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PRETFACE.

A waie ago, the authoress of this work spent a
month in the study of a clergyman, who was, at the
time, absent on a missionary tour, Her duty was to
trangeribe certain documents which were to enter into
an historical work, which has not yet been published.
Whild thus engaged, she found the port-folio of the
minister, in which were a number of facts on which
she has based the following chapters.

It has become common’ in our times fo present the
¢ Shady Side ””-of ministerial life, altogether, and the
young are deterred from entering the sacred calling
from the fear that want and starvation will soon stare
them in the face. This work aims to correct this
notion, and show that the ministry, though it has its
dreary spots and its shady sides, has its allurements
and its attractions; that there are churches that do
not feel it necessary to starve their ministérsin order
to keep them humble. Without appealing to worldly
ambition, its humble mission will be to cherish Chris-

_tian emulation, and make the ministry appear de-

girable.
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It has also become common for churches 6 expect
as much of the minister’s wife as of himself, and, in-
the recent works of this kind, she is made to figure
conspicuously at sewing circles, visiting the sick and '
“the poor, attending public moetings, and, in some -
cases, appearing “ much more of a man than her |’ L
~ hushand.” Our object is to present the minister him- ' . CONTENTS.
gell. His companion will beleft at home, where she- \
belongs, attending to her family. Park-place church |
did not ordain her, and they mnever will accustom i ‘
themselves to call on her for services which should | | ‘ :
devolve oxr others. : | ‘ ] CHAPTER I.
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THE CITY SIDE

CHAPTER 1.
THE TWO FRIEND3.
\
Hope’s precious pearl in Sorrow’s eup
Unmelted at the bottom lay,
To shine again when, all drank up,
The bitterness should pdss away.

Az the cloge of a sultry day in August, 18—,
two young men were seen sitting upon the shore
of a beautiful bay which forms the harbor of one
of our most pleasant New England cities. They
bhad been brought together in childkood, and had
grown into manhood with scarcely a secret with-
held from each other. They had pursued a course
of edncation in the same classic halls, and gradu-
ated at the same time, with no common honors,
Their friends, teachers and classmates, were arntici-
pating for them a carcer of usefulness and fame:

Elwood Forester, with whom we shall hayé most
to do in this narrative, was a noble spirit, who
had never felt the heavy sorrows of the world.
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He was the only son of his 'mother, and she a

widow. Every wish had been gr atified, and every

desire pr omptly met. He had passed through col-
lege as a genius, flattered by his teachers, and

beloved by all. Though not profound in his ac-

quirements, he was wol{l_educated, having a fine
literary taste and well-cultivated midd. Ardent
and 1mpulswe, he pressed through difficulties and
overcame obstacles which would have discour-
aged men of a different mould, and secured his
victory when others would never have risked the

battle. He was, in a word,; a generous, noble

young man, who had just lef't college with the
world before him, - |

His companion, Edward Devoll wag, in many
respects, the reverse of his fménd There was no
- brillianey about him. His natme was cold, cal-
culating, methodical, He wa$ a utilitarian, who
weighed and measured subjects bef'ore he committed
‘himself to them. Of unbending integrity, and
having a mind well stored with knowledge, he held
in check the flery impulses of his friend, and was
his adviser and counsellor on.almost all subjects
of life.

These two friends had Wandered from the busy
city, in earnest conversation upon the great objects
and occupations of life, and almost unconsciously
had reached the sea-shore, where the surf‘ rolled

I
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" ap, leaving pebbles and shells, wet and ghstenmg,

at their feet. They had both devoted themselves
to the ministry of Jesus Christ, and were now
marking out plans of fature usefulness, — alas!

too many of which were to be disappointed.

« See,” said Elwood Forester, « our liferis like
this in-rolling ocean. To-day it is calm as a sum-
mer, cloud; to-morrow it may howl with storms

" and shriek with the flying tempest.”

“ Very true,” replied his companion ; "¢ and
yonder old wreck lying there may be the likeness
of one or the other of ws. Life is a vast uncer-

tainty, and shipwreck seems: 10 be an essential part

of it. Many a young man starts in his profession
well, and fails ere he reaches the goal.

« And does he not forget too often the- guide
which Heaven provides for him? My experience
is small, but T fear youhg men too often make. the
ministry @ profession, as you call it, and forget

" that it is a'noble mission, — & work - reaching into

eternity, and taking hold of the most momentous
realities. 1 canmot look upon the ministry as I do
upon any other employment. My soul. trembles .
.a8 I think of entering it, and enrolling my name
among the preachers of the cross. My -ambition
dies as I look forward to the awful WOlk to which
I foel called of God.

Yes, Elwood, it is an awful work on which we
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propose to enter. It is not a mere profession; and

woe to him Who for selfish purposes, dares to enter
it i } ‘ .

“8o I have always felt. You know how long
I struggled against the call of duty, and my proud

heart has often murmured against the decision

which I made under the overwhelming light which
flashed upon me when I gave myself to God. But
my prospects are bright; and, though I would
have chosén the bar, yet T hope to be happy in
., the mlmstry, and, though T may win no. laurels
for my own brow, I hope to win souls for Christ.”

“ Yes, Elwood, your prospects are bright; but
be careful. You have reccived a call to a large
congregation in a flourishing city; friends will
wait on your footsteps, and you will have enough
to inflate a heart naturally proud and corrupt,
a spirit naturally prone to evil, Be on your
guard, for you will have dangers. I go to a scene
of rural quiet, far from city life, far from exciting
and perplexing trials, and, perhaps, far from the
comforts which will sarround you.”-

“ Thank you, dear Edvé(ard » replied Elwood, as
a tear rolled swiftly over his manly cheek ; « thank
you for your mild reproof. My wayward heart
has by far too much of this world in it; but my
daily prayer is, and has been for.years, that I

might be crucified with Christ. I have much to

e e e e

THE TWO FRIENDS. ' 13

learn, much to suffer, perhaps; 1:3}1t I trust in
God.” :
These two young disciples of the blessed Saviour
had passed through college with honor, but Elwood

had received a far greater share of the world’s
favor. His eloguent discourses, his warm, earnest
oratory, his open, frank deportment, had won for

“him golden opinions from-all the churches he had

visited ; and, as soon as he received his diploma,
a deacon of one of the largest churches in the’

" land—that of Camberwell—had placed in his hands

au invitation to become the pastor. This call he
had decided upon accepting, and was spending a
few weeks with his friends, ere entering upon
his duties.

Edward Devoll, with a more prof’ound knowl-
cdge and a more extended acquaintance with
classic literature, but with less grace of oratory,
and less fascinating address, had received a call
from the church in Oxford, a quiet village a few
miles from the great city where his friend was
soon to draw admiring crowds of auditors. He
had more knowledge than Elwood, but far less
ability to apply it to a practical purpose. He was
one of those men who need to be tried long, and
worked hard, and afflicted much, to bring out the

- noble qualities which, under a somewhat rough

2
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‘exterior, lay buried like gems beneath a barren, “

sandy plain.

We left them sitting on the sea-shore, conversing
on gober themes. While we have been speaking
of them, the conversation haé changed, and we
~ listen. I |
-« Well, Elwood, your choice is not a happy one.

A minister’s wife should not be an ornament or &’

plaything. She should not be all heart or intellect.
She needs a strong physical constitution, and a
pTower of endurance, which, even In a city, will be
taxed to the utmost. She must have a power of
. self-control which will enable her to bear reproof,
and listen to the most provoking remarks, without
being broken or crushed beneath them. But you
have chosen a flower from a greenhouse, which
has been nurtured with the 'grelatest gare, and
reared with a gloved hand, The rude winds of
autumn will seatfer the leaves and. wither the
beauty.” ' \ ) ‘
« (), folly, Edward! The parish in Camber-

- well have not called a-minister’s wife, and L have
never agreed to carry oﬁe"with me. Our elder

brethren have doue wrong in allowing half the

duties of the church to fall on the shoulders of the

‘better half, I shall set a better example; so give

_your fears to the wind,”

~ « You may ridicule my fea.ré, but you wiil find

THE TWO FRIENDS. - 15

ﬁ
it to be as I have said. Hundreds have argued

as you have done, and mourned af’last. Why,
there is our friend Henlee, whose young wife,
under the privations and cares into the midst of
which he took her, faded and died in a single sea-
son; the gifted and accomplished wife of Dr.
B—— raves in a mad-house; Mrs, T. has a
broken-down frame and a weary tread, so constant
have been her toils. These are facts, Elwood ; and

. I fear you are to add another to the list of suf-
- ferers.” " ' '

The young man addressed sat a while in deep
thought, and replied, «“I know Anna Brown is
young, light-hearted -and mexperienced; but she
1s gifted, beauntiful, and Wi%ll] at least make me a
happy home. As for the church, they do not pay
hfar, and they must not expect to have her ser--
vices.” 1

“ ATl poetry, Elwood,” responded Devoll, ¢ all

- poetry, as you will find ere the heavy cares of the

ministry have been upon you a single year. Learn
by experience, if you will; but my advice W-:lauldi
be to you, never take Anna Brown into a parson-
age. She is no more fit for the weary life of a
mm'mter’s wife —no better adapted to hear up
agamst its trials—than a sensitive plant is to
withstand thd night-storm.” *

“Go on, Bir Croaker,” quickly replied the

f




16 " THE CITY SIDE.

young man, evidently a little troubled by the
pointed remarks of his friend. ,

«T am no croaker, but speak forth the words
of truth and soberness. If you were rich, and
could take your bride to ‘

‘ ¢ Tents of ease and thrones of power,’
no one would be better adapted to adorn your home
and make you happy than the one you have chosen.
She is genteel, refined, educated and beautiful; a
splendid ornament for the parlor of a millionaire,
but a poor helpmeet for a poor minister.” -

« Perhaps you mistake, Edward, the character
of the lady of whom you speak; you must allow
me to be the best judge of her qualifications. She
may surprise and disappoint you, after all. You

. know Ann Hazeltine, the young, gay, cheerful
bride of Judson, the martyr, whose marriage to a
missionary all looked upon as a sacrifice. She
nobly rose above the evils of her lot, her gentle
soul expanding with the sorrows which came
crowding upon her,-and her strength increasing
with the power of new afflictions. Others may do

" the same ; and I, for one, will believe and hope.”

« More poetry, boy. Beware lest you wed a

Harriet Atwood, rather than an Anp Hazeltine,

and as soon mourn her loss. I tell you, a miais-
ter's wife, as. well as a minister himself, should
have a frame of iron, and nerves of steel.”

other times.
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« Come,” said Tlwood, “let us return to the

- city; the night comes on;” and a shade of-sorrow

overspread his fine features. The words of his
friend had saddered his spirit, though his judg-
ment was unconvinced, and his heart unchanged.

With-arms locked together, the two young men
returned slowly to the city. ' The subject’ on which
they so much disagreed was dropped, and a new.
one introduced. . |

“ The prospect of furnishing ministers for this
land and the world, from all existing sources, is
small indeed, Elwood; but God, who knows the
wants of his people, will look out for and take
care of his church. He will raise up men to gd
tnto his vineyard, and toil for the sheaves of the r
harvest.” . 7
_' “True, but may he not, to punish her for her
sing, allow her ministers to decrease, a1 many a
pulpit to be empty 2

“ P.erhaps s0, and if he does in one place, or at
one time, withhold men from his work, he wilf
mako up all deficiencies in other places and at

‘@ . .
od'moves ina mysi;o;rlous way,
Ilis wonders to perform ;

He plants his feotsteps in the sea,
And ridef upon the storm.’ >

Thus conversing, the two young men drew near
- 2% ) B ’

/
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to the crowded city, where resided their friends,
and where they had spent their childhoodkdays..

Leaving the young men to pursue t.heir way,
we plunge into the tide of whirling, heaving, ever-
restless life, which surges along the streets, anc
soon arrive at the fine mansion of old' Ca,pilzm
Brown, who, having retired from active life, enjoy
a comfortable independence, and is one of the
most respectéd citizens of this fine old ci—t.y by th
sea. The mansion is on one of the aristocratje
streets, — a fine-fronted brick . house, ﬁfith TflOb e
poreh, and door well mounted with shimng silver,
giving to every passer-by a very pleasan-t idea of
the easy opulence of the owner. Captain Brown
had for many years been engaged in the East-

Tndia trade, and had amassed a comfortable, ,

though not extensive fortune, and was oW enjqy-
“ing it. He was a professor of rghgmn, but| a
somewhat worldly one, and allowed temporgry
considerations to outweigh, oftentimes, the vast
affairs of eternity. He looked well to this world,

hoping that the next would take care of itself. His .

heart was always open, his hand free in the dis-

tribution of his gifts, and his house a home for

* travelling ministers, political lecturers of /zi!s party,
and sailors of @l climes and ages. On the whole,

he was what the world would call a “right clever
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fellow.” His family consisted of his wife, a
woman whose piety shone like a steady star, whose
mild disposition was never disturbed by storms,
and whose duty. seemed to be to love God, do
good, and take care of her hushand, — the latter
‘seeming to reguire the most time, if not the most
interest; a wild, rattle-brained son, who had
talent enough, but no end and object in life ; who,
though addicted to no specific vices, managed to
spend large sums of money, and whose stock in
trade was a rifle, a fine yacht, a hound, and a fast
horse, whose chief virtue was that he would « go
by anything in town;” a daughter of eighteen
yeats of age, the light of the proud mansion, and
the object of admiration among the young men
generally. : , c

It may not be improper to give some descrip-
tion of this latter person, as she will oceupy an
important position in these pages. - Anna Brown

was educated at the seminary in Charlestown, and .

had enjoyed various facilities for becoming ac-.
'[uainted with ‘the world. Engaging in her man-
ners, prepossessing in her personal appearance,

with an amiable disposition, she had grown to -

carly womanhood with a heart unchilled by the
frosts of time, and a spirit unbroken by adversity
and grief.. Exeept when gentle Willie, 2 little
brother, died, some years before, she had searcely
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known what it was to weep.- She combined in her
nature the mild, amiable temper of her mother,
with the lofty independence and generous aspira-

tions of the father. A little time befote our story

‘commences, she had embraced the Saviour, and
submitted to the ordinance of Christian baptism;
and, in the church of which she was a mempber,
there was no one whose heart was more pure, or
whose life was more circumspect. She had three
suitors, who nearly at the same time requgsted
her to share their lot through life. The first was
a lawyer of some ability, but more presumption;
with some good prospects, but more bad habits;

and he met with a decided refusal from the old gen- |

tleman, and a more decided refusal from the lady
herself, The second was an opulent merchant,
some ten years older tilan Anna; and hiscase was
aurged by the father, and discouraged by the daugh-
ter, The third W?TS Elwood Forester, the pastor
' elept of the church\in Camberwell, v{ho scemed to
haye the prospect of siuccess. "

" On the evening following the afternoon ‘when

our young ministers were introduced to the reader,
the whole family of Captain Brown were gath-
ered around the old gentleman, who, in his way,

ag he was accustomed to do, expounded a portion

of Seripture, in which he mingled nautical phrases
with theological terms, until it was impossible to
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tell whether he was giving instruetion in naviga-
tion or theology. The old family Bible being
closed, conversation turned on a variety of‘tﬁemes
among which was the choice made by Amna. - ,
“The day that Anna matries a minister, T shall
bury her,” said the old . man, petalantly ; for
though he loved ministers, he laved money-more. ’
“ She will bury herself,” chimed in Robert, the
spendthrift son. ¢ Poor Fc;;rester was a gooci’ fel-
low once. He stood at the head of his clags in
college, but he has lost hig:plick. He looks, in
his white cravat, as tame as that dog! h’ey‘
Rover ?” patting the hound on the neck. - :
Q"There,”,said Captain- Brown, «is Livingston
with his seventy-five thousand dollars, and an ih-, |
come of ten thousand a year, who is wiﬂing tb lay ’
1t-all at the girl’s feet; but she chooses a bank; \y |
mmistel:, who will be tormenting me for ‘loﬁff |
every six months.” ’

‘ . - o ‘ ‘ i :
“0, father!” said Anna, «Mr, Livingston is

| over _thi?ty years of age, has ‘a bald head, six
nephews and throe nieces, and has the rheumatism

from October to June. He would make me a very

respectable father,”

The old man grambled to himself a while, and
added, “You are throwing yourself a.wa,y, my
da,l.lghter. The lot of a minister’s wife is th; last
which I would wish you to choose. I have -ed1'1-
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eated you for a differént position in life, and can-
not endure the idea that you should give yourself
up to your romantic notions, and refuse a man who

can carry you on a tide of weslth through life, -

whatever its changes may be, and select another
who has no wealth, no home, no patronage, and
-whose life will be a checkered scene, at best. Yes,
you are throwing yourself away, and ”

« Dear father, stop! Is it throwing myself
away to connect myself with & man of cultivated
mind and noble gifts, of large heart and brilliant
genius, — a Christian minister of unsullied name ?
Is it a disgrace to share the lot of such an one, —
to go with him to the hovel of penury and want,
to sit with him beside the bed of sickness, to
sit up late for him at night, to wake for him
early in the morning, to live in his society, and,
if need be, to suffer with him? Mr, Livingston
is rich; but he would take me to 2 home of luxury
and ease, and I should sit, day after day, sighing

for something to do worthy of the noble lessons

you have taught me, with all which I have studied
and acquired unused and unprofitable.”

« Anna is right, husband,” said a mild, pleasant
voice. “ God does not call her to hide her light,
or bury the faculties he has given her. My selfish
heart would keep her here, or load her with wealth ;

4
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but my conscience, my heart, my God, whisper,
“ Let her go;’ and we do wrong to draw her back.”
“ Pugh! duty in marriage is not consulted,”
exclaimed Robert. ¢ Anng consulis her taste, as
X did in purchasing Rover. Let her go it! She
will know the difference hetween a parsonage with
a leaky roof and unhinged doors, and a fine house '
with ten thousand a year! What think you,
Rover ?” ' B
“Well, well, drop it,” petulantly exclaimed Cap-
tain Brown, while a large tear gathered in his eye
and rolled down his cheek, but was dashed away
with a rough hand and an unecasy gesture.

Anna moved away, singing, with a sweet, cheers
ful voice, '
“ My father’s house on high !

Home of my soul! how near, v
At times, to faith’s dizcerning eye, i'
Thy golden gates appear !’

+

qu, as he was familiarly called, waiting ﬁntii,
the stanza was finished, began to repéat those words
of the wanton poet, | '

¢ For glances boget ogles, ogles sighs, -
Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a letter ;
And then God knows what mischief may arise,
When love links two young hearts in one fetter.”

In these coriversations we see the reason why so
few men enter the ministry. The very men who
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love the cause of Christ look upon one who enters
the sacramental host as an heir of trouble and
sorrow, and the victim of early death, Old men
_teach their daughters not to wed @ minister ; young
men deem the preacher a lost man, — one who has
thrown himself away; and even ministers them-
selves come to consider their lot the hardest and
most desperate among men, Books are printed
and newspaper articles are written -to show that
the life of 2 minister and his wife is one of un-
cheered and unalleviated hardship. This is not so.
The lot of a minister; in any community, will have
its trials;; so will any other station in life. But
the position of the minister, if he be ordinarily
successful, is not to be despised. There are joys

and hopes, pleasures and rewards, connected with
it, which any mortal, or an angel {rom the throne |

of God, might wish to possess.
Tt is a continual presentation of the dark side of
ministerial life which prevents many young men

from entering it, and being useful in the serviee

of Christ.. They dread to enter a work which

promises nothing but a continual scene. of priva-

" tion. Their friends, soured by the same view,

hold them back, and they go into other professions,
trampling the call of God beneath their feet.

So Oaptﬁrfl Brown felt, when he found his

young, cheerful daughter, the sought of many
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admirers, about to ally herself with a man whose
life must be one of drudgery and suffering, That
he respected Elwood, and would have been proud
of him had he been in any other profession, cannot

- be doubted. Whenever he visited his hospitable

mansion, he was kindly received, the softest chair

- was brought for him, and the ripest fruit set before

him; and the old man seemed more cheerful when -
the young preacher was present, discoursing. briskly
on some theme of law, life or logic, and forming a
eentre of attraction, not only to the mother and
daughter, but to the rongh old man and the way-
ward Bob. But the idea that Elwood Forester

~should take his daughter to Camberwell, and ex-

pose her to the ill-usage which ministers’ wives
sometimes receive, even in cities,— drag her out
to sewing-circles and maternal meetings, set her
up as a mark fi ice, :

I k for envy and malice, and lay her, in

. & few years, in a grave unwatered by parental

tears, and far from the scenes of her youth, — wag
one which he could not embrace. -

The truth is, he had been baaly edudated in
:bl?_ese matters, and had a perverted view. of the life.
bis daughter was to lead, He arrived at the same
result, with respect to Anna’s fortune, as did Ed-
ward Devoll, though by another process. That
ehe would ever fail from any lack on her own part,

he did not believe. Parental fondness blinded his
s 3 . '
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eyes to the few faults she had, and l.ed. h1mhto| If?osli
apon her as a perfect being,.comnntiim.g ex r;he
great imdiseretion by marrying a mlmster‘. e
mother took a wider, less s¢lfish view, an-d. 10_]51% )
that her daughter was to be the companion z ' or;;
so well fitted to her, and was to accompany im °
a city where she would be ugeful in the cause o

her divine Master; and every night as she rem}l;ei.
to ost, and every morning as she rose, she breathed
?

a prayer that grace might be given Anna for her
work in the service of “our FATHER Wi ART IN

HEAVEN.”

¥

e
CHAPTER II. .

THE IIAPPY WEDDING.
Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come snow,
We will stand by each vther, however it blow y
Oppression and sickness and sorrow and pain
Shall be tc our true love as links to a chain,

Turrs months rolled away, and a bright light
burned in the parlor of €aptain Brown. The |
chill November night was rendered pleasant by a
lively fire, which sparkled and blazed in thesorate,
throwing out strong and brilliant beams,” which
illuminated the portraits which hung on the wall,
and seemed to render them things of life, Old
Uaptain Brown sat in the centre of the room, with
his feet in a chair, and a pile of papers on the
table, which he examined slowly, running his eye
over the ‘ ship-news ” first, and then passing to .

- political reports and speeches. FHis wife sat at o

distance, in her old arm-chair, knit, knit, knitting,
28 if’ her life depended on getting the heel turned
that very evening. Anna, with a flush on her
cheek, and arrayed in a style scrupulously neat.

seemed to have extrziordinary interest in. getting
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the room well arranged, the fire well blazing, and
her fathér in a state of the greatest good-nature.
Bob and Rover had gone to the club-room, where
. “some frivolous subject was to be discussed.

« Ah, Nanny !” —as he sometimes called his
daughter — broke out the old gentleman, in a man-
ner so boisterous that Anna almost dropped the
porcelain vase she was dusting, and the old lady
stopped knitting, « here 1 something of interest to
you. Here,in the Camberwell Courter, is & state-
ment, which I will read: '

& ¢We learn that the First Church in this city

has extended a unanimous call to Mr. Elwood
Porestegga recent graduate, to become pastor. He
has preached several Sabbaths te this people, with
great acceptance. Ile is said to be a man of high
attainments and great eloguence, and promises t0
make one of the most distinguished pulpit crators
in our land. J udge Williams and Luther Wealthy,
Esq., were on the committee to forward the call.
Tt is understood that Mr. Forester hag accepted,
or will accept, the call so heartily tendered, and
which is echoed by the promise of so large a sal-
* ary. The church propose to remodel the house of
worship, procure a new bell, and get a new organ.

When all these improvements are made, the First

Church will be in an excellent condition. We
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113 :
kl-low"i]fac:,llé, ther a,l'],” .said the captain, “ T do not
. nna 1s right. The young man will

ave a good start, and ”

:.% good wife,” chimed in Mrs. Brown,

. es, yes, that he will, — hey, Nanny 2 »
- rezel pe;*s:n‘ thus addressed blushed, and made
pox Eagrr,s ?h pursued her occupationg, — arranging
ing 1h forivnes, hongh e e o 15 -
: , 1ere was no dust on i
anﬁ rlr;lg at the door-hell interrupted the (;I;e:;-
e gh:‘ the f’a}ther and the employment of the
Wasbust}a:;r:gd- in a few minutes Llwood Forester
o et I;n.d He was greeted with g hearty. .
“ good-evenino-?’n frofrlr?rii Oal.) fain Brown, a gentlo
Pl_easant salu?ation frbn: ‘Xizaa:ndai?d m'OdeSt o
minutes, was in brisk discussion ;vith t’hm \ fe'w
on“mIatters of state and national policy. © epam
s eainno,t, rec:,oneile myself to the passage of

a law,” said Elwood., « Iig provisions all

" seem to me to be so h .
‘ .. eathen
;- assist in its enforcement,” ish, that I eould not

“ There is no oth
. er way fi .
If it becomes a law, Yy 1or a true patriot to do,

. it must be enf: e s
remaing on the statute- orced while it
ax e-book. My feelings are not.




Northern, but national, and while I aman {&mem.ca}i
citizen T shall support the laws of America, mg
on. .!! . R - l "
" f‘v ';fhai may be very good reasoning for ; p.c:..ﬁl
ir, hristian. Any fugitive-
ian, sir, but not fora C Any 4
z;:.v’e 1anjv interferes with the n&tura-l r1g}}ts_ of man I;
with the dictates of religion, and wﬁh the commo
instinets of humanity.” . . .
mS“ Pugh! itisalla false liberality which ar g;)xes
sof and a false philosophy which refuses to obey
]
onable laws.” : .
r'ea‘s‘ I do not see how such a law can be czflledl 1w:§e
and reasonable, There is but one case 11 ;L g‘
history of nations where such a law was 1;{3& Se, v?;h
1 Qur law-maker )
that was in the dark ages. -0
tlt')a rival the most barbarous legislation 'pf ﬁ-lﬁ
world, and enact an infamous statute, which w1
y ~ 12 ) i
the disgrace of our age. o
beMrs Bf')own here folded her work, and, Wlthha.
£} nificant nod to her husband, moved ?ut of t ?
r(:gom The captain, after one or ’?wio ineffectua
attempts to defend the proposed fuglt}ve-slaze lag,
gathered up his paper, and, with 2 pleasant go;) "
night ” to Elwood, retirediitq his study, an le
oung friends alone. L
C-‘mi\gr F%rester had offeréd himself to Anna som,e
time before, and she had Sywaited for he.r f@i}}fgr (si
" full consent, which had atilast been obtqmed ;'an

E
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- the suitor had come this evening to receive her
final decision. For a long time they conversed
together upon the prospects before them; the
sunny and the -shady sides were reviewed, and at
a somewhat late hour the conference was broken
up by Anna, who placed a sealed package in the' -
hand of her friend, with a request that it should
not be opened until he arrived at home.

On reaching his own house, Elwood broke the
Jeal and read these simple words, to which was
appended the name «;éf . Anna Brown, “ Where -
thou goest, I will go: where thou lodgest, I will

lodge : thy people shall be my people, and thy
God my God.” |

e

We pass over a few days,
assemble in the family mansio

who is as busy as he ever was on shipboard, and
as cheerful as he ever wag on arriving at port.
Carriages roll up to the door, and out come the
g%y young people, who anticipate so much pleas-
ure. Even Bob has resolved tobe civil, and
render himself agreeable to all ; and Edward De.
voll has come to the conclusion that his friend’s
choice is not go bad, after all, ° :

In a moment the noise is hushed and' the con-
fusion dies. away to. a profound gilence, as the
doors open, and Elwood Forester, with Anna

and a hap‘py party
n of Captain Brown,
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Brown leaning upon his arm,hstindi Esib;:r:il;z
inister, a gray-haired man, who kne |
?(:grée};imgerz either of th(?m cculd repeati ;11;;
Lord’s prayer, or whisper their own name?. ol
slow and measured voiee he pronounces tui ‘:Vh?;t
of an impressive formula, and ;des. Vbt
God hath joined together, let not man pu o
der,” which is responded to by a 5dee_ anhem.ts
vent Amen, from many warm, g:ushx " 1‘:.3
Tears and smiles mingle togethe.r,; and theF who °
occasion is one of unspeakable 1I”1Eteres;t. or ad
hour or two the company rcmal?l.togcthclk'; a:st
then one by oné depart, each leaving an hones

kiss on the cheek of the blushing ]?ride.

The morning dawned elear, bright, cold. én
autumnal wind swept along the stl:eets of the elﬂz’,
and moaned over the broad, beautiful bay. In the

first train of cars which flew like lightning from

the station-house was Elwood Forester, and his |

new and strange, yet pleasant and profitable. She

was to disappoint all the forebodings of thosetwho
had little faith in the beautiful and the. r;e-
hearted, and was to' prove a noble companion ot

faithful minister of God.
) For a while, not a word was spoken. Each one,

happy in the thoughts which came thronging inﬁo the
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mind, was willing to look out over the fature, to
count its signs or promises, and to gather strength
for possible and probable calamities, At length
Elwood broke the silence, and said: *Does not
your heart sink within you, ag you leave the place
where you have passed so many happy bours, and-
enjoyed so many precious privileges 2”
“No, I counted the cost hefore I concluded to
leave one home for another ! |
“But, if' you should find .the lot of a minister -
“hard and cheerless, and that of his companion
full of privation, would you not sigh for the dear
scenes from which you are now passing away so-
rapidly 2 : S
“Try me, love, and see if I have uttered the
solemn words of my marriage covenant in vain ! ”
“0, I know you will stand the trial well, and”

- forgive me if I have raised a doubt of your fit-

ness for the situation! And yet, I would not have
you dream that the position to which
ing will be one of unalloyed pleasure. If all the
‘experience of my older brethren in the ministry .
teaches anything, we have reason. to foar that oup
lot, like that of others, will have some elements of
sorrow mingled in it.” - -
Thus he continued to speak, to prepare the mind
of his bride for the life of g city parsonage, giving

you are go-

her a somewhat curioug deseription of persons and
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places with which we shall meet hereafter, and the
first fifty miles flew iy in a space of tlme inered-
ibly brief. :

At a station on the road, a gentleman and lady
entered the car, and taking seats immediately in
front of the young couple, entered into brisk
and interesting conversation, which those who oc-
oupied adjoiring seats were compelled unwillingly
to hear. -

¢ T should think,” said the gentlemian, “a min-
ister would know enough to leave bis people when
Lis usefulness is done. I have not been edified, for
many months, with the preaching of Mr. Mason,
and from the present tlme shall withhold from him
my support.”

« 3o should I,” chuned in the ]ady, « and our
church ig in the same condition with yours. We
have been endeavormg to get rid of Mr. Henderson

~ for two years, but have not succeeded yet.”

« Ah, what is the trouble with Henderson ?- 1
thought he was unwersally liked.”

“ He was popular; but his wife has been- dlead v
fully imprudent, and he'has justified her course.’

« What ’s the matter?”

« (), dear, everything!”

« Is she a mischief-maker
« No.” -
“Is she extmvaganjﬁ (3
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«T should hardly think she was.”

- “ What, then, is the charge against her 27

“ Why, she keeps company with the lowest peo-
ple in town, and even went to poor drunken Cobb,
and asked him to sign the pledge.” -

“Keeps company with the lowest people in
town!”’

“That iz the poorest! Why, the other day,
when the sewing-circle met at Hsq. Johnson’s, Mrs.
Henderson did not arrive until the company was
about being called to tea; and, when taken to ac-
count for her tardiness, excused herself by saying
that she had been making up widow Blake’s
bed !

“Some persons would commend your pastor’s
wife.”

“The unrefined mwht hut our church want in

the wife of o pastor woman] y dignity.” :

“ Womanly diguity!”

“Yes, sir; a pastor’s wife whose chief occupation
is making beds for pocr persons, and patching
garments for indigent children, must neglect e

culture of' the young ladies, who expect her to be
a pattern of refinement.”

“ Do the members of the church o’encmlly com-
plain of the course pursued by Mrs, Henderson 2”
. “The paying members do.”

“I'think they are wrong. 'We complain of our
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minister for the reverse of this. He visits the
rich only, and- the poor live and die, as far as he
is concerned, without the benefit of the elergy.”

« Perhaps we had better exchange Mr. Hender-
son for Mr. Mason,” said the lady, Iaunrhmg at her
own wit.

“1 surely think, if Mr. Henderson were atb
liberty, our church would- avail itself of his ser-
vices; and in Mr. Mason you would have a man
who would' never know a mechanic in a frock, or
descend to the ungenteel act of visifibg a pauper.”

+ « But Low is his wife?”

« (), like him.”

¢ 'Well, that would be better than what we have
now, for we cannot endure what some people call
a female: philanthropist. But I forgot to ask you

_if you had heard the news.’

« What news?”

« The Camberwell chur ch has, at Iength, secured

a minister.” .

“« Who is he ?”
® « A young man named Elwood Forester, just
from the Tnstitution.”

« Ah! and a fine fellow he is.”

* Do you think so "

« Sarely I do; he has™ preached for us 5everal '

times, and is universally admired.”
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«T have formed a different opinion of him, He
seems to me to be superfieial and shallow.”

-« Your judgment, I must think, is unjust. How

many times have you heard him 27

“ Only once.’

«“ I should hardly venture to form an opinion of -
a man from one discourse.” _

“ But he is so different from Dr. 8.-and Prof,
B.; they are so profound, you know.”

¢« Well, Forester has not the learning of either
of those men, but he has much more preaching
ability. I have learned that dulness is mnot
always depth. Prof. B., though a learned man,
is a dull man, lives in his mouldy books, and
is out of his place in the pulpit.”

“ How can you say 50 %"

““ Because ‘it s so! I‘orester will do a vast
deal of work while Prof. B. is putting on his
spectacles, and I am glad he is going to Camber-
well.  Is he married yet? no .

-« He was to have been, last evémng "
'« To whom 2

“To a daughter of that rough old saﬂor Cap-
tain Brown, who a few years ago was so praised
for humanely saving a crew from a vessel on fire.”

N

“I remember him, but am not acquainted with

his daughter. Will she make.Forester a good
wife 27 :
' 1
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Y think not.”
“ Why not 27
«She is a flirt.”

'« How do you know2”

;" “ I saw her at a picnic, a while ago, and became
convinced from observation.”
- T am sorry for that.”

“ So am I, and I think it strange that ministers
cannot have some little judgment in the selection
of their wives.” =

But we pause to inquire who these persons are.
The gentleman is a member of a church which
has a most devoted minister. Mr. Mason, his pas-

tor, is a student, a man who loves his study, who

reads, thinks, and descends debp into sacred mys-
teries. His wife loves him fondly, and stays at
home to keep him company. Hence, he is called
a proud man, who does not love to visit; and the
people, who know not his worth, are endeavoring
to drive him away.

The lady is a membor of a church a few mIIGS

distant. She seems to entertain a mortal hatred

to ministers’ wives; probably from the fact that
she has endeavored to captivate five young preach.
-ers, failed in each case, and ig a maiden after all.
. Her minister is a most excellent man, of large
heart. His lady is like him, full of love and good
works., Her deeds of noble nature are called
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unwomanly, and her efforts to save the lost are
said to be wanting in dignity.

As Elwood Forester heard his wife pronounced
a flirt by one who did not know her, 2 hard sen-
tence struggled for utterance; but he checked it,

- and turned with a sad swmile to her into .whose eye

a tear had come, in spite of herself, and said,‘
“ You see what you are coming to. 1 hope there

- are few such women as that at Camberwell.”.

« Tt takes all kinds of people to make a world,
you know, dear husband; and what should we do
without these people, who so kindly inform us that
ministers are superficial, and their wives are
flirts 2 o

Elwood laughed at the turn given to matters by
his wife, and, as they commented upon what they
had just heard, the train of cars whirled into the
dépét at Camberwell. As the young couple rose
to leave, Elwood placed réspe'cffully in the hands
of the gentleman whose conversation had been
overheard his wedding card, bearing the names
of « Mr. and Mrs. Elwood Forester ;”’ upon which
the lady tattler gazed, biting her lips with shame .

. and mortification, while her companion, who had

expressed so favorable an opinion of the pastor

‘elect of Camberwell, evidentl'y enjoyed her dis- .

comfiture,
On leaving the cars, the young minister was
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met by good Deacon Brayton, who had come with

a carriage to take the couple to the fine house
which had been fitted up for them. All Was con-
fusion and busy anxiety, in the midst of which
Mrs. Forester was introduced to a few friends,
and hurried away to the new house, half uncon-
scious of the position in which she was placed,
and the new duties which devolved upon her, In
a few minutes the carmage stopped ot a neat and

- beautiful e\SIdence in a quiet street, in a refired
section of he city. 1A few friends had assembled '
to bid. thetpastor and his wife a hearty welcome,
and, on bemg ushereti into the parlor, he found
the church had kmdly furmshed the whole tene-
“ment, prov1ded all the necessary articles for house-
hold wuse, and even- p.repared a 'dinner, which
was; then smokmg on the table. The whole had
been under the supérintendence of Mrs, Brayton,
a lady of polished ‘manners, kind heart, and great
energy and perseverance. She had busied herself
for a few weeks in arranging the furniture, pro- .
viding all the conveniences of a well-furnished -
house, and now everything gave evidence of her
taste and skill. The parlors, the sleeping-rooms,
the halls, the dining-room, and, most important
of all, the study, were well arranged, and the first
words of the youthful wife were, # O, 1 sha]ll be
g0 happy here, you are all so kind !

Y
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\

Mrs. Brayton led the way to a toilet-chamber,
where the new comers were prepared for dinner;
and, in a few moments, all were seated at the
table. At the head sat the minister ; ab his right
was his wife; opposite, doing the honors of the
occasion, was Mrs. Brayton; and on each side of
her were Lizzie and lla, two beautiful daughters’
of Deacon Turner who had been waiting all the
mormng, full of fun and frolie, to see the minis- -
ter’s new wife ; while Miss Dennier, a young lady
‘who was. about obtaining the reputation of an
“‘old maid,” ‘acted, as servant fog the occasion, |

. —DMargaret, the Irish girl who had been engaged, -
. not havmg arrived.

Order being obtamed the blessmg of God Was'
| asked, anf thanks returned; and never from fuller
hearts than on that occasion. The dinner-hour
passed away very pleasantly, in animated and
cheerful conversation.

“I shall depend on you, Mrs. Brayton, for
advice in all household matters,” said Mrs. For-
ester. . “ You live so near that T can come and
plagne you with my questions often.”

“She is expert in all manners and customs
prevalent among the Camberwellians,” said Ella ;
“but for her, you would have found a sorry wel-
come.” :

“We are very grateful,” said Mr. Forester.

4% :
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«The labor of preparing the house we expected
would fall on us, and the expense also, and the
church has generously defrayed all.” :

«Q, if you begin to talk of gratitude, Mr. For-
ester,” added Mrs. Brayton, “ we shall retire; for
all the ladies -in the society contended for the
privilege of doing just what T, with the assistance
of these madcap girls, have done.” '

The kindress of the people made a deep im--

‘pression on the mind of the minister. He had
expected to find a few articles in the house, and
just enough furniture to meet the wants of the
" family for a few days; but here the parlors were
nicely completed, sofas and chairs were provided,
and two or three beautifil engravings hung on the
wall. In every othér part of the house the same
care had been used to provide everything which
could be needed. :

Dinner being over, and Margaret having ar-
rived, the kind entertainers slipped away to their
homes, leaving Mr. Forester to arrange his plans,

and prepate for his ordination, which was to -

take place the following week, and which, even
on the day of his arrival, began to engross his
thoughts, The first hour after the departure of
Mrs. Brayton, the young family was left alone,
.but, at the expiration of that time, Deacon Turner
called, and was introduced to Mrs. Forester. He
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was a man of the kindest disposition, and always
“stood by the minister.” Though not an active
man, he was very reliable, and to every pastor was
a most valuable friend, ,

“ T called,” said the deacon, “to see if I could
do anything for you.” (7

“Thank you,” replied Mr. Forester; « the peo-
ple seem to have done all, and we have nothing
to do bu!; to sit down and enjoy it.”

“ (tlad of it, glad of it. Old Parson Niles used
to tell the Oxford people: that a kind people makes
a good minister.”

The deacon rose to go, and, as he passed out,
gave the minister a hearty shake of the hand, and
left a large gold piece there, for which the recipi-
ent could only stammer out his thanks. Tt wag
so delicately done, that no opportunity was éiven
for a refusal, and the deacon was gone,

He had scarcely disappeared when a car-man
rolled up a barrel of flour, saying, «I am to leave
this here!”

“T think not,— I have not ordered it.”

% Does not Rev. Mr. Forester live here 27
“ He does,” said Elwood, blushing at the prefix

to his name, which as yet hardly belonged t6 him.
“Then this is"the place.” '
“ Who sent it 27, |
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«T was told not to tell;” and the flour was
rolled in.

About tea-time, Mrs, Bement called to introduce
herself. She was a coarse woman, who interfered
with the business of every pastor, and who, though
a member of the church, gave little evidence of
ever having felt the power of religion. Ier hus-

%
band was a very good man, but of narrow abilities

and little energy. His wife ruled him with a rod
of iron, and her counsel always prevailed in all
~family matters. They had several children, who,
~ though possessed of some talent, were vain, quar-
relsome, and exhibited every unwomanly trait of
character which distinguished the mother. This
family was identified with all the troubles in the
church, and had long been a source of mischief
among the people. Mrs., Bement introduced her-
gelf with the interesting salutation,

« T come to see how our new minister looks.”

¢« 3lad to sce you,” was the reply; and an
" introduction followed, the lady being careful to
give an estimate of the esteem in whlch she was
held, the influence she possessed, and a hint as to
the importance of her family to the welfare of the
minister. '

_«T am sorry the people are not more united in

you, Mr. Forester.”

“T did not know there were any divisions ! ”

. .
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« 1! there are no divisions ; but some folks like
to be contrary, you know.”

“The call was reported to me as unanimous.”

«“ 8o it was; but Mr. Gilman — who, you know,
is not much — said he hoped you would not accept
it; and some other persons had doubts as to the
propriety of the action of the church.”

“This is news to me. I must see Mr. Gilman,
and »

%0, not for the world! it Would make trouble.
You must not mention it ; and, if you do, my name
must never be disclosed.” |

- Hlwood made no reply, but resolved that the
whole should come out, and that the worst-should
be known. His visitor soon after took her leave,
with a'smirk and a smile, urging - the . minister to
make the first call on her. When she was gone,
Elwood turned to his wife, whose tears had gushed
outy and whose heart was clouded with this little
sorrow, and said, “ I have an insight into the char-
acter of that woman. She is one of the disturbers
of the peace; and, though I have never seen her
before, and have never heard her hame, we have
reason to avoid her. The less we associate with -
her, the better.” '

- “ But what & man Mr. Gilman must be! Did
he not vote for you 2”7

“ Yes.”
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« How, then, do you explain his conduet 2~

«T caunot but believe Mrs. Bement has mis-
represented him.” )

“ Why do you think so ?”

« Because, when I have seen him, he has ever

met me with the greatest kindness, and he hears .

on his open countenance the marks of sincerity.”

Just then the door-bell rang, and Mr. Gilman
was announced. He entered with a pleasant smile
on his countenance, and an extended hand.

« Just in time,” said Forester, as soon as the
formality of introduction was over; I have been
wishing to see you.”

« What for 2”

Elwood then related the conversation he had
just had with Mrs. Bement, gave fact for fact,
statement for:statement, and ag far as possible,

word for word.

