their beating, and tears to the fall. 
The old man then asked the pecple to sign the 
pledge. My father leaped from his seat and 
snatched at it eagerly. I had followed him, and 
as he hesitated a moment with the pen in the ink, 
a tear fell upon the old man’s paper. 

“ Sign it—sign it, young man--angels would 
sign it. I would write my name there ten thou- 
sand times if it would bring back my loved and 
lost one.” 
My father wrote * Mortimer Hudson.” 
The old man wiped his teartul eyes. and looked 

again, his countenance alternately flushed with 
red and a death-like paleness, 
“*Itis—no it cannot be, yet how. strange’ 

muttered the old man. ¢ Pardon me, sir, but that 
is the name of my own brave boy.’ ” 
My father trembled, and held up the left arm 

from which the hand had beech severed. They 
looked for a moment in each other's eyes, both 
reeled and gasped— 

“ My own injured boy !” 
‘ My father!’ 
They fell upon each other's necks till it seemed 

that their souls would grow and mingle into one. 
There was a weeping in that church, and 1 turn- 

ing up your piety ! Have you not—I appeal to 
your own consciousness—have you not made a 
serious. on tec ’ wish regard to the caltare of 

4 f er and christian con. | ¥0Ur own heart, apart from all considerations of 

Hevace aa pimanst loss herby. Vo chrisian, | 400), spas rom that obligation which resis on ARGRES, | > TA . : you as an en member of the church o 
! for the sake of his own religious happiness and 

“enlisted iu the service of Christ, to unite iv main 
taining in their highest $iizjgue the ‘means of 
"gr ‘the individaal christian who absents him- 

éasy, he has been wanting todcome again, and 
when he goes away to-day, he will be watching 
for next Sabbath. He has not given up his sins, 
bat somchow they are not so pleasurable as they 
used to be. He cannot swear as he did; if an 
oath comes out edge-ways, it does not roll out in 

upot the evils of intemperance in the use of aleo-, 
otic drinks, He expressed himself ignorant 
of the object of the meeting, and could not say 
what course it weuld be well to pursue in the 
mattar. 

The subject of the meeeing came up at our 

floods of sorrow washed away its brightness, and 
the living ‘heart I wrung till every fibre was 
broken. I once had a noble, a brave and beauti- 
ful boy ; but he was driven out from the ruins of 
his home, and my old heart yearns to know if he 
yet lives. I once had a babe, a sweet tender 

negle prayer Christ to upite in sustaining in their highest effi- 
eligiour growth; cum Afni ou ul) ciency the means of gracé—ean you, with refer- 

pe: F Yreume there is no christian present who 

“woilld advocate at all the idea of doing away 
‘ence to your own christian life and christian 
growth, afford to habitually neglect the place of 

the round form it used to do; he knows better 
now. Now, it is to such persons that I speak, 

My dear friends, allow me to express my heart 
oy that you are here, and let me also express the 

table after the service, and I questioned m 
father about it with all the eagerness of a child. 
The vhispers and words which had been dropped 
in my hearing, clothed the whole affair with great 

blossom ; but these hands destroyed it, and it 
lives with one who loveth children.” 
“Do not be startled my friends—I am not a 

murderer in the common acceptation of the term. 

ed bewildered upon the streaming faces around 
me. 

‘ Let me thank God for this great blessing, 
ich has gladdened my guiit-burdenéd soul,’ 

\ prayer # 0 the com : rm. | exclaimed the old man, and kneeling down. pour- 
with such meetings for prayer and christian con- | © 4 APRS. TE NE I re {35s that you are here for the purpose you do stry to me, and I was all eageriess to learn Yet there 18 a light in my evening sky. A pi ed out in one of the most melting prayers I” éver 
_ ference. *. We all that this universal practice : ; 8 { not as yet understarid. God has a special favor | of tle'st ing. My father merely ‘said it mother rejoices over the return of her pro igal | heard. The spell was then broken, and all ea- 
_ of. our churches grows out.of a universally exist- THE PHILOSOPHER'S SCALES. range thing ye 
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