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IN contemplating vastness, the mind 
is apt to become bewildered; and, im-
less there is some familiar standard by 
which to measure, the conceptions 
formed of the object will fall far short 
of the reality. To a traveler standing 
on a level plain, the distant mountains 
appear much nearer than they really 
are; and the conception formed of the 
distance is often very erroneous. They 
may seem within a day's journey, when, 
perhaps, it will take several days to 

. reach them. It is said that travelers 
are generally disappointed in the first 
impressions made upon their minds by 
the Egyptian pyramids. Not that they 
are less stupendous than they are rep
resented to be; but, seen in the vast, 
sandy level in which they are situated, 
there are no familiar objects, such as 
trees, hills, etc., by which to measure 
them; and the mind, unassisted by 
these, cannot, at once, take in their im-
menseness. 

Of all vast things, eternity is, by far, 
the vastest, and farthest beyond the 
reach of finite comprehension. Imag
ination may spread her wings, and at
tempt to explore its borders; but she 
soon wearies, flutters, and sinks down 
ffith exhaustion. "Mortality must put 
on immortality," before we can begin 
to grasp the awful import of the word 
Eternity. A writer of the seventeenth 
century, endeavors to give some ideas 
of its duration, by measuring out the 

ocean, drop by drop; by filling the 
compass of the world with fine grains 
of sand, grain by grain; and by writing 
unoccupied space full of figures of num
bers. But his conceptions are in them
selves so vast, that, unless we stop and 
measure them again by some other 
standard, we fail to perceive the vast
ness of the numbers they are intended 
to convey to the mind. "Suppose," he 
says, "that the ocean were distilled 
drop by drop, but so slowly, that a 
thousand years should pass between 
every drop, how many millions of years' 
would be required to empty it.'" Let 
us stop here, and examine this measure. 
According to the Bible account, the 
earth was created four thousand and 
four years before the Christian era, and 
it has stood one thousand eight hun
dred and seventy years since that time, 
—making in all five thousand eight 
hundred and seventy-four years s i n^ 
the creation. Suppose that the drop
ping of this ocean had begun at the 
creation. At the rate of one drop for 
a thousand years, but five drops would 
have fallen to the present time; and 
one hundred and twenty-six years must 
yet elapse before the sixth drop will 
fall. What a mighty stretch of years 
does it seem to us since the creation! 
What revolutions have taken place with 
the human race! Generation after gen-
wation has passed away,—nation after 
nation has arisen, flourished, and fallen^ 
—cities, which were the wondfer of the 
world, have been buUt, and now, not 
even their ruins can be found,—proph
ets foretold of things that should come 



102 THE EABNEST CHBISTIAN AND OOLDEN BULE. 

to pass in the then dim, misty future, 
and now we look back upon their ful
fillment in the far-away past; and yet 
only five drops of water have been dis
tilled from this mighty ocean ! With 
this thought in my mind, I asked a lady 
how many drops of water a teaspoon 
would hold. She answered, "Sixty, I 
believe." Oh, just think of i t ! Fifty-
four thousand one hundredand twenty-
six years must yet pass away—that is, 
the earth must stand one thousand two 
hundred and sixty years more than 
nine times as long as it has already 
gtood—before even a tfeaspoonftil of 
water shall be dropped from the ocean ! 
Does it not make one's reason almost 
reel, to think of the mighty stretch of 
ages that must pass away, before the 
ocean is emptied 1 Is it any wonder 
the Bible declares that " One day is 
with the Lord as a thousand years, and 
a thousand years as one day" ? In the 
sight of Him who " inhabiteth eternity," 
they are both so insignificant that one 
appears as long as the other. 

And God is as great as the eternity 
'He inhabits. Oh, we have an awful 
God ! " A thousand years in His sight 
are but as yesterday when it is past, 
and as a watch in the night."—Ps. xc. 
4. " Who hath measured the waters 
in the hollow of His hand, and meted 
out heaven with the span, and compre
hended the dust of the earth in a meas
ure, and weighed the mountains in 
s«ales, and the hills in a balance. . . . 
Behold, the nations are as a drop ot a 
bucket and are counted jas the small 
dust of tbe balance: behold. He taketh 
up the isles as a very little thing."— 
Isa. xl. 12, 15. . 

" This, this 1B the God we adore, 
Our faithfttl, unchangeable Mend, 

Whose love is as great as HIB power, 
And neither tnows measure, nor end." 

We shall not attempt to follow out 
the other thoughts, concerningthe sand, 
and the figures of numbers, for vie 
shall become bewildered if we do.— 
W e shall touch upon them, however. 
"Suppose," continues this writer, "that 
the great world, in its great compass, 
ftom one pole to another, and from the 

top of the firmament to the bottom 
• were to be filled with the smallest sand 
but, so slowly, that every thousand 
years only a single grain should be 
added, how many millions would pass 
away before it were filled!"—Five 
grains of the smallest sand would oc
cupy a much smaller space than one 
drop of water—'' If the immense su
perficies of the heavens, wherein are 
innumerable stars, were to be filled 
with figures of numbers, and every fig
ure signified a million, what creat^ 
mind could tell this number, much less 
their value,"—i. e., suppose we had a 
character to represent one million, and 
unoccupied space were to be filled with 
these characters, and they should be 
added together, million by million, who 
but God could tell their vast sum !— 
" Having these thoughts, I reply, the 
sea will be emptied, drop by drop, the 
universe filled grain by grain, the num
bers written in the heavens will come 
to an end; and how much of eternity 
is spent ? Nothing; for infinitely 
more remains." 

Reader, where do you expect to 
spend this boundless eternity? in 
Heaven, or in hell 1 with angels, or 
with devils 1 with the purified and re
deemed, who will sing,, and wonder, 
and adore, around the dazzling throne 
of God ? or with swearers, drunkards, 
gamblers, libertines, and inurderers,-
who shall writhe, and curse, and wail, 
in the dark regions of despair ? Are; 
you thinking anything about iti—^ma-; 
king any preparations for it 1 God is pre
paring a great feast—the marriage sup-, 
per of the Lamb—and you are invited.! 

" Come all the world I come sinner thon ! 
All things in Christ are ready now." 

But before you go, you must put oni 
the wedding garment, and this is the; 
dressing-room where you must array! 
yourself. All who shall be found atr 
the feast without the wedding garment,' 
will be thrust out into outer darkness, 
where shall be weeping, wailing, and 
gnashing of teeth. All the light and 
love, and glory, will be there, all with
out will be " blackness of darkness," 
hatred, and despair, forever. 
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Ab! poor sinners! how we pity you! 
Christians weep in their closets, for 
you. Angels watch you With tender 
solicitude, and whenever one of you 
accepts of eternal life, all Heaven is 
filled with rejoicing. The Holy Spirit 
pities you, and He hovers around your 

'bearts'and pleads with you to accept 
of proffered mercy, while you may. 
God pities you so much that " He 
gave His only begotten Son, that who
soever believeth in Him should not per
ish, but have everlasting life." Jesus 
pities you so much tbat He left the 
shining courts of glory, and came down 
into these " low grounds of sorrow," to 
suffer, bleed and die, that you might be 
saved from eternal woe. You, alone, 
are unconcerned. Oh! will you not 
pity yourselves ! and fly to Jesus for 
refuge, before it is eternally too late? 
May the Holy Spirit deeply impress 
these thoughts upon your hearts, for 
Jesus' sake. Amen! 

A WOED TO WORKERS FOR CHRIST. 

W E are daily being warned against 
the enemies of the Protestant religion, 
the Romanist and the Ritualist. These 
are enemies outside the camp; but 
there are others who are greater ene
mies to the cause of truth—I mean 
professing Christians, who, day by day, 
are raising their voices to warn others 
to flee from evil and do good, but who 
preach what they never practice. I am 
positive if some were to practice more 
and preach less, letting us have more 
sermons of the life, and less of the lip, 
they would do more good to the cause 
of Christ than tbey do at present. 

Would to God 1 could impress this 
on many of the laborers in the vine
yard, that if they would strive to fol
low out more fully their Great Pattern 
in their dealings with their fellow-crea
tures, it would be far better for them
selves, far better for the cause they 
profess to serve, and far better for the 
Master they profess to exalt. They 
say they take Christ for their example; 
DOW let us see how they follow Him. 
To my mind the most beautiful trait in 

Christ's character is his long-suffering 
and forgiving love. How do some 
Christians bear with the erring ones ? 
Can they forgive an injury, or forget an 
insult, so far as to take the sinner again 
into their favor ? How much humility 
have they ? Are they swift to hear, slow 
to speak ? Do they possess that chari
ty that can cover a multitude of sins in 
others ? Do they return good for evil ? 
Do they strive to govern their tempers ? 
Do they serve God in their home duties 
and relationships as consistently as they 
do in the meeting ? 

If you have an immense deal of char
ity in feeding the hungry and clothing 
the naked; if you af e at work speaking 
and telling of Jesus from morning to 
night, what does it profit if you do not 
show that you are a real Christian? 
Would that all Christians remembered 
that they are as a book read by the mul
titude—an " epistle known and read of 
all men." I know many who have a 
high name amongst Christians, and yet 
have proved a stumbling-block in the 
way of others, because they preach one 
thing and practice another. Oh be 
very careful lest you prove a stum
bling-block, by preaching abroad while 
you are leading an unlovely life at 
home. 

"Put on, therefore, as the elect of God, 
holy and beloved, bowels of mercies, 
kindness, humbleness of mind, meek
ness, long-suffering, forbearing one an
other, snd forgiving one another; if 
any man have quarrel against any, even 
as Christ forgave you, so also do ve."— 
Col. iii. 12, 13.-^The Christian', {Lon
don, Eng.) 

*-..-* 
TRUE eloquence I find to be none but 

the serious and hearty love of truth; 
and that, whose mind soever is fully 
possessed with a fervent desire to know 
good things, and with the dearest char
ity to infuse the knowledge of them 
into others, when such a man would 
speak, his words, like so many nimble 
and airy servitors, trip around him at 
command, and in well-ordered files, as 
he would wish fall aptly into their osra 
places.—Milton. • 
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GOLD. 

BT E. H. DDNNING. 

" And the gold of that land is good."—Gen. ii. 11. 

THIS passage seems to imply that 
there is some gold which is not good. 

The children of God are compared 
to gold. Gold is a precious metal.— 
Why ? Not because of its usefulness; 
for the baser metals are more useful 
than gold. It is its scarcity and its pvr-
rity which gives it its value. 

Some gold is good, and some not so 
good, because it is mixed'with the ba
ser metals. If we have this impure 
gold, we do not kno^ its^value. A man 
finds a quantity of gold. A friend tells 
him it is not worth more than fourteen 
dollars per ounce. What does he do 
with it? Must he sell it at man's es
timate of it, and suffer loss? He takes 
it to the mint, where it is melted and 
assayed, and its true value stamped up
on it by order of the government. Then 
he gets its true value for it. He might 
melt the gold times without number; 
still he could not make it any purer.— 
It was still the same impure gold, with 
all the baser metals in it. He had to 
apply to a higher power to get it refined. 
It goes through the melting process 
preparatory to being refined. Pharaoh 
put a chain of gold about Joseph's neck. 
It was a distinction of honor. 

Some gold has so much of the baser 
metals in it, that they predominate 
over the gold, and it is not fit to be 
used. 

So, some that are called children of 
God are not very good children, al
though man may exalt them to the 
clouds ; and they may be called flaming 
lights in the world, and have all man
ner of praise heaped upon them. They 
may hoist the banner of Holiness, and 
recommend it in the daily walks of 
life; and still there may be no sound
ness in them. They may have had 
conviction after conviction, and their 
hearts may bave been melted, and their 
eyes overflowed with tears. If they 
have not been refined with the power 
of the Holy Ghost, they are like sound

ing brass and tinkling cymbal. All 
their labor amounts to nothing. If they 
have any fruit, it is not of that quality 
which remains, but fades like a leaf 
when the sun shines upon it. 

If they are like iron, constitutionally, 
they are stubborn and self-wUled—not 
easily led, but guided by a strong, sel
fish feeling, ^ i a • • «Sl.s«Si?f! 

If like lead, they are so soft that they 
can be bent so as to suit the times and 
place where-they live. And they bend 
the word of God so as to justify their 
ways. 

Their hearts have not been refined 
by the Word and Spirit of God, which 
both agree. God's image has not been 
stamped on their hearts by the power 
of the Holy Ghost. 

Some gold has not so much of the 
baser metals mixed with i t ; but it is 
alloyed with silver—one of the precious 
metals, but of less value. This, when 
weighed, is found wanting. This silver 
must be parted from the gold. The 
gold being pure from all the baser met
als, man is not satisfied after he gets it 
pure. The government tells him just 
how much of the baser metals may be 
put in it to make it LEGAL. In go the 
baser metals again. It is melted, ani 
stamped with Caesar's superscription. 
It is what one calls "filthy lucre," be
cause it is not pure, or be cause so many 
covet it, and have pierced themselves -
through with many sorrows. 

This represents the LEGAL child of 
God. He has been made pure. The 
baser metals have been all taken out of 
him. He has been sanctified by the 
Holy Ghost; but not being satisfied, 
he begins to reason with the enemy. 
He begins to listen to the charmer. 
He NOW yields a very little, and drinks 
in a very little of the alloy—just enough 
to make himself not too peculiar. He 
still has enough of the legal so that he 
will pass current. 

Then there is the Christian, who is 
wholly given up to God, and sanctified 
entirely. He is set apart for his Mas
ter's use; is willing to let God lead him 
any way. He holds fast his integrity 
in God. He has been refined and tried . 
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as gold is tried. He stands the test. 
God looks, and sees and loves His im
age there. Hallelujah! 

The child of God is liable to be led 
off into vain customs of this life—such 
as smoking, drinking, and complaining; 
liable to taste of these pleasures, and 
drink in a very little of the alloy.— 
But he stands upon the watch-tower, 
watching for the enemy, and guarding 
his bulwarks and fortifying the weakest 
points, so as to be ready on the ap
proach of the enemy. He whose eye 
never slumbers nor sleeps says unto 
him, Lo, I am, with you ; fear not, I am 
thy God. 

He seeks to do good to both the bod
ies and souls of men, by warning every 
man and teaching every man. If his 
enemy hungers, he feeds him ; if he is 
thirsty, he gives him drink. By so do
ing, he heaps coals of fire upon his 
head. 

Gold is hid away sometimes in the 
rocks. These rocks sometimes are found 
on the surface of the earth, sometimes 
a little below the surface, sometimes 
hundreds of feet below the surface.— 
These rocks often have to be broken 
before the gold can be seen which has 
been held in them. Then, when it is 
seen in such small particles, many would 
tay that it was so small, and so scarce, 
and so little of it to be seen, that it is 
not worth while to bother with i t ; and 
then, when it is not seen by the naked 
eye, it still is there, and to see it the 
m^ifying-glass has to be used. In 
the rock, where this glass cannot detect 
it, it may still exist. Gold being so 
very scarce, men will seek after it in 
many of the out-of the-way places, such 
as selling whisky, and by deceitful tele
grams, and by extortion and cruelty. 

The child of God is hid away in 
Christ, and no weapon formed against 
him shall prosper. God hides His child 
Himself in Himself, and he is safe. He 
fears not the pestilence that walketh in 
darkness, nor the destruction which 
wasteth at noon day ; and though a 
thousand fall at his side, and ten thous
and at his right hand, it does not move 
him, for his feet stand on the Eock of 

Ages, which was cleft to let hkn in.— 
He knows that the promise is, that aU 
things work together for good to them 
that love God. 

RELIGIOUS EXPERIENCE. 

BT ELIZABETH TEMPLE. 

IN my early childhood' I -WBS con
vinced of sin. My mother, being a 
Methodist, and my father a Free-will 
Baptist, I was taught to think about my 
soul. My father was taken sick when 
1 was fifteen. He said that he had not 
one child to pray for him. That 
brought me under conviction; 1 went 
away by myself to pray for my father, 
that the Lord would spare his life, not 
thinking ot the ,danger that my own 
soul was in. My prayer was only, that 
my father might be restored to health 
again, so that I could get religion and 
pray with hun; as my father's health 
came, -my convictions left me. Time 
rolled on, I was married at the age 
of nineteen. I lived happy one year 
with my husband. He went out one day 
to chop wood, a tree fell on him and 
killed him. He was brought in to me a 
lifeless corpse. I was then deeply con
victed again, my convictions bore heav-
ly on me for awhile, but I could not yet 
consent to yield. They wore off again. 
At the age of twenty-four, I went to a 
great ball, and while on the floor, dan
cing, about the middle of the dance, I 
felt as if I was dancing over hell, and 
that it was but one step to get into it. 
I was so horified at the sight of a yawn
ing hell, that I fainted, and fell, and was 
taken up and carried out. Still I resist
ed the strivings of the Spirit of God, 
tUl 1 was about thirty. I went to an old 
fashioned Methodist meeting, at Mont-
pelier, Vt., where Orange Scott was 
preacher in charge. There my convic
tions came again in a ten-fold manner. 
There I promised the Lord that I would 
seek religion, but did not want the 
world to know it, for I wanted both at 
once ; my convictions and burden grew 
heavier and heavier. For three months 
or over, 1 lost my appetite, and g re^ 
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poor. My friends thought I had the 
consumption—called in the Doctor, he 
left me some medicine; my mother told 
me I must take i t ; I told her there was 
but one Physician that could reach my 
case. Then she understood my case. I 
had given up going to meeting, thinking 
I should have to give an account of all 
these privileges that I had unim
proved. My mother was an every day 
Christian. She fed the hungry, clothed 
the naked, and was away mark for glory. 

She prevailed on me to go to meeting, 
the following Sabbath. The text was. 
Grieve not the Spirit of God. I plead 
guilty. At intermission iVanted to go 
home, but mother kept me there, I then 
began to look up to the Lord, and plead 
for mercy, saying, Save m.y soul, O 
Lord! 1 became willing to do any 
thing to get saved. I became so intent 
on salvation, that I did not know when 
the afternoon services commenced. But 
as the preacher gave out his text, which 
was this, " Awake thou that sleepest, 
and arise from the dead, and Christ 
shall give thee light," at that instant I 
sprung to my feet, and fell back. Then 
the minister said, that if there is any 
thing revealed to the second, Let the 
first hold his peace. He sat down, and 
I got up, and told them how the Lord 
had saved my soul, and we had a shout 
in the camp. Then he finished his ser
mon. In about two weeks after, I at
tended a Camp-meeting. There I re
ceived the blessing of sanctification, 
and lived it two years. Then I married 
the second time, moved to Hartland, 
Vt. I lost the blessing of perfect love, 
but still held on to the Lord by faith, 
for about thirty years. During that 
time I met with others at the house of 
a sick man. There we had a prayer 
meeting. The preacher was with us. 
The sick man spoke and said, that he 
was about to cross over the river, and 
felt very happy. The preacher had 
nothing to say. I could hold out no 
longer. I got up and gave an exhorta
tion. I told them I was a poor, despised 
Methodist, and I thanked God that I 
was brought to see and feel the love of 
God shed abroad in my heart. It has 

kept me through trials and conflicts. 
Praise His Holy name. Fifteen rose 
for prayer, my husband and son with 
the rest. My husband, did not find 
peace till laid on his death bed. Then 
he found peace, and felt that the blood 
of Jesus cleansed from all sin. He 
passed off in great triumph. Then I 
was left again, but 1 felt the Lord to be 
with me; as he has promised to never 
leave nor forsake those that put their 
trust in Him. Oh, how good to feel that 
we have sueh a friend, in the hour of trial! 
My only child, a son, was in the army. 
He came home and was soon afterward 
married. He moved to Vineland and 
soon wrote for me to oome, and told 
me what good revivals they were hav
ing, that he had got religion, and joined 
the Presbyterian church. I came, but 
did not find the fire I expected. I 
wanted a deeper work of grace in my 
heart, to live here in Vineland. I be
sought the Lord to pour out His Spirit 
in power that I might be thoroughly 
purged from all that was not holy in 
His sight. I asked some that I met, how 
to get into that glorious liberty. But 
how could they teU, if they did not en
joy that glorious blessing themselves? 

This was in Aug., 1869. 1 still sought 
on till Feb. 1870, when I got into per
fect liberty. At that time they started 
a Free Methodist society. Brother 
John James, and Brother Roberts of 
New York, came on here and held a • 
meeting. 1 laid at the fountain. When 
1 told Brother James my case, he pointed 
out the way so plain that I was enabled 
to take hold by living faith, and take 
Jesus at his word,—and feel that I was 
thoroughly washed from sin, and un
cleanness, glory be to His holy name, 
for such a fullness of His love and 
mercy ! 

He does keep me through trials and 
conflicts. He has been with me, and filled 
my heart with His holy love, through 
the drought and heat of summer. 

Bless His holy name! My soul burns 
within me, while I talk of His abundant 
goodness. I feel He saves me now, 
praise His holy name. 

Vineland, N . J . 
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JQSSIONATCfG. 

BY D. F . NEWTON. 

"Keep the gospel-trumpet sounding, 
Always give a CERTAIN Bound: 

Lo, temptations are abounding; 
WATCH and PEAT—your help is found." 

READER, are you a missionary? 
What kind? Where do you mission-
ate? When? How often? A mis
sionary of the cross is one sent of God. 
Christ came from heaven. What for ? 

'To missionate ? Yes; go about doing 
good, healing the sick, raising the dead, 
casting out devils. " The Spirit of the 
Lord God is upon me ; because the 
Lord hath anointed me to preach good 
tidings unto the meek; he hath sent 
me to bind up the broken-hearted, to 
proclaim liberty to the captives, iand 
the opening of the prisons to them that 
are bo'and."—Isaiah, lxi. 1-3. Have 
you this same missionary spirit of 
Christ ? " The foxes have holes, and 
the birds of the air have nests; but the 
Son of man hath not where to lay his 
head." 

Missionary friend, is your conversa
tion, your daily walk such as becometh 
the Gospel of Christ ? Have you come 
out from the world, separated yourself 
entirely from its follies and fashions, 
and presented your body " a living sac
rifice, holy, acceptable unto God, which 
is your reasonable service ?" Is your 
adorning that " of a meek and quiet 
spirit, which is in the sight of God of 
great price," instead of plaiting the hair, 
wearing of gold, pearls, or costly array ? 
.Does your personal appearance corres
pond with Gospel purity and simplici
ty—commend itself to every man's 
conscience in the sight of God ? 

The beloved Judson was a devo
ted missionary to Burmah. " Thougff 
dead, he yet speaketh-" In his appeal 
to the sisters of America, on the sub
ject of conforming to the world in dress 
or fashionable costume, he says: 

" Dear sisters, let me appeal to con
science, and inquire what is the real 

, motive for wearing ornamental and 
costly apparel? Is it not the desire of 

setting off one's person to the best ad
vantage, and of exciting the admiration 
of others ? Is not such a dress calcu
lated to gratify self-love, and cherish 
sentiments of vanity and pride ? And 
is it not the nature of those sentiments 
to acquire strength from indulgence? 
Do such motives and sentiments com
port with the meek, humble, and self-
denying religion of Jesus Christ ? I 
would here respectfully suggest that 
these questions will not be answered 
so faithfully in the midst of company, 
as when quite alone, kneeling before 
God." 

Consider the words of the apostle (1 
Tim. ii. 9 ) : " I will also that the wo
men adorn themselves in modest ap-
parrel, with shamefacedness and sobri
ety, not with broidered hair, or gold, dr 
pearls, or costly array." (Also 1 Peter, 
ui. 3.) 

Surely, you can hold out no longer. 
Can you rise from your knees in your 
present attire? Methinks I see you 
taking off your necklaces and ear-rings, 
tearing away your ribbons, and ruffles, 
and superfluities of headdress; and I 
hear you exclaim, " What shall we do 
next ?"— ân important question, deserv-
ing serious consideration. The orna
ments you are removing, though useless 
and worse than useless in their present 
state, can so be disposed of as to feed 
the hungry, clothe the naked, relieve 
the sick, enlighten the dark-minded, dis
seminate the Holy Scriptures, spread 
the glorious Gospel throughout the 
world. 

" To tents of woe, to heds of pain. 
Your cheerihlfeet repair: 

And with the gifts your hands bestow, 
Relieve the miseries there." 

No one is duly prepared for mission
ary labor abroad, either in a foreign or 
domestic fleld, unless he is first a mis
sionary at home, in his own house and 
cut of it. 

'* The love of God flows joat as much 
Aa that of ebhing self subsides; 

Our hearts (the scantiness is such) 
Bear not the eonjliet qf two rival fl<fes." 

Missionating are you ? For whom? 
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the Lord or for Satan ? for light or for 
<larkness ? for heaven or for hell ? Is 
your life a missionary life ? Does 
your whole being, spirit, soul, and body 
missionate—your thoughts, words, and 
actions—your every-day walk ? What 
unruly sinner did you labor to save— 
to pull out of the fires of hell—the last 
week, the last month, the last year? 
What one yesterday and to-day ? How 
many perishing souls have you pointed 
to Jesus, meaning while saying, "This 
is the way, walk ye in i t ;" " escape 
for your life;" " look not behind you ?" 
How many fervent prayers have you 
-offered for salvation to go forth as the 
light of the morning? What Bible 
truth have you hid in your own heart, 
that you might not sin against God ? 
What number of tears have you shed 
for the desolations of Zion, because so 
few come to her solemn feasts ? " They 
that sow in tears shall reap in joy." 
Can you say with Jeremiah, " 0 that 
my head were waters, and mine eyes a 
foiintain of tears, that I might weep day 
and night for the slain of the daughter 
of my people?"—Jer. ix. 1. Or with 
Paul ?—Rom. ix. 2, 3. Are you fight
ing the Lord's battles, acting aggressive
ly—carrying the war into the heart of 
the enemy's country, stretching every 
nerve Godward in the path of duty— 
fiying on salvation's wings ? In a word, 
are you on j?re, pentecostally, for God's 
glory in the salvation of a world lost! 
•lost! 

What say you, friend, in reply to 
these few interrogations, intimately 
connected with the missionary life? Is 

; your answer in the aflSrmative or in the 
negative ? 

Make the tree good, the fruit will be 
good ; where the fountain is pure the 
stream is pure. When the heart is 
right, goodness flows out spontaneously, 
readily, freely, continually. Saving 
sinners will be uppermost, your meat 
and your drink. 

Friend, begin at home to missionate, 
in your own house, your parlor, your 
kitchen, with your next neighbor, and 
so on. Let your missionary spirit be 
Been here, before you talk about mis-

sioDating abroad. Persons who have 
no heart to do good and communicate 
pull sinners out of the fires of hell, in 
their own vicinity, are not the ones to 
go to the heathen abroad. Christian 
men, Christian women, so called, with
out souls on fire, baptized pentecostal
ly, fiill of faith and the Holy Spirit, are 
not the ones to save the perishing heath
en. 

What sad, awful mistakes are made 
by missionary-boards, in sending out 
mere skeletons of piety, gay, fashiona
ble, worldly-minded—having a name 
to live while dead ! What an immense 
amount of outfittings have been expend
ed, on unworthy objects—worse than 
lost—widow's mites, likewise of hard 
earnings—that better have been cast 
into the depths of the sea ! Is it not 
an imposition, a burning shame, to send 
forth to the poor heathen mere nom-
inals—those professing godliness, who 
have not learned the first principles of 
Gospel salvation ? " Woe to the world 
because of offences, for it must be that 
offences come ; but woe to that man 
by whom the offence cometh." 

Let those offering themselves as mis
sionaries first be proved at home. 
Are they active in divine life, conse-
cratedly—given up wholly, unreserv
edly to God's service, constrained hy 
God's love, with right hands severed, 
right eyes plucked out ? 

" The harvest truly is plenteous, but 
the laborers are few; pray ye, there
fore, the Lord of the harvest, that he 
will send forth laborers into his har
vest." 
"Come, look o'er.the nations in darkness who moan' 
Beyond where the light of the Gospel haa gone. 
Yes, lift up your eyes, and behold each ripe iield. 
All white for the harvest, their increase to yield, 
Then haste to the heathen, and gladly proclaim 
Tbe news of salvation, in Jeena's name." 

Os earth, many go about to establish 
their own righteousness; iri heaven, all 
sing, " Glory to the Lamb." On earth, 
many take Christ as part of their right
eousness, and their duties as part ; in 
heaven, all give glory to the Lamb.— 
Does this song find an echo in your • 
heart ? 

-•ssmmiimaHmmiamBmBmm 



THE GOOD PILOT. 109 

THE GOOB PILOT. 

SOME years since, on a stormy night 
npon the New Jersey coast, Mr. Holmes, 
of the life-boat station, was awakened 
from his sleep by the low, heavy sound 
of a cannon booming over the angry 
waves. As he listened, he found that 
the sounds came at regular intervals of 
a minute, and his practised ear directly 
understood the warning notice of dis
tress indicated by " The Minute Gun at 
Sea." 

Rousing from his rest, he quickly 
manned and launched his lifeboat. In 
the darkness he could only determine 
the direction of the vessel in distress 
by his ear; and as he listened, he guid
ed his boat nearer and nearer, till at 
last a flash of lightning revealed a ves-
sel stranded on an outer bar. Escape 
for the passengers was impossible. As 
weU might they plunge into the wide 
ocean as into that angry sea; and the 
waves, as they rolled in, broke over the 
vessel with a force that would soon 
rend it into pieces. The lurid lightning 
only showed to the panic stricken pas
sengers the hopelessness of escape. 

While they were thus giving them
selves up to despair, the brave pilot 
was approaching still more and more 
closely, though undiscovered by them. 
The waves beat so high, that in vain he 
tried to board the vessel on the wind
ward side, and he came under her lee; 
hut so rapidly was his life-boat driven, 
that here, too, the hope of boarding 
was vain. His bold heart and clear 
head, however, in a moment devised an 
expedient. As he passed under the 
vessel he seized a rope hanging from a 
yard-arm—he raised himself by i t ; 
his boat was swept from under him, and 
he swung himself on the wreck, to 
share the fate of the passengers and 
crew. He called them to him, and 
told them that if they would truskhim, 
he could wear the ship off tbe bar, and 
carry them safe to land. Astonished 
by his heroism and self sacrifice, crew, 
and passengers, by common consent, 

' gave every thing into his hands, and 
every soul on board was saved. When 

they had all safely reached the beach 
they brought to their brave pilot their 
precious things, and besought him to 
aecfept all they had, for to him alone 
they owed their lives, their all. He 
had placed himself in their sinking 
wreck, and saved them from a watery 
grave. He declined their gifts, and 
went back to his post of danger, ready 
again to save those who might need his 
skill and daring. 

Reader, to the best of my recollec
tion, this is a true narrative of what oc
curred on a part of the Atlantic coast 
which 1 recently left. Does it not bring 
to your mind the sweet story of grace 
—the story of One who left the glory 
of His father's home, to take His place 
among the ruined and dying—and not 
subject Himself to their death only, 
but to hang upon the cross, a curse for 
sinful man? Does not His voice call 
upon you to trust in Him—showing 
you how vain it is to attempt, in any 
other than the way He has provided, 
to escape the flood that God will bring 
upon the ungodly ? 

*' Come to Jesus, come and welcome; 
Lay yonr worthless efforts by; 

Find in Him complete salvation. 
By Himself alone hrought nigh; 

Worthless sinner, 
Look to Jesns Chriat and Uve." 

Learn God's great lesson, " M A N ' S 
BciN AND GOD'S BEMEDT," and put your 
trust in One mighty and able to save 
to the uttermost all who come unto 
God by Him. Poor human nature is 
but a shattered bark, wrecked already, 
and the waves of divine wrath even 
now are threatening to engulph you. 
Escape is hopeless. And now Jesus 
Christ, who alone knows the depth of 
man's ruin and need, who alone can 
save, cries, " Look unto Me, and be ye 
saved, all the ends of the earth; for I 
am God, and there is none else." Will 
you look, and look now ? Ah, how 
readily men trust their fellow-men, but 
how slow are they to trust Christ! The 
evil heart of man would rather brave 
the stormy tide than resign himself into 
the hands of the good Pilot! 

And notice, dear reader, if you are a 
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Christian, yet one other thing. The 
brave pilot made no bargain with the 
wrecked mariners. All he asked was 
for them to trust him. . He did not first 
demand their valuables, and refuse to 
save them unless they would bestow 
them all upon him. He saved them 
freely, and then their hearts were opened 
to pour out all they had to their deliv
erer. Yet how often the gospel of 
God's grace is mistaken, as though God 
demanded from the poor sinner some 
great works before He will listen to 
his cry for mercy. But, ah, no; God's 
way is very different. He saves us 
freely, and thus wins ovtr hearts; so 
that, as we contemplate His mighty 
love, we feel that nothing is too near or 
too dear to pour out for " Him that loved 
us, and washed us from our sins in His 
own blood, and hath made us kings and 
priests unto God and His Father; to 
Him be glory and dominion for ever." 
—R. P . S.—Times ofi Refreshing, 

Christian Experience. 
BT HELEN L. SMITH. 

THINK you I'm left to go alone f Ab, no; 
A form, surpassing earthly loveliness. 

Goes j ust before me, and toy darkest woe 
Is turned into tbe sunligbt of God's peace. 

Think you I tread alone the narrow way ? 
Though rough and thorny, 'tis a shining 

tfaek. 
I know it leadeth up to endless day; 

Jesus is with me, why should I turn back ? 

Think you I fear the dangers that I meet 1 
The vulture's eye hath never seen my 

path; 
And, while I mark the print of His dear feet, 

I smile in triumph at the tempest's wrath. 

Think you the cross is heavy ? Well, 'tis 
true; 

But Jesus lifts the cross, and me beside: 
I know this is the living way and new. 

Cast up for pilgrims by the Crucified. 

Think you the journey seemeth to me long ? 
No; for the City, even now, is near ; 

I hear the echo of the angels' song— 
The "Hallelujah Choros," sweet aud clear. 

SDIPIICITY OF FAITH. 

I WAS preaching my ordinary weekly 
lecture in the evening, when I was sent 
for in great haste to visit a woman 
who was said to be dying, and who 
very much desired to see me. I closed 
the service as soon as I could, and went 
immediately to her house. She was a 
member of my church, whom I had 
known very well for years; with whom 
I had been acquainted ever since her 
first serious, impressions, before she be
came a communicant. As I entered 
the room where she lay, I found it filled 
with her friends, who had gathered 
around her to see her die. Making my 
way through the midst of them, I reached 
the side of her bed, and tound her 
apparently in the last agonies of death. 
She was bolstered up in her bed, gasp
ing for breath, almost suffocated by the 
asthma; and the whole bed shook by 
a palpitation of her heart, which seemed 
to be shaking her to pieces. It ap
peared to me that she could not live the 
quarter of an hour. I said to her— 

" Mrs. M., you seem to be very sick ?" 
" Yes," said she, "1 am dying." 
" And are you ready to die ?'' 
She lifted her eyes upon me with a 

solemn and fixed gaze; and, speaking 
with great difficulty, she replied— 

"Sir, God knows—I have taken 
him—at his word,—and—I am not 
afraid—to die." 

It was a new definition of faith. "1 
have taken him at his word." It struck 
me in an instant as a triumph of faith. 
"God knows, I have taken him at his 
word, and I am not afraid to die." It 
was just the thing for her to say. I 
have often tried to think what else she 
could have said, that would have ex
pressed so much in such few words. 

I prayed some four minutes at her 
bedside, recited to her some passages 
of God's Word, and was about to leave 
her for a moment to her friends, whom 
she seemed anxious to address. Sbe 
held me by the hand; and uttering a 
word at a time as she gasped for breath, 
she said to me— 

" I wanted to tell you—that I can— 
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trust—in God—while—I am dying. 
Ypu have—often told me—he would 
not—forsake me. And now—I find— 
it true. I am—at peace. I die—wil
lingly—and happy." 

In a few minutes I left her, uttering 
to her such promises of the Saviour as 
I deemed most appropriate. However, 
she did not die. She still lives. But 
that expression of Ker faith has been of 
great benefit to me. It has aided me 
in preaching, and in conversation with 
mquiring sinners, very often. It gave 
me a more simple idea of faith than I 
ever had before. It put aside all the 
mist of metaphysics, speculation, and 
philosophizing. It made the whole 
nature of faith plain. Every body 
could understand i t :—" God knows, I 
have taken him at his word." 

If I am not mistaken, many of the 
speculations about faith have no ten
dency to invite faith. Rather the con
trary. The speculations tend to throw 
over the exercises of faith an obscur
ity—tend to give them a dimness and 
distance, which make them too uncer
tain and too far off, for either clearness 
or comfort. We cannot afford to take 
such long journeys, and tbrough such 
intricate windings. The Bible never 
asks us to do it. " The word is nigh 
thee, even in thy mouth and in thy 
heart, that is, the word of faith which 
we preach, that if thou shalfc confess 
with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and 
shalt believe in thy heart that God bath 
raised him from the dead, thou shalt be 
saved." This is all clear; "nigh thee." 
It is God's word. Speculations cannot 
improve it. Explanations cannot make 
it invite faith, only as they make its 
simplicity understood. 

Many of the published Dissertations 
on the so-called philosophy of the atone
ment may be deep, but they are dark. 
We cannot afford to travel along such 
weary distances, and through such twi
light paths, in order to get at the fact, at 
what it is that we are to believe and 
trust in. The Bible puts it directly be
fore us; " slain for us—the just forthe 
unjust, that he might bring us to God." 
We are asked to receive it, just on God's 

testimony : not by the aids of philoso
phy, but on the declaration of the fact. 
We " make God a liar," if we do not 
" believe the testimony which he has 
given us of his son." We must take 
it on God's declaration. That is faith. 
The speculations may be useful to si
lence skepticism ; but they never soften 
hearts. They may make us scholars; 
but they never make us children, or 
lead us home. The atonement satisfies 
God. He says so. That is enough. 
Leave it there. Men may try, but they 
will try in vain, when they attempt to 
convert the weapons for defending 
against infidelity into bread to feed 
God's hungry children. We must" take 
God at his word." The philosophy of 
religion is just faith, nothing more. 

Many of our treatises on the subjects 
of faith (having a kind of germanizing 
about them—a kind of crazy philoso
phizing), are so filled up with explana
tions, and labored justifications, and at
tempted analogies, that they have more 
tendency to awaken doubt than call 
forth faith. They have just the effect 
to make the reader believe, that the 
authors are not themselves quite certain 
of the thing, since they take so much 
pains to demonstrate, explain and justi
fy it. They appear to go back "of God's 
word, and invite other people to go 
along with them, as if G-od's words 
needed the props of their philosophy. 
This is no aid to faith. Let "us "take 
God at his word." No philosophy can 
prop up a divine promise, or build a 
scaffolding to reach it. Some of our 
theologians, having a kind of German 
baptism, are more likely to make infi
dels than make Christians. The same 
thing may be said of a great deal of 
modern religious literature, filled with 
philosophy, " falsely so called."—/. ,Sv 
Spencer, D. D. 

H E loves the weakest of those for 
whom He died. Just as a mother loves 
all her children, even those that are 
weak and sickly; so Christ cares for 
those who are weak in the faith—who 
have many doubts aud fears—who have 
heavy burdens and temptations; 
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BELIGIOUS EXPEBIENCE. 

BY v . A . R O P E . 

I WAS converted in the year 1870. I 
then united with the M. E. Church. I 
then gave my heart to God, with the 
firm resolve to live and die a faithful 
•Christian. I committed myself to Him, 
to be His forever. He mercifully led 
me, and kept my feet from falling.— 
He supported me and was with me 
through many and severe trials. Praise 
His holy name! I resolved to work 
for Him. Engaging mysflf as a teach
er, I determined to work in the name 
of the Lord. I met at times with per
secutions, while teaching in B., in Ohio, 
among Spiritualists, who knew no God 
and were opposed to the Bible being 
read in school. They called a meeting 
to discharge me because! I read the Bi
ble and prayed in school. Yet the 
Lord was on my side. I was permit
ted to go on. I have enjoyed many 
•seasons of refreshing from the presence 
of the Lord, and have labored to save 
sinners—always feeling blessed while 
working for the Lord, and talking of 
His mercy. He led me through fiery 
trials and deep afHiction. I strive to 
put my trust in Him. I had poor 
•health—much to suffer. Now came 
days of darkness and spiritual gloom 

—sad days for me. I know I mur
mured at my stay, and wished my suf
ferings less. During all this, my Fath
er's eare was over me. He was guiding 
my frail bark with an im&een hand, and 
though the waves would have taken 
me in, He saved me. I was again 
awakened, and I resolved to live more 
faithful than before, the Lord being my 
helper. 

In the summer of 1869,1 went down 
into the oil country to teach. I went, 
thinking I would live faithfully, and be 
separate from the world. No Sabbath 
—no religious ones with whom to asso
ciate. Tbe associations with this people 
soon told upon me. I grew less devo
ted, and more conformed to the world. 
Dress and fashionable amusements took 

.the time that belonged to the Lord.— 

EinaUy, I was enabled to see where I 
would eventually eome out, and I re
solved to return to T , where I 
taught during the following w i n t e r -
Doubts and fears now seized hold of 
me; I did not enjoy peace. A few 
weeks of meeting was held here. 1 did 
not receive light until the last. 1 sought 
for peace, and the Lord blessed me. I 
did not expect to find hindrances in the 
Church ; but festivals, dress and gayety 
took my time. I groped in darkness, 
and knelt to the idol Fashion. Praise 
the Lord since I have had light! 

In the spring I went to Meadville, 
and I prayed the Lord to give me a 
situation. I prayed him to direct me 
in any way, and I would follow. Be
fore I was told by any one I should 
have a school here, the assurance that 
my prayer was answered was mine. 1 
promised the Lord I would do anything 
I could for Him. I felt I ought to do 
more for Him than I had done. The 
first Sabbath at M. led me to the S. 
Street Church; and the next I attended, 
Bro. Chesbro preached a heart-search
ing sermon. 1 was awakened, and after 
a precious season of general class, went 
home. After retiring to my room, I 
fell upon my knees and prayed for de
liverance. I prayed the Lord to open 
the way. I was faithful in attending 
upon every means of grace. I became 
a teacher of the infant class. The Lord 
was with me and blessed my labors. I 
now saw things in a new light. I be
lieved I did not enjoy what others did. 
A meeting for seekers of holiness was 
given out by our beloved pastor. I 
resolved to improve these meetings.— 
Night after night I found my way to 
these meetings, being deeply convicted 
and having no peace. 1 continued to 
pray for the blessing—not willing to 
go to the altar. Ob, the mercy and 
love that kept me through such open 
rebellion to his commands! I felt 1 
could not hold out thus. After services 
one evening, 1 resolved not to leave 
until I had received the blessing. The 
burden was great. I broke down—a 
weeping, mourning, burdened soul.— 
Hallelujah! I found my way to the 
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altar, and knelt beside another sister 
who was under great clouds. Those 
wishing to leave had been dismissed. 
Thank God! a faithful few remained to 
pray for us. Then and there I conse
crated myself, and all I possessed, to 
the Lord. I said. Lord, take me; I 
wUl be thine—I am thine; thy wiU be 
done. Glory to God! His blessing 
soon eame down in copious showers.— 
I had the assurance of my acceptance. 
He blessed me—oh! so wonderfully. 
I never knew such bliss before. 
My lips were unsealed; I did not fear 
to shout His praise. Hallelujah! Such 
light as shone upon my soul no tongue 
could tell. It is all joy and peace— 
praise His holy name! As the light 
shone, I was enabled to walk in it. 