¢« Slanderous, mischief-making woman!” ex-
claimed Mr. Gilman. ¢ She planted thorns in the
way of our late pastor, and it seems she has begun
to sow them in yours. I will tell you whence all
this arose, and right glad am I that I called so
opportunely. One day, just previous to the recep-

“tion of your answer to our call, Mrs. Bement

alled at my store, and, on my expressing a wish
hat we might hear from you speedily, she replied,
¢ Mr, Forester will not come here,”
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¢« Why not 2 :

“ ¢ Because he has long contemplated a foreign
mission, and his heart is set on an Eastern field)’

# ¢ Q, well, if’ that is the case, I would be wil-
ling-to resign him ; and, if God calls him to India,
I hope he w1]1 refuse our call, though it would be
gad for us.””

“Js that all 27

“ Every word ; and, my young brother, yovl will
find in Camberwell no warmer friend than I will
prove to you.” |

Elwood grasped the hand of his pfnmhmner,
while the warm tears of gratitude streamed down
his cheek, and fell on the friendly hand which held
his own ; and from that moment there was a tie
between the two which death itself did not sun-
der. This interview removed the cloud which
hovered over the dwelling of the clergyman, and
brought sunshine again to that newly- estabhﬁhed

fireside.

. The evening was spent in the formation of plans,
broken by the fiiendly calls of several persons,
who asked, with real 'earnestness, « Can we do
anything for you?” and the hour of retirement
came, bringing with it the pleasant duty of setting
up & FAMILY ALTAR, at which the husband and the
wife knecled together, and poured out their fervent
supplications. Thus cuded the first day of the
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pastorate at Camberwell ; a day well representing
years which were allotted to the happy couple in
the city; a day of sunshine, which was dimmed,
now and then, by a passing cloud. ’

CHAPTER III.

DR. LANGLEY AND THE ORDINATION.
|
The proud he tamed, the penitent he cheered,
Nor to rebuke the rich offender feared ;
His preaching much, but more his practice, wrought
A living sermeon of the truths he taught,

Tur church in Camberwell was in a reduced
condition at the time of which we have been speak-
ing. It had been rent by internal divisions, and
assailed by various influences from without. But
the crooked and unhappy materials had gone away, .
and were rendering other churches miserable, and
the old, venerable body was left without a sin-
gle uneasy, jealous family, if we except that of
which Mrs. Bement was the female head. There
were also in the city three other churches of the
same order. The Federal-street Church was a large,
flourishing body, with more members, but less

real stability, than the First Church, which here-

after we shall call the Park-place, from its loca-

‘tion. The pastor at Federal-street’ Wis a person

of some years and ability, but a proud, jealous,
overbearing man, who was disposed to demand

5
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unusual respect and deference from his brethren.
He loved to hear his church spoken of as Dr.
Langleys, and, though the honorary-title had

never been 0011?01‘1 red, he encouraged his people to !

bestow it upon him. e was popular in his own
society, because he had a peculiar way of turning
everything to his own advantage, and driving away

all who could see through his hollow devices, and
rebuked them, His church was a sort of rveligious

theatre, where a .funeral was performed one Sab-
" bath, and a wedding the next.

" The pastor of the Prescott-street church was
Rev. Mr. North, a young man of great excellence,
though not a great preacher. e was Joved for
the excellent’ traits of character which he possessed
and developed. The other church was small, and,
at the time of Blwood’s settlement, wag destitute
of a pastor, though Mr. Tucker, a young man from

a distant state, was preaching as'a candidate, and. -

was afterwards settled.

_That Dr, Langley viewed the entrance of Elwood
Forester into the city with any degree of approba-
tion, we could not say. e was afraid to compete

. —if preaching side by side could be called com-
petition — with the young, earnest, enthusiastic
theologue, who came to the pulpit fresh from the
laurels of commencement-day.

- Meeting, one day, Deacon Brayton, of Park- |
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place Chuich, Dr. Tangley said to him, ¢ Deacon,
why did you call 80 young a man to fill your pul-
Pltl 2 n

The deacon was a man of much thought and
fow words. He replied, at once, * We think he
will make us an able minister,”

“ Do you not think Mr. Ford would have done
better for you?” |

“ No, sir.”
“ Nor Mr. Wyman 27
“ Neither of them; they are both good men,

~ bat we did not want them at Park-place.”

“ You know Mr. Forester follows an able doctor
of divinity, & man of years and large experience,
and will labor under many embarrassments.”

“True; but we think he is equal to the work,
and shall t1 ¥y to sustain him.”

“Well, that is right; but I am afraid he will
break down.”

The minister passed on, and soon met Mr. Tut-
tle, and accosted him :

“ Well, you have called a2 new m1mster, I hear.”
“Yes, yes, — a right smart one, who will take
the wind out of your sails, doctor,” said the blunt

old fellow, willing- to plant & thorn in the side of
the doctor’s vanity.

“ Ah, I Lave been in Camberwell six years, —
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too long to fear young gifts;” and, with a merry
laugh, the six-years’ pastor turned away.
" On the Sabbath following the arrival of the new
minister, he did not preach. He sat in the Jarge old-
fashioned pulpit, and listened to his friend HEdward
Devoll, who came up on Saturday to assist him.
Devoll had been ordained, a few weeks previous, at
Oxford, and was one of tho pastors of the imme-
diate vicinity. Not being' a remarkably pleasing

orator, he did not receive so much attention as he

~ would have done under some other circumstances.
The people were disappointed in not hearing their
own minister, and not a few used the holy day to

scan his features, and those of his young and beau-

-tiful wife. The minister’s pew, and the corner of

the pulpit, were honored with more glances than -

the preacher, who plodded on through a valuable
disceurse, which was sadly injured in delivery. |
In the evening the people assembléd in the large,
“spacious lecture-room, which was fuller than usual.
The young minister who had filled the pulpit
during the day read a chapter from the Epistles
of the great apostle to the Gentiles, and the pastor
elect arose to speak. ~He dwelt upon the history
of Paul, his memorable life, and his entire devotion
to the work of the ministry. Beautiful reference
was made to the words of the man of God, where
he says, « God forbid that I should glory, save in

7
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the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ;” and all pres-
ent understood the delicate allusion to the circum-
stances in which the speaker was then placed.

The next Wednesday was the day fixed for the
ordination. The council, composed of delegates

- from the churches in the city and vicinity, met in

the morning. Dr. Langley was made moderator,
and Hdward Devoll seribe, The doctor opened
the business of the occasion by a pompous speech,
in which he was eaveful to refer to the fact that
he had .been' in the ministry many years, had had
much experience, and, of course, though he did not
Say 80, young men must yield to him.

The candidate for holy orders being called on,
Mr. Forester arose and. gave an affecting relation

of his Christian experience, tracing the -convic-

tions-of the Holy Spirit from the time that Mis
mother taught him to lisp the name of God. Then
he passed along to years of youthful waywardness
and folly, when he neglected the soundest advice,

- and pursued a course of sin. But"grace called

him to the footstool of merey, and dréw him to his
highest dutles..v With rapture he described his
case as a lost sinner, near despair, saved by grace,
and repeated the charming stanza of Watts
¢ Jesus sought me, wheén a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of God ;
He, to save my soul from danger,

Interpesed his precions blood.”
5%
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Then followed the call to the ministry, which
was said to be a solemn conviction that duty
required him to preach, solemn providences which
pointed out the path, the general convietion of
friends, and a fear to enter on any other pursuit.

When asked if he had endeavored to come to
these conclusions, he replied :

«No; I have endeavored to drive them from
my mind. I was educated for the bar; I wished
to enter the legal profession ; but God has forced
me to the pulpit. I must preach. Woe is me if
Idonot!?” ,

The statement of doctrinal views was very clear;
the wondrous truths of revelation were plainly
stated, to the unusual satisfaction of the council,
except Dr. Langley, who entered into a cross-ques-
tioning, in which the candidate once or twice com-
pletely ¢ floored ” him, to use a phrase common
among politicians.

The ordination was in the evening, and a crowd
filled the spacious edifice. Sermon, charges, prayers
and songs, were, as usual, all admired. - Dr. Lang-
ley gave a somewhat funny charge, out of which
the points were projecting in all directions; and
Edward Devoll tendered the fellowship of the

churches in a spirit so tender and subduing, that
not a tearless eye was seen in the house. Every-
body wondered how so cold and mathematical sort

r
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of a man could so melt and sway the hearts of
others. '

~ The services closed, and Mr. Forester went out
of the pulpit an ordained minister, the pastor of a
large and influential church, and with heavier cares
upon him than had ever rested there before.

The week was spent by the young pastor in dili-
gent preparation for the services of the approach-
ing Sabbath; and Park-place people generally
denied themselves the privilege of calling, that he
might not be disturbed. The morning of the Sab-
bath came, as lovely a morning as autumn could
boast, and Park-plac¢ Church was unusually full,
The morning sermon was on * the reeiprocal duties
of pastor and people;” that in the afternoon was
upon a more general topic — ¢ the glories of the
Gospel.” Kach was treated with much skill, and
gave great satisfaction. Deacon Brayton was in
ecstasies ; Deacon Turner followed the minister to
his door; Mr. Tuttle rubbed his hands and ex-
claimed, to each one he saw on 'his way home,
“ That sounds like it;” and even Mfs. Bement

“bustled along to Mrs. Forester, and whispered in

her ear, « Don’t let them spoil your hushand ! »

That evening, as Elwood sat leaning back in his
chair, with his wife ’siﬂting by his side, a ringing
of the bell announced a visitor, and soon Mr.
Watson was introduced.
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 Who is Mr. Watson 27 said the minister to
himself, ¢ That is a new name.”

« My name is Watson,” said the new cower.
«T have heard you preach to-day, and liked you
very much, and came in to talk with you.”

-« T am glad to sec you, Mr. Watson. Where do
you attend church ?”

« T am not a member of any church, though I
hope I know what grace is.” .

Mr. Watson was a tall, thin, cadaverous-looking
nian, with a black, rolling eye, which never seemed
to be fixed, but went wandering about ; and, from
. the first, Mr. Forester did not like his appearance,-

but he politely said: 2
« Haye you been long in Camberwell 27
« About five years. When I first came, I at-
. tended Mr. Langley’s meeting, but he was not up
to the ﬁmes; and then I went to Mr. North’s, and
I now think of making Park-place my home, But
- T wish to know how you are on morals.”
w0, 1 hope my morals are good!”

« No, no; I mean how do you feel about preagh-
ing morals ¢” '

« 1 think every minister should preach morality ;
“indeed, he cannot preach the Gospel without it.”

¢ Nor I-; that’s just my doctrine exactly ; but
what do you think of slavery ?”

]t is an awful evil.”
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““ Well, could a man, according to your view, be
& Christian and hold a slave, under any circum-
stances ?”

“I think he could.” ,

“I am sorry to find you cherishing such an
opinion. I hoped you was up to the true standard
on this subjeet. I am afraid you will impede the
progress of the car of reformation. We need men
up lo the times.”

Elwood was silent, for he wished his visitor
would leave him, for he saw at once that he would
be of no value to Park-place; and soon Mr. Wat-
son, with an uncererhonious movement, reached for
his hat and bowed himself out, with the pio.us hope
that « Mr. Forester would get enlightened.”

Nearly opposite the residence of the minister was

" that of Mr. Farwell, who, with his wife, was 2 mem-

ber of Park-place society, but making no profession
of religion.  They had two daughters, one of whom
was a sweet child of eight years. Soon after Mr,
Watson had retired, Kate Farwell slipped in,
saying, * Mother said I might come in ‘and spend
half an hour with you.”

Anna folded the child in her arms, and, though
it was the evening of the holy Sabbath, welcomed
her; for, to tell the truth, she was a little lonely

with Elwood, who was too weary to converse.

“Is your mother well, Kate?”
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« Yes— no— she has been erying,” innocently
answered the child.

« Has she?” said Anna, not daring to ask the
reason.

« Yes, and she cmed at what Mr Forester said
about the Saviour, who came into the world to
save sinners. She says tha she is a sinner ; but 1

_ don’t think so, she is so good. Father told her not
to cry, but to come over and see Mr. Forester.”

“ Why did she not 2”

« She wanted to, but was aﬁald to.”

¢« Mrs, Farwell must be convicted of sin,” gald -

Anna to her husband.
« Clonvicted ! — what is that ¢” said the child.
Anna did not explain, and the innocent creature
ran,on with her childish strains. :
«(, T will tell you something,” and the eyes of
the little one brightened, «if you will not tell.
Mother went into the library and kneeled down,
and prayed, just as Aunt Ruth does. Lneversaw
her before, and when shc was done she Ieaned on
the chair and eried again.”
 What did your father say #”
« He said he could almost cry too. My father
never cried. Is it half an hour, Mrs. Forester ”
« Yes, dear, your half-hour is gone; and, if your

mother told you to return at the expiration of that
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time, you had better go. T will stand at the
door until you have ¢rossed the street.”
 With a warm kiss on.the cheek of Anna, and a

happy good-night to KElwood, the light-hearted .

creature threw a shawl over her head and ran
home, taking with her a little tract, entitled ¢ Come
to Jesug,” which the minister told her to carry to
her mother. When she was gone, there went up
to God from that little family circle such prayers |
a8 are seldom offered, for her whose soul was
struggling in the heavy chains of sin, and who was
endedvoring to find him « of whom Moses in the
law, and the prophets did write.”

Early the next morning, a servant of Mr. Far-
well brought to the door a large basket of pears,
with a little note from Mrs. Farwell, requesting
¥lwood to visit her during the day. As soon as
visiting hours arrived, he crossed the street, and

was admitted by Mrs. Farwell- herself, whose

smiling countenance gave ample evidence that sor-
row had endured but for a night, and that joy had

“come in the morning. She gave him a full rela-

tion of her religious feelings for the last twenty-
four hours ; deseribed her deep, awful sense of sin
her view of Christ as her atoning Saviour, her pres-
ent joy, and her strong hope in God. Tears of
pleasure flowed down her cheeks, while the minis-
ter, who found his labors blessed so soon, could
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not restrain his own. He wept with joy: that Glod *
should, so early in his minifstry, make him the in-
strument of saving a soul from death.
The winter passed away in the perf"or.mance of
the usual duties of a newly-settled minister, and
the épring came without any \um}sual ev‘eg.lts. |
Park-place Church was increaS{ng in prosperity,
and every Sabbath the young minister saw before
him new faces, and every week was p’ermz?ted.to’
“ welcome new friends. Dr. Langley was athis wits
ends, and some new contrivance did he have every
Sabbath to keep his people from the ol(?, venerable
edifice in Park-place. But, ere the spring opened,
the tide was setting so strongly toward the new

pastor, that his house was full, and*no seats were to

be obtained. The church was happy, .the minister
and his wife were happy, and prosperity crowned

every endeavor to advance the glory of God. A

few letters written from Camberwell by the pastor’s
wife will show how- matters were, and how the

pastor was succeeding in his new field of exertion. .
E .

« (lamberwell, April 10, 18—,

« Dpar, xiNp Morneg : There is but one .thing
needed to make my lot as mear perfect Dliss as
earth can bring us. Could I remove my dear pas~

" pents and Robert to Camberwell, I should ask no
more. That would fill up my cup of pleasure, and
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" make me satisfied. But, as this cannot be done, I
try to be content. ' »

~ “T am happy now, for T am useful, and the little
I ean do for the glory of God, and the good of my

fellow-creatures, iz appreciated.

“The members of the church are very kind.
They have filled our house with comforts, and our
hearts with love, and every day seem to be attached
more and more to Elwood. They listen so at-
tentively to his preaching, and seem so determined
to profit, that it does me good to look over the
assembly and behold the evidences of absorbing
interest. And, indeed, mother, I fear T am becom-
ing proud of my husband. His discourses give
such general satisfaction, that my estimation of
his abilities — which, you know, was very high — is
much higher than ever. The other night, he
preached the ¢ Union Lecture,” which was truly
eloquent, though T say it myself. The people
went out of the house delighted, and everybody
but Dr. Langley spoke in praise. The next morn-
ing, several gentlemen came to request a copy for
the press ; but Klwood positively declined.

“In my _housq,'hold matters I am getting along
very well. My girl is an excellent one, and Mrs.
Brayton lives close by, and I go in and get her
advice-on disputed points. You do not know how

kind this lady and her husband are to us. They
6 .
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show us such delicate attentions that our hearts
are often affected. Indeed, everybody is kind to
us, but how long it will last T cannot tell. Mrs.
Bement, a very funny woman, was in last evening,
and I was telling her of the kindness. of the peo-

‘ple; and she advised me to make the most of it, for -

the tide would soon begin to flow out, as it is now
ﬂowiﬁg in. She made me sad, but it was all over
soon, and I ceased to doubt this generous and de-
voted people.
“ But I am making a very long letter, and must
draw it to a close. My whole heart will. go with
it to your cheerful abode, and my spirit will sit by
when you read it, and when you pray for your
daughter, X Anwa”

« Camberwell, May 1, 1S—.

“ Dear Fatrer: Wish you a happy May-day, -

and, as I cannot spend it with you, I will send you
a poor letter to compensate for my absence, 1
wish you were here to see me, this bright, beautiful
morning. It would be a complete punishment for
your doubts as to my being happy as the wife of
a devoted minister of Jesus. A view of our pres-
“ent felicity would be heaping coals of fire on
your head, for your opposition to my marriage
with Elwood. But I suppose you have repented
of that, as you told me in your last letter that the
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wealthy suitor, whose hand you were so willing -to
force upon me, had failed and gone west, ¢ poor asa
crow, as you term it. Ah! these papas do not
always see with clear eyes about these matters.

«“ But you must come and visit us, and we will
introduce you to our parishioners. Some of them
you would like very much, There is Mr. Carlton,
one of our four deacons, an aged man, who would
delight to sit down and converse with you. He is
a firm friend of Klwood; he calls my hushand
‘the young 'limothy;’ and, were Timothy of
Scripture memory to come to earth, he could not
attach more importince to his mission. The dea-
con 1s a real, genuine, old-fashioned Christian, and
his wife is like him. You would love them for
their many excellences, and for their real, unaf-
fected piety. A long letter would not be long
enough to deseribe the kind families we have all
around us here, all anxious to make us happy.
Why, instead of the lot of a minister’s wife being
hard and tedious, as you used to tell me, it is
delightful. Tt consists of holy hopes, holy duties,
holy pleasures.

~“Do come up and sce us. It will make you so
happy to see us happy, and you will change some
of your opinions about the life of a minister,
From your daughter, ' AnNNA”?
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~ On the day this letter was written, Dr. Langley
met one of the members of Park-place Chureh, |
a good, sensible, honest mechadic, — Mr. Osborn,
—who had aceumulated some property, and was
a much-respected citizen. The following conver-
sation ensued between the divine and the layman :
« Well, Mr. Osborn, was you at church yester-
day n .

« Yes, sir; I usually attend.”

« How was your congregation ?”’

“ Very largo ; searcely a vacant seat could be
seen in the house.”

“Burely ; wasit an extra account P ’

« No; it is so every Sabbath.

« Well, can you tell me how it is done ?”

« Done ! done! It is done by faithful preach—
ing and hard work.”

¢ T have been afraid your minister was some-
what theatrical, and drew the young people by his
poetic exhibitions.”

“ Not at all; he is not one of your spiritual
hocus-pocus men, such as I might mention.”

« Who do you refer to, sir 27 sald the doctor,
gomewhat sternly, giving evidence of having been
touched in a tender place.

¢ (), nobody !”

'The divine 'moved away, at a stately pace, not

at all satisfied that Park-place should fill up, while
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his own congregation could .hardly be said to he
improving. When abroad, he was often questioned

a8 to Mr. Forester’s success; and, if he ever

admitted the fact, it was always attributed to
“ shrewdness,” or ¢ cunning contrivance,” or some-
thing else besides ability and piety.

About this time, an exchange was proposed by
the doctor, and aceepted by the new minister. The
mornlng of the Sabbath came, and found Mr. For- -
ester in the pu1p1t of Federal-strect Church.

The people had long been wanting to hear him,
and an unusual interest was observable on all
countenances. The preliminary services were per-
formed, and the text was announced, — « Behold
the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of
the world” This passage opened o theme on
which the preacher was at home; and soon, with
all-embarrassment cvercome, he was pouring out a
tide of cloquent truth, such as that congregation
had seldom heard. Down deep into the mysteries
of redemption were they taken, silently following
an intrepid leader to the very threshold of the coun-
cil-chamber of eternity; sadly were they drawn to
the cross, where the expiatory sacrifice was made,
and there they stood until the tears gushed out
with love and pity; then forward to the awful
hour of the vindication of the Saviour from all the

6% - ’
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charges brought against him by man, and his final :

exaltation to the highest throne in heaven.

The enraptured people followed in these lof.'ty
flights, and returned again to the life below with
warmer hearts and better hopes, feeling that they
had not looked upon the Lamb of God in vain.

The next day, Dr. Langley was very anxious to
know what impressions his friend had made on the
minds of the people; so, as he passed from house
to house, his question was, .

« How did you like the new minister ?”

t (, very much, ” _

«“ A new broom sweeps clean, you know,” was
the ready reply.

To another the doctor would say, « What did -

you think of Mr. Forester yesterday ¢
« A fine preacher, — a noble sermon ! ”
« Ah! did you know where he got it ?”

« But, doctor, you do not mean to say that Mr.. .

Forester stole his discourse, do you ?”

The crafty man made no reply, stroked his chin,
put on a knowing, leok, and moved away, leaving
on the mind of his parishioner the idea that Elwood
Forester had stolen the sermon he preached the
day before. |

Alas, alas, for poor, frail human nature !

CHAPTER IV.

' PHE AGENT,

——— He was the mildest-mannered man
That ever scuttled ship, or cut a throat !

IN the denomination to which Mr, Forester
belonged there was a society for the promotion of
the Tract enterprise, the members of which, for
various reasons, good or otherwise, had hroken off
from the regular organizations for the spread of
the Gospel, and had assumed a hostile attitude
towards those who still held to the old ways., The
ministers of the most thought had stood aloof from
this new society, and it lived a poor, dying. exist-
euce. Mr. Forester, like his older brethren,
deemed such an organization unnecessary, and the
leaders of it actuated by an improper spirit. e .
did not feel it his duty to assist in sustaining it.

~ One day, an agent for the American Reform

Tract Society called upon him, and requested per-

mission to preach in his church on the following
Sunday evening. Elwood knew the man, and well
understood his movements, and kindly and firmly
told him that he could not grant the request.

AN
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“ Then you will not allow me into your pulpit!”
"said the agent.

« Yes, you' may come into my pulpit, and, if
you wish, you may preach a regular sermon ; but
you must not present the claims of a society which
is doing more harm than good.” .

« Then you wish to gag me, and hide the truth,
do you 2.7

“No; you have a 11ght to speak where people
wish to hear you; but you shall not make my
pulpit 2 place for the distribution of error; you
shall not make me the medium of distributing your
gross views, and sending out poison to the peo;ﬂﬂe.”

~« Then you are anti- reform.”

« That depends on what you mean by reform.”

« You will not let me lecture.on the subject of
my agency in your pulpit ?”

« No, sir.” &

« Then T will appeal to your people.”

« Do it, if you think best.”

¢ And, if they do not : admit me, I will lecture
on the steps, and denounce them there.”

“ Ag you please.”

The agent turned away in a rage, a.nd after
considering the matter well, determined to apply
to the members of the church, and, if possible,
force his ‘wa.y into the Park-place Church. He
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went first to Mr. Masury, a pliable man, who hap-
pened that year to be at the head of the trustees.
“ Grood-morning, Mr, Masury; I have called on
you for a little husiness.” | '
¢ Sit down, brother Foster, and make yourself
at hmﬁe ?
«T called, Mr. Masur ¥, to see how you feel

J towards that noble organization, the ¢ Reform Tract

Society.” ” :

“I have no objection to it; but I have not
hitherto acted with it. It seems to me to be an
organization which is guite uscless.”

“0, po, sir! it is doing a great work. The.
wants of the world are to be met by it. It is the
organization of the times, and it is destined to
become great and glorions.”

“ But you oppose the old society, do you not 2”

“ No, we do not oppose it.”

“ How, then, do you meet the questions at

issne 27

“Why, I of course show the folly and incon-

sistency of the old society.”
% What are they 27

*“To tell the whole truth, the old society is a

bad affair altogether. It hag many weak points,
and should be broken down.”
“ What are they 27 >

~“ I have no time to specify. I came to see if

*
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the trustees of Park-place would meet this even-
ing; I wish to appear before the brethren and
" request the use of the church to show the subject
to the people, next Lord’s-day evening.”

~ *You can come, buf tell me what fault you find
with the old society.” B

The agent did not tell, but filled the mmd of his |

hearer with vague, groundless suspicions, and left
him with the dreadful idea that the Tract Society
was a very corrupt and wicked body, and all the
money paid into it was thrown away.

He next went to Mr. Edwards. He was an
anti-slavery man; a good, pious, devoted friend
-of the slave. Here he pursued a new method,
~and gave the idea that the Tract Society was
knee-deep in blood, — that it was a great organiza-
tion for the forging of shains and the manufacture
of slave-whips. ' *

To Mr. Holroyd he stated that the agents and
secretaries were eating up the funds of the
Tract Society, — that the people were unwise to
contribute to support men who were wasting the
money thus generously given. By visiting one and
another, he sncceeded in prejudicing the minds of
nearly all the trustees, and when they came

together in the evening they were ready for almost.

_any movement in favor of the mlsnamed Reform
ract Society, '
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- When the trustee meeting was opened, Mr. Fos.

“ter presented himself, and requested the use of the

chureh to lecture in, The trustees referred him
to the minister, saymg they had no objection. The

“wily agent then commenced his speech.

'« Brethren,” he said, « I -have applied to your
minister for the use of the church, and he has
flatly refused me. Now, I want you to take the
matter in hand, and do this thing as it ought to be
done, - Your minister is a young man; he is inex-
perienced, and knows not how to deal with the
world, He is endeavoring to lord it over God’s

- heritage, and you would do him and yourselves a

kindness if you should set the foot down in this
matter. Now, open your house, and show the
supremacy of the church, and you will teach the
good young brother a lesson which he will never :
forget. He means well, and you w1ll do him good
by pursuing such a course.”

This plan seemed feasible and proper to the.

~- good men, and they “ expressed their minds” as

follows : : (

Mr. Holroyd. «The pulpit is ours, and I go
{or opening it. T love theasthister, but I love the
cause better,” '

Mr. Parker. * What in the world sho%ﬂd the .

- minister meddle with thig for? I go for opening

the chuarch.”
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Mr. Chesley. “So do L. Let us begm ngh{;
with our good young brother.”

Each one had somethmg to say, and all but

Deacon Brayton concurred in the plan for allow-
ing Foster to preach.

+ Be careful, brethren,” sald the deacon; ¢ you
have a minister who has a large share of pru-
“dence and common sense. He is devotedly pious,

and his hand is ready for every good work. If
he thought well of this new society, he would wel-
come it to his pulpit. Let us not do him a wrong
by crowding into the pulpit any subject which he
does not endorse.”

But foolish counsel prevailed, and the agent,l
went away believing the house would be opened.

But he knew not the man with whom he had to

!deal.' On ¥Friday evening, at the close of the con-

,fe'rence-meeting, the trustees met Mr. Forester in
the porch as he passed out. The pastor knew

what was abroad, and when they approached him -

he well understood their business.

« Hem — we think it best to have the house
opened for Rev. Mr. Foster on Sunday evening,
——hem ! ” said Mr. Holroyd. « We supposed you
would have no objection to it.”

¢ Is that the mind of all the trustees (24

« Nearly all, sir,” ~

“ Well, then, I must submit. You have known

.
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my feelings on this subject, and now you deprive
me of the right of controlling the pulpit to which
you have called me. . Is it fair 2”7 L ‘
« Perhaps,” said Deacon Brayton, “we can
reconsider the matter now.” ‘
“ As you please, gentlemen, about it. Only let
me know your decision early to-morrow morning;

for, if this man is to hold forth in the evening, I

shall preach my farewell sermon in the after-’
noon.’

With a- dignity which he well knew how to
assume, the young pastor moved away, leaving his
astonished brethren to mend the matter as best
they could. The result was that the house was -
not opened, :m]\%, to the end of his ministry at
Purk-place, Mr. Fovester heard no more of the

- Tract Belorm Soeclety.

The agent obtained a hall, and delivered his
nddvess to a little handful of people who came in
to hear him, and decamped fecling poorly paid
for his interview with the old churcl 1 Camber-
well. He continued to travel over the country,
disturbing the harmony of the churches; and un-
settling pastors, until the denomination dropped
him ﬂom the ministry, and, like J udag, he went
to his own place. :

T




CHAPTER V.

VISITING THE PEOPLE.

“The ¢old and heartless city, with its forms

. And dull routine ; its artificial manners,
And arbitrary rules ; its cheerless pleasures,
And worthless masking,

Oxe day the wminister went out to visit his
people. His wife accompanied him, and many
were the calls they made, and the acquaintances
they formed, in the various circlés of society, ere
they returned. The first call they made was on
an aged woman who had long been supported by
the parish,—a woman who had become soured by
age and infirmity, and who seldom rceeived visits
from any but those who wished to see her for char-
itable purpoges. Aunt Hannah — for so was she
called — was an unhappy cercature, who had ren-
dered herself miserable by grumbling at God and
her fellow-creatures. She was in the habit of
eomplaining to all persons who called to see her
because they did not come before, and kept
grumbling while they remained beca.use they did
not treat her well.
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Up the minister and his wife went, over a crazy
flight of stairs, into an attic on Field-street, and
knocked at a low, dirty door. A momentary stir
inside, and the door was thrown violently open,
‘and they stood before the eceupant.

“ Good-day, Aunt Hannah,” said the pastor.

“ 0, la, s0 you have come to see me, after so
long a time ! 7 |

“Yes, let me introduce Mrs. Forester to you; '
she will come in and see you oftener than I can,”

“ I did not know as she would come and see &’
poor cretur like me.  Ministers’ wives are not now
as they was in Parson Bolles’ time. Mrs. Bolles
was 2 good woman; not a bit of pride in her.”

“ Well, Aunt Hannah, how do you get along?”

* None the better for Park-place Church, I tell
ye.” -

«Q), you should not say s0.”

“Why, there has not been a b]essed soul of
them in to see me for six months ! They ’d let me
starve.”

“Has not Deacon Brayton been in, and loft you
some money - twenty dollars 27

“Q, yes, he came in, but did not stop two
minutes,” .

w “ Did not Deacon Turner call, and has he not
sent you some wood ?
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“ Yes, but who can burn wood with no chips to
kindle with 27

“ Did not Mrs, Ferguson bring you a nice quilt,’

and some clothing 2”
“ I forgot her.”

“ Has not your flour been sent from the store ?7

¢ Yes, and poor enough, too.”
¢« Well, now, Aunt Hannah, how many times do

you suppose I have visited you, sinee I have been

in Camberwell 27 .

¢« Onee or twice.”

«T have been Jive times in one winter.”

“ Well, I declare, my memory is short. I did
not know you'had called so often.”

Aunt Hannah was humbled. The minister

had proved that she had reason for gratitude, and

she felt mortified and chagrined. For a while she
conversed more pleasantly, and Mrs, Forester
entered into her wants, promised to provide for
her during the year, and on the whole made the
old lady feel comfortably. Butsoon Aunt Hannah

was at it again, and in- her denunciations seemed

© to bring in almost every member of the church ;
and "at last plainly asked the wminister why he
visited widow Gary so much more than he did
~ her, and received the deserved reply :

“ Aunt Hannah, I think I do not eall on widow
Gary oftener than I do on you ; but, if I do, it is
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because widow Gary always receives me with a
smile, while you are always frettmg against your

best friends.”

The old lady burst into tears, asked pardon for’
her capricious spirit, and invited the minister to
pray ; who, falling on his knees, poured out a most
fervent and touching prayer that his parishioner
might be kept by the grace of God, and finally
saved in & world where there should be no want.

The next visit made was upon Sister Bright-

. hopes, an old lady, who had been the subject of

many trying providences. She lived in a little
chamber not far from the humble residence of
Aunt Hannah. She was a pattern of neatness,
and, as the pasior knocked at her door, a sweet yet
tremulous *“ come in ” was heard, and, on opening
the door, the young couple heheld the good woman
with her knitting-work in her hands, and the open
family Bible on the table near her.,

“ 50, while you work with your hands, you cast
your eye on'the holy book, now and then,” said
Mr, Forester.

“Yes, sir,” said the old lady, rising, and shak-
ing hands with the minister, and mlprmtmg a kiss
on the cheek of his wife, it is my meat and my
drink. But for the Scriptures, I should have no

hope. Here it is that I learn that God is too
Tk
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wise to make any mistakes, and too good to do
wrong.” ’ !
~«We have heard,” said the minister’s wife,
« that God has sorely afflicted you, in days past.”
«“He has indeed! My hushand is' gone, my
sons are buried in a strange land, and my daugh-

ter's grave is yet green. The last duty of onr old -

minister was to offer the prayer at her funeral. 1T
am left alone ! but it is all right and best, I know.
God ig so kind, and all around are so kind, that

I cannot murmur. I am a miracle of grace, and

God be praised for his goodness !”

This godly woman had” been sorely afflicted. |

Her friends had been removed, one by one, and
she was left alone, with one hope only —the
hope to die. But no murmur of discontent ever
‘escaped her. She wept in joyful hope of seeing
her kindred in the world above, and joining there
" the song of the redeemed with them. Long did
the minister stay in that humble home, for his
own love was increased, and his own faith
strengthened, by listening to the out-gushing piety
of that devoted saint. 7
The next call was at the home of Mr. Mixer, a
good man, but one who had received no education,
and who was entirely destifute of culture. He was
at home, and, on opening the door, and seeing the

!
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minister, exclaimed, « Hulloa, come in, come in;
my woman will be right glad to sce ydu e

Mrs. Mixer was not so enthusiastic as her hus-
band, and the plight in which she was found was
not & pleasant one. Two children none of the
cleanést, her hands in bread for which a heated
oven waited, her house in disorder, made her wish
her husband at work, or anywhere else, ere he had
taken the visitors into the kitchen. But her hus-
band — or her man, as she called him — was quite
indifferent to all these things.

He wiped a chair with his rough hand and
placed it for Mrs. Forester, while the pastor
secured one for himself, .

“So it seems that you are not one of the proud
kind ; you do visit poor people, then 2

“ 0, yes.”

“Glad of it! I went to Priest Langley’s meet-
ing four years, and he never darkened my door.”

“ He perhaps had other duties.” v

“ Well, if he had, he might have come once in a -
while.”

Mrs. Mixer had by this time cleared her hands

. of the dough, brushed the flour from her apron,
“sent away the children, adjusted the furniture, and

regained her composure, and, sitting down with her
visitors, enjoyed their call very much.
Mrs. Forester gave her some valuable informa-
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tion respecting certain little garments she wished
to make for the children, and Mr. Forester kept
her husband so busy in conversation that a whole
hour slipped away very pleasantly, and when the
minister rose to leave a couple of apples were
thrust into his pocket for him to cat after his
return. ' "
The next call was on Mrs. Lighton, a woman
of fashion, who lived on one of the more respecta-
ble streets. The callers were introduced by the
servant into a dark parlor, where they remained
some time, wondering if the lady of the house had
| forgotten their presence. All the time, however,
they heard a wonderful commotion in the chamber
above; feet were hedrd pacing the floor rapidly,
as if some one was engaged in hasty toilet; and
at length the lady appeared, in the full fashion of
the season, after having kept the party waiting
some thirty minutes or more. She was glad to
see her minister; but the visit was ceremonious,
cold and formal, and the minister soon took his
leave, the lady thinking him quite dull, and his
wife very plain and unfashionable. .

One visit more finished the afternoon, and this
was made upon the family of Mr, Godard, a wealthy
but pious merchant, who had Jong been connected
with Park-place Church. This gentleman lived in
easy elegance, and welcomed his pastor with the
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greatest cordiality, and it was arranged that here
should be the place for tea. While this was being
provided, the pastor led his wealthy parishioner to
a consideration of the claims of the Eton College,
an institution which was languishing for want of an
endowment. The object of Mr. Forester in visit-
ing this place was to receive a donation for the
colleze. To accomplish his purpose, he led the
mind of his friend to the great duties of Christian
benevolence, which were very frankly admitted.

“I have,” said Mr. Godard, «long felt that,
with my means, I have been doing too little for
the benefit of my fellow-men.”

“ Well, now is a good time to inerease your do-
nations. The world is calling for aid, and the

- treasury of the church is empty.”

“If T knew just where to direct my charity to
the best advantage, I thmk I could do some good
in that way.” :

“I can tell you of a fine field for your benevo-
lence.”

“ Let us hear it!”

“ Here is Eton College, which

“0, I cannot do anything for Eton College. I
have done contributing for that.”

« Whye 4] "

“ Because an ocean of money has been swallowed
up there already,”
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The pastor then reviewed the whole matter ; Jaid

ﬁgpen the enlarged plang of the trustees; and en-

tered with-great eloquence into the wants of the
college, and the necessity of an educated ministry.
The wealthy man h;;tened and, at the close of his
‘remarks, said, ‘ :

« I will give one thousand dollars!”

The young and faithful servant of God took him
kindly by the hand, and said, -

¢ Brother Godard, will you retire to your closet
and ask God how much you ought to give?”

“ Why -— ye — yes, L can!”

“ Will you do it2”

“ Yes, sir.”

The merchant retired, and, after being absent
some time, returned, took the hook from the hand
of the minister, and subscribed for Iiton Co]lege
six thousand dollars.

In the mean while, Mrs. Forester had been dra,wn

aside by Mrs. Godard, who was anxious to show

her the wedding dress and gifts of her daughter,

who was soon to give her- heart and hand to a

lawyer of much eminence, who had recently be-
come her suitor. '

Just as the money had been subseribed, and the
Iress and the silver shown, the bell announced
she tea-hour, and the party took their places at
the table; where we leave them to finish their
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repast, enjoy the elevated conversation of the
evening, and, at length, fo separate, the family to

" retire to rest, and the minister and his companion

to return to their own fireside,




CHAPTER VI.

THE: BABY.

It lay upon its mother’s breast, a thing 4
Bright as a dew-drop when it first deseends ;
Or ag the plumage of an angel’s wing,
Where every tint of rainbow-beauty blends.

Tr was not long after the events recorded in .’ahe
prec‘eding chapters, that a new occasion for excite-
ment was found in Park-place congregation. It
was told one day that God had sent a young im-
wortal to cheer the heart of the minister, and bear
“his name down to future years; or, in other words,
that Mrs. Forester had given birth to a beautiful
boy.

Mrs. Bement put on her bonnet and shawl
and went from house to house, relating the facts
as enthusiastically as if she had some gonuection
with this important ‘Transaction.

Mrs, Brayton busied herself with the formation
of many plans for the future, and silently deter-
mined that the young comer should be ealled El-
wood, for his father, and Beecher, for a pastor of
the church to which she formerly belonged. ¢ flwood

NNl
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Beecher Forester,” that would be a delightful
name, she said to herself, The whole parish wag
filled with joy at the event, and many a piece of
tattle connected with the advent of the little
stranger was told abroad.

But at Aome the arrival of the baby was an
oceasion of the greatest pleasure. IIe was weighed,
weasured, handled and praised. His eyes were
first decided to be black, like his father’s, and then
it was affirmed that they were like those’ of his

- mother.  This name and that was selected and

abandoned, until forty had been tried, and none
of them were pretty enough for baby, On all
sides he was decided to be the prettiest baby ever
born; it would have been rank treason to have
said anything else, if' the boy had been as plain as
Ksau, At length the name was fixed. His
mother and all the rest wished his first name El-
wood, but father said “No,” and, when urged, said
“ No, no.” It was at length decided to call him
Edward Beecher, — the first name for the early
friend of Elwood, the second for the sainted pastor
of the wife of the good deacon.

- The unconscious object of all these suggestions
was a.chubby boy, so nearly like other children,
that any description of him would be tedious to
the writer and the reader. His advent, however,
was an important matter to Park-place congrega-
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tion, and especially so to the female portion of it.
The week after the event, the sewing-circle wag
more fully attended than it had been for months
before.
discussing some subject of the greatest interest and
importance to them, but the nature of which the
gentlemen; who were earnestly engaged in conver-
sation on the approaching elections, of course knew
not. ‘

Sabbath morning came, and, a little later than
usual, the pastor came to church. He was a very
~ exact man, and always left his hat and cane at the

foot of the pulpit-stairs: this morning he carried
'them both into the desk, and placed the latter
where it soon fell down with a great noise. After
reading the first hymn (the good man forgot his
usual invocation), he found that his sermon was at
home. This placed him in a dilemma, from which
he was fortunately extricated by one of the dea-
cons, who ran to the house and returned with the
discourse, and placed it in the hands of the minis-
ter. DBut, as a wise providence would have it, the

« Maternal Society” had invited the pastor to
préach a sermon to mothers on this very Sabbath ;-

and, fortunately or unfortunately, the pastor had
accepted the invitation; and a large number of
mothers were present, who waited with consider-
able anxiety, and no less curiosity, for the text.

The ladies were sedn in little clusters,

ey
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It wasin Exodus 2 : 9, — Take this child and nurse
it for me, and I will give thee wages. At the an-
nouncement, the men ‘settled back in theii seats,
and the Iadies were on the tip of expectation.
Deacon Brayton looked grave and anxious until
the pastor was half through, and then began to
breathe freely, and when the sermon cloged pro-
nounced it one of the best he ever heard.

The next week little presents began to come,
from a pin-cushion ‘to a fine robe, from a tin rat-
tle to a stuffed chair, from an elastic ring to a
check on the bank of Camberwell for one hundred
dollars. Baby was well afloat in the world, and
was pronounced by all who saw him to be a wonder-
ful child, though not one could have told where he
differed from all the other children who were born
that same year. The father was absent-minded
for a few weeks, and then settled down into hig
usual habits of diligence and duty. The feelings
of the young mother were expressed in a letter
written as soon as she eould hold a pen:

¢ Camberwell, Feb.ﬁ, 18—.

“ Desn MorsER : A new world has dawned up-
on me, since last you heard from us. God has
given us a son, to whom a pretty name has been
applied, and who will ecome and visit you as soon
as I can travel on the railroad. - O, what feelings

4
!
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I have, as I look upon the sweet countenance,
and into the eyes which turn upon me go lovingly!
How deep and how sacred is the gush of joy

hi mes into my soul, as I realize my new re- . ’ : :

which somes into iy soul, as I replize my new re CHAPTER VII.
lation!, I seem to have risen to a higher being,

& . . - Y 4 3 ] ‘ '

and have entered upon i lngh.er life! My soul E . THE REVIVAL

has more fearful communings with God, and deep- ]

er yearnings to live forever. |[We here omit a _ " The Lord into his garden comes, —
- few passages relating to the birth of the child, and ¥ T The spices yield a rich perfume,
the little plans which had been formed- for its ¥ ho Litios grow and thrive;

. . - . Refreshing streams of grace divine
good, and a few sentences which none hut a ’ ~ . From Jesus flow to every vine,
mother should read.] I have gazed wpon my | And make the dead revive.
child, and turned my eyes to God for his protec-
tion ; and often, O, very often, have I repeated the
beautiful words of a tender poetess :

Tue minister had now been settled about five
years in hig pleasant parish, when he was visited
with what is commonly termed ¢ a revival.,” Hith-

This seeming visibant from heaven, erto the good accomplished was in a different field,
This bird with the jmmortal wing, and exhibited itself in ‘different results. The

"o me, O God, thy hand has given. sanctuary had been made pleasant to the people.
¢ The pulse first caught its tiny stroke, : From a little band the worshippers had inereased’

The blood its erimson hue, from mine : — . | to a ]a,rge and ﬂourishing congregation_ Intem-
This life which I have dared invoke § perate men had reformed; vile men had heen

Henceforth is parallel with thine. . : .

induced to study the Bible, and ponder its hallowed
truths; dishonest men had bhecome honest, and the
church and pastor were regarded as most success-
ful. But the desire of the minister was to see a
general work of grace, which should take hold of
men who had heard the Gospel so long that they

t
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¢ This beautiful, mysterions thing,

Mt . -

¢ A silent awe is in Iy TOON: ——
I tremble with delicious fear ;
The future, with its light and gloom,
Time and Eternity, are here.’

e

¢« And now, dear mother, adieu, for a season.
Myself and husband will soon reach the shelter of
thy wing, ANnA?

E ey
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‘were hardened to the sacred sound, and dead to
the holy influence. Though not one of those men
who love spasmodic, unnatural seasons of excite-
ment, the pastor was a believer in those occasional
works of grace which sweep, at tines, through a
community, uplifting the deepest foundations of
error and crime. But he had not been permitted
thus far to see such a work as he desired. The
divine influence had been the calmly flowing
stream of holy love and life, and was so silent in
its manifestations that it was not appreciated, and
scarcely observed, But, at length, the longing
desire of the good man’s heart was to be gratified.

OI(FB Sabbath morning Dr. Langley went to his
church and found empty pews, and, on ascending
his pulpit, gave the few who were present a scold-
ing for the sins of the absent. “The same morning
Mr. Forester entered Park-place, and found the
house full, and many waiting to obtain seats. Ie
had just come from his closet, where he had heen
pouring out his soul unto God for a blessing upon
the labors of that day; and, as he ascended the
sacred desk, the audience saw unusual solemnity

in his deportment. As his eyes fell on the throng

which crowded the aisles and pews, and.were stand-
ing in the porch, hot tears began to trickle down
his cheeks, and the earnest soul went up to Heaven
for help. There seemed to breathe on that assen-
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bly a spirit of devotion. The very atmosphere
was holy, and all murmuring was hushed, and all
worldliness fled away.

The paétor arose, and, after the usual invoca-
tion, read, in his musical, impressive tones, the
beautiful hymn of Doddridge, commencing

s Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,
"DBut there ’s a nobler rest above.”?

The text for the morning service was the words
of Pharaoh to the patriarch Jacob, “ How old art
thou?” and beautifully was it handled. In a
masterly manner the preacher procecded to con-
sider human life as a labor to be Iﬁerf‘ormed, 2

“result to be achieved. ¢« Life,” he said,  does

not consist in dark nights and stermy days; it is
not to he measured by months and years, which
pass away, but by the work accomplished.” With
great ingenuity he laid out life as the map of a
road in which all men are travelling, and inquired
earnestly how long each one had been living to
life’s great purpose. In vivid colors he portrayed
the man who had been on earth many years, but
who was still a babe; who had white locks and a
brow furrowed with cares and sorrows, but who
had not commenced the great purpose of his being,
As he proceeded with his subject, silence gatherg&
over the people, and tears began to flow down the

! 4
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cheoks of those who were not at all accustomed to
weep; and, when the sermon closed, men were seen

standing, or bending forward, to catch the words.

as they fell from the eloquent lips of the speaker.
It was a great sermon ; not great, as many of El-
wood Forester’s efforts had been, in the finish and
literary taste evinced, but great in the truth;

great, because every hearer had been reined up -

to the purpose of his life, and had gazed down
into eternity. The service closed, and the people
stopped, not to exchange friendly greetings, — the
soul of each was measuring the great work of
life; the organist forgot to perform his afterlude
as the people left the temple; the little children
hushed their young voices, as if in sympathy with
the general solemnity ; and the minister, retiring to
hig anteroom, sunk upon his knees, and remained
long bowed before God in the utterance of prayers
heard by Grod alone. &
The afternoon eame, and again the house was
crowded with worshippers, and on all minds
‘weighed the solemnity of the occasion. The ser-
mon was well ealeulated to deepen the impression

of the morning; the theme of which was, “ The

importance of early piety.” The speaker first
remarked* that piety in early life was not uncom-

mon, and introduced the names of several who in -

. life’s young dawn had become illustrious for holy
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deeds and heavenly graces, and then enumerated
the many advantages of piety to the young.

At the close of the service, the. beautiful ordi-
nance of baptism was administered to seven young
persons, members of the Sabbath-school, and chil-
dren of members of the church, who had embraced
Christ as a great and glorious Saviour. More
than a thousand persons looked on while those
young disciples made a good profession; and, as
the words of the impressive foru{v}ula were uttered,
«“ I baptize thee, in the name of the Father, Son,
and Holy Ghost,” every eye was moistencd, and
sobs were heard in every quarter of the house.
It was a soleinn spectacle, such as might allure the
angels from their holy employments, and draw

- them to the windows of heaven to gaze down on

the pursuits of men.

- That night was a night of prayer among the
members of Park-place Church. The family altar
was erected in many a home where it had been
broken down, and the minister had the evidence
in his soul that his work was approved of God,
who, in the final day, would show the results.

The next afternoon, just as the cloth which
bad been spread for tea was removed, and the
‘pastor had retired to his study, a knock was
heard at his door, and, on opening if, a man,

- accompanied by two ladies, requested admission,
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They were handed to seats, and a kind inquiry
was made as to their wants. The gentleman
stated that he was a professor of religion who
had just removed from the country to Camber-
well, and that the young ladies were his daugh-
ters. . They had been at Park-place Church on
the preceding day, and were affected by the great
truths to which they had listened. The father
stated that, soon after retiring to rest, the eldest
daughter entered the chamber of her pavents, and,
with weeping eyes, besought them to pray for her.

- They gladly arose, and pleaded with Heaven that

their child might find that sweet comfort in he-
lieving which %ey had found years before. While
bowing there, the other daughter, not knowing
what her sister had done, and feeling the. same
force of truth, entered the chamber, and, compre-
hending all at a single glance, said ¢ Pray for me,
also.” Ere the morning dawned, the young and
intelligent girls were full of joy. The light of
- heaven shone upon them amid the darkness of the
night, and when daylight came the Sun of right-
eousness was shining on their souls. And now the
father had brought his children, that the minister
might converse with them, and give them such
instruction as they needed under such circum-
stances. _ '

The heart of the pastor was affected, That Ads

THE REVIVAL. 95

preaching on that Sabbath, when he had bewailed
his own insuflicieney so much, should be the means
of such good, he could hardly believe; and when

he conversed with the young ladies, and found

them intelligent believers on the Son of God, his
heart went up to heaven,’in gratitude and praise.

The next Sabbath was also a day of the great~
est solémnity. On the Monday following, while

‘breakfast was on the table at the parsonage, the

bell was rung violently, and the door was opened
by Elwood himgelf, A gentleman, well dressed,
and with an intelligent look, stood there, who said,

‘I was at your church, sir, yesterday.”

“ Was you?” '

¢ Yes,sir, and it was the first time T have been
in church for six years.”

“«Ah!”

“ Yes, sir, to my shame I must say it.”

“ What induced you to attend yesterday ?”

“ The Lord only knows; it must have been his
Spirit.” '

The man entered, and related the following
story : e was a gentleman in easy circumstances,
who had been devoting his life to pleasure. His
heart had grown hard, as the cares of the world
increased upon him. But, on the Sabbath in
question, he was riding by Park-place Church, and,
seeing the people crowding in, he determined to
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go Wlth them., Reining his horse into' a shed, he
went into the church, and soon a kind friend

~ invited him to a seat. He knew not what church '

it was, or who preached in the pulpit. The ser-
mon affected his hard heart, and all that night his
soul wag troubled, The result was, he became a
devoted Christian, and is now one of the most
valued members of the church. Iis consistent
conduct, his generous liberality, his godly deport-
ment, mark him ag a real disciple of Christ. No
firmer friend in Park-place has Elwood Forester
than Henry Allen, the reformed Sabbath-breaker
and the devoted Christian.

During all this time, the revival was in prog-
- ress, and women who had long been cherishing
delusions of every kind began to believe on the
Saviour. Now, My, Forester, though not an en-
thusiast, was a believer in the use of means, His
meetings were frequent, and many were the books
he distributed among the poor and sinful. One
of the means used by the minister to draw out
the feelings and reach the consciences of his hear-
ers was the “inquiry-meeting,” which was held
on Monday evenings. This meeting was appointed
for those who were interested in the salvation of

“the soul, who had questions to be answered, or

doubts to be clearéd away.
One day, Mr. Merton calle on the pastor, and
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said, T fear Mrs. Leslie is about lea.vmg Park-
place Church.”

¢ For what reason 27 o
* «She does not assign the réal cause.”,.

“ What is the ostensible reason 2

¢ Dissatisfaction.”

« With what? with whom 2”

“ With the pastor.”

“ In what respects 2"

 Why, she is offended with your ‘method of
proceeding in the revival now in progress, and
says openly what she thinks.”

“ She is to be commended for that; but what
does she say 2”7

“That the inquiry-meeting is little better than
the popish inquisition or confessional-hox.”

“She must be unacquainted with the services
of the meeting.”

“ No, she says not,” -

¢ But do you think she will leaveus? I should
be sorry to see Mrs. Leslie’s seat filled by another.

-She is an amiable and sensible woman, of great

virtues and culture.” f
“ I think she will go. She is very violent and
denunciatory ; blames you for such meetings, and
complains that you put hindrances in the way of
genteel people who wish to go to heaven, and says
Dr. Langley has no such meetings.”
9 :
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Af'ter Mr. Merton had retired, the minister sat
a while, and regret was written on ‘his countenance
at the idea of losing Mrs. Leslie from his fold.

But, when evening came, he passed along to his .

inguiry-meeting, and was among the first to
arrive. Soon after, a lady, richly dressed and
deeply veiled, took her seat directly in 'front.of
the little pulpit in which sat the pastor, selectx.ng
a fow passages of Scriptare. He did not notice
her until he commenced speaking to his audience
personally. He first sat down by this lady, and
said kindly to her, ¢ Are you seeking religion 27,

¢ Yeg, sir,”

¢ Ai‘e you willing to renounce the world, and all

its pomp and vanity and pleasure, for the sake of .

Christ 27’

“ T will zry to be willing.”

Then the minister led that wandering mind to
the great and only Saviour of the soul; and, as
her tears fell fast, her pride gave way, and she
asked,

« Mr. Forester, do you know me?” removmg,
at the same time, her veil. o

¢ Mrs. Leslie ! ” said Mr. F., in surprise.

« (17 gaid the penitent, «it was hard for me

to come here this evening! My soul struggled -

long against it. I hated to be found among those

who were seeking Christ. T thought, like Naaman'
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the Lord should come to me, and perform some
great work on me, and lead me out in a miraculous
manner into the liberty of his people.”

“ Why did you come 27

“I could not stay away; my soul was on fire;
my very spirit was consuming; for long have I’
trifled with divine grace, until it is hardly possible
for there to be mercy left for me,”

The soul seeking religion was then led in a calm,
clear, seriptnral manner to the contemplation of
the only way of life and salvation; and, in a few
days, the minister was rewarded by secing her face
covered with the smiles of hope, found in believing
on Christ.

Space would fail to tell of the instances which
occurred during this revival in which hardened

- and irreligious persons were brought into fellow-

ship with Christ, the hope of the lost. Brothers
and sisters, husbands and wives, together presented
themselves as the new-born of, God, and there was

- Joy in Camberwell over repenting sinners.

During the progress of the revival, the wife of
the pastor had not been idle. -Though. confined
mostly at home, she drew around her the young
ladies of the congregation, and sought by all
means to lead them to a saving acquaintance with
Christ Jesus ; and many who were that winter con-

~verted traced their convietions to her geantle yet

falthf'ul warmngs.




CHAPTER VILL

THE GOLD WATCH AND SILVER BASKET,

The seeret pleasure of a generous act
Is the great mind’s great bribe.

Ong evening, the pastor was sitting in his study,
with his head resting on his hand. His wife was
reading the  Preacher and the King,” the interest
of which did not light up a smile on the counte-
nance of the hushand, as the rich, mellow tones
foll on hisear. The fine boy, that we saw in the cra-
dlea little while before, was sporting at his father’s
feet. But a cloud was on that unusually calm
brow, and a shadow hung over those noble features.
What was the cause ? There was no cause. The
‘minister was suffering in one of those states of
depression which will sometimes weigh upon the

spirits of sensitive men, as they fecl that their-

labors are not appreciated, and their efforts are
resulting in no good. The demon of distrust had
entered that home, and the minister was sad over
imagined neglect and fancied evils,

« Smile once, husband,” said Anna, raising her
eyes from the page which she had been reading.

oA
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No answer was returned.

“ What makes you so sad ?” coaxingly said the
gentle companion,

“ I do not know, exactly.”

“ Then your forebodings are unreasonable.”

“ Perhaps they are, but I cannot help it.
Deacon Brayton met me in the street to-day, and
*hardly looked towards me. - Mr. and Mrs, Bement,
were absent from church all day yesterday ;
Deacon Turner has not been for two months,
and »

“ Nonsense !

“ You say that!”

“Yes, and I can prove it. Deacon Brayton
sent to you to-day a barrel of apples, which I was
thinking to surprise you with to-morrow; Mr. and
Mrs. Bement are people who are always running
about, and yesterday went to hecar Mr. Wind-
worthy, who has just received the title of D.D.
Deacon Turner never has been here once in two
months since your settlement, and comes as often
now as ever; and, though you may imagine trials
and difficulties, they are not real.”

“I cannot deny what you say, but. the load

remains on me still.”

“Fudge, husband! you have the blues, and

EE]

Here the bell was rung, with great violence, .
O% ’
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and the servant introduced some ten or fifteen

gentlemen and ladies, among whom were the
deacons of Park-place, and their ladies, several of
the prominent members of the society, and one or
two strangers, with whom the pastor had had no
previous acquaintance. ~ Unmistakable good-nature
sat on every countenance, and each one seemed to
enjoy this unexpected visit upon the minister,

“ We have come in,” said Deacon Brayton, “ to
see our pastor a little while.”

““ You are right welcome,” said the minister, ag
he shook each one hastily by the hand, and pre-
sented each to his wife. Soon the greeting was
over, and the guests all looked. to Brother Pear-
sons, who, evidently, was! ill at ease. At length,
after a short pause, Mr. Pearsons smd

“« We have come in to see > you, Brother Fores-

3

ter, to
«Yes, yes; I was just mourning over the fact

that so few of my people have called on us of late.

We did not know but the society had deserted us.”
« We come in to — hem "
« Your visit is encouraging to me, just at this
' time.”
. Brother Pearsons grew a little bolder, and, with
considerable earnestness, said again,
. “We have come in to see you, and present you
a little token of our esteem. A few of the gentle-
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- men in your society, wishing to encourage your
‘heart, and testify to you that we are interested in

your welfare, have purchased this watch, which we
have come.in to present to you. Your labors have
heen very arduous, and you have been faithful;
and though this small present does not pay you, it
does speak of our feelings towards you.”

Here he paused, and placed in the hand of the
minister a valuable gold watch, which had been
purchased at au expense of two hundred dollars.
He then added a few kind words, and sat down.

Mr. Forester held the watch in his hand, twisted
the chain, and never seemed so0 much confused be-
fore, but once, and that was the Sabbath after baby
was born. At length his feelings gave way, and
he poured out to them his thoughts in broken

- words.

“You are kind, dear brethren,” he said; « every
step of my path in Camberwell you have light-
ened, and it did not need #4is to attach me to you.
It is a rich gift, but there are richer associations
connected with it. In every tick, as I put it to
my ear, I seem to heaz the beatings of your kind
and indulgent hearts. T accept it, and will keep
it to 1em1nd me of my duty, and to speak to me
when I am discouraged. Gentlemen, I thank
you.” -
The watch was a very valuable one, but its pre-
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sentation, under such eircumstances, was far dearer
to the weary, sad heart of him who began to feel
that he ¢had toiled all day, 4nd had caught noth-

. .
1ng.

No pecuniary consideration counld outweigh the

kindness of the hearts of those who,in so delicate
a manner, had visited him that evening.

Soon it was evident that a new scene was
. about to transpiré. The ladies were pleasingly
agitated ; and soon Mrs. Wellman, a very estima-
ble lady, stepped forward and presented the pastor’s
wife with & most beautiful silver basket. A few
pleasant words accompanied it. '

As Mrs, Forester took it into her hand, she
mildly and calmly replied, with none of the agita-
tion which had marked the deportment of her
husband, *Thank you, ladies, and may our dear
Saviour bless you!” ‘

Two or three hours were spent in an interchange

of thought, and the whole company took their de-
parture with a happy ¢ Good-night! "
Mr. Forester soon returned to rest, but he could
not sleep. The transactions of the evening were
~ thronging through his mind. He did not care so
fnuch about the pecuniary value of the gift, for he
was 2 man who was above that consideration; but
the kindness of his people kept him awake long
after the usual hour for rest. Rising from his
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p.illow, hie kneeled beside his bed, and poured out
his heart to God for each one, and thanked his
heavenly Father that the lines had fallen unto

him in such pleasant places, and that he had so
~ goodly a heritage,
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. CHAPTER IX.

MRS, BEMENT., -

» :
Steeling her soul with many vows of faith,
But ne’er a true one.

‘Bur trials, as well as joys, were appointed to the
" minister of the church in Camberwell. A son of
Mr. and Mrs. Bement, a wild, reckless young
man, had long been chorister in the Park-place
Church, much to the general dissatisfaction of the
~ people, who thought him unfitted for the station
which he held. His voiee was poor, his ability to
sustain a choir small, and his personal habits and
customs disagreeable and repulsive. But, out of
‘kindness to Mr. Bement, he had been retained in
office for several years. At length it was deemed
desirable to have a change, and on the first day of
the new year the chairman of the singing commit-
tee — a mild, pleasant man -— visited Mr. Bement,
and informed the young man that his services
could be dispensed with, Then commenced such
‘a stir in Camberwell as the minister had never
seen before. Mrs. Bement went from house to
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hoase, and, with the greatest zeal, aceused Park-
plucg Church of being a band of hypocrites; the
young man who had acted as chorister berated
the gentleman who had visited him, and Mr. Be-
ment at once advertised his pew, and gave out his

- intention of going to Dr. Laungley’s, church. But

this did not answer the purpose. The society and
the committee refused to take a backward step

and, contrary to the expectations of Mr. Bemént,
and his lady, advised them to go, assuring them
that the church would survive without them

At this unexpected turn, Mrs. Bement becamt;

enraged, and concluded that Mr. Forester was to

blame for all the mortification she had suffered

and all the injury done to her son. How she:

could not tell, as. he had ever been 'kind’ and

c.ourteous to her son, and respectful and atten-
’.mfe to all her family. So she goes out to see

if, by injuring the minister, her son)may not -
be restored to his old place. She calls first

on Mrs. Cornill, a woman of great goodness, and

of‘ .the most polished manners. She had se’idom '
visited at this place, but thought she must call
now. - |
“ Well, Mrs, Cornill, you have lived in ﬂia
square several years, and I have néyer called on
you.” '

¢ I believe you have not.”
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‘ Iriere was & somewhat painful pause, which was
ended by Mrs. Bement abruptly asking, |

« Do you attend Pmk-plaee Church, now ¢ [

“We do.”

«We do not. Mr. Forester is a proud man, who

is above the people.” o
«1 have never entertained such an impression
ag that.” '
Well, 1t is true, and a great many of his
rch are Jeaving.”
Gh“l‘ I am sorry tf hear that, for I think Mr. For-
ester is as good 2 man as can be found in the pul-
pit, and as eloquent as any one I have ever
heard.” ‘ .

«« Would you not be willing to leave, if a num-
ber of families in this neighborhood. should wish
to get up a new church, and procure a more hum-
ble minister ?” :

¢ My husband would decide that, but I should

prefer Park-place.”” -

« Do you know what Mr. Forester says about
working people 27 -

¢ No, he would not say anything bad.” ‘

« He says that he will not speak to a man w:;th
a frock on, or have a mechanic in the broad aisle
of Park-place Church.” |

« Did you hear him say so?”
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“No, but Mrs. Greggs says that Mr. Waters
told Mr. Parkman’s elerk so.”

A quiet smile gathered over the face of Mrs.
Cornill, which convinced the visitor that her labor
here was entirely lost; and the latter took  her
leave, feeling that her visit was ineffectual.
Though a woman given ‘to petty detraction, she
had conscience and common sense enough to per-
ceive that the high-minded wonian she had just
left despised her for her course.

Her next call was on Mrs. Worthington, the
exact antipodes of Mrs. Cornill, and, of course,
to be approached in a different manner,

“ Good-afternoon, Mrs. Worthington.”

o Good-afternoon, Mrs. Bement.”

“I came in to see if you did not wish to leave
My, Forester’s church, and go —

“Merey! no, my husband would not Ieave
Park-place for a farm.”

“ All the neighbors think of leaving.”

“ Leaving ! —— what for 2"

“ 0, Mr. Forester is not genteel enough for us.
He said Aell three times, last Sabbath week, in one
sormon. He makes himself too common with poor

people; he lacks in dignity, and a lot of us ha.ve
decided to leave.”

“ How you talk ! t Who are they ¢ ”

“ Mr. Cornill’s family, and ever so many.”
10 .




110 THE GITY SIDE.

Mrs. Worthington ‘wasg a weak-minded woman,
and promised to talk with her husband; saying
that, « if the genteel people were leaving, they
must.” ;

When Mr. Worthington returned from the store
in the evening, she told him what she had heard,
and, in glowing colors, predicted the downfall of
Park-place Church, The good man, who knew
the weaknesses of his wife, sipped his tea in
silence as her tongue ran, and at length sdid,

“ Who told you all this?”

¢ Mrs. Bement.” .

« That tattler 2 - Well, wife, when you find any
" more wonderful news, let me know, but do not dis-
turb me now with the tattle of #kat woman.”

So Mrs. Bement pursued her course. At one
place the minister was a very proud, stiff, aristocratic
man;- at another, he wis too common, and lacked
dignity ; at another, he was dreadfully imprudent ;
at another, he did not keep his promises; at
another, his word was good for nothing ; at another,
he was too fond of the ladies; at another, he was
ambitious. But she worked to a failure in every
case. Her designs were discovered, her motives
were apparent, and her counsel became ¢ the scorn

and byword ” of all who knew it. She soon sank
“into merited disfavor; for the churches to which
she and her family went, straying from Sabbath

-
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to Sabbath, were afraid of her, and she was, at
last, as all such persons should be, denied ?éu
f_enf,rance to pious Christian families, OFf all the
evils to which a religious society is subject, these
t‘emale. slanderers, who go from house to ,house
preathing suspicions, making insinuations, hintin
of something bad, are the most to be dre}::d'ed ;
Whether Mrs. Bement lives at Gambei'well. et
Or even lives at all, we do not know. She left Pa{:k:
place, which continued to flourish ; she turned her
back on the minister, who had been kind to her and
her- c.hildren, and they are now lost sight of. If
she ‘live, she may have repented and havye b{;come
& changed W(?mah; or, some other pafties er-
chance, are f;eling the force of her tongue ,v;h?ch
as Deacon Turner used to say, was -huné:; in the;
mllddle, and worked at both extremities.h




CHAPTER X.

" JENNIE SINCLAIR.

Death ’s but a path that must be tred,
If man would ever pass to God.

The world recedes — it disappears ! -
: Heaven opens on my eyes ! Iny ears
S
‘With sounds seraphic ring !
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount, I iy !
0, grave ! where is thy victor:?' ?
0, death ! where is thy sting ?

Nzuar the parsonage resided, in an old, anst:l;
cratic mansion, a lady, whose sole suppm:t on eall; |
was a beautiful daughter, who was _the‘ light of her
home and the joy of her heart._ Thfs lady ;Ya;
- the widow of Captain Charles Sinclair, who tle
" at sea, leaving his wife and daughter upon a ﬂT(-) e;

rate but ample fortune, which had been sufficien

for all their wants. Jennie was a young, gay-
' héarted creature, who was often at the parsor}af]gle,
and almost as familiar with the arra,ngefnent ;{ he
books in the study as was the pastor’s wife. . m}iy

-an hour when the minister was absent, did ;’ e

spend in dusting and arranging the books, thus
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saving Mrs. Forester mych time ; for her hushand
was careful that no Irigh servant should enter his
sanctum, as he called it, Jennie in time became
a8 necessary in the family of the minister ag at
her own home, and Jnever was her eye brighter
than when- 1istening to the voice of Elwood For-

aster,

Oue evening, as the latter sat a4 the centre-table
with his wife and J. énnie, they prevailed upon him
to read a few passages of a sermon which he had
been preparing for the Sabbath. He opened in
.the middle, and commenced at’once with these
words: ¢« Wherever we look we behold signs of
decay. The seasons come, and run their hasty
round. Night follows day; and day comes again,
to show man that he is near the tomh, One scene
after another vanishes, and we lose sight of the
Past in the feverish anxiety of the present, The
autumn, especially, is full of warning to the thought-
less and admonition to the wayward. ¢We do all
fade as a leaf’ ig written on the forest-trees, — on
the foliage of our gardens, on the withered flowers,
and on every ohject which yesterday was green
and flourishing.  As you leave Your own door, the
vine which hangs over it bends down, and whispers
‘Dying;’ the yellow leaf which rustles beneath
your feet speaks of ¢ dying;’ the fields, in which

the green of summer seems struggling with the
1%
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brown of autumn, echo the. language of the \.vmi
and the leaf, and are ‘dying;’ while the gmnd
- oak looks down, and waves itsf tall branchﬁs, ann
growls, hoarsely, ‘Dying,‘ dying” He w 21 cat
move around - among the works of God and no

- - ‘ » d
feel a sadness creeping over him, and whose mind

. 18 not struck with the plain and obv.ious tea(:hmg:
of all God’s works, must be insensible to ahIno§
any lezson which God may wish to teach. 1t 1s

not strange that the Scripture writers, and good

men in every age, when Wishin.g to illustratef ’;11.:
 brevity of man, and the transitory natm;ul of . 1f
stay on earth, should seize upon .the em dex:s }:)h
mortality, and from them draw wisdom an bru d"
And it-is not strange that we, as we go 2 roa(i
should feel the force of such instructions, (;m
yield our hearts to their influence.  Go out to{-. :z',
and you will be reminded ‘on every Hagfiho t ez
frailty of all things here. The }eaf an }t} erz‘tle
from which it fell, the faded daisy an.d the d1the
clump of grass in which grew the vine }::nb he
fruit which has fallen from it, all tell of the 1:1h
existence of carthly things. They seem to slllg};
and bewail the usnal and cea.seless c}langes wt ﬁc
are being wrought; and, as 1mp,ressw«;ely as Ie:iys
can, they assure man that he, too,-wﬂl'khv:?h i
brief time, flourish his little hour, and, 1i o them,
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as short, as frail, ag transitory, will wither and
die. ' '

¢ 0, what is life'? *Tis like a flower
Which blossoms and is gone ;
1t flourishes its little hour,
With all its beauty on ;
Death comes, and, like a wintry day,
It cuts that lovely flower away.’

¢ The works of man are also vividly indicative
of decay. There is found nothing on earth, —~no -
‘monument of the industry and skill of man, —
which has outlived the assaults of time, True,
the pyramids of Egypt, erected centuries ago, still
stand ; but Time ig doing its work on them, and
every year they grow more: wrinkled, and sink

- deeper into the sands of the mighty deserts. The

cities of ancient times are all gone, and the very
traces of many of them are erased from earth.
Those that yet preserve their faint outlines are
broken down and wasted, and remain in all their
ruin to remind man that all is vanity ahd change,
The glory of Nineveh, and Babylon, and Thebes,
and Hphesus, and Jerusalem, and Rome, is gone ;
and, like a ghost unlaid, their scattered relics elin 7
to earth, as if' cager to preach a little longer to
the gay and thoughtless multitude. The traveller
cannot wander amid- the scenes of the past withe
out learning something of his own weakness and

frailty. All admirafon of genius, wealth, beauty,

v
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love and power, perishes in sorrow at their end.
As but a little while ago I wandered around the
scenes of ancient Rome, and amid the fallen tem-
ples, or sat down in the deserted grottos, or pen-
etrated the damp tombs of emperors and senators,
and saw in them all nothing but the sepulchre of
life and glory, the unbidden tear would start, and
“a voice from grotto and palace; temple and tomb,
would come stealing into the heart, ¢ All this is
but an emblem of man himself;’ and, sitting down
upon the stones of the old Appian way, all that

Paul said about. < the earthly house of this taber-

nacle,’ which is to be dissolved, came rushing into
the mind, and filling it with a gloom as profound
as that which reigns forever in those tombs of dead
and perished greatness. Nor are we destitute of
‘those signs of change around us here. We are
not driven to Nineveh and Rome to learn these
lessons of human frailty, All that man does is
doomed to decay, like himself; and there is no
tower, nor temple, nor habitation, which does not
speak to him of dying and the grave.”

‘When he paused, he saw his young auditor
bathed in tears, her lustrous eyes filled with the
dewy drops which were following each other down
the cheeks. Laying down 'his sermon, he turned
to the young girl, and askedy

I
i

L]
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“Why so sad, Jennie? Why those tears 27

“I want to ask a question, Mr, Forester, if I
may.” .

“ Well, what iz it 2”

“Is it hard to die 277

“ Why do you ask, Jennie ? ”

“ Because ”

“That is no reason at all, child.”

“ Yet tell me.”

“No, it is not hard to die. The physical an-
guish of death is small. We guffer far more in
living than we do in dying.”

“ But

- ¢ But what2”
. “Is there any darkness in the soul when we
1e 2 ¥ .

«« No, not if we are the servants of Christ. He
hath abolished death, and taken the sting from the
monster. But why do you ask 27

“ Because I have had a dream.”

“Adream! I do not believe in dreams: but
tell it to us.,”

The gentle girl drew her ottoman nearer to her

friend and pastor, and began :

“ A few nights ago, I went to sleep, thinking of
papa. In the night, I had a dream. T was walk-
ing through a grove of fruit-trees, the branches of
which hung down, laden with delicious fruit. At

e
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every step I took, the way seemed to become more
beautiful, until at last I came to a stream, Whose
waters rolled on dark and sluggishly. At once I
was seized with an irresistible longing to be on the
other side; but a terrible fear entered my mind, as
I turned my eyes upon the waves which rolled up

at my feet. Soon I jeard a voice, and, on turning

round, saw a bright and beautiful being, between

whom and myself occurred the following conversa-

tion : . ;

«¢Do you fear to cross this river ?7
«<¢Yes; its waters look dark and cold.’
¢ ¢ 'They only look so.’ |
« « What land is on the other side ?’

- «+ Beulah, the home of the angels.’

« ¢« Is my father there ?’

«iHe i8> : :
¢« The bright being then bade me look across

the river, and, pointing with his finger, said,

« ¢ 'What do you see 2’ .

«T gazed attentively, and soon saw, away in the
misty distance, the outlines of a aty, Wl-th its tur-
rets, towers and domes, glistening, and .1ts ba'nt’ele-
ments -covered with celestial beings in shining

aiment, As I gazed, a gate opened, and a company,
wming forth, hastened toward the-river. As t.he
jate opened and closed, I had a sight of th(.a clf}y
vithin, and, O, so delightful! I cannot describe it.
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A soft, heavenly strain of musie, succeeded by a
louder, wilder gush, was borne to my ears, and over
me stole a sweet and gentle sensation, such as I

" cannot explain to you. The company had now

reached the shore, and in the midst T saw- dear,
dear papa, who died so long ago! He was arrayed
in light, and had a crown on his head, and he beck-
oned me over. I turned to the angel, and asked,

“¢Is the river deep ¢’

“iNo. .

“ < Nor cold 2’

e Np?

‘¢ Nor dangerous ¢’

“¢Nop.?

“I went trembling down, and dear papa stood on
the other shore. My feet touched the water, and
at once the darkness was gone, and the waves
were as clear as crystal. All at once the scene
changed. I was on a bed: stifled voices were
heard around my pillow, tears were falling on
my forehead, and I awoke covered with perspira-

- tion.

“This dream has made a deep impression on
my mind. I cannot rid myself of an idea that I
am-to die soon; and I constantly hear the voice of
my father, and the echo of the spirit voice — The
river is not deep, nor cold, nor dangerous,’ *’
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« Well, coz,” said Mr. Foree'stf}r, :: you have en-
tertained us with your spirit-vision.

1] rean: ! 1

i %V{Izuilc?ream, then, and it has sadden'ed' us 100 ;
but dreams are empty things, and yours Wﬂlhf.r:z:
s0. Our dreams depend much on our tht.)ul% b:fore
evening hefore, or on what we eat or drin

iring to rest.” .
ret;‘}iﬁigﬁ Klwood thus repl.ied, h‘e co_ul-fl I;‘ob 1::1111::
feeling that the dream of his young fn;n dm bon
prove true; for, in the eye which was fixe ;;;ll)ﬂe
him there was an unnatural lustre, and a fa ba;
deceptive brilliancy. But cheerfully the way wa

led to other conversation, and soon the cloud was

gone, and at nine o’clock Jenmie ran home, as light-
hearted and glad as ever. i

Barly the next morning, Mr. Forester re ‘
the following note, to which the name of Mrs. Sin-
claif was attached : :

¢« Rpsprerep Pastor: My dear daughter T;as
seized last night with 'a dangerous fever. lIhZZ
reason hag fled, and in a few hours a wrec cs s
been made of my poor child. The docto?r $ay "
is unable to foretell the result : “.re. fear the \;f-mx;m:
while we hope for the best. A visit from our €
kind friend and adviser would‘be welcome o,

¢ Fleet-street, Nov, 5, 18—.”

hollow laugh rang through the room. -

There she ig!”

senses, and, for a while, the
hands and Jooked up to heave
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On the reception of thig note, the pastor has-
tened to the house of Mrys, Sinclair, who met him
at the door, bathed in tears, and informed him that
Jennie was raving in the delirium of fever, which
had suddenly seized upon her, and wag making
dreadful havoe on her system. Sadly did the
pastor follow to the chamber whete hig young .
friend was laid. At the first siglﬁc, he started

back. One night had made a ¢

erri; le alteration,

The countenance wasg haggard, the eyes glared

wildly, and the locks which o recently shaded
ance- were. dishevelled and

& beantiful counten
tangled.
He approached the bed, and said, kindly,
“ Jennie, You are sick 1”7
“No, not sick, but mad! »
“ Do you know me ? ”

«Know Jou,—yes! You are the Prince of dark-
ness, and your hands are red with blood 17

and g
“Would you like to see Mrs. Forester, Jennie 2 »
“T do see her, and she holds me on this bed !

— pointing to her mother.,
“Shall T pray, Jennie 2 »

That word seemed to recall the wanderin

poor girl clasped her

n, 28 if in communion
11




122 \ THE CITY SIDE. p
with God, while the minister poured ouihls full
. heart to «Him who doeth all things Well.. .
The délirium soon passed away, and in a fe

days it was announced that Jennie was dying of -

quick consumption. Mr. Forester vi?tec}] i};l-
every day, and by his holy words, and 80 iim ,S -
‘vent prayers, poured mercy on he‘r spirit. A
his interviews with the poor mva.hd‘hwerehe S £d
touching. One day, as he sat beside ér,ds” ,
«T told you my dream was SG,I:t from God.
« Tt seems to have bfederz sc:i.ie )
¢ t afrald to aie.
‘i]éifll ;311 nge with you, dear, as you pass
7%
thxi(‘)lﬁl{g[;c;il:v dszszil,lg; T feel his presence every
day. He speaks to me ab night and molrln,t w;::t:]l;
kindest voice; but, when I am ”gone, wha
mother do, — dear, kind mother!
-« (Fod will care for her.” . iknow
« Yes, he will : he has been klnd to me —

ile will be so to her.”
' The autumn passed on, and the winter. inov:z
were déep on the earth, and the young girl W
dying. , ' ‘ ’
y“ % cannot see, mother : bring a light ‘ ! .
« Jennie, this is death,” said Mr, Forester, as

leaned over the pillow.

|
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“« Well ! well 1 |

A pause ensued, disturbed only by the low, deep
breathings of the dying girl. | "

“ What light is that 2 What music? Hark e

“What do you see, my daughter?” said the
mother. No answer was returned,

“Yes, the very same, the being T saw in my

dreams. He points me forward. The samo river;
and, O, there is the beautiful city ¥¥¥s% and
dear papa, all clothed in white! Let me go! let
me sing 1 ”? ' :

The sufferer was laid back on the pillow, and in
a few minutes commenced singing,

“Hark ! they w]’Jisp‘er, angels say,

Bister spirit, come — a — way —**
i .

The hymn was interrupted by the angel of death,
and the spirit had fled forever. On New-Year's
day they buried her, and, aside from the widowed
mother, there was, in all the long train of friends
who followed to the grave, no one who mourned
more honestly and deeply than the pastor who in-
structed the young diseiple in the way of life, and
who led her once to the baptismal waters, as he

10w laid her in a new-made grave.




CHAPTER XI.
THE COME-OUTER.

To wilful men,
The injuries that they themselves procure
Maust be their sehoolmasters.

In Camberwell, as in all other large cities, were
a few men who carried matters to a ruinous ex~
treme, and who were sources of trouble and anx-
jety to all who had dealings with them. A few
years since, the delusion commonly called « Come-
outerism * reigned and raged in the land. Among
others who embraced it was Rev. George Staples,
who bad just graduated at Andover, and who was
an energetic and impulsive young man, of great
promise. The ardent temperament of Staples was
fine fuel for the wildfire which was burning; and
soon he had excommunicated the church and his
denomination, and was lecturing from place to
place against the people of God. As he increased
in violence men lost confidence in him, and shook
“him off, until at length he grew sour, and seemed
filled with hate towards all his fellow-men.
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The first time this champion of infidelity met

Elwood Forester was while the latter wag a stu

dent. He was preaching at Cambridge, and, when
b

N b

glccgpwi.twenty minutes, and gt length succeeded
Yeaking up the meeting, My, Forester wag
. young and nexperienced, and could not succeed in

Chafed and outraged in

similar circumstanceg H
ilar - e resolved ne i
to (s;t silent under! such an infliction e
ne day, it was announ in | '
ced in the papers
g of
glanﬂoi: W eH. that George Staples would f;clzure on
HeH mertean Church and Slavery,” at Pheenix
ims; t,;oon Sabléath c(liay and evening, Staples came
wn on Saturday evening, Je 3
| g tectured on Sup
to 80 fow persons that he dig not deem jt Wisj f:i'

- Garry out his appointment for the evening ; hut
2 H

:E the afternoon, gave notice that he should pe gt

¢ same hall every evening during the following
turn to his boarding- i

remarked that a revival wag in ;zcggiéglaszfgas

souls were being convered i the city ,I:Iis ok

ear caught the words, and he inquired ;)f th ek

wan who had made the statement, young

11% |

i
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« A revival, did you say #”’

“ Yes; gir,” :

« Where is 1t 2"

« At Park-place.”

« Who is the minister ?”

“ . Elwood Forester.”

“ %iavat]!ﬂ: young chap who gra:;iuated a few
years since — 2 handsome gpeaker ? _

)
« That deseription answers to the man.’ )
« T-know him, He is a clever fellow enough,.

but has no grit. - T will go to his church to-n?]%hlj ;-
T never saw a revival which I could not bredk up
. ”
. .I:Ifoil;g O;Zmber of ‘Mr. Forester’s church had
overhyeard this conversation, and soon repoi'ted ;t
to his minister, whom he met on his way to cblu'rcm;
Though fearing the influence of the dls’;ug e; "
his meeting, yet Mr. Forester was halfd'l gla ; o
opportunity to meet gtaples, who had so abuse
i rmer oceasion,
hl!:;;: xzei‘:ing-opened in the sp.acious l.ecture-rgom,
which was filled with an attentive audience. . OOE
Stéples came in, his head up, and his WIGI;; f;, -
pose written plainly on his countenance. ; et .
his seat directly in front of the pulpit, and s ar;al
ground with an impudent gaze. But, under the

calm, earnest eye of Elwood Forester, the agit@,tpr ,

was not at home, IHe evidently felt that things
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had changed since he talked down the young stu-
dent, who was then in his teens. He now had a

- man of mature mjnd to deal with. But, relying

on his effrontery, he watched his chance, and in
a most solemn moment arose, and commenced hig
speech. At first he seemed deeply pious, and
talked like an angel; but soon the poison of his
come-outerism was shown, until at last his vile
derunciation of the church of Christ came out
boldly. As aElChrz'stz'“an, he warned them to pray
against modern churches, and to strive to pull them
down ; and when he took his seat an effect had
evidently been produced, and the come-outer evi-
dently congratulated himself on his victory. A
pause ensued, a solemn, death-like pause; and
many young persons were saying in their hearts,
“The churches must be bad, or this good, pious,
prayerful man would not denounce them.”

Mr. Forester arose, and Staples evidently ex-
pected a discussion, just what he desired ; but the
minister, fixing ‘his eye upon him, said, in a calm,
peculiar, icy tone, “ Will the friend who has just
taken his seat offer prayer in behalf .of these
young persons who are under conviction, and whom
he has just addressed so eloquently 27

Had a elap of thunder spoken to him, poor
Staples could not have been more astonished than
at this unexpected turn which affairs had taken.
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He could talk, he could argue, he could denounce,
but he could not pray. And yet he had just been
talking about prayer, and his wosition became at
once embarrassing and painful. After a pause, he
arose in evident confusion, and said,

« My friends, I cannot pray. I— 11— 'do not
think it right to pray in publie. T —T— can’t
pray. 1 must — must— decline, sir.” _

The sheep’s clothing was off, and the wolf was
out! All saw the hypocerisy of the man, and
doubtless suspected the object for which he had
addressed them. Mr. Forester then arose, with
‘hig nerves strung, and his whole soul .on fire, and
poured ouf one of the most elogquent speeches
which had-éver echoed through that room. With
quick perception, he opened the Bible and pointed
to instance after instance of public prayer, entered
into the interesting’ramifications of the subject,
poured out the full igush of a heart which knew
what public and private prayer could do for a
wounded spirit, and affirmed that the man who
3id not believe in public prayer was scldom known
to pray in private; Thus he wheeled around the
poor come-outer, like the éagle over the prey, in
narrowing circles, until, with his lip curled and his
finger pointed at poor Staples, be said, «The life

- and conduct of that man, his speech and his de- -
portment, prove tous that to axy communion with

ifod, in secret or in public, he is a stranger.”
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Then he passed to another point
doe:s not lbe]ong to North or South: th
:whlte slaves, as well ag black. If a,'méufrio nes
;r;frc: aI ;hurph where I am to preach, and intrulc;]:ss
msell” upon the people, against their will and

mine, he mak 5,
) akes us slaves, just so long as he speaks

If he i i
comes into. a meeting set apart for Christiang

to pray, in a room owned by them, and i

;;)32 iﬁgm isentiments which they zloazit 1;::;(1:(8)

SI&VGSI asn;:ngjt;;i,hhe maj:es all who are present

» as long & continues to speak; an

El;l};gt\:)]:;’otzoull)d do thus would put pcha,h;s mi1 51]:1!:
o ﬂi ondmen, snap his whip over them
o pomes e;;:lI away to the plantation, if he had’
- Whites. e Who would be a tyrant among
t es only wants the power to make him g
yrant among the blacks. » o
@bgﬁ, c};ieat of .Stapl_es was complete ; he was un.
oo o er 2 s1f1gle word. Never before had he
peen, 11t md this a,dro.it manner, and until the
, deepb t h(;se h he sat still and appeared absorbed
o decp. heui t. After the benediction was pro-
b ed b strunk away, and the next morning
o the ¢ 5; ;1 an early hour, leaving his appoint-
pent ¢ week unfilled. The creature hag

: come to a bad end, and sleeps in an unh
grave, having died in deep despair. - el

“ Slavery




CHAPTER XIIL.-

DICK HOSMER.

