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Tenderly, tenderly, speak to me tenderly ; 
Death fays his icy-¢old hand on my brow. 
Tenderly, tenderly, care for me tenderly, 
Life's sanny day-dreams are vanishing now. 
Tenderly, tenderly, evermore tenderly : 
Smooth the dark Hair, onee 80 glossy and bright. 

| Tenderly, tenderly kiss me and gently sigh ; 
| Evening’s soft shadows are wearing to night. 

Tenderly, tenderly soothe we a little while, 
Calm all my fears with a tender caress j 
Tenderly, tendetly, sweetly in pity smile, 
“Tenderly fondle, and tenderly bless. 
Deeper and deeper the shadows fall over mé ; 
Leave me not, love—Ilet me die on your breast. 
Speak to me, comfort me, kindly bend over me ; 
‘Soon will this faint-throbbing heart be at rest, 

Clinging to me with that fond heart forever, love, 
Tenderly, tenderly, here, while 1 may ; 

All that is earthly the death:pang will sever, 
love; ¥ 

All that is earthly is wearing away, y 
Long have we wandered in Life's sunny. mea- 

“dows, 
Long have we gathered its fruits and its flowers ; 
Now I descend to the Valley of Shadows, 
Vacant and vain seew ite perishing hours. 

Hush me and soothe me, love, tenderly, tenderly, 
Forms 1 behold that have loog passed away, 

Gliding around me, so solemnly, silently ; 
Pray for me fervently, tenderly pray. : 
Voices I hear | Tis the dead ; they are calling 
"mel 

Voices that still to my bosom are dear ; 
Tenderly, tenderly, nowise appalling me— 

| From those I love.I have nothing to fear. 

Fain would I linger with thee, my beloved one ; 
Po | God wills it not—to. His will be resigned. 

Lift me up, let me once more see the setting sun ; 
| Lay me dowa softly, I'm breathless and blind. 
Glorified spirits are waiting to welcome me, 
Sorrow and darkuess forever are past ; 
Christ to His bosom is folding me tenderly ; 
Day on the mountain is dawning at last. 

— 

‘The first Annual Orationof the Alumni Society, 
DELIVERED IN THE VESTRY OF THE BAPTIST 

CHAPEL, FREDERICTON, a THE 6TH OF JUNE, 1867, 

BY THE REV. J.\C, HURD, M. D,, ; 

and" published by special ‘request, 
: & z (Continued.) a 

Bat if the uaiversal diffusion of knowledge be 
set furth as a subject of vital importance, it may 

‘likely to accrue to society therefrom, 
+ Aud 1 may remark that the value of knowledge 
is ivestimable when considered as a source of 
pleasure and enjoyment to its possessor. There 
way be -a species of gratification apart from that 
which is. enjoyed by the exercise of the higher 
intellectual and moral faculties. The body has 

the natural iolets-of knowledge. 
abounds in objects fitted for their exercise and 
ratification. And so long as the pleasures aris- 

£5 theretioin arc controlled by the dictates of 
| reason or confined within the limits of morality, 
they are so far from being improper or uulawful 
that, in the enjoyment of them, we are only ful- 
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filling the design of the Creator in the formation 
of our species. But the pursuit of sensitive plea- 
sure is not the pltimate end of our being, nor is 
the gratification derwed therefrom tbe highest of 
which our natures are capable. We enjoy these 
in common with the lower animals, and when we 
rest in, or remain satisfied with them, we pour 
contempt on our intelectual faculties, and virtual- 
ly, by oar owu act, reduce ourselves to a level 
with thie beasts that perish, Besides the organs 

only of a higher and capable of taking in a wider 
range of abjects, but are 
far more varied and sublime than any which the 
Senses ean nce. It is the pe 

¢s us from the 

wer orders of Auimated existence ; and in the 
inverest of t exercise and steady development of them et ot oo Ri HAG igi carthly sujoy ment, of 

‘which our ren rr Sib god ih) is thas, in 
| an important sedse, that we are gradually prepa 
ed for the higher and puorer vingtsyndts oPih 
immortal life: for if we are destined to 