While writing my experience one 
day, I said, I had laid all upon the al
tar. I was convicted and eould go no 
farther until I had disrobed my head 
of its adornings, and I was blessed in 
thus doing. I still wore an indispensa
ble gold pin,—had had no especial light 
here until 1 heard Bro. Roberts preach 
from these words, " Enter ye in at the 
strait gate," etc. I was troubled, and 
found others were stumbling here. I 
laid it aside—not for the opinion of the 
people, but for the glory of God. As 
light is given, I endeavor to walk in it. 

ASSURANCE AND PRESUSIPTION. 

1. THEY differ in the method or man
ner of working -. divine assurance flows 
from humiliation for sin; I speak not 
of the measure of humiliation, but the 
truth. There are in Palermo reeds 
growing, in which there is a sugared 
juice: a soul humbled for sin is the 
bruised reed, in which grows this sweet 
assurance. God's Spirit is a spirit of 
bondage, before it be a spirit of adopt
ion ; but presumption ariseth without 
any humbling work of the Spirit: 
" How earnest thou by the venison so 
soon." The plough goes before the 
seed be sown; the heart must be 
ploughed up by humiliation and repent
ance, before God sow the seed of as
surance. 

2. He who hath a real assurance will 
take heed of that which will weaken 
and darken his assurance; he is fearful 
of the forbidden fruit; he knows, 
though he cannot sin away his soul, yet 
he may sin away his assurance; but he 
who hath the ignis fatuus of presump
tion, doth not fear defiling his gar
ments—he is bold in sin,—Jer. iii. 4,5, 
" Wilt thou not cry unto me, my Fath
er ? Behold, Thou hast done evil things 
as thou couldst!" Balaam said. My 
God ; yet was a sorcerer. It is a sign 
he hath no money about him, who fears 
not to travel at all hours in the night; 
'tis a sign he hath not the jewel of as
surance, who fears not the work of 
darkness. 

3. True assurance is built upon a 
scripture basis ; the Word saith, " The 
effect of righteousness shall be quiet
ness and assurance forever."—Isa. xxxii. 
17. A Christian's assurance is built 
up'on this scripture; God hath sown 
the seed of righteousness in his soul, 
and this seed hath brought forth the 
harvest of assurance; but presumption 
is a spurious thing, it hath not scrip
ture to show for its warrant,—it is like 
a will without seal or witnesses, which 
is null and void in law,—presumption 
wants both the witness of the Word 
and the seal of the Spirit. 

4. Assurance flowing from sanctifica
tion always keeps the heart in a lowly 
posture: " Lord," saith the soul, " what 
am I, that passing by so many, the 
golden beams of thy love should shine 
upon me ?" Paul had assurance: is 
he proud of his jewel ? No,—Eph. iii. 
8, " To me who am less than the least 
of all saints." The more love a Chris
tian receives of God, the more he sees 
himself a debtor to free grace, and the 
sense of his debt keeps his heart hum
ble ; but presumption is built of pride. 
He who presumes, disdains ; he thinks 
himself better than others:—Luke, xviii. 
11, "God, I thank thee, I am not as 
other men are, nor as this publican." 
Feathers fly up, but gold descends; 
he who hath this golden assurance, his 
heart descends in humility.— Thomas 
Watson. 
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TOBACCO. 

BT GEO. E. B. JATNE. 

" There is an evil that I have seen under the snn, 
and it ia common among men." 

THEBE are a great many evils exist
ing among men, but the greatest of 
these are Rum and Tobacco, twin broth
ers. Of the former much is said and 
written, of the latter but little. Such 
a practice ought to be discarded by 
respectable citizens, fought against by 
church members, and thundered at from 
the pulpits. ' 

The loveof Tobacco is acquired; no 
one loves it at first; until repeated ef
forts are made, a person cannot gener
ally use it, without becoming sick. 

I t is poisonous ; so fearfully so, that 
when first taken into the system, it be
gins a terrible war. Tobacco invades 
the quiet domains of man's existence. 
Man with this weapon fights against 
himself. The system repels the attacks 
and is for a season successful, but. by 
repeated assaults, it is overcome, and 
man becomes a slave to a powerful 
habit. 

I t is a most disgusting and filthy hab 
it. It pollutes the breath with pesti-
lentials enough to sickeu a dog. The 
professing Christian who uses it is a 
stumbling block. The following inci
dent came under my notice at a Camp-
meeting two years ago. At a gathering 
for prayer, earnest invitations were 
given to sinners to seek the Saviour, 
and among others who came forward, 
was a lady deeply convicted. 

A gentleman who made it his busi
ness to talk to mourners, kneeled down 
by her side, and tried to point her to 
Christ. She went away from that meet
ing, and never returned again. When 
asked the reason why, she said," I came 
very near being taken sick, while that 
brother talked to me." What a terri
ble thought it will be to that brother, 
all through eternity, if he has been the 
ineans of keeping that one soul out of 
the kingdom ! " It must needs be that 
offences come, but woe unto him, 
through whom they come." Paul says, 

" If meat make my brother to offend, ! 
I will eat no more meat while the world I 
stands." I 

I t is positively forbidden. " Walk i 
in the spirit and ye shall not fulfil the 
lust of the flesh." 

" Whatsoever is not to the glory of 
God, is of sin." I t isa useless expend
iture of money. There is money enough 
spent for tobacco in tbe United States, 
to build thousands of Churches, to 
clothe hundreds of thousands of beggars, 
to build com^fortable homes for all the 
orphans in the world, to satisfy the 
cravings of the multitudes who prowl 
about our cities, and if properly used, 
with the blessing of God, might be the 
means of saving thousands of souls. 

Is it a liarmless indulgence ? Ah! Is 
it not the choosing of hell that assigns 
U3 there. ? Is it not stepping at once 
from innocence to vice ? It is not the 
thoughtful choosing of the service of 
Satan that ruins our souls, but it is 
yielding to these so called harmless in
dulgences, that make us the agents of 
tbe Devil, and will make us the inmates 
of hell. Dear Brother, let us " put on 
tbe Lord Jesus Christ and make no 
provision for the flesh, to fulfil the lusts 
thereof," "that we may be vessels unto 
honor, sanctified, and meet for the Mas
ter's use, and prepared unto every good 
work." 

« »» 
Search Me and Try Me. 

BY E. A. HUMPHBEY. 

0 LORD, my Lord, search thou my heart— 
Search close, my Lord, search every part; 
1 stand before thee, let thine eye 
Search tbrough my soul, e'eij though I die. 

I would not aught of sin conceal: 
Thy burning glance. Lord, let me feel ; 
I would not trust in outward show— 
Tby searching truth, Lord, let me know. 
I bare my soul before thine eye— 
Search me and try me, lest I die ; 
Though I might hide my head in shame, 
For all my sin, in Jesus's name. 
And through His sacrifice divine. 
I claim His holy kinship mine; 
And gladly, Abba, Father, cry, 
Search me and try me, lest I die. 
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SECRET PRATER. 

BT MBS. S. E. JACESON. 

QUE Saviour has impressed this in
junction on all His followers, by pre
cept, by promise, and by His own 
blessed example: "When thou pray
est, enter into thy closet, and when 
thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy 
Father, which is in secret, and thy 
Father, which seeth in secret, shall re
ward thee openly." 

Ill health, affliction in the family, un
favorable weather, distance, and many 
other circumstances, may keep us from 
the public means of grace ; but none 
of these can prevent our praying in se
cret. We may be desirous of enjoying 
the benefits of a domestic altar; a want 
of piety in our friends may deprive ns 
of this means of grace also. But nei
ther friends nor enemies can prevent 
our holding communion with our God 
in secret. We may go to Him at any 
time, in any place, under any circum
stances. No time is unseasonable, no 
place unfit for such a purpose. There 
is no place so secret but God is there. 
He has ever an eye to see, an ear to 
hear the cries and groans, and a heart 
to grant the desire of him who sincerely' 
prays to Him. However confused the 
desires, however broken the requests, 
however feeble the effort, it will not 
escape His notice. "The eyes of the 
Lord are over the righteous, and His 
ears are open to their prayers." 

The Christian does not forget G o d -
does not neglect the " duties of the 
closet." God is the object, and His 
glory the end of his secret devotions. 
Neither is he satisfied with a mere ex
ternal performance of the duty. Not 
so with the hypocrite. He has ever at 
hand some excuse for the neglect of 
private prayer—though he squanders, 
every day, much of his time in frivo
lous conversation, or unnecessary visit
ing. He can persuade himself that his 
engagements are so urgent, that he has 
no time for private prayer, without neg
lecting his worldly interests or his fam
ily. Should his conscience testify that 

he has sufficient time, another circum
stance will generally furnish him with 
aa excuse—the want of a convenient 
place. But the trouble is, he wants- a 
heart for it, more than he wants time 
or place. 

He who loves secret prayer, and val
ues such privileges for the effect they 
have on himself, in humbling the soul, 
weaning the heart from 1!he world, and 
rendering the mind more spiritual; he 
it is who habituates himself to, and 
perseveres in the practice of it. 

How lamentable it is that a duty so 
obvious, a privilege so great, a means 
of grace so enriching to tbe soul, should 
be so much neglected! The incalcula
ble benefits of private prayer, cannot 
be known to those who retire to their 
closets by " fits and starts " only. If 
it be necessary for a man to pray, when 
suffering from the upbraidings of his 
conscience, or smarting under the rod 
of affliction, it is equally so in time of 
prosperity, when it is probable his real 
danger is greater, and fresh trials may 
await him. 

The Christian should pray without 
ceasing. It is not he who begins in 
the Spirit and ends in the flesh, but he 
that endureth to the end that will be 
saved. 

Johnsonsburgh, N. Y. 
*"V.* 

AN EXAMPLE.—If Christians, when 
they have a matter of difference, would 
graciously agree to meet with each 
other in prayer, and pray together kind
ly for each other, their contention 
would soon end ; but one cannot stoop 
and the other will not. They are not 
so wise as Luther's two goats, who once 
met upon a narrow plank over a deep 
water; they would not go back, and 
they dare not fight, at length one of 
them lay down while the other walked 
over him, and so peace and safety at
tended both.- Why should not Chris
tians try this method ? 

GOD'S anger is like a river damned 
up. It is getting higher and higher, 
fuller and deeper, every day against 
every soul that is out of Christ. 
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««ONE THI5G I KNOW." 

You are home from camp meeting. 
God in his love, greatly blessed you 
there, and you came home rejoicing in 
the belief that the blood of Jesus 
cleansed you from all sin. But Satan 
knows where you live, and will, if he 
has not done so already, pay his re
spects in due time. He will insinuate 
doubts as to your having made such 
great advancement in the divine life. 
He wUl persuade you that you are 
hardly sanctified. You have already, 
perhaps, found that soihe of the mem
bers of your church receive your story 
rather incredulously. The quality of 
your faith is about to be tested. Will 
you stand by your camp meeting re
cord ? God help you. Meet the doubt-
mongers with " One thing I know." 

We read of a blind man to whom 
Jesus restored sight. The Pharisees 
heard ot it, but did not believe it. 
They went to him and asked him about 
it. He said, " Yes, He put clay on my 
eyes, and I washed and do see." The 
Pharisees doubted, and went to his pa
rents to ask them if it was really so. 
The parents sent them back to the son. 
To him they come again in a manner 
that seemed to say, "See here! there 
must be some mistake about this mat
ter of your receiving sight. Remem
ber you have been blind from your 
birth. You must be under a delusion." 
But the answer was," One thing I know : 
that whereas I was blind, 1 now see." 
" Well, if you have obtained your sight, 
it could not have been restored by 
Jesus of Nazareth, because he is a sin
ner." " Whether a sinner or not, one 
thing I know, I now see." " But how 
did he open thy eyes ? What did he 
to thee ?" said they, still being full of 
unbelief and opposition. Still he held 
to the " old, old story," and added to it 
argument to prove that Jesus must be 
the Christ. 

Then they cast him out .of the syn
agogue ; but as he went methinks he 
said to himself, '• Cast me out if you 
will, but one thing 1 know, I now see." 

You know that Jesus did bless you 

at the camp meeting; you had such an 
experience as you never had before. 
Now hold on here. If Satan or any 
one of his helpers comes to reason you 
out of your blessing, at once take up 
the blind mau,s refrain. " One thing I 
know." Stand fast on that ground. 
Give not an inch. Take no lower stand. 
Make no concession—no compromise. 
If any one suggests that you cannot 
hold out, fall back on the " One thing I 
know." Jesus hath said, " My grace 
shall be sufl[ieient for thee," asking 
every moment for the needed help. 
Thus by ' faith you may ride out the 
storm, and be saved at last.—R. Fi 
Lawrence,—in Home Journal, 

"•-' Pleading. 

BY ADELAIDE STODT. 

SOFTLY I bend from my window, to fill 
Two hands lified pleadingly np to the sill ; 
My hands drop the fruit, my lips a quick 

smile,— 
So little to round up the palms of a child! 

'I watch it depart. 
O, face with a smile I and O, hands lified up, 
With tiny-veined palms, like a while lily's 

cup! 
Thou framest so often a wish, and a prayer, 
I wonder if doubt ever entereth tbere— 

0, little child-heart! 

So certain thou earnest! My child, I would 
go 

Unto the All-Father, with hands lifted so; 
0, voice with the silvery chord rimning 

throngh 1 
I would I could ask as prevailingly too. 

I would, in my need. 
The hands lifted up unto'God were as pure: 
My faith in His promises half as secure,— 
That, framing a prayer in the simplest of 

speech, [reach: 
The ear of " the Loving " I knew it would 

As oft would I plead. 
• • < » • 

MANY have lazy desires after -Christ, 
that are never satisfied, and they are 
none the better for them—like beggars 
wishing they were rich. 
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THE EEUT) OF LABOBEBS NEEDED. 

BY EEV. GEO. W. ANDEBSON. 

THE words of Jesus are as appropri
ate now as they were 1,800 years ago. 
" Lift up your eyes and look on the fields 
for they are white already to the har
vest." There is work to be done in 
and out of the Church; in arousing the 
lukewarm, in sanctifying the carnal, 
and in leading sinners to Jesus. There 
is much to be done, and only few to do 
it: at least few of the right kind.— 
Were ministers baptized from Heaven, 
and professing Christiana aflame with 
love for God and souls, the Church 
•would be a potent influence in the 
earth. Jesus calls for reapers, not for 
men who seat themselves by the lunch-
basket, crying, "give, give;" for la
borers, not for Doctors of Divinity and 
kid-gloved gentlemen; for workers, not 
for men who flourish their polished 
sticks high in air above the grain, but 
men who will bend to their work with 
s wUl. 

Soldiers are wanted—earnest, deter
mined, unflinching men and women to 
meet the advancing columns of the en
emy, who is gaining some of his great
est victories just now, right in the heart 
of the Christian Church. Soldiers who 
wUl not be content in camp with pom
pous parade, flourishing their polished 
yet bloodless weapons of forms, fine 
sermons, pretty speeches, and airy mu
sic,—but men of wisdom and soul, who 
will do away with empty forms and 
showy ceremonies, taking the simple 
truth of God's word as David did the 
smooth stones from the brook. There 
was a certain pompous General of the 
rebel army, who at a certain time when 
no enemy was in sight, announced to 
his Captain of Artillery that the crisis 
had come, and commanded him to fire. 
The Captain ordered his men to action: 
they wanted to know at what to aim. 
" Why," said he, " didn't you hear the 
General siy the crisis had come ?" • We 
hear too many talking about the " cri
sis :" this and the other social and po-
htical question, when they should be 

exhorting sinners'to instant repentance. 
There was another General, who in the 
heat of a battle seeing a blacksmith 
forge, thought it was a piece of artille
ry, and asked why it was not in action. 
A Dutch soldier replied, "we can't 
shoot mit a blacksmith shop." Some 
ministers will set folks to praying and 
exhorting in a revival meeting who will 
do no more damage tb the DevU's 
works than the blacksmith's forge. 

Above all: we want men filled with 
the Holy Ghost. No matter how fine
ly moulded the shot may be it will 
drop powerless at the muzzle of the 
gun if there is no powder behind it to 
drive it to the mark: so of learned, 
flowery sermons. They do not reach 
the heart though they may be aimed at 
it, for the Holy Ghost is not in such 
sermons to force them home to sin
ner's consciences. We have heard of 
the oil swindle where a party after a 
great expenditure in boring, failing to 
strike oil, placed a tank full of the hid 
treasure below the line of observation 
from which they pumped the oil into 
a tank on the surface of the earth where 
by a secret passage it found its way 
back into the pump again, and by so 
doing the well was sold to a poor dupe 
of a fellow for the large sum of #75,-
000. Men are needed with a deep re
ligious experience who have the weU 
of water springing up within them to 
life everlasting, with something more 
and better than a mere tank full of re
ligious ideas and theories drawn from 
the well of other men;—those who 
will draw their supplies fresh and free 
from Jesus Christ, bringing from their 
communion with Him " things new 
and old" for the conviction ot sinners. 
When I hear ministers in the pulpit 
and people in the prayer meeting going 
through an almost endless repetition of 
stale ideas, ideas at least drawn from 
anything but a soul warm with holy 
love and faith, I can't help thinking of 
the " oil swindle," pumping, pumping, 
away with a constant flow of nothing 
but the same pointless, insipid stuff.— 
These moralizing, speculate sort are not 
the kind of laborers that we want.— 
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They might help fill up a church and 
be good to plan for a fair or a-pic-nic, 
but they could not go out among sin
ners warning them to repent and turn 
to God. You who preach the gospel, 
you who superintend Sabbath schools, 
you who lead class meetings, you who 
pray and exhort, get the baptism of the 
Holy Ghost, " the sword that cuts, the 
fire that burns." The devil does not 
fear you so long as you preach learning, 
so long as you talk and pray in a dead, 
formal manner—get your lips once 
touched with a live coal of fire off of 
God's altar and you wjll be feare-i in 
hell, and be powerful on earth, and be 
approved in heaven. 

NONE BUT JESUS. 

BY MABY E. EDINGEB. 

"Having therefore,brethren, boldness to enter 
into the holiest by the Wood of Jesns, by a new 
and living way." 

How the blood of the Lamb flows 
through my soul! Hallelujah ! The 
truth makes me free. How I dare tes
tify to the saving power of God in my 
soul! When we get the baptism of the 
Holy Ghost and fire on the soul it is 
then we have the " mind of Christ."— 
Then we can sympathize with our be
loved Master in the garden of Gethse
mane. Oh the agony of soul which 
He endured when He was " exceeding 
sorrowful even unto death." I can 
" now realize somewhat," the worth of 
an immortal soul. We must suffer 
with Him, if we would " reign with 
Him." After having suffered agony of 
soul on account of unsaved people and 
even ministers, the " Balm of Gilead" 
ia applied to my heart, and a halo of 
joy and glory pours into my soul, and 
my " peace is as a river." O glory to 
Jesus! He is the Rock of my salva
tion. 1 can say I glory alone in the 
cross. I am so saved by the blood of 
Christ that I care not for the applause 
of the world. I find the Word of 
God and the Spirit agree, and my soul 
is "hungering and thirsting after right
eousness." I want to know the 

" height and depth " of Jesus' love.— 
I am persuaded that " nothing can sepa
rate me from the love of Christ," for 
I am dead and my life is hid with Christ 
in God. I now know, " Blessed are 
the pure in heart for they shall see 
God." Precious promise! " Blessed tre 
they which do hunger and thirst after 
righteousness, for they shall be filled." 
I claim that promise. I find that " in 
God all fullness dwells;" praise His 
name forever and ever. 

About One year ago I went to a Free 
Methodist Camp Meeting for the first 
time; and that for curiosity. I was a 
member of the Church—United Breth
ren—^had the form of Godliness, but 
denied the power. The last morning I 
was there, (which was the day before 
the meeting was ended) the Spirit of 
God strove with me mightily, and, I 
was as it were, compelled to say, 

" Nay, bnt I yield, I yield, 
I can hold ont no more : 

I sink by dying love compelled. 
And own Thee conqneror." 

God for Christ's sake gave me the 
clear evidence of my conversion, and I 
was led to ask the forgiveness of some 
there: for I had fought this glorious 
doctrine of holiness. 

At the time of my conversion I did 
not believe in sanctification subsequent 
to justification : nor did I believe it 
would take from the heart inbred sm; 
for I felt the uprising of the carnal na
ture. I vowed to God that I would 
walk in the light, as it shone on my 
heart. For two months I seemed to 
walk in the sunlight of heaven. Then 
there was another Camp Meeting which 
I attended and the Lord blessed me 
wonderfully. When Bro. Hart gave 
the privilege to all those that were jus
tified to come forward and seek the 
blessing of holiness, 1 thought 1 had 
obtained it at conversion and did not 
go. The Lord partially withdrew his 
Spirit from me. But the word of God 
that cuts sharper than a two-edged 
sword was presented to my mind: part 
of this verse, " For this is the will of 
God, even your sanctification." But I 
tried to think of other passages of 

' m 
: A ' i ' 
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Scripture something like this, " Who
soever is born of God doth not commit 
sin, for his seed remaineth in him: and 
be cannot sin, because he is born of 
God." AU the afternoon I thought of 
that verse 1 first alluded lo in 1st Thes
salonians. That evening the Spirit 
strove with me in great power, and be
fore 1 received this glorious, cleansing 
power of Jesus on my soul, I vowed to 
God that I would own this as a second 
and cleansing work of grace in the 
heart. Praise the name of Jesus!— 
After consecrating all to him, my faith 
failed me three times, for it seemed the 
Church and people were like moun
tains before me. But the voice of Je
sus whispered, " My grace is sufiicient 
for thee," and all the living faith that 
I could I exercised, and my soul was 
entirely cleansed: and filled with all 
the fiillness of God. I could almost 
seem to hear angels singing all night. 
Heaven seemed to be in my soul and 
all around me. I still feel the cleans
ing and saving power on my soul. 

" The croBB of Christ I'll cherish, 
Its crucifixion bear, 

I'll hail reproach and sorrow. 
If Jesus lead me there." 

Aspiring. , 

BY ADELAIDE STODT. 

0 LITTLE, pearly fingers. 
That strive to gather in 

Too many glitt'ring treasures, 
Witbin their tiny ring! 

The tinted shell, and flower. 
Slip from their clasp alike— 

From hand, relaxed and feeble. 
From fingers, soft and white. 

0 soul, with tendrUs reaching, 
And trembling with desire,— 

Oft blindly reaching, O my soul-
Be sure that thou aspire. 

Be sure tby best affections. 
Thy tender, flexile rings. 

Beach upward—clinging only 
Uato Etemal things. 

WHAT A FAUrl 

A MiNiSTEB of the Gospel told me in 
1847, one of the most thrUling incidents 
I ever heard in my life. A member of 
his congregation came home, for the 
first time in his life, intoxicated, and 
his boy met him on the door-step, clap
ping his hands and exclaiming, " Papa 
has come home !" He seized that boy 
by the shoulder, swung him round, 
staggered and fell in the hall. That 
minister said to me, (I could give his 
name if necessary,) " I went out and 
bared my brow that the night air might 
fall upon it and cool i t ; I walked up 
and down the hall. There was his 
chUd dead; there waa his wife in strong 
convulsions, and he asleep. A man 
but thirty-five years of age asleep, 
with a dead chUd in the house, having 
a blue mark on the temple where the 
corner of the marble steps had come in 
contact with the head as he swung hirn 
round, and a wife on the very brink of 
the grave! " Mr. Gough," said my 
friend, ' I cursed the drink. They told 
me I must remain tUI he awoke, and I 
did. When he awoke^ he passed his 
hand over his face and exclaimed, 
'What 's the matter'? where am 11 
where is my boy 1' ' You cannot see 
him.' ' Where is my boy ?' he inquired. 
' You cannot see him.' ' Stand out of 
my way ; I wUl see my boy !' To pre
vent confusion, I took him to that 
chUd's bedside; and as I turned down 
the sheet and showed him the corpse, 
he uttered a shriek,' A b ! my child ! A 
year after that, he was brought from a 
lunatic asylum to lie side by side with 
his wife in one grave, and 1 attended 
his funeral." The minister of the Gos
pel who told me thai f.ict is, to-day, a 
drunken hostlerjin a stable in Boston! 
Now tell me what drink wUl do. It 
wiU debase, degrade, imbrute, and damn 
everything that' is noble, bright, glo
rious, and godlike in a human being. 
There is nothing drink wiU not do that 
is not vile, dastardly, cowardly, sneak
ing, or hellish. We are united, breth
ren, are we not, to fight it tiU the day 
of our death 1—John B, Gough. 
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A THANK OFPEBINe. 

BY AGNES F . BABBEE. 

A HEABT fiUed with praise to Jesus, 
and gratitude to the dear friends of the 
PUgrim's Camp Meeting at Bainbridge, 
N . Y., prompts this testimony. I have 
not a doubt the desire to attend your 

f athering was from the Lord, and, as 
le opened the way I went. Bless God 

that I did. I wUl first state that I was 
blessed with devoted Baptist parents. 
Early Influences led to my conviction, 
and fifteen years ago I Was converted at 
a Camp Meeting which 1 was induced 
to attend by the Christian faithfulness 
of a friend, now one of your number. 
I shaU bless God forever for that " hap
py day," and also, that the Divine 
Spirit led me to the M. E. Church as 
my spiritual home, where I have found 
such precious helps to growth in grace. 
Before I arose from the sacred spot 
where I received converting grace, I 
was convicted for entire sanctification. 
And 1 had every advantage for obtain
ing it. In the revival that soon follow
ed a number of old members and con
verts were brought into its enjoyment. 
My leader and several of our dass too, 
were living witnesses. But I was "slow 
of heart" to beUeve, anh failed to enter 
the promised land. I still, however, 
continued to seek, and about four years 
after, thought I found the priceless 
pearl. But soon giving way to fears 
and doubts, the waves overwhelmed 
me. As soon as I ceased to testify to 
the precious rest I had found in Jesus, 
how rapidly my steps went downward ! 
Worldly ambition and cares " choked 
tbe word," and although I maintained 
a form of godliness my life was wretch
ed. The depravity of my heart brought 
me into snares, tUl, discouraged, and 
tmder severe trials I fearfuUy rebeUed 
against God. Oh, the bitter naemory 
of that portion of my life. Would 1 
could blot it out. But though my 
tears cannot, yet, glory to Jesus, His 
aU cleansing blood does eradicate every 
stain. I did not entirely give up prayer, 
but disdainied anything like religious 

enjoyment. But oh, the amazing for
bearance of God ! His Spirit did not 
leave me. August 2d, one year ago, I 
went to ask a Christian brother to try 
to win a backslidden friend back to the 
fold, and, as Job's captivity was turned 
when he prayed for his friends, so, in 
trying to save another I was led by 
kind Christian expostulation to unusual 
prayer for myself, when, with astonish
ing readiness, my Father welcomed me 
back, and melted that terrible bitterness 
out of my heart, and I again rejoiced in 
the light ot His reconcUed countenance. 
But 1 could not rest in sins forgiven. 
Again came the conviction for purity 
of heart, but I failed to regain the lost 
treasure. StiU I was graciously favor
ed with rich answers to prayer, and re
ally think I was growing in grace when 
I went to your Camp Meeting, a few 
weeks since. But there was one heavy 
cross which had for weeks been almost 
constantly before my mind, which it 
seemed to me would be like taking my 
life; and could it be my duty to assume 
such a grievous burden which 1 verUy 
thought would make every day a per
fect dread ? It was the famUy altar,— 
My father had recently died. My aged 
mother and invalid sister did not feel 
called to continue the practice he had 
so faithfully maintained, and conld 1, 
the youngest, take upon myself this 
solemn responsibUity alone ? No. I 
thought I had thus got the question 
comfortably settled soine time previ
ous. But I now bless God for the 
clear light that shone do-wn from the 
throne into my soul in that consecrated 
grove. When I went into the prayer 
meeting Sunday morning, Bro. Roberts 
was laboring to help a soul out of dark
ness, and sung, repeatedly, a verse be
ginning, 

" Thy holy wUl be done, not mine." 

How little he knew how God was 
using it. The words, 

" I dare not, Lord, the cross decline, 
Nor lay the heaviest bnjrden down. 

The richest jewel of my crown," 

went like an arrow to my heart, and, 
bless God, the wound remained tUl di-
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vinely healed. The various meetings 
were crowned with sueh manifestations 
of Divine power as I had never before 
witnessed. Others were receiving great 
blessings, and my friends tried to help 
me into the pool, and, thank God, I was, 
through this ineans, enabled to take 
some advanced steps, breaking chains 
of foUy which had bound me; but though 
tbe power of the Lord was so mani
festly present to heal, my heart seemed 
impenetrable. I was trying to agree 
with the Lord that I would do every 
duty if He would first take from my 
heart all inbred sin, so I shonld be sure 
of e.xhibiting no inconsi t incies in my 
life. But I did not get blessed on that 
plan. 1 therefore eame home much as 
1 went. But thank God, that divine 
light, and those blessed influences fol
lowed me, and by help from on high, I 
commenced at once, Wednesday night, 
to take up that terrifying cross. And 
oh, how the Lord himself had prepared 
the way, straitening the crooked places, 
and removing mountains of difficulty. 
The lions by the way were securely 
chained. A sacred awe seemed to rest 
even on the unconverted boarder, and 
1 found my soul lightened of a crushing 
load. Thursday morning, as I went 
alone to seek strength for my new du
ties, I found Jesus was verifying to me 
His precious word, " He that loseth his 
life for my sake ahaU find it," and I 
felt, clear in my s6ul,'the unspeakably 
blsjful consciousness, I am wholly con
secrated to God. Oh how God's Spirit 
talked with my spirit. Passage after 
passage of Scripture was applied with 
such Divine power to my soul, espe
cially this, " Bring ye all the tithes— 
and prove me now herewith, saith the 
Lord." And,verily,there wasnotroom 
enough in my heart for what 1 received, 
it had to be communicated to < thers. 
Sacred is the memory of that precious 
waiting before the Lord. And then as 
I engaged in the increased labors natu
rally resulting from several days' ab
sence, how the Lord helped me, so bless
edly saving me in tbe midst of perplex
ities usual to such a busy day. Glory 
to His name. Sabbath, and social meet

ings came. What should be my testimo
ny ? My heart was full of praise to 
God for the blessed light and liberty 

- into which He had brought me ; but I 
had always insisted on having as clear 
a witness of entire sanctification as I 
had of my conversion, which nothing 
could ever make me doubt. I prayed 
earnestly for this; but instead of re
ceiving the desired answer, the Scripture 
account was repeatedly brought to my 
mind, of John sending his disciples to 
ask Christ if He was " He that should 
come, or if they should look for anoth
er." Instead of giving a direct an
swer, He went right on working His 
miracles, and then said, " Go, tell John 
the things you have seen and heard, 
and blessed is he, whosoever shall not 
be offended in me." And so it seemed 
in my case. Christ was constantly 
working miracles for me, in so won
drously saving me from sin and self, 
and I dare not do less than tell bow 
saved I am in Jesus. And as I k e ^ 
confessing with my mouth, what I be
lieve with my heart, God continues 
fllling my soul with His salvation.— 
Glory to the Lamb! As I go about 
my busy cares from day to day, I c«m 
but exclaim, Oh, how He saves ! how 
He saves! 

I have also other witness, which to 
me is of untold worth. My firSends, 
who are unbelievers in the doctrine, 
readily acknowledge the astonishing 
change, and the great benefit tfaat camp-
meeting was to me. Oh, there is a 
blessed union in my soul with the dear 
pilgrims. I want especially to thank 
those who labored personally for my 
spiritual advancement. Take fresh 
courage. " Your labor is not in vain in 
the Lord." 

It was truly restful to the spirit loath
ing earth's vanities, to see Christian 
women who proved, in their personal 
appearance, their respect for the wis
dom of tbeir Creator, by not resorting 
to the popular devices of art for im
proving the Divine workmanship.— 
And, dear sisters, in Christian faithful
ness I feel bound to ask, Are you as 
consistent in nonconformity to the world 
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in regard to tight-lacing and other sui
cidal fashions, as you are in outward 
adornment ? In the light God has giv
en me, these two species of worldly 
conformity are coinp«ratively like mur
der and theft. While both are posi
tively sinful, a greater degree of hein-
ionsness attaches to one than to the 
other. Adornments are theft, inasmuch 
as they rob God of money, time, and 
labor; while compressing the various 
organs of the body into unnatural form 
and position, and wearing heavy cloth
ing, uncomfortably fitted, improperly 
supported, and unequally distributed, 
is virtually murder, because it destroys 
health, thus preventing our full measure 
of usefiilness, and in many cases doubt
less causing premature death, when we 
ought to devote the undivided energies 
of a long life to the service of Him to 
whom we have professedly consecrated 
our bodies as well as our souls. May 
God bless you with increased light 
in this regard. Oh, how God does bless 
my soul and body in walking in the 
light given for both. His love is like 
living fire in my soul, and my body is 
indeed His temple. " Not by works 
of righteousness which I have done, but 
by His mercy He saves me." Glory to 
the Lamb! 

A FATHEB'S CHASTENING. 

GOD is the world's Sovereign, but 
the believer's Father; as Governor of 
the world. He treats men righteously in 
his judgment; as the Father of His 
people. He treats them graciously in 
their afflictions. 

If David could account it a kindness 
to be smitten by the righteous, surely 
ought we to rejoice to be chastened by 
the Lord. Men may err in their re-
bukes, but God cannot. He is too wise 
to be deceived; too good to send a 
needless sorrow. He deals with his 
people not in anger, but in love; not 
as enemies, but as chUdren; not to 
punish in wrath, but to refine by grace; 
to make us more like Himself. We 
should therefore receive his corrections 
not only as chastenings. but as those 

favors of which all his children more or 
less partake.—Noah had an affliction m 
a chUd. Abraham and Jacob were 
afflicted with famine. Isaac by a-i Esau. 
Moses was fain to escape for his life ; 
and Jacob having lost goods and chil
dren, was reproached by his friends. 
To have a share in affliction is to travel 
upon the road by which all God's fa
vored ones have gone before. Afflic
tion is one of the clauses in the cove
nant of grace, the property of those 
owned ^s children of Zion. One and 
all are visited with the rod, from none 
is loving kindness taken away. God 
had one Son without sin, but none with
out sorrow. That One must suffer ere 
he entered into His glory; and he was 
in a marked way the " Man of sorrows 
and acquainted with grief," an example 
to those who "through much tribula
tion" must enter the kingdom. Where 
there is evidence of grace in the heart, 
afHiction is a mark of favor, a sign that 
we are not forgotten by Him who re
members our sin no more. We might 
well doubt of a relation to God, if he 
took no care of us; well fancy we •svere 
not his sheep, if he used not His crook 
to pull us to Himself. If we were 
wholly strangers, He wonld abandon 
us. His paternal rod is for His chil
dren. His rod of iron for His enemies. 

Let every afflicted believer rejoice in 
that he is made low. God deals our 
comforts, joys, &nd sorrows -with exact, 
unerring hand, in number, weight, and 
measure. We have not a grain too lit
tle, or a grain too much. If less were 
for our good, less would be given. 

—; • » » 

IT is a curious fact in natural history, 
that seeds may be preserved for almost 
any length of time. Seeds that have 
been kept in a drawer for many years, 
yet, when sown in their proper season, 
have been known to spring up, as if 
they had been but a year old. So it 
may sometimes be with the seeds of 
grace. They may be kept long in the 
soul without in the least affecting it, 
and yet may be watered by the Spirit, 
and grow up many days afterward.— 
M' Cheyne. 
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LACK OF LILIES. 

BY MBS. H. A. CBODCn. 

IP it is not generally understood that 
lilies in the Bible are a type of little 
chUdren, it would be better for me to 
head my article, 

ScAECiTY OF OLIVE-PLANTS. 

Christ, the Beloved, says of himself, 
"I am the rose of Sharon and the lily 
of the valley." And that those who 
become " as little children," are one with 
him, and likewise called lilies, we see 
by the next verse. "As the lUy among 
thorns, so is my love among the daugh
ters." 

The pillars ofthe temple at Jerusalem 
were a type of Christians who shall be 
exalted to the heavenly temple of the 
New Jerusalem: as Jesus said, "Him 
that overcometh will I make a pillar in 
the temple of my God." 

"And upon the top of the pillars was 
lUy work: so was the work of the pU-
lars finished."—1 Kings vii. 22. 

" Lily work," and " open flowers," 
are sometimes rendered " openings of 
flowers," which is very suggestive of 
that class of lUies which are just bud
ding into life. 

Or, if the figure does not seem a 
plain one, we will take the other. Who 
does not remember that Christ is spo
ken of as the good olive-tree, (Rom. 
xi. 24,) and little chUdren as " olive-
plants round about thy table " ?—Psa. 
exxviii. 3. 

Why are there so few lUies in the gar
den ? Why so few oUve-plants around 
thy table ? Let us answer this question 
in the presence of God. 

" God created great whales, and every 
living creature that moveth, which the 
waters brought forth abundantly, after 
their kind, and every winged fowl after 
his kind: and God saw that it was 
good. 

" And God blessed them, saying. Be 
fruitful and multiply and fill the waters 
in the seas, and let fowl multiply in the 
earth." 

And so they do, even to this day. 

" And God said. Let us make man 
in our image, after our likeness. (What 

. a glorious privUege to be made in the 
likeness of God!) 

" So God created man in his own 
image, in the image of God created he 
him; male and female created he them. 

" And God blessed them, and God 
said anto them, Be fruitful and multi
ply, and replenish the earth and subdue 
it." 

And so they did until these last per
ilous days. Now mankind have sought 
out many inventions, and many ways 
to resist the command and will of God^ 

When mankind for their sin had 
been swept from the earth, and only 
Noah and his sons remained, God 
blessed tbem and renewed the com
mand, " Be fruitfiil and multiply, and 
replenish the earth." 

Is the earth replenished 1 If it could 
be divided to-day, every man, woman 
and child might have an area of twenty-
two square miles to cultivate. 

God calls children a blessing. 
" Lo, chUdren are a heritage of the 

Lord, and the fruit of the womb is his 
his reward."—Psa. cxxvii. 3. 

" Thy wife shall be as a fruitfiil vine 
by the sides of thine house: thy chil
dren like olive-plants round about thy 
table. Behold, that thus shall the man 
be blessed that feareth the Lord."—Psa. 
exxviii. 3,4. 

Some do not want to be blessed this 
way, and yet they talk of consecration, 
and sanctification! 

Woe! to them that call that a curse 
which God hath called a blessing ! 

Let us look at the results of the per
verted taste, perverted judgment, per--
verted conscience, perverted practice of 
the present day. What is it working 
for us as American people,—a blessing 
or a curse 1 No one is ignorant of the 
fact that our land is being flooded with 
emigrants from the old country, and 
that the mass of these are Roman Cath
olics. No one is ignorant of the fact 
that they have universally large fami
lies of strong, healthy children. Per
haps it is not so generally known that 
among the American-born in some of 
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our states and cities there are five 
deaths fo one birth. 

Let a little chUd sit down and tell us 
how long it •wUl be before our country 
wiU be in the hands of Roman Catho
lics, and, instead of MUlenial days, we 
find upon us days of blood-shed and 
martyrdom! 

What is it working for us as Chris-
tains ? Behold the effeminacy of the 
church! Where is the vigor and strength 
and power of the early Christians, or 
even of early Methodists ? As said 
an old white-haired veteran, with tears 
streaming down his face, " the preach
ers looked as if they had just dropped 
down from heaven, and the people fell 
all around under the power of the word 
like swaths of mown grass." 

This evil is in itself enough to sap 
the life-blood of tbe church, if we look 
for no other cause. Sampson may go 
out as at other times and shake himself, 
but his strength is departed from him. 
God's grace is 

—" Jnst as mighty now 
As when Elijah felt its power, 

When glory beamed from Moses' brow, 
And Job endnred the trying hour." 

And his wiUingness to impart it just 
the same; but God will not put his 
treasure into an unclean vessel, and we 
may sing as often as we have occasion, 

" Take my sonl and body's powers," 

but God sees right down into the heart, 
and he knows the reservation. As the 
devoted wife of a Baptist minister 
said, " A woman will consecrate every 
faculty of her body to God—except 
her faculty of bearing children." There 
she puts in her claim. She dare not 
leave herself in the hands of God : and 
her husband is agreed witb her in this 
matter. Together they have agreed to 
tempt the Spirit of the Lord. Unwit
tingly, perhaps, but nevertheless they do. 

Perhaps they plead poverty. Where 
is your faith ? Did you ever see the 
parent-birds flutter uneasily over their 
their brood of four or five every spring, 
and consult together if it were not bet
ter just to live for themselves alone, 
and put a stop to this matter of having 
so many mouths to feed 1 Especially 

since they have neither store-house nor 
barn, and nothing laid up for a rainy 
day. 

Hear i t ! " Your heavenly Father 
feedeth them." Are ye not much better 
than they ? 

Perhaps they plead inability to meet 
the care and ceaseless toil consequent 
upon a large family. We must con
cede this point if it is so that present 
habits of life must be kept. With all-
the ceaseless variety of table dainties, 
which take no small share of a woman's 

, time to prepare, with all the patchwork 
and fine quilting, knitting of counter
panes and shawls, tidys, mats and 
hanging-baskets, tettings, crochetings, 
ruffling, tucking, braiding, embroider
ing, plaiting, flouncing, hair-crimping 
and puffing, calls and tea-parties, etc., 
etc., no wonder there is no time to pet 
a babe, or hem its gown. 

Perhaps there is a deep-seated root 
of pride, which, except for habits which 
are not God originated, might blush to 
answer the question, " How many chU
dren have you?" As weU might the 
shepherd blush to count his lambs. 

Have you renounced the devil and all 
his works, the vain pomp and glory of 
the world, so that you wiU neither fel
low nor be It d by them 1 

But if I talk to consecrated souls, I 
talk to those who walk with a single 
eye to the glory of God, and whose 
only purpose is to spend their time, 
strength, and money, in a way that shaU 
be pleasing to him; and who, to say 
the least, are noi conscious of the indi
cated " root" spoken of. 

But may not Satan come to these 
even as an angel of light, and suggest 
that they cannot be so constant in the 
work of God, or labor so elEeiently in 
the vineyard if bound at home by little 
ones, as they might otherwise do ? 

If this is true, God knows it as weU 
as you. "He also is wise." —Isa. xxxi. 
2. Probably he is not a whit behind 
mankind in doing that which wUl be 
most for His advantage and glory. 
Suppose John Wesley's mother had pur
sued a course dictated by tbe worldly 
wisdom of the present day. However 
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she might have shone in the circles of 
the world, however she might have em
ployed her talents in spheres of litera
ture and art, however she might have 
labored in the vineyard of the Lord, she 
never would have given John Wesley to 
the world. Ah, she was doing her God-
given work when she " hid herself five 
months," when she held the helpless 
babe, when she stilled his cry, washed his 
face and hands, and crumbed him bread 
in milk.* 

Woman / will you bury your talent, 
and unblnshingly say to God, " I knew 
thee that thou art a hard man "? 

Boly mothers/ From whence shall 
we look for the holy seed that is to 
renovate this earth ?—the undaunted in-
vincibles that are to rise up against the 
tide of iniquity, and boldly and nobly 
plunge into the battle for God 1 From 
whence shall we look for future minis
ters and missionaries, holy mothers and 
martyrs? From whencel—I say. 
From the blood of foreigners who cross 

. their hands and pray to the virgin Ma
ry ? From the vast multitude of those 
who flit in vanities' fair, and hardly 
have a thought above be-e-utiful eyes, 
elegant hair, and a perfectly splendid 
dinner 1 From the cigar-smoking, wine-
sipping, base-baUing, saloon-lounging 
throng? From the eager, anxious, 
wide-awake, grasping multitude, whose 
whole soul, and body, and spirit is 
swallowed up in the one idea of adding 
farm to farm, and store-house to store
house? 

May God save them/ But from 

*" In advanced life John Wesley recorded the ad
miration with which he recalled this iaithfnl mother; 
tie still 'With which she managed, with little assist-
ante, and in no little poverty, the daily afiiairs of 
her family, comprising thirteen children, all of 
whom, that attained responsible years, became de-
TOted Christians, and died' in the Lord;' her honse-
hold school, commenced daily -with singing and 
prayer, and condacted solely by herself with aca
demic regnlarity; her devotion as family priestess 
to religious duties; her daily evening hour of re
tired prayer and converse with her children sever-
sUy; the prudence and zeal with which she conduct
ed in the absence of her husband a sort of Sunday 
public worship, in the rectory, for the viHagers as 
well as her funily."—Cenfenary of Methodism. 

whence do we look for the holy seed ? 
If you are a Christian your children 
are holy, as saith the WorH,—1 Cor. 
vu. 14,—and joa have God's jromise 
for their salvation, if you keep your 
part of the covenant. 

Or if her "cbUdren die early, God's 
will is done. We know the infant dead 
find the kingdom of heaven. Multi
tudes who die in infancy are saved .'br-
ever, who might otherwise be lost. It 
is well that the pure lilies budded into 
existence, even though their life w; s 
one of suffering, or as an April day, 
" A little sun, a little rain." There 
must be just so many lilies gathered 
for the finishing work of the temple; 
and they will open their white leaves 
forever in that light which the Lord 
God giveth, where no rude blast sweeps 
by, nor biting frost withers. Yes, those 
little ones, redeemed by Christ from 
bitter woe, will give glory to God to all 
eternity. Will you rob God of such 
glory by robbing them of existence ? 

WUl you rob those of existences 
who might grow up to be trees in the 
garden of the Lord, with branches 
heavily laded with fruit? Will you 
rob.God of aU the good that such might 
do on earth, and all the glory they 
would give to him in heaven? Will 
you rob God of all the good that those 
who might be saved through themtiould 
do on earth, and all the glory they 
would give to him in heaven ? 

But you say, My chUdren might 
grow up to be wicked, and lost forever. 

One prornise of God is more to be 
trusted than aU your fears. 

" ShaU the prey be taken from the 
mighty, or the lawful .captive deliv
ered ? 

" But thus saith the Lord, Even the 
captives of the mighty shall be taken 
away, and the prey of the terrible shall 
be delivered ; for I will contend with 
him tbat contendeth with thee, and Iwil l 
save thy children."—Isa. xlix. 24, 25. 

CHEISTIAN I5FLUESCE. 

THE fiill e.xperience of Christian in
fluence wiU never be known upon earth. 

. '^ iw-.-»t±*iiE.'!^?S*? mmm 
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The consistent and prayerful servant of 
the Redeemer will, doubtless, learn 
many things in eternity on this subject, 
of which he never -thought while here. 

I once heard a Methodist minister re
late substantialy the following anecdote 
from the pulpit:—" There lived," said 
he, " many years ago, in a new western 
settlement, a man of great humility 
and much prayer. His unceasing de
sire was, that God would make him in 
some way extensively useful in build
ing up his kingdom. Yet he never was 
satisfied; he never succeded according 
to his wishes, and be^died, as he sup
posed, without having done any good 
in the world. A short time after his 
death a young man appeared before the 
public, a zealous, eloquent, and emi
nently successful preacher of the gos
pel. In giving an account of his con
version and subsequent desire to preach 
the gospel, this young man stated that 
for several years he had been inclined 
to infidelity; but by observing the un
obtrusive, holy and consistent life of 
the man above mentioned, his objections 
to Christians were completely silenced. 
He felt that there must be sueh a thing 
as genuine religion, because he saw it 
acted out in the daily life of that godly 
man. He felt that it was the duty of 
aU to serve God, and himself in partic
ular.' He applied for mercy at the 
throne of grace by unceasing earnest 
prayer. He found it. His heart was 
filled with love' to the Saviour. He 
devoted his life to his service by labor
ing to win souls. He lived till old age, 
engaged in the same glorious cause; 
and after turning many to righteousness, 
he died, and went to the abode of the 
redeemed. The latter was the late Dr. 
Gideon Blackburn; the name of the 
former is unknown to fame, but his re
cord is on high." 

The want of this earnest desire to be 
useful, in connection" with prudence and 
Christian consistency, is one of the 
great hindrances to the prosperity of 
religion in all our churches. Judging 
from the lives of the majority, we might 
infer that they regarded the mere fact 
of their church membership, and free

dom from irregular conduct, as consti
tuting the sum of Christian duty. They 
seem never to reflect on the Saviours 
words, " Come, follow me. Go work 
in my vineyard. Occupy till I come. 
What do ye more than others ? If ft 
bear fruit, well; and if not, then thoa 
shalt cut it down. Cast ye the unprofit
able servant into outer darkness." 

Mueh injury is done by imprudence. 
Many, we believe, do much evil by an 
unnecessary recital of their past sins 
and follies. They dwell on them m 
such a manner as rather to encourage, 
than deter, others from similar prac
tices. 

I once knew a professed preach
er of the gospel, who would repeat 
shockingly profane language, and then 
say, " such, my friends, was the way I 
used to swear when I was a sinner." 
Ihave known many persons in the hab
it of repeating the oaths that oihers had 
sworn, when it would have been better, 
in every respect, to have passed them 
over in silent horror, I have heard 
many a professor of religion describing 
their former habits of dissipation and 
revelry, in such a manner as seemed 
to leave the impression on the minds 
of the young, that such conduct was 
quite proper for the young people be
fore they become pious; and from 
which the conclusion might readily be 
drawn, " I too will sow my wild oats, 
and then become sober and join the 
church."—^Eccles. xi. &. 

I have heard of a mother who was in 
the habit of telling, in the presence of 
her children, how passionately fond she 
had been of dancing in her younger 
days. At length a daughter, who was 
approaching the years of womanhood, 
was invited to a baU, and expressed 
strong desires to go. The mother re
fiised her rjquest. The daughter 
begged, and used as an argument, that 
she had often heard her tell how much 
she enjoyed such amusements herself. 
" But ah ! my daughter," answered the 
mother," I have seen the folly of it." 
" But do let me go, mother," replied 
the daughter, "for I want to see the 
folly of it too."—Presbyterian. 
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HIDDEN SEfS. 

THE dangerous sin is the hidden sin. 
Reproof does not reach i t ; rebuke 
does not htnder i t ; shame does not 
point her finger at it. If it were brought 
to the light men would loathe it and flee 
fi-om it; but while it is hidden they 
love it, and doat upon it, and delight 
in it. 

And yet it cannot long be hid. The 
dead man's bones will soon scent 
through the whitest sepulchre. The 
serpent gets through fooling with its 
charmer, and rears its head and strikes 
Its deadly blow. The smouldering fire 
breaks out at last; though sometimes 
Grod's mercy breaks in and pulls it ont 
to save the man from the consuming 
flime. Many a time God exposes man's 
sins that he may teach him righteous
ness ; drags his wickedness into day
light that he may learn to hate it and 
forsake it; blasting a reputation in or
der to save a soul. 

For this mercy of the Most High 
we may well give thanks. We are far 
too ignorant of ourselves. We learn 
too slowly the plague of our hearts. 
We do not soon enough detect the 
heart-wanderings which, through tbe 
providence of the Devil, beguile us into 
deadly sin. Who can understand his 
errors ? 

Ab. it is well that when we have 
locked up our hearts, with smouldering 
fires and guilty secrets within them, and 
have dreamed that aU was safe, and 
pure, and right,—it is well then that 
some one who cannot be deceived comes 
to search our hearts and try our reins, 
and judge and chasten us in mercy, yet 
m power. 

God knows us. He knows what is 
in us. He knows whither our every 
steps turns, and whither each path leads. 
He knows sin whether it appears in the 
seed, sprout, bud, blossom, or fruit; 
and he hates it in every form. He 
tears open the fatal mass, and flinging 
away the smouldering embers that we 
hide within, he saves us from the ever
lasting fire. 

Let our hearts ever lie open to this 

searching, and in our palmiest days of 
peace and joy let us still cry out," Who 
-can understand his errors?—cleanse 
thou me from secret faults." 

STOCK IN HEAVEN.—A few years 
ago, a poor emigrant fell from a steam
boat and was drowned, leaving his wife 
and one or two small children, who 
were on board, in destitute and distress
ing circumstances. On coming into port, 
the case was spoken of among a number 
of " river men" on the wharf, when one 
of them with characteristic bluntness 
observed," Come, boys, let's take a little 
stock in heaven /" at the same time tak
ing from his pocket a few shillings as 
his part of a contribution for the bene
fit of the poor widow. His example 
was followed by others, and a hand
some present was the result of this 
rough impromptu exhortation. May 
we not hope that, like the alms of Cor
nelius, this act came up as a memori
al before Cfod ? 

It is a glorious truth, whether our 
generous friend of the steamboat un
derstood it properly or not, that we 
are privileged to take stock in heaven. 
Tbe poor widow who threw in two 
mites became a large stockholder, and 
her certificate is recorded both there 
and here. Reader, have you ever taken 
any of this stock ? 

•-*-• — 

We must be drinking the living wa
ter from the smitten rock, or we can
not speak of its refreshing power. 
W e must be hiding our guilty souls in 
the wounds of Jesus, or we cannot with 
joy speak of the peace and rest to be 
found there. This is the reason why 
unfaithful ministers are cold and barren 
in their labors. They speak Uke Ba
laam, of a Saviour whose grace they 
do not feel. They speak like Caiaphas, 
of the blood of Christ, without having 
felt its power to speak peace to the 
troubled heart. This is the the reason 
why many good men have a barren 
ministry. They speak from clear head-
knowledge, or from past experience,but 
not from a present grasp of the truth, 
not from a present sight of the Lamb. 
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Golden^Rule Chris t ians . 

"WE love earnest Christians. Fervent 
devotions never disturb us. We can heart
ily sympathize with your joy when you 
get wonderfully blessed in waiting npon 
the Lord. But we want you to live up to 
your profession. W e want tbe expectations 
realized which your devont manner natu
rally excites. The higher the rapture to 
which your feelings are raised in religions 
exercises, the better it is, if they only leave 
you a better man or^ a better woman;—if 
they only leave your spirit more sweet and 
gentle, and make you more conscientious 
in the discharge of all your duties toward 
God and man. This is the infallible crite
rion by which we may discriminate be
tween the operations of the Spirit and 
mere excitement. People get excited at 
the theatre; but they become more hard
ened aud unscrupulous. But let them be 
awakened by the Holy Spirit, and they be-
oome more tender, and sympathetic,—more 
keenly sensitive to the rights and the feel
ings of others. Earnest Christians, wheth
er they are noisy or quiet, always walk by 
the Golden Rule. 

Therefore all things whatsoever ye would 
that men should do to you, do ye even so to 
them. Apply this rule—not to others, but 
to yourself: not in one thing only—but to 
all things. 

1. To your treatment of others. Are you 
as careful in talking about them, as you 
would have them in talking about you ?— 
Do you steadfastly refuse to take up a re
proach against them, uo matter who may 
bring it to your door ? Are you considerate 
of their feelings, kind to those who may 
be under you,—^lenient toward those who 
may be in your power 1 Can you say, witb 
the great Apostle, We were gentle among 
gou, even as a nwse cherisheth her children^ 

2. To your deaUngs with them. Tou 
know how you like to have people deal, 
with you. Tou are quite willing to receive 

i a fair equivalent for your money. Are you 
equally willing to give it to others ? In 
buying or selling, do you make such repre

sentations as you would like to have made 
to you 1 A general application of the Gold. 
en Rule would do away with all dishonestj 
and overreaching. 

3. In rendering a aervic^ to others, do 
you do as you would be done by ? If you 
undertake to look after their interests, g. 
ther voluntarily or for a recompense, an 
you as faithful to their interests as thoDgli 
they were your own ? If professed Chris, 
tians lived up to the Golden Rule, they 
would be in universal demand. If a school, 
teacher or a clerk, a hired man or a hired 
woman, is wanted, other things being equal, 
the Christian would always have the prel-
erence, if professed Christians lived accord, 
ing to the Golden Rule. 

No man can receive the real grace of 
God, without every one's being benefited 
with whom he has to do. His blessings 
overflow, and all aronnd reap the advantage. 

Get blessed, then, aa often as yon can and 
as much as you can; but see to it tlut 
your spiritual blessings leave you mm 
unselfish, more benevolent, more faithfiil 
to God and man, than yon were before.— 
Let us walk -by the same rule, let us n M 
the same things. 

«-.-* 
F ree Churches . 

SOME churches make their seats free from 
policy, and not from principle. This is es
pecially the case in Mission enterprises.— 
vvnere the object is to introduM the Qofr 
pel, no one thinks of selling the right to 
join in the public worship of God. But it 
is too often the case, that when a churdi 
haa been buUt up and become financially 
strong under the free-seat system, a new 
and elegant house of worship must be 
erected, and the table of the changers of 
money introduced, and the seats sold, and 
God's poor shut out. This is dishonest.— 
It is like robbing a man of money that lie 
has fairly earned. It is defraudirig a prin
ciple of the credit to which its success fair
ly entitles it. It is like depriving a Gen
eral of his command in the midst of his 
victorious career, simply because the nation, 
through his exertions, has beeome suffi
ciently strong to dispense with his services. 
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It a man mnst stop swearing to get re-
Bgion, he must stay reformed if he would 
ieep religion. If a Chnrch must preach 
jjie Gospel to the poor to gain God's bless-
jBg, it must continue to do the same work 
to keep God's blessing. Turn the poor out 
of a Church, and you turn Clirist out. The 
foorhave the Gospel preached to them That 
which is preached to the rich exclusively is 
not the Gospel. It may be faultless orato-
IT, sound philosophy, refined morality, but 
it is not the Gospel of Jesus Christ. Where 
Jeans is, the poor hear him saying. Come 
mto me, all ye that labor and are heavy la
den, and I will give you rest. 

more hnman beings than all other causes 
of murder. But this method of killing— 
the most cruel and the most successful of 
all—is sanctioned by law! Legislators, 
j udges, juries, and journalists, themselves, 
too frequently drink, and so the evil works 
are unchallenged. How long shall this 
state of things continue 1 Till professed 
Christians do their duty at the ballot-box 
as weU as in the prayer-meeting; tiU they 
combine together to place nnder the ban of 
outlawry this, the greatest scourge of our 

Rum Murders. 

A COLLISION recently occurred at Allega
ny, N. T., between a work train and an ex
press train. Four men were instantly 
kiUed, others wounded, and the lives of 
many put in jeopardy. The superintend
ent of the work train was entirely in the 
fault. The express train was reported to 
te about twenty minutes behind time, and 
he thought that by fast rtmning he could 
leach the next station, and get out of -the 
way before the express would come along. 
Bat they met at full speed—liimself and 
three of his hands were hurried into eter
nity, and the only wonder is that more were 
not killed. Wha t made this man so over
confident—BO reckless ? JFhiskey did it.— 
His body, after his death, smelt so strongly 
of liquor that it was unpleasant to come 
near it. Four human beings killed, and a 
train loaded with passengers thrown into 
great perU, by strong drink I If the Indians 
had done it, thonsands of dollars would 
have been expended, if necessary, to secnre 
their punishment; but strong drink did the 
fearful work, and so it was passed over in 
silence. Neither coroner's jury, nor the 
press, even alluded to the cause. W h y this 
silence ? Because rum-selling is licensed by 
law/ This ia the secret. Strong drink 
may fill the land with mourning, and go 
unquestioned. 

If the records of crime were accurately 
kept, we doubt not it would appear that in 
civilized countries, intoxicating liquors kill 

Conferences. 
T H E SrSQUEHANNA CONFEEENCE of t h e 

Free Methodist Church, held its aimual 
session in New Tork, from the 14th to the 
19th of September. 

It was generally pronounced the beat ses
sion of the Conference ever held. The 
business was done to general satisfaction, 
and in the spirit of harmony and love.— 
Three ministers joined the Conference from 
other denominations, and seven were ad
mitted on probation. There was a gratify
ing increase in the number of members be
longing to the various societies within the 
boands of the Conference, and everything 
betokened prosperity. 

The devotional services were of a highly 
interesting character. The Love Feast will 
never be forgotten by those present. Waves 
of glory swept throngh tbe house, melting 
hearts and filling them with holy awe and 
heavenly love. About thirty, we should 
j udge—mostly men—were brought to their 
feet at once. Near the close of the morn
ing service, a gentleman preaent announced 
himself as a High-Church Episcopal clergy
man of the city—exhorted us to stick to 
our simplicity and plainness. He contribu
ted fifty doUars towards paying for the 
church. 

The hospitality manifested at this Con-
ference, was of the Pentecostal character. 
About seventy were entertained at the par
sonage of the church. A tent was pitched 
near the door in which to do the cooking; 
the floors of class-rooms and other rooms 
were covered with beds, and aU who came 
received a cordial welcome and were kindly 
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cared for. The hoiises of our brethren and 
friends were also filled to overflowing. 

A revival spirit prevailed. Sinners came 
forward to seek the Lord, and we trust that 
the work wUl go on with increasing power 
during the year. 

Help the Freedmen. 

O N E way to help them is to educate them. 
With proper training, they may make good 
Christians and good citizens; without it, 
they may become dangerous. 

The Island Institute, located at Washing
ton, embraces Indastrial, Evening and Sun
day Schools. It has been in operation a 
little over one year, and is strongly recom
mended, by Gen. O. O. Howard, to the kind 
consideration of aU " who love onr blessed 
Lord." 

It is proposed to take up a collection for 
i t on Sunday, the 30th of October. Contri
butions should be forwarded to W. S. Hunt
ington, Cashier First National Bank, Wash
ington, D. C. 

A Word from Meadville. 
To the saints scattered abroad,; Pilgrims 

to Mount Zion ; Strangers here below:— 
Grace unto you, and peace, be multiplied. 
Blessed be the God and Father of otu- Lord 
Jesus Christ, who hath blessed us with all 
spiritual blessings In heavenly places in 
Christ. 

I rejoice in the Lord this morning. The 
Lord is my light aud my salvation : whom 
shaU I fear •( The Lord is the strength of 
my life : of whom shall I be afraid ? I 
bave been frequently asked, " Why don't 
you write for the Earnest Christian ? Had 
I been aware that the simple " Words " had 
been of any encouragement, I should have 
written before. . 

My life has been one of continued bless
ings, mingled with coniUcts, and trials, 
which have all worked for my good. " All 
things." My Father understands how to 
weave in the " warp " of prosperity enough 
of the " filling " of adversity to make the 
garment "seamless," aud just what I need. 
Pra'se His nsime I 

My mother often brought on the " des
sert " after a good meal; and after eating, 
I felt like my little boy said once, " Pa, I 
am so full!" So Jeaus gives us a "hundred 
fold," and then says, " with persecution," 
this is the " dessert" which causes the 
measure to rnn over. No room to receive 
it. Bless God for the " Flint Mill" ! It is" 
good to go thromgh, and get ao that God 
can use us. 

Here in MeadviUe, God haa a band of 
faithful .ones, who take the narrow way 
and intend to "go through " on the "Bible 
route." Now this stirs the enemy. The 
devU lives; but Jesus reigns. Hallelujah! 
God has fulfilled His promise—" Although 
I have scattered tbem among the countries, 
yet wUl I be to them as a little sanctuary 
in the coimtries where they shall come."— 
Bless the Lord for the "little sanctuary" 
here in Pennsylvania! I thank God for 
the warm hearts that are here. I know 
my labor has not been in vain. I rejoice 
for the experience God has given me during 
the five years past. 

" The cross of Christ I'll cherish. 
Its cracilixlou bear; 

AU hail reproach and sorrow, 
If Jesus leads me there." 

Tours, under a clear sky, 
S. K. J. CHESBKODGH. 

LOVE FEAST. 

MAMETTA COKKEIGHT.—In the fall of 
18G5, I went to Brockport, N. T., to visit 
relatives there. I was a professor of relig
ion, but was living in a cold, formal way. 
Soon after I •went to B., I commenced at
tending the Free Alethodist Church there. 
I was not long a careless listener. God's 
Spirit sent the truths spoken by His ser
vant—C. D. Brooks—with convicting power 
to my heart, and I was brought to see. my
self as I was. After a hard straggle with 
the enemy of my soul, the evening of our 
watch-meeting, I went forward to the anx
ious-seat, acknowledged my position, asked 
God to forgive all my sins for Christ's sake, 
and—praise His name!—He heard and an
swered my prayer, and I could tell what a 
dear Saviour I had found. I soon felt my . 
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home was with that people, and I cast in 
my name with them, wiUing and glad to go 
the narrow way with the faithful few. 

The stimmer of 1868, duty called me to 
Michigan. Since then, until within the 
past two months, I have been deprived of 
meeting with any—only occasionally—who 
profess to love the Lord; but while thus 
alone, sorrounded only by unbeUevers and 
Bcoffers, Jeaus has kept me from falling,— 
praise His name! While I praise Him for 
what He did for me in B., I praise Him for 
what He has done for me aU along,— 
smce then, even untU this presenVmoment. 
I have had strong tests, and severe tempta
tions, since I have been here; but thanks 
be to God, who giveth me the victory, thro' 
Christ, I am yet pressing on in the narrow 
way—caring not for the vain pleasures and 
fashions of this world. Christ is a satisfy
ing portion to my soul; and what a blessed 
portion ! Praise the Lord, 0 my soul! 

There is no F. M. society in this place, 
and I have not worshiped with any who 
bear that name since I left B.; yet I find 
some that love the Lord, and are striving 
to follow Jesus. I love the Earnest Chris
tian. It is a great help to me; I always 
feel stronger after reading it. God bless it, 
and those engaged in sending it through 
the land, is my prayer. I often feel such a 
strong desire to meet with God's plain, 
humble children, that at times it seems 
hard to be situated where I cannot meet 
with tbem ; but I find Jesus is tbe same, 
yesterday, to-day, and I dare to trust Him 
for to-morrow,—for 1 know He will keep 
me, when I trust in Him, and in His own 
good time permit me to meet with the peo
ple of my choice. 

Sclwolcraft, Mich. 

PHEBE J. OSBDEN.—In September, 1865, 

I sought Christ openly and the pardon of 
my sins. I found sweet rest to my soul. I 
joined the Church. The members dressed 
like the world, and I thought I must foUow 
them. I did enjoy some religion, but I was 
not satisfied. About a year and a half ago, 
a Free Methodist preacher •visited us. The 
preaching was very pointed. I thought I 
waa misused. Bat the light shone on dress, 

and on some other things, and I saw I must 
give them up or I would be lost. It seemed 
like cutting off the right hand. J bless 
(3od, He did help me to make a wise choice, 
and let go the world. I sought the Lord 
earnestly for some time. At length, around 
the family altar, God did come in mighty 
power and gave me the witness I waa saved 
from aU sin. I was so happy, it seemed 
like heaven begun below. Oh, praise God 
for this fuU and free salvation! 

A. C. SMITH.—I confess Jesus in me my 
sufficiency for all things. I am His with 
aU that I control, and I wUl use it and I 
wUl be used as He makes it clear to be His 
pleasure,—glory to His dear name! He is 
saving me now from aU sin by the precious 
blood of Christ, and I beUeve He wUl con
tinue this work to its completion. I want 
to be a perfect Bible Christian—my life hid 
with Christ in God—that I may appear in 
the resurrection on the right hand of my 
Judge, and hear Him say, " WeU done."— 
Spirit of God, lead me and make me a true 
son of God, to do the work given me to do, 
and then take me heme to the mansion in 
heaven prepared for such a feeble one as I 
am. Qlory be to God the Father, Son and 
Holy Ghost! The Lord make me a little 
child in Jesus, that I may be continuaUy 
growing iu grace, and in the knowledge 
and love of God. I am Uving on the last 
year of threescore and ten, having etemal 
life in me. Glory to Jesus! 

WUhir. 

U. WABTHINGTON.—I want to say to aU 

who « a d the Earnest Christian, that I am 
the most wonderfuUy saved man tliat you 
ever saw. I am a wonder to myself. I sim 
to-night camping on the South side of the 
Delectable Mountain. I want to confess, 
before God and man, that my soul can 
scarcely contain the amount of glory that 
comes rushing down from the upper Foun
tain. I long to teU all that Jesus does for 
me, but can never do it—no,- never! My 
peace is Uke a river, and my joy is like a 
flood. Oh, how my soul loves to trust in 
Jesus for aU things! I can say, uBderstand-
ingly. To dweU within thy wounds, then 
pain is sweet, and life or death is gain. Oh, 
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I am dwelling in the light. It is aU aroimd 
me, and iu me. I am lost in God. My 
poverty is riches. My weakness seems to 
be my strength; and in the thickest dark
ness. Heaven's glory shines the brightest. 
Every cross is a Ufe-boat, and every lions' 
den or fiery furnace proves to be a heaUng 
balm to my immortal and sanctified spirit. 
I am careful for nothing. I only ask for 
one thing, and that is God. My soul thirst
eth after Him, and I am hid away in Him. 

BushvUle. 

liAvmiA REYNOLD^.—" Glory to God in 
the highest!" This is the song my heart 
is singing to-day, and has been singing most 
of the time since the last night of the camp-
meeting at Bainbridge, Oh, glory to God! 
I shall never, neoer forget that night. The 
thought of it often makes my cup of joy to 
run over. I had passed through the week, 
receiving now and then a crumb; but that 
night I was permitted to fetist with Jesus. 
Heaven never appeared so near before. Af
ter returning to my tent, a dear sister some
where on the ground, sang, 

" I'm nearer my home, to-day, 
Thm ever I've been before." 

That was just my experience. Oh, what a 
deep, sweet, holy peace fiUed my soul! I 
felt I was almost there. Since then, I have 
felt more than ever that I am a pUgrim and 
a stranger on the earth. Oh, when I have 
a fOretasteof the joy that̂ a^VBlt8'.j3^e blood-
washed in glory, 1 feel Uke ^e l td i l ihg witb 
the poet— 

" How can It be, thon Heavenly King, 
That tboa shooldst ns to glory bring?" 

Oh, I am cUnging to the cross. I feel like 
glorying in it. I have tried in vain to es-
prsss my feelings, and have realized, as 
never before, how utterly impossible it is. 
Jesus sweetly saves me to-day. Glory to 
God in the highest! 

Lock Sheldrake, N. T. 

MRS. CHARLOTTE DUDMAN.—I know that 

I am the Lord's, and feel that I am grow
ing up into Christ in all things. He reigns 
in my sonl. I am quite clear in the bless
ing Of entire holiness. Praise Godl I 

love this tried salvation, and my whole 
soul says. Amen, to siU the wiU of God. 

Wethersfidd. 

M. BBAZEE.—Iwas converted last fall, at 
the Harpersville camp-meeting—not to the 
world, or to the church, as a great many 
profess to be, but to God—praise His name I 
I have Uved in God ever since, and I am ia 
Him to-day. and expect to be as long as life 
lasts. Christ is my all. His yoke is easy, 
and his burden Ught, because I am in the 
narrow way. It is a good place, and I aa 
going to stay there. 

Harvard. 

S. E. WiNOEB.—I am glad tbe Lord led 
me to the Tonawanda camp-meeting; for 
since, I have been enjoying perfect peace 
through my Lord. Praise the Lord forev
er '. I am free as I never was before. Not 
one doud in my spiritual sky. Now, 

" JesQB, all tbe day long, 
IB my joy and my song." 

SAMUEL QHEEN.—I love the Lord •with 

all my heart to-day, and I feel His love in 
my heart. I praise the Lord for a present 
and fuU salvation from sin. I love the 
high way cast up for the ransomed of the 
Lord to walk in. I am going through with 
the pUgrims, and mean to end this war 
down by the river, with the whole armor on. 

Waterloo, N Y. 

W M . M I L L E T T . — I am thankful, this morn
ing, that I ever gave my heart to God. I 
bless His name for a present salvation. 1 
have enlisted for Ufe. 

CasevUle, N . T . 

J. E. MiLLETT.—Still Christ is the Cap
tain of my salvation. TTia commandments 
are not grievous. He enables me to tri
umph. Glory be to God for redeeming 
grace aud dying love! 

Caseville, N . T . 

GEOBGE QANT.—On the ISth of February 

last, I found that Jesus had power on earth 
to forgive sins; and He saves me to-day,— 
praise His name! 

Bushford, N. T. 