He hung his head — each noble aim, o
And hope, and fecling, which had slept

From boyhood’s hour, that instant came ’
Fresh o’er him, and he wept — he wept.

Ix Camberwell lived one Richard Hosmer,
rude, profane, intemperate man, who had often de-
‘clared that a minister should never enter his house.
Some years after the settlement of Mr. Forester,
he heard of this man, who went by the familiar
namé of Dick Hogmer, and was told that his wife—
a quiet, suffering woman — was a pious Christian,
but a persecuted and afflicted one. He became in-
terested in the case, and resolved to visit the house
of Dick Hosmer, and converse with his family.
Against this his deacons, and other friends to
whom he related his plan, remonstrated. Other
ministers, they said, had been abused by Hosmer,

and it was an act of imprudence to enter his dwell-

ing. But, the more that was said, the more clearly

was the pastor of Park-place convinced that he
ought to go. A higher law seemed to impel him-
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a.nd one;day he knocked at the door. of the noto-
riously rude Dick Hosmer, His wife-—a pale
shrinking, delicate woman — opened the door ami
invited the stranger in. ' a

“I came, Mrs. Hosmer,” said Mr. Forester, « to
malfe myself acquainted with you and your family;
havmg‘heard that, some years since, you attended
Wors.hip at iPark-plaee Church, and was a com-
munijcant at the altar.”

“Yes, before my marriage T wasa member of
the church in Lester, and when I came to Cam.
berwell went to your meeting.” ’

% Do you attend any church now 2 *’
“No, I have not seen the inside of a meeting-

house for ten years.”

“ Would you like to go to church2”

“T should, but my husband will not allow it.”

““ Have you tried him ?” -

“Yes, until my life was endangered.”

«T see you have the Bible on the table. Does
he allow you to read that 2” |

“(), yes; he does not care what I read. He threw
two Bibles into the fire, a while ago, just to plague
me; but he would have done it as soon if the
books had been novels. It was not the Bible, but
me, that was the object of wrath.”
- A heavy step was now heard in the entry, and
soon a tall, dark-browed man, of careless, slouchy
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appearance, entercd the room. ’.I.‘he minister was
_introduced by Mrs, Hosmer to her husband.

« This is Mr. Forester, minister at Park-place
Church, who has called to see us,” said the wife,
- jn a sweet and pleasant tone of voice.

« What does he want here 2”” growled the hus-
band, as he cast a dark, threatening glance at the
minister.

« I came to see you and your famﬂy, to make
your acquaintance, and to see if 1 could do you
any good,” said Mr, Forester.

« You an’t wanted here.”

“ But

« Take your hat, and clear 17

« Will you not listen

« Be off, I tell you, or I will walk you 17

« When I choose,” replied the minister, whose
spirit was somewhat aroused and who saw that
matters were coming to a crisis. Mrs. Hosmer
burst into tears, and her husband raged at her
a while. Mr. Forester knew that, if he retired
then, the wrath of the angry man would be poured
out upon the woman, who sat pale, trembling
and weeping, beside him. :

But every moment the wretch grew worse, and

at length, going close to the minister, and shakmg
hls fist in his face, said, There is the door, and, if
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you do not go out of it, I will break your skull
and throw you out!”
Mr. Forester was not deficient in courage, nor

(in brute power. He knew, though the act would
. not be ministerial, that he could master the rough

man before him; so he fixed his eye calmly on the -

angry man, while he threw off his cloak and sat
down,

Hosmer saw that he had aroused the wrong

- man; and, after heaping abuse upon him, and call-
Jing him by all the horrid names of blasphemy

which he could invent, he retired from the room -
into one adjoining, where his angry curses could be

- heard, as he sat over a fire which he wished wags

applied to every church in Camberwell. At
length he became silent, and Mr. Forester con-
versed with his wife so that he could liear, and
with reference to effect upon him. ~ Thus a whole
hour passed away. In the mean time the anger
of Hosmer had died out, and he began to be ..
heartily ashamed of his conduct. His mind was
carried back to the time when he went to church,
and Joved ministers of the Gospel,— to the hour
when his mother died, and left him her dying
blessing. At length he came to the door of the
room, and looked in. The minister read at once
the workings of his mind, and said, « Do you have
12
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as much work as you can do, this winter, Mr. Hos-
mer ?”

“Yes.”

t Business of all kinds is good now, 1 behev o

“g pose s0.’

¢ Provisions of ‘all kinds are hxgh ?

¢ Yes.”

¢ But they must be lower soon ;" and the pastor
entered into an interesting and ingenious account
of the markets and produce of various countries,
and gave reasons why provisions were so dear.
Dick listened with attention, and yet he scarcely

heard what was said to him, for his thoughts were

‘“all over the lot,” as he expressed it afterward.
He began to think, ¢ Well, this priest, after all, is
not so bad as I thought,— perhaps I have done
him injustice. He does not seem to he proud, —
he will speak to a man with a frock on.” Thus the
minister conversed, and thus the drunkard thought,
the former growing move cloquent, and the latter
more humble, every moment, until two hours had
flown, and the shades of evening were gathering
over the earth.

“Won't you stay to supper?” szud Dick, as

Mr. Forester threw his cloak over his shoulders. .

His voice was husky, and his manner surly. The
visitor thought a moment. He had told his wife
that he should.take tea with the family of Mr.
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Manning, one of the more wealthy of his parish-

~ joners, and had requested her to meet him there,

But, on the whole, he concluded to accept the in-
vitation just given him, though he well knew that
Mrs. Hosmer was not prepared for company, and
that Dick did not want him to stay., So he again
threw off his cloak, and soon Mrs. Hosmer had
her tea on the table. The meal was scanty, and
the table adornments few, and the luxuries none.
But the minister cared not for this. His object
was to reach the heart of chk Hosmer, and this
he was doing,

When they sat down to table, Dick said, « Help-
yourself, parson; we do not stand for ceremony,
here.”

Before Dick could have a .chance to help him-

| self, Mr. Forester had folded his hands, and said,

“0Q God, our great Shepherd, who suppliest all
our wants, receive our thanks for this food, and
sanctify it to the nourishment of our bodies!
Bless this dear family, and give them the bread
of heaven and the water of life, that they may
hunger and thirst no more, for Christ’s sake.”
Dick said nothing, but thought the more. Mr.
Forester talked incessantly, on all topics, becoming
more serious every moment, and yet not offensive

- ‘even to the poor creature at whose board he sat,

and whose hospitality he was enjoying.
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Supper being ended, another halfhour's con-
versation was enjoyed, at the close of which Mr.
Torester deliberately took a Bible from his pocket,
and, as if it were a matter of course, read a few
verses, and fell on his knees and poured out such
a prayer as made the tears stream down over the
cheeks of Dick Hosmer, as if they had been rain,

The poor fellow was awe-struck, and knew not
what to say or do; and when the minister, on
leaving, addressed a few words to him about hig
goul, he wept like a child. The soft, tender place
in his heart had been reached, and he was broken
down at the remembrance of his past violence.

A few days afterward, Mr. Forester was called
from his study, and, on repairing to the door,
found a lad standing on the step, who held in his
hands a monstrous piece of pork, saying he had
orders to deliver it to none but Mr. Forester,

“ Who sent it ? ” inquired the minister.

« T was told not to tell.” |

“ Told not to* tell 2”7

“ Yes, sir.

« Well, what is your name ?”

« William Hosmer,” said the lad, after some.

hesitation. ‘

No other inquiry was necessary. Dick Hosmer
was the giver, and the minister valued the present
more than he would have valued a purse-full of
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' gold.-‘ He took the meat, and, with a light heart,

delivered it to his wife, requesting William to
return his thanks to the giver. : .

On Saturday evening Dick Hosmer entered the
store of the sexton of Park-place Church. Dick
was well known, and, as he saluted the sexton in a
tone more civil than usual, the latter could not
ageount for it. At length Dick broke the ice,
and said, “ Have you any seats to let in Park-

" place Church 27

“ We have a few near the door.”

“1 wish a whole pew.”

“Youdo?”

“Yes, I do; and I mean to occupy 1t "

“I am glad to hear it.”

“T am glad to say it. That minister of yours
is a fine man,— a fine man, sir.” :

“ (), yes, he is.”

The pew was hired, — not very eligible one,
but Dick did not care, if it was within sight of -
the pulpit. The Sabbath came, and the pew was
filled; and the result was that Dick reformed,

became a better man, if not a Christian, and is

now one of the most respected men in Camber-
well.  Mrs. Hosmer, meeting: the pastor one day,
said to him,

“Mr. Forester, my whole heart thanks you for

that call you made on us. God sent you to our
12% - o
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desolate home, to light it up with smiles of mercy.
My husband is so changed that I can hardly real-
‘ize it, He is kind as he was when we were mar-
ried. ITle loves us all; and I think he loves God.”
The minister turned away, and Wf';pt tears of
joy. This one case would repay him for all his
labor in Camberweli; and light was his heart, as
he returned home, to repeat the words in the ears

of the companion of his joys and sorrows .

CHAPTER XIII.
THE POLEMIC.

" Portray polemic battles fought,
When settled clergy claimed the Iot,
Enclosed by parish lines.
When doctrines of decrees were rife,
And ¢« Free Salvation ** raised a strife,
*Pwixt preachers and divines,

In Camberwell resided an aged clergyman
named Kennigson, who came from England long
ago, and who was the oldest pastor in the city.
His church stood near that in which Elwood For-
ester, from Sabbath to Sabbath, preached the
word of life. One Sabbath, the pastor. of Park-
place Church induiged in some plain remarks on
the influence of episcopacy upon society at large,
upon the government and the church. These
remarks, ventured in the ordinary course of
pulpit discussion, were not personal, but applied
to great leading principles, and were of general
truth. But our worthy friend, Rev. Mr. Kenni-

. son, who had long been seeking for an opportunity
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to display his powers, chose to consider them as
aimed at himself. The next day, the Camberwell
Gazette contained an inflammatory article, chal-
- lenging Mr. Forester to diseuss certain proposi-
tions which were named. To this article no
answer was returned. A few days after, another
appeared, more inflammatory in its character, and

then came a third. Unable longer to keep silent,

Mr. Forester replied in a calm, clear statement,
which he hoped would end the debate. But Mr.
Kennison, whose heart was set on a public discus-
sion, would not be satisfied, and at length Mr.
Forester unwisely consented to appear in the
columns of the Camberwell Gazette in defence of
the independent form of church organization, For
seven months the contest was continued, until Mr.
Forester, who in every article of his reverend

friend was abused, withdrew and closed up the

debate; neither party being satisfied that he had
gained his point.

One evening, after. the last artlcle appeared,
Mr, Forester sat in his study, with his wife at his
side, and three children — for his family had
thus increased — asleep in an adjoining apart-
ment. He had been reviewing the course which
the debate had taken, and the result to which it
had led, when his wife said,

. ¢ The general opinion is, Elwood, that you have
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secured a complete triumph, in your discussion
with Mr. Kennison.”

« Public opinion. does seem to set in that direc
tion.”

“Yes. Mr. Felch, the new pastor of West-
minster-street Church, was heard to say that ali
the dignity and power was on your side.”

““ He is-a good judge, and not most likely to be
prejudiced in my favor.”

~« 1 think your own people feel convinced that
you have come out honorably from a discussion
into which you were forced very unwillingly,”

“True, but I do not feel satisfied with the
results.” '

“ Why not ¢” :

¢ Because bitter feelings have been engendered,
and no good has been done.”

“ You are not ;sure of that,”

“ Quite so. Simh discussions do no good ;. and
though I have come off victor, to all appearance,

-yet I am sorry that T was ever drawn into it. I . |

am resolved never again to leave my appropriate
work, to wrangle and strive on subjects which are,
to a considerable extent, foreign to the spirit of
the Grospel of Christ.” |

“But a great many good thoughts have been
brought out, and who can tell but the judgment




142 ' THE CITY SIDE.

- will reveal great good as the result of your ef-
forts?” : =
-« 1t may be so, but my own conscience will not
let me foel satisfied with such a contest. It isso
~much like a strife for mastery that it doés mnot
‘befit my sacred office.”
«Do you object to all public discussions?”
¢ Not exactly, but I think good men had better
preach their own views, without attacking others.”
“ (lan they do this?”
«T think s0.” s
“TIs not the object of the Gospel to overcome
evil, and expose error ?”
% (ertainly.”
“'Well, how can error be overcome and ex-
' posed, unless men who are called of God enter

into an investigation of the false theories which.

are abroad in the world 27

«By the prosentation of truth. T as surely
condemn intemperance when I describe the pleas-
ures of sobriety, as when I denounce the evils
of inebriation.”

« And yet you would not feel that your Whole
duty was done, unless you had said that the
drunkard should dome to poverty, and that he
should not enter the kingdom of heaven.”

. % No, but that is a point of more importance
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than that which Mr. Kennison and myself have
been wasting our strength upon.”

“ In some respects it is: but no people are of
so little reliance as to be given up without a
struggle. In your discussion you have brought out
great principles of ecclesiastical government and
politics; you have exposed the folly of a union of
church and state; you have established many minds
as to the value of independency, and have closed
the contest honorab]y to yourself.”

“But

« That everlasting but ! ”

“ But we have seen that similar discussions have
resulted in no good. We remember the famous
contest on the baptismal question between Drs.
Harrison and Thompson, in which each claimed
the vietory, and in which each felt that he had
secured a conquest.”

« And those two men are good friends still, and
I think that some have joined Park-place as the
result of that discussion.”

“Yes, Mr. Parsons was one.” : :

“ And the Hendee family. Mr. Hendee says
he never saw things in that light before. And
there arve others who were convinced by the elo-
quent speeches of those men.,” |

“ Well, wife, I give it up for the night. T am

Y
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weary now, and your tongue is as long, and more
uncontrollable, than Mr. Kennison’s pen.”

¢ Protty good draw-off! Come, confess yourself,
.the conqueror_of Mr. Kennison, the profound
polemic, to haye this evening been beaten by a
woman !’

“Q, no! my principles forbid that I should
ever seem to triumph over a weaker vessel !

“A weaker vessel ! ”

«Well, never mind! Let us not sit here till mid-
night.”

Justice to Mr. Forester would require it to be
said that he had conducted the discussion with
much propriety, and had secured an advantage
over his opponent ; and though bitter feelings in
gome circles had been engendered, yet good was
‘brought out of what at first seemed to be evil.

CHAPTER XIV.

THE STOLEN SERMON.

Thieves for their robbery have authority,
When judges steal themselves.

i

The man who pauses.in his honesty
Wants litile of the villain,

Onz day, near the close of the week, the pastor
was called out to visit a man who was dying, and
on his return found that he had taken severe cold.

' The usual remedies were applied in vain, and when

Sabbath came the patient was so hoarse that he
could hardly be heard in his own chamber. In
the city preached a certain Dr. Taylor, the pastor
of a wealthy congregation, and a man of consider-
able note among his brethren. On this day, it
was known that Dr. Taylor’s -pulpit was to be
supplied by an agent, and a messenger was sent to
his house to invite him to preach at Park-place.
He kindly consented, and, morning and afterncon,
charmed thé people with profound discourse. Mrs, . -
Forester was prevailed upon to leave her hushand
and attend church in the afterncon. On her re-
18" '
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turn, she said to her husband, “ We have had the
best discourse to-day I ever listened to.”

“ Ah, that is a good deal to say to me.”

“ Well, you éxcepted, of course!”

“ Thank you ; but what was the text?”

« It was in the first Epistle to the Corinthians,
“ For the preaching of the cross is to them that
perish foolishness, but unto ns which are saved it
is the power of God.” '

“ What did he make of it 27

“(Q, an elegant sermon, truly H eannot give
an analysis of it now.”

At the tea-table, however, she was induced to
give an illustration with which the sermon com-
menced. At ‘the time, the illustration struck the
mind of Mr. Forester as a very familiar one; and
when tea was over, and the cloth had been re-

moved, he went into his study, and took down a .

volume of sermons, in which he found the very
figure used to illustrate the same text. He de-
scended to the parlor, and began to read. He had
‘searcely finished a page, when his wife exclaimed,
“ Why, you are reading Dr. Taylor’s sermon !”
“ No, not his.” .
“The very same words.”
-« You must be mistaken.”
He read another page, when she stopped him
again, exclaiming,

5
i

Saa e
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« The very same sermon, and now 1 will tell
you what comes next;” and she gave what she
could of the discourse, and, by the time she had
closed, her husband was convinced that Dr. Tay-

~lor had preached a stolen sermon in his pulpit.

That evening, a number of Park-place people came
in to see their minister, and, after they were all
seated, Mr. Forester said to them, 1 wish my
wife to read a sermon of Dr, Chalmers’ in which
T have been much interested. The people had not

~come in to hear a sermon ; but, as it was the wish

of the pastor, they expressed a willingness to lis-
ten. Mrs. Forester took the book from the hand
of her husband, and began to read. Soon mean-
ing glances were exchanged, ahd, ere she had
olosed, all knew the purpose for which they had
been invited to listen to a sermon. = Mr. Forester
was advised by his friends to see the reverend
doctor, and tell him that his sin had been discov-
ered, and urge him to sin no more.

As soon as his health would permit, he called
on the doctor, and, after some preliminaries, said
to him, ¢ Dr. Taylor, some of my people feel
aggrieved that you should come to Park-place and
preach another man’s sermon.”

“ What do you mean, sir?”

“ Just what I have said.”

“ Whose sermon do they say I preached (3
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¢ Dr. Chalmerg’.”

“ Preposterous !

“ Not wholly so0.”

“ Why, Mr. Forester, I am mdlgnant ”

“So am 1.”

¢« Iam astonished at you ——

I can say the same,”

“ Mr. Forester, you shall retract.”

“ When I am convinced.”

“ Convinced, sir! convinced, sir! You ought
not to harbor such a suspicion.” |

¢ I ean’t help harboring it.”

“But do you mean to say that I stole a ser-
mon ¢”

“I do.”

“ Lhold you responsible at the tribunal of jus-
tice and at the bar of God.”

“At either place I am ready to meet the
charge.”

“Vile traducer! to charge me with such a
crime in my own house !”

“ Dr. Taylor, your indignation is wasted on me.”

.+ How dare you 27,

" # Be calm, sir, and let us talk over the matter
qmetly, and it may be adjusted yet.”

¢ It shall not be adJusted You have accuged

me of an infamous erime, and you shall suffer for
t n
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« Will you read me the sermon “which you
preached at Park-place yesterday (A

“ Yes— no.”

«'Then take the consequences, Dr. Taylor.
You refuse to settle a matter which ought to break
down any man, and I shall pursue my course
accordingly.”

Mr. Forester took his hat, and was passing from
the neat and commodious study of the doctor, when
the latter, in a softened tone, said, « Stay, brother
Forester, and let me speak to you.”

- Mzr. Forester took hig seat, and fixed a calm,
clear eye upon his antagonist, and said, “I am
ready to listen.” :

“ How much proof have you of the charge
which you make ?”

« Pwenty men are willing to swear.”

“Twenty men ! — who are they ”

« Judge Dewey, Major Glayt, Dr. Gray, and
other men of that stamp.” '

« 1 am undone, Mr. Forester,” gaid the doctor,
his indignation and courage dying out at once.

« You are, if you continue to deny this charge.”

“ T do not deny it.”

“Is it true 27

« Tt is. I was hurried and driven, and did not
know what to do for a sermon, and wrote that;

13%
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but did not know that it was one of Dr Chalm-
ers’ ”

¢ Why, it is in Dr. Chalmers’ published works.”

“Itis?” ,

“ Certainly ; see here.”

The doctor then stated that one of his parishion-
ers had presented him with a copy of an old ‘ser-
mon, preached in Scotland many years ago, but
which had the title-page torn out. The name of
the writer was gone, and he supposed it was the
production of some good old divine-long since
dead, and this was the only copy which had ever
found its way out of the parish in which it was
delivered. He had preached it to his own people,
by whom it was much admired ; and he had also
delivered it in some other places with much aceept-
ance, ‘

In due form the matter came before the conso-
ciation, and it was there proved that this was not
the first stolen sermon which the doctor had
preached. One that he had often delivered in and
out.of Camberwell was traced to the authorship
Dr. Channing; and, as fast as they were proved,
they were admitted. The result was, the doctor
was admonished, and, on a. most humble confession,
he was forgiven, and the case was dropped. But
the people of Camberwell could not forget. When
the members of the doctor’s church were heard
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praising any sermon which he had preached, the
question came into their mind, even if it did not
find utterance, ¢ Whose sermon was it?” Confi-
dence was lost, and the better the doctor preached
the more the people thought of Dr. Channing and

~ Dr. Chalmers,

Mr. Forester was censured by some for what
was considered his severity towards Dr. Taylor, in
regard to the stolen sermon; but that severity, if
it may be called so, had virtue in it, for it arose
out of an innate hatred of mean things; and the
course which the doctor had ‘pursued was a mean
and despicable one, and which must have lowered
him in the estimation of all noble and high-minded
men. Not long after, the doctor resigned his
situation as pastor, for the alleged reason that he
was troubled with dronchitis.