24 

eternity. wheré every power of our intellectual 
being shall find constant employment on objects 

we be » with the intelli- 

i IN 4 

Y eng, 
34 

.| light, of a sanctilied life, It was a very happy oo- 

| | There were many good speakers 

he proper to notice some of the advantages most 

. The oy giro 

of sensation, and vastly superior to them, there 
are the intellectual faculties in man —faculties not. 

susceptible of gratification. 

ion of these 

| steeled 

worthy of its nature, “the more we acquire a | misery that was overwhelming him, aod 

| 1s was three in the morning. 
gher order in a fatare world.” Bat |° 

nnd, ppiaphon Ae 
Fos or gor hg Be sg ibn aglow, 

It is wiy lesson for next Sabbath throughout the adimal and vegetable kingdoms, 
With a species of wondering awe he views this 
linge globe on which he lives flying through 
space at the rate of sixty thousand miles an hour, 
and by the inclination of its axis producing the 
regular succession of summer and winter, seed 
time and harvest. If not content with the in- 
numerable multitude of objects with which he is 
surrounded” on earth, he may leap beyond its 
boundaries and range thropgh the planetary sys- 
tems and trace the physical aspects and revolu- | f 
tious of other worlds, millions of miles distant 
from his own. And wiogiog his way far beyond | asi 
the san and all his planets, he may gaze his | t 
mental eye on suns and systems which astronomy 

esas said unto her, [ am the resurrection and 
ife. He that believeth in Me, though he were 
, yet shall he live, 'And whosoever liveth and 
veth in Me shall never die, Believest thou 

th 
d 

ddenly, as he listened, a great flood of jah 
k let into his soal, - The words seemed as if 

n by Jesus Himself. He caught the child 
bis heart, and from that hadt he was com- 

© of you,” continued the clergyman, “ may 
f this is a troe story. I'll give you a proof 
it is, That same little girl became wy wife 
er years—and her whole life was a blessed 

has never explored, rolling in grandeur throngh- | Gaspol of faith.” ALMA. 
out the boundless dimensions of ¢, and those | gE Bag 
countless worlds, perhaps—and who can say they 
are not—peopled with intelligences of various or-| SPEAK TO Him ABQUT HIS SOUL. 
ders, living under the government and worship-| Ata meeting for prayer and fasting, a brother, 
ping at thé shrine of the great ficent Sa- 
preme, whose wisdom is infinite, whose power is 
_omuipotent, and whose dominion %xtends beyond 
the utmost stretch of human imagination, Bat 
where should I end if I were to follow the mind 
in its contemplations and excursions through the 
bopudless range of creation, looking into the se- 
crets of pature, aud exploring the almost infinite 
variety of objects which come within the sphere 
of its enquiries; and it is evident that the enjoy- 
ment thus produced is vastly superior to any that | 
éan be experienced by the man whose soul is en- 
veloped in intellectual darkness. 

{To be continued.) 

‘was, I think, the best man among us, made 
a Gonfession of cowardice, and we all looked at 
iim and could not understand how he could be 
acoward, for a bolder man 1 do not know, 

‘Heo told us that there was a man in his eon- 
ion who was & wealthy man. If be had 

been a poor man, he would have Spabien to him 
‘about his soul; but, being a; wealthy man, he 
ry it would be taking too much liberty. 
#4 last one of the members ba ed to say to 

p, “ Mr. So-and-so, bave ‘you found a Saviour §” 
bursting into tears thé man said, “ Thank youn 
wm, to me; have been in distress for 

onths, and thought the minisfer might have 
en to me, Ob, [ wish he bad ; 1 wight have 

and peace,” o ‘dare 
I am afraid that often and often you 

tad da 

[From the Watchman and Reflector.] 

A TEA-MEETING INCIDENT. 
At a tea-meeting in London, I noticed a tall, 

fine-looking old gentleman, evidently a clergy- 
mao, whose face reminded me of pictures of the 
old saints, tranquil, beaming and joveus with the 

good peo- 

when jn the place of worship, and when the 
m is over, you ought to get a word with 

thein—yon might be the means of comfort, but 

hing to be forgotton, as if it were of no great 
offence! Let me. giv you a picture which may 
set it forth : ; 
+ Bee yonder poor wretches whose ship has gone 
down at sea, they have constructed a “poor tot- 
bering raft, add have been swimming on it for 
‘diye ; their supply of bread and water bas been 
ethadsted, and they are famishing, they have 
und a bandkerchief to a. pole and hoisted it, 

1 a vessel is within sight. The captain of the 
ship takes his telescope, looks at the object, and 
sows that it is a shipwrecked crew. '“ Oh,” says 

he to his men, “ we are in a barry with our cargo, 
we cannot stop to look after an unknown object ; 

it may be somebody rerishing, and it may not be, 
jut however it is not our business,” and he keeps 
his course. , His neglect has murdered those 

casion, on which the parents and children of on¢ 
of the most flourishing Baptist churches in the east 
of London gathered at an annual festival. The 
Rev. Mr. Katterns is the pastor, and his congre- 
gation is one of the best in that part of the me: 

hho asl i sdbdiog usua ce was sung, all standing ; 
tea, bread asd -buttas and Ewglish STE 
assure. you there is 00 better) had beey partak 
of, and speeches followed as a matter of course. 

their theme was the children and ‘the blessed in. 
fluence of Sabbath schools, There were many 

as fell from the lips of the cl 

© As He stood up I kilew that he had been chas- @se, ouly it is worse, because yon deal with im- 
tened by suffering, purified as by fire. The 
upon his brow, the soft, elevated 44 n souls; and he only deals with bodies 

vhich be suffers to. die. ; O my. brother, I do 
ost Gr. py wud gontioaees of iid wnstiol SOM of gg you before the. Lord, never let ae 

Pars Sri seme. Tf at your door again; but if there 
“I want to say something to you"—he com- | | for 8 ony + gh word of com- 

meunced quietly, but in sach a tone asset all to to toch’ &_sonl, fly on the wings of merc 

illostrate it by a little story. That story is about Syipin: hortpdc p< Y 
a child, a Tote girl % sos Jah of age, Nola : ; 
name was Helen, elen’s mother was delicate « Er — 
and often ill. At lastshe was taken with a mortal A TALE FOR WIVES, 
disease. Day after day the eye grew brighter * Now this is what I'icall- comfort,” said Madge 
and the flush deepened upon her cheek. She Harley, as she sat. dowp by her neighbour's fire 
was a lovely woman, and ber husband was very one evening ; “ here you are, at your sewiog, 
deeply attached to ber, He did not know how with the kettle steaming on the hob, and the tea- 
to give her up. His home, his children, all be- things on the table, expectiilg to bear your hus- 
came as nothing to him in comparison with the band’s wep, and see his kind face look in at the 
life he was watching oyer with such eagerness. door. Ah! if my busbapd was but like yours, 
How many fervent and agonizing prayers did he Janet.” a 1 : : 

send up. to the Throne of Grace ou her behalf! -* He js like mine'in many of his ways” said 
He could attend to nothing else. His businbes Janet, with a smile, * and, if you will allow me 
was neglected, his personal appearance, -every- to speak plainly, he would be still more like him 
thing, he was in such constant agouy with. refer- if you took more . pains to ‘make him com- 
epee to his idol. _..,. fortable, : 

In vain all his watching, all his care, all his ¢ What do you mean I” cried ige, “ our 

anguish. Day by day the destroyer made new house in as clean as your's ; I mend my husband's 
progress. His shysibian dreaded to pronounce clothes, and cook his dinner as ully as any 
the fatal word—his friends feared oer from woman in the parish, and yet he never stays. at 
the vehemence of his grief when he should kuow howe of ap evening, whilst yon two sit here by 
Te Rar NYE a x your cheerful fire, night aftée night, as happy as 

Alas! that time came all too soon. - The sweet, can be. ; ATA ER 

patient, Christian wife, confident in ‘her: love of '# As opps! as can be on earth,” said her 
Christ and her home jo heaven, felt the honr friend, gravely, ¥ yes<——and ‘1-shall tell you the 
drawing near. She tried to comfort him, but be secret of it, Madge” £ bk 
listened in a _dall, Aplin ay—he could. not | “I wish you would,” said Madge, with a deep 
find consolation in her words, His heart was sigh, “ jt’s misery to live-as I do mow,” 

Ree reason, almost against revelation, # Well, gg said Javet, speaking slowly aod 
‘He said that God was laying His haud too heavi- fistinctly, “ I let my~ husband, see that I love 
ly upon him, and he rebelled, nor would be com- him still, and that I learn every day to love him 

although for her sake he repressed the fiiore. Love is the chain that binds him to bis 
stifled home. The world may call j¢ folly, but the 

“And do you really think,” exclaimed Madge 
in surprise, * that bysbands care for that sort of 

: Horted, 

I bring Helen in ¥ asked the nurse. 

ng sweetly, doo’t di her, After all, For love, do you mean #"" asked Janet. 
ngest life is bot a vapor ; it is but a little  “ Yes ; they don't fee] at all as we do, Janet, 

efore those who have gone, meet those yond it don’t take many years of married life to 
o cuniog afer Tu Soparaion is wt nuke them thiok. of a wife as sot. of nid: 

So the gray shadows gathered over gt Hr ihe? said Mrs. a | 
ot 

bn 
pod 

(3 

of ‘exultation that the whole |“ No, because your ‘hosband is different, and 

open vision ; that the fa- + I don't think. that,” snid_Jwost, “ although 
dream but a g ; that | know that be said to my. the other 

Leven on carth, ifmen 

san iv 

Bl GE 

5 have sinners convineed of ‘sin sitting by your 

Ev forget it, and go your way. Now is this a 

Ftrine of God and his Savior. 

= = gas . , a = == = 
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THE DYING WIFE. are being produced on everything existing | tsi@mphantly— for hear what Jesus said Himself. “ No, but it is not wise to show that you care 
too much for them.” 

“ Say I and him ; do not talk of husbands in 
general, but of yours in particular.” 

“ He thinks quite enough of himself already, 
I assure yon.” 
, “Dear Madge,” said Janet, smiling, * would 
it do you avy harm to receive a little more atten- 
tion from your husband 1” 

* Of course not. I wish he'd try ;” and Mrs. 
Harley laughed at the idea. 

“ Then, you don’t think enough of yourself al- 
ready ! and nothing would make you vain, I 
suppose I” 

Madge colored, and all the more when she per- 
ceived that William Matson had come in quietly, 
and was now standing behind Janet's chair. This 
of course put an end to the conversation. Madge 
retired to her own home, to think of Janet's 
words ; and to confess secretly that they were wise. 
Hours passed before” Johe Harley returned 

home. He was a man of good abilities, and 
well-to-do in the world, and baving married Madge 
because he truly loved her, he -had expected to 
have a happy home. Bat partly because he was 
reserved and sensitive, and partly because Madge 
feared to make him vain, they had grown very 
cold towards each other ; so cold, that John be- 
gan to think the ale-honse a more comfortable 
Flace than bis own fireside. 

That night the rain fell in torrents, the winds 
howled, and it was not until the midnight hour 
bad arrived that Harley left the public honse and 
hastoned towards his cottage. He was wet 
through when be at length crossed the threshold; 
be was, as he gruffly mattered, “ used to that” 
but he was not “ used” to the tone and look 
with which his wife drew near to welcome him ; 
nor to find warm clothes by a crackling fire, and 

for late hours, and neglect, and dirty footmarks, 
as he sat in his arm-chair. Some change had 
come to Madge, he was very sare. She wore a 
dress he had bought her years ago, with a neat 
linen collar round the neck, and bad a cap, trim- 

| med with white ribbons, on hier head. 
* You're smart, Madge,” he exclnimed, at last, 
when he had stared at her for some little time in 
silence. “ Who has been here worth dressing 
fot to-night 1” 

“ No one until you came,” said Madge, half 
laughing. 
“11 nonsense, you didn’t dress for me #” cried 

John, 
“ You won't believe it, perhaps, but I did. 1 

have been talking with Mrs. Matson this evening, 
and she has given me some very good advice. So 
now, John, what would you like for your supper 1” 

John, who was wont to steal to the shelf at 
night and content himself with anything he could 
find, thought Madge's offer too excellent. to be re- 
fused, and very soon a large bowl of chocolate 
was steaming on the table, Then his wife sat 
down, for a wonder, by his side, and talked a lit- 
tle, and Jistened, and looked “pleased, when at 

“last, as if he couldn't help it, he said, “ Dear old 
Madge 1” 

That was enough ; her elbow somehow found 
its way then to the arm of his great chair, and 
she'sat quietly looking at the fire. After a while 
John spoke again— 

“ Madge, dear, do you remember the old days 
when we used to sit side by side in your mother’s 
kitchen 1” 
“Yes.” 
“I was a younger man then, Madge, and as 

they told me, haodsome ; now 1 am growing 
older, plainer, daller. Then you loved me ; do 
you love me still #” . 

She looked up in his face, and ‘her eyes an- 
swered him. It was like going back he old 
days to feel his arm around her as her Nead lay 
on his shoulder, and to bear once again the kind 
words meant for her ear alone. : 
She never once asked if this would make him 

“ vain ;” she koew, as if by instinct, that it was 
makiog him a wiser, 8 more thoughtful, more 4 
earnest-hearted man. And when, after a happy 
silence, he took down the big Bible, and read a 
chapter, as he had ‘been wont to read to her 
mother in former times, sbe bowed her head and 

prayed. b 
Yes, prayed—for pardon, through the blood 

of Jesus Christ, for strength to fulfil every duty 
in the future, for the all-powerful influence of the 
Spirit, for blessings on her husband evermore. 
She prayed—and not in vain,.— British Work- 

4 * CR — eee 

Dr. Guthrie says, in the Sunday Magazine * 
“ He who so orders his life and conversation as to 
briog no dishonopr or reproach on religion, who 
gives no oceasion to its enemies to blaspheme, 
nor by his falls and inconsistencies furnishes scan- 
dals to be told in Gath and published in the 

| streets of Askelon, does well. He may thank 
God, amid life's sli aths he bas prayed, nor 
od og “Hold my ay that my 
ootsteps slip not.” He does better still in whose 
life religion presents itself less in a negative, and 
more in a positive form ; for while it is well to 
depart from evil, ‘it is better ta do good ; nor 
‘does he live in vain who exemplifies by his daily 
life and conversation the pure and virtuous, and 
holy, and beneficent, and sublime and saving doc- 

) The first is f 
the next better, the last is the best of all, 

live a8 to recommend the truth to the admiration 
of others—go to five as to constrain them to say : 
What a good und blessed thitig is true religion | | 
as in some measure to win the encomium of her 
who, looking on Jesus, exclaimed, * Blessed is the | White erop of old ladies” 

ue mh Yh Mh Lon 40d the put thes gus shee’ grandm whose hand 
«gi ame Ebene to resemble those | morni 

bound in gold, are illuminated, and illustrated | 

supporting the su: 

slippers on the hearth ; nor to hear no reproach ! 

» | ble row ofscarrant bushes, almost inevitable i So to Y nshes, Almost as as 
live as to be beautiful as well as living epistles of | the lilac or the white Lx at the 

st as scen and read of all men—so to | 8* aru 18 thug ‘ 
‘ nearly the re 3 of the plat. 
{ their lines as 
bounds; and, spread over thé 
leaves, maybe seen, all ‘throu 

GARDEN WORK. 
“God Almighty first planted a garden,” says 

Bacon, “and, indeed, it is the porest of human 
pleasures; it is the greatest refreshment to the 
spirits of man.” ! 
“There is no ‘ancient gentlemen,” says the 

grave-digger in Hamlet, ** but gardeners, ditchers, 
and grave-makers; they hold np Adam’s profes- 
sion.” 

Said the gentle old Archbishop Sancroft to his 
friend Hough, who was visiting him in Suffolk: 
“ Almost all you sce is the work of my own hands, 
though 1 am bordering on eighty years of age. 
My old woman does the weeding, and John mows 
the turf apd digs for mie; but all thé nicer work 
—the sowing, rafting, budding, transplantiog, 
and the like—~-1 trust to vo other hand but.my 
own, so long, at least, as my health will allow me 
to enjoy so pleasing an occupation.” 

The Poets are full of the delights of gar- 
dening ; Cowley and Pope, at least, came to real- 
izc theie dreams in this respect. One can run 
through very few pages of English verse and ‘not 
bave to leap hedges of allusions to’ gardeus, or 
without bringing away a memory stuck fall with 
their fragrant blossoms. An appreciative writer 
observes that “ Bacon and Milton were the pro- 
pbet and berald, Pope and Addison the reformer 
and the legislator, of horticujturc.” Spenser's 
stanzas abound with real garden pictures, terrace 
raised above terrace, and lawn stretching beyond 
lawp, The garden scene in “ Romeo and Juliet” 
is the favorite one with all readers, because in the 
fragrant atmosphere of ‘the garden, inthe tem- 
pered mooslight, and to tho sound of trickling 
waters, love is made in the true spirit of remince. 
Teonyson has shown how it is attempted in the 
more exquisite passages of his everywhere quotéd 
“Maud.” The poet Shenstope wrotq from. his 
favorite Leasowes : “I feed my wild ducks, Lma+ 
ter my carnations—happy enongh if I could ex- 
tingaish my ambition quite.” Father Adam was 
placed in a garden to ** dress and keep it.” Every 
reader of English recalls, at once Milton’s fine de- 
scription of our first parents in’ Eden, tising with 
the dawn to dress the alleys green— Ll 

“ Their walk at noon with branches overgrown,” 7! 

The gray old mouks, in fact, who had"an eye 
open-toe the good things of lifein theit day, were 
the first genaine cultivators of flowers and “frais, 
aod around their solitary keeps of learning slept 
securely many a productive garden and: blossom- 
ing orchard. They had the true.rclish for what 
those things brought them, and tended. free 
or a flower with the same zeal with which they 
wore the pavement smooth with their frequent 
devotions. They taught us horticultare, and we 
‘are thus become their debtors for more than the 
mere learning they were instruthental in handing 
down. T wi o 

The siucerest pleasures of the home-life 
are woven closely in ‘with those of the'garden. I 
bave almost made ove of my own heart, from the 
babit of living over again the delight I used ‘fo 
take in digging, planting, weeding and watering 
the little balf-acre Elysium, where grew soluxu- 

beats, I am conscions that Goethe did not mids 
of ‘the general truth in his observation that he 
took the solidest delight in the simplest pleasures’; 
aud, for an enduring pleasure, clean and sweet 
both in itself and iits memories, we ean. truly think 
of nothing in Nature before a little garden. It 
should not be so large as to become a task-master, 
and thus worry out the placid zeal ; but only spa- 
cious enough to excite the physical energy and 
give a healthy start to the thought. 

I am not making any alldsion to city gardens 
now, nor to théir more laxurfantly gay ‘cousins of 
the suburbs, where the owner is far from’ béing 
the author, but employs his gardener as many a 
man does his upbolsterer: thofe make beantifal 
‘ estates,” and are objects of attraction alike: to 
shrewd brokers and fashionable lovers of Nature ; 
but they have few of the savory associatiops of 
simplicity, and peace and home, Fine enough ex- 
otics may grow and show ‘tliere, whose health 
and beauty salaried gardeners look carefully after ; 
but you will search in vain for’ siniple’ mofning: 
glories, climbing like eager children ‘to the win- 
dow sill to peep in, or for snowy caps out among 
the bean-poles in the delicions summer weather, 

Work; before breakfast, in the retired gardea~ 
spot is a sort of iespiration for the rest of the 

tuces and cabbages have sprung up during the. 
night, and B once renew your faith in Natare. 
fear my closest friend would have failed to recog- 
nize me then, as I used to Jook in that ed 
and shredded apparel, the limp hat-rim fallidg 
down about my face and eyes, and on my knees,’ 
too—before many others were—for striped bugs’ 
and green cabbage worms. yew bon 

Or, next to the early morning work, with thei 
dewy earth offering its grateful exhalations tothe; 
nostrils, the twilight stroll through the limited. 
grounds is full of peacefnl delight and. tends to. 
provoke contemplation. If youn were in the 
morning the laborer, you can realize that you dre, 

u 

or 

the lord at evening ; going about and pullin 
scattered weeds, Sechise hanging Sid how 
plaots, thinning the sprouted rows of beefs 
ouions, grubbing up some pestiferous’ roots; or- 
planviog somewhat for the vext morning's in<’ 
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te. A charming alley is 

aithfully as” appdinted 

pillars which, while. we, 

rionsly my bulbous cabbag®s and bright-eyed 

ay. dn that still hour, you mark how. yopr Jets - 

S
y
 