CHAPTER XV.
LETTERS FROM THE HOLY LAND,

. Queen of Judea®s stricken land,
" Thy garland, fallen from thy brow,
Lies withered on the desert sand,
And trampled by the Moglem, now.
The laurel-boughs of Lebanon
~ Btill brush the blue, unspotted sky ;
fl"l‘hexr plumes still quiver in the sun
That gilds thy ruin from on high.

‘Tex years had passed away since Elwood For-
ester had received ordination in Park-place Church.

His hfe had been one uninterrupted round of holy

duty and’ holy pleasure. One evening, as he was
returnmg ‘from his lecture-room, where he had been
giving a familiar discourse on the “seven churches
of Asia,” on the occasion of his weekly lecture,

he expressed a wish to be relieved a few weeks
from the responsibilities of his sacred office, and
seek rest and retirement in travel. Mr., Hendee,

who was walking with him, thoughtfully replied,
"« Perhaps we have been overtaxing you with the
cares of our pansh and church.”

!
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“ (0, no; but I am weary and somewhat sad, and
need to be reeranited ; and I think, if I could spend
a fortnight at Springs, I should return
with new strength.”

Here the conversation ended. The next eve-
nmg, as Mr. Forester was passing rapidly to the
post-office, Mr. Hendee caught him by the arm,
and said, good-naturedly,

« Mr. Forester, I have an idea.”

“ Very strange,” replied Mr. Forester, ‘ that
you should have an idea.”

« Nevertheless, I have one, and a good one.”

“ Well, let us hear it.”

“Why we are going to send you to the Holy
Land.”

“My aching head tells me that I am going
there fast.”

“ No, not that, T am In earnest, I have con-
versed with Deacon Brayton, and others, and we
have matured a plan for you to spend some months
in the East.” ‘ _

He then detailed his plan, and laid out the way
in which theé object was to be effected. The
minister went home with new hopes in his soul.

He had dreamed of a visit to Jernsalem, but
now the dream was to be effected. The result
was, a meeting of the parish was called, and it was
voted to give the pastor an absence of one year,
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to continue his salary, and supply his pulpit
during his tour, and to present him with one
thousand dollars to defray hiy expenses.

He sailed in the merchant vessel /Stamboul,”
- Captain Howland, for Smyrna, in colmpany with
several missionaries, who were designated to varions
parts of Asia by their respective boards. The

voyage was a delightful one; and, when the ship
tracked the blue waters of the Mediterranean Sca,

and sailed up by the numberless islands which dot
the surface of the Egean, our traveller well wished
that his voyage might be prolonged to months.
The monotony of a sea-voyage was broken by
cheerful recreation and religious services. Two
sermons wore preached every Sabbath, and a
familiar lecture given on Wednesday evening by
Mr. Forester, or one of the missionaries on board,
These services were attended by all the passengers
and as many of the crew as counld be released from
duty; and, ere the ship arrived at her destination,
two of the hard, bronzed seamen had, through the
influence of the Christians on board, yielded their
hearts to God. :
The ship arrived at Smyrna, and Mr. Forester,
after spending a few days.at the mission-station,
set out for the Holy Land; and it was not long
~ before the following letiers were received by the
» officiating minister at Park-place Church :
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« Jerusalem, June 2‘,‘ 18—.

« Prar Curistiaxy Frienps: Here I am in the
city of God. Oceans, mountains, rivers, deserts,
dangers, separate me from my own dear friends.
I arrived in Jerusalem yesterday, after a weary,
toilrome ride on the back of a camel, and am lodg-
ing 2t a Greek convent, just without the city. I
have been here so short a time, that I know not
how to speak of these sacred localities. The im-

- pression made upon me by the first sight was

peculiar, and I cannot better describe it than in

" the langnage of another, who has given his obser-

vations to the public in an elegant book, which 1
have been reading this morning. He observes:

«:¢The mountains rose more grandly, and I
clambered up to broad, stony table-lands, whence the
prospect was bleak and sad. Vast ranges of bare
hills receded to the horizon. ¢ In those days came
John the Baptist preaching in the wilderness of
Judea.” 1 passed rapidly over. this lofty, breezy
table-land, with an inconceivable ardor of expecta-
tion. .Often the pinnacles and shining points of
rock upon a distant hill-side startled me with a
doubt that I:saw Jerusalem, and at every change
in the landscape I paused and searched the moux-
tainous desolations to distinguish the city. But-
the majestic play of morning vapors with the sun
and the mountains mocked the scrutiny of the
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longing traveller, and gradually inspired a statelier
hope. As I paced more slowly along the hills,
the words of the psalm suddenly rang through my
mind, like a sublime organ-peal through a hushed
~cathedral, “Beautiful for situation, the joy of

the whole carth is Mount Zion, on the sides of the
" north, the city of the Great King.”

«“:«They passed, but in their stead arose an
imperial vision. Through the stupendous vista of
rocky mountain sides I should behold the joy of the
whole earth lifted upon a lofty hill, flashing with the
massive splendors of towers, and domes, and bat-
tlements, darkened by the solemn sadness of
eypresses, and graceful with palms. The delicate
outlines of hanging gardens, of marble terraces,
and balconies, and airy pavilions, should cluster
within. Triumphant bursts of music, ¢ with trum-
pets, also, and shawns,” and the chime of bells
harmonious with the soft acclaim of friendly voices,
should breathe and pulse from the magnificent

metropolis, and preach more willingly than John,

in the wilderness of*Judea.

« «In the summer of that Syrian noon, this was

the spectacle I thought to see, the majesty of its
associations manifested in the city. And, as I
knew it nearer, 1 walked more slowly, dreaming
that dream. The camels of other travellers passed
u8, returning from Jerusalem. Our caravan over-
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took me, and I went forward with the pasha and

- the commander. The high land unrolled itself

more broadly. The breezy morning died into the
gilent noon, In the imminent certainty, the eager-
ness of expeclation was passed. Golden Sleeve,
our guide, preceded us a little distance, and we
followed silently. Suddenly he stopped, and, with-
out turning or speaking, pointed with his finger
toward the north. We reached - his side, and
looked. There was a blue line of wall, a minaret,

“a black dome, a few flat rocks, and in the midst

a group of dark, slender cypresses, and olives, and
palms. J

«“ ¢There lay Jerusalem dead in the white noon.
The desolation of the wilderness moaned at her
gates. There was no suburb of trees or houses.
She lay upon a high hill in the midst of hills, bar-
ren as those we had passcd. There were no sights
or sounds of life. The light was colorless, the air

was still. Nature had swooned around the dead

city. " There was. np gound in the air, but a wail-
ing in my heart, ¢ O Jerusalem, Jerusalem ! thou

“that stonest the prophets, and killest those that are

sent unto thee!”’ ,
¢« In this poetic account, you have a description
of my own feelings as 1 approached the Holy
City, covered with dust, and weary with my jour-
ney. Bat, O, how does the soul recoil when we
14

\
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cuter the sin-cursed streets! We can only exclaim
+ O Jerusalem, how fallen! The brooks and the
hills remain, but the glory of Jerusalem is gone.’

¢« Biloa’s brook still flows along,

Beneath the palm-trees® towering shade,
Unmindful of the pilgrim throng

In grief along its bank arrayed ;
AungrKedron’s amaranthine bowers

Trail their erushed vines upon the ground.
0, blasted are the holy towers ‘

That once their glories reared around.’

« Fivery step I have taken since my arrival
has spoken to me of Judea’s awful sin, and God’s
terrible vengeance.”

) e Jerusalem, June 12, 18—,

« To tHE CHILDREN OF PARK-PLACE SABBATH-
scmoor,:  Your pastor, who so recently addressed
you in your school-room, now writes you a letter
~ from Palestine, a map of which hangs behind my

* Jecture-room pulpit. You have often heard me
tell of the “splendor and glory of the Holy City,
and, perhaps, you have an idea that its ancient
glory still continues. DBut this is not the case.
As I have wandered over these hills and through
these dells for a few days past, the words of the
poetthzwe rigen to my lips:
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¢ Judea’s mountains still are seen
To sentinel thy grave-like gloom,
Her bills and vaileys glisten green,

. As though thou didst not fill a tomb ;
The wave still curls by Calvary’s steep ;
The grape, the fig, the olive shine ;

Unwrinkled rolls the dark blue deep,
And still she bears the fruitful vine ;
And fame still gilds her withered brow —

Proud city, 0, how dark art thou!’

“Thig city, you know, children, was destroyed,
many centuries ago, by the Romans, who cast down
the wall, destroyed the temple, killed the people,
and left the ¢ity a heap of desolation. One of your
own writers, whose name is unknown to me, thus
speaks of the awful earnage of that terrific scene,
which beggars all description :

“¢The Roman army, in all the fulness of its
strength, and with all the fierceness of Egyptian
Mamelukes, stood before the kingljr Capitol. The

" life-like eagles that decorated the gilded banners

of the Caesars were unfurled to the breeze, while
the sunlight that poured from heaven, and shot
athwart the Galilean hills, reflected upon every
surcounding ohject the majestic grandeur and
ferocity that attached to a band of Roman sol-
diers. There stood Titus, clothed with supreme
authority, the military representative of a mighty
empire; and, as Macaulay said of Cromwell, the

¥
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very soul of a well-disciplined army. After the
goldiers were sufficiently rested and refreshed, em-
bankments were thrown up, and the battering-
rams went thundering against the wall, while the

mortal enemies of ' Rome hurled their javelins and

shot their arrows into the midst of her armed
men. For days the conflict was terrible, and
doubtful to the beholder. The Jews rushed out-
side the walls, and inhumanly butchered the sol-

diers, that, in obedience to the command of Titus,

were willing to extend mercy. Then all the
Roman fury was aroused, and neither age nor sex
was spared; but, while Titus and his followers
were discharging their arrows from without, a

more dreadful enemy was at work within the walls,
—— famine was destroying more than the sword.
Thus the punishment sent upon the Jews was
doubly severe, and the scene must have been
doubly terrible when the walls fell down, and the
- Roman conqueror, with his maddened army, swept
through the eity, destroying the most magnificent
~ superstructures of art, and butchering the stgrving

populace that were unable fo flee before the

uplifted sword. The Saviour had said, the city,
with all its gorgeous and lofty edifices, should be
thrown down; and so.it was. Kleven hundred
thousand of the vain-glorious and God-defying in-
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habitants were laid low in the dust, as was their
idol city.’ ¢

“ Thus, children, was the city of God over-
thrown ; and its beautiful palaces will, probably,
never be rebuilt.  When some of you are men, per-
haps you will come here, and view these desola-
tions ; for the time is not far distant when visits to
Palestine will be as common as visits to N iagara,
— as expeditiously made, and as cheaply, too.’.’

“J erusa,lem, Nov. 5, 18—,

“ Dear Friexos: I have now written you seven-
reen letters, contammg descriptions of what I have
seen in this land. I have, during the summer,
made many excursions in all directions. I have
climbed to the top of Mt, Hermon, and slept in
8t, Catharine’s convent, at the base of Mt. Sinal.
I have crossed the Nebbez Moussa, and taken a
bath in the clammy, glutinous waters of the Dead
Sea. I have sailed upon the Sea of Galilee, and
drapk the waters of the Jordan. I have stood
hour ‘after hour and gazed upon the Mosque of
Omar, and have heard Bishop Grabat preach for
the benefit of Englishmen, and other strangers.
Now I turn my eyes homeward. I shall come
vig England, and be with you early in the spring.” -

Never was joy greater in a parish than when
14%
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Mr. Forester, a few months afterward, ascended
the pulpit of Park-place Church, his cheek bronzed,
and his form robust, the picture of perfect health,

and the image of strength. Seldom afterward did,

he mention his journeyings directly ; but those who
knew him best could see that every discourse was
richer in imagery, and more wealthy in thought ;
and it was evident to all that ome man, at least,
had travelled to good advantage, and had used his

time to great profit. The people, in their kind-

ness and liberality, had not only improved the
health of their minister but had enrftched them-
gelves.

i

CHAPTER XV1.

THE GOLDEN WEDDING.
0, pleasant is the welcome kiss
When day’s dull round ig o’er,
And gweet the music of the step
That meets us at the door !

O~E night, after Mr. Forester and his family
had retired .to rest, his bell was rung violently.
He started up, and, going to the window, demanded
“ Who’s there 27 :

“A couple to be married,” was the answer.

Marriages the clergy seldom lose, if they ean

help it; and in a few minutes Mr. Forester had

arranged his toilet, and the bridal party was ad-
mitted. ‘

« Why do you come so late 2 ”

“That 1s a notion of ours.” ‘

“There may be something wrong about it.”

« Examine the certificate, and see.”

“ That dbes not always tell.”

“ We can go to another clergyman.”

“ But ”?
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« The matter will be explained to your satisfac-
tion.”

Mr. Forester examined the certificate, and find-
ing it properly drawn and mgned married the
partics, though he had some misgivings. The
bridegroom was a seafaring mém of about thirty,
and the bride was a sweet, gentle creature, who
seemed to be above deceit. The work having heen
‘done, the parties withdrew, leaving a piece of

money in the hand of the minister, nicely wrapped
in a piece of white paper. When the carriage
had rolled away, the clergyman op&ned his paper,
and where he expected to find a golden eagle was
a copper cent. To tell the truth, the good man

was quite indignant, and gave vent to his feelings in

some expressions not exactly ministerial.

“ That — is — too —bad!” chimed in Mrs.
Forester, who began to comprehend how the case
stood, and who had seldom seen her husband so in-
dignant, :

“Too bad ! — it is outrageous.”

“ Well, well;; it may turn out right, after all.”

“ May ! ” ‘

“ And, if it don’t, you are not killed.”

Mr. Forester went to bed, determined he would
never marry such a mean couple as that again.

“ No wonder they came in the night!” said he -

to himself, after his companion had fallen asleep.
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The next day, he was sitting in his study, when
a commissioner brought to the door a heavy bun-
dle, accompanied by a delicate note. The note was
opened, and read thus: ‘

«Captain  William Mansfield requests Mr.
Forester to accept the accompanying loaf of wed-

. ding-cake. The reason of our late arrival at his

house last night was owing to an unfortunate delay
caused by the breaking down of our carmage,
while coming from Salem.”

The bundle was opened,-and in it was found a
nice cake pyramid, on the sides of which spangled
twenty Hnglish sovereigns, which glistened as if
they were just from the mint, -

“ Well, Captain Mansficld is & man, af’ter all,”
said the minister,

“I told you it was all for the best,” replied hig
wife. _

“ Yes, but you knew nothing about it.”

“I had faith." _

“ Nonsense, wife! But wehave the twenty pieces
of silver; so we will rejoice over them, Your new
cloak will come easy now, and those twenty volumes
which I have been wanting so long, I will have;
80, many thanks to Captain Mansfield.”

In making a record in his journal of this affair,
Mr. Forester entered it under the appropriate head

of the golden wedding.




CHAPTER XVII.

THE ELECTION.

But, sir, the senator says he has great respect and great
reverence for the Elergy,‘—-for the ministers of the Gospel,
as such, — while they keep their robes pure and unspotted :
but, when they descend to the turbid pools of pelities, and
bedabble their garments all over with the mud, and’ slime,
and filth, which he would make you believe is found there,
he loses all respect for them.

For several yeafs, the minister of Park-place
-did not exercise the privilege which belongs to
every freeman of casting his'vote at the polls.
But little intercsted in mere party matters, he had
allowed others to elect officers, without his assiste
ance. This, however, instead of being a virtue,
was one of the sins of omission. Every man in a
republican government is under obligation to cast
his vote, and use his influence, in the election of
good and wise men to office. In 18-, there
occurred an election into which entered several
-moral questions, and good men of all parties began
to feel the importance of banding together for the
public good. Mr. Forester determined to vote.

THE ELECTION.

By a long relinquishment of this right, his people
had come to the conclusion that it did not belong
to him ; and, when he announced, some days before,
to a cirele of friends, his determination to vote, he
was seriously advised not to do so. Xwven good
Deacon Brayton, always cautious and considerate,
thought it might make trouble. But the pastor
had his own mind, and settled the question for
himself; and, when the day came, marched boldly

"to the polls, and deposited his vote according to

the dictates of his conscience.

That year, there were before the.country three
prominent candidates for the highest office in the
gift of the people. The first was General Tyler,
a military chieftain, who had done much service
for his country on the tented field, and who, covered
with the scars of battle, was now presented by his-
friends as a candidate for civil honors. The sec-
ond was General Gray, a statesman of some re-
pute, and one who had received well-earned laurels
in the service of the republic. The third was
Martin Van Horn, 2 man of learning and diplo-
matic skill, who was presented by a_new and rising
party, which was commencing its existence. These
three men — all heroes, and all worthy of the office
sought, in the estimation of their friends — were
before the people for their suffrages. Which one
of these Mr. Forester voted for, we cannot tell.
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As he went to the polls, his vote, though open in
his hand, was not distinguished ; and each party

. claimed him, while he silently returned to his

duties, designing to shy nothing of the manner in
~ which he had voted.-

But the people were determined to bring him
out, and make him show his colors ; and, in a short
~ time, whigs, democrats and free-soilers, were all in
commotion. All at once, they seemed uneasy, and
manifested a disposition to meddle with that which
was not their business. Simultaneously, the mem-
bers of the various parties determined to call on
him, and bring him to an account.

One evening, soon after the election, Mr. For-
ester was sitting in his study. Mr. Erving Lyons,
a prominent whig, wag ushered in.

« (food-evening, Mr. Forester; you have a fine
study here, a glorious lot of books, a nice place to
grind out sermons,” wag his first salutation.

«(, yes; it is easy for me to sit down to study
here, I have so many helps.” :

«T should judge your sermon-mill was in good

“order, by the way you preached last Sabbath.”

Mr. Forester made no reply to this singular
compliment, but changed the conversation into
another channel. After a short talk.on general
matters, Mr Lyons said,
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“ What do you think of the result of the elec-
tions on Monday last 2” '

“ Why, I am satisfied, if all the rest are.”

“ But don’t you think the successful candidate
the best one 27

“ Perhaps so; for I do not think either party
had the best man to be found.”

“ Well, Mr. Forester, I do not wish to pry into
your business, but, if it is a fair question, who did
you vote for 7

“ Ah, that iz among the secrets ! ”

“ T did not know as yoyAvould have any objection
on that point. This voting business is a public
matter.” '

“Yes; but I thought T would be a freemason
on this subject, as my people were not shrewd
enough to see how I voted at the time.”

¢ Thqt isall right; but the report is abroad that
you voted for General Gray, and it is doing you
serious injury.”

“ How 77 :

“Your whig friends feel aggrieved that you
should vote against their interests ; and I want you

- to let me say, from you, that you did not vote for

that old villain.”

“No, sir; I shall not allow you to say any such
thing.”"

‘s Well then, you will be greatly injured by the
15
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-reports in cireulation. I do not care who you
voted for, but you must look out for- your reputa-
tion.”

-« Certainly ; but, if easting an honest vote is

hazardous to reputation, I must run the risk.”

“ Well, well ; do as you please,” said Mr. Lyons, -

_ vising, abruptly. «If trouble comes out of this,
-remember that I have tried to befriend ~you.
Good-evening, sir.”

“ Good-evening, sir.”

- The door closed on the retreating form of the
excited politician, one of the best but most enthu-
siastic of men. Hurrying to his store, he ex-
- claimed to his partner, a mild, quiet man,

“ T will never enter Park-place Church again ! ”

“Ho! what has turned up now ?”

*“Turned up! Why, Forester voted, last Mon-
day, for that miserable Gray; and I will never sct
foot in his church again, as long as I breathe ! ”

« Perhaps he, did not vote for Gray. It may be'

a mistake,”

“ No, I got it from his own lips.”

“ From his own lips 7

“ Yes, or what was equivalent to it; and I am
fixed for the future.”

&7

Let us return to the parsonage. The minister
sat musing upon the somewhat extraordinary con-
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versation he had had with Mr, Lyons, who had
been one of his warmest friends, when he was
startled from his revery by another ring, and Mr.
Bradshaw was announced. This gentleman was

_ not a member of the church, but was a very good

man, a lawyer, and somewhat excitable on political
matters. He came in with a pleasaﬁt smile, but
evidently in a hurry, and on important business.
He commenced by saying, « Mr. Forester, you
know I am a plain man,”

“Yes.”

T don’t like round—about stories.”

“ No.” ,

“ I have a little matter which I wish to conveuse
ahout, and might as well come at it first as last.”

“ What is it 2” said Mr. Forester, with a smile.

“ Why — why, it is rumored that you voted last
Monday for General Tyler for office ; and some of
your best friends, feeling injured by it, requested
me to come in to learn the truth, We all grieve
that our minister should pursue a course so incon-
sistent with his previous life.”

“Who told you I voted for Gen. Tyler ?”

“ Common report.” :

“ She may lie.”

“Will you let me say so from you?” askef

Esq. Bradshaw, rubbmg hlS hands.
13 NO ”
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- 4 Then you did vote for him%”

« T did not say so.’

“ Then you won’t tell me?”

« Certainly not.” ‘

“ Why not 2”7

« Because it is my own business, agd I do not
choose to. have it meddled with. - T voted honestly,
and do not choose to give any account to my
church.” =

~ « (), I meant no harm; but the people are much

excited about the matter, and you could end the
strife by a single word. Unless this can be cleared
~ up to the satisfaction of the people, several of our
best democrats will leave Park-place.”

“ What kind of democrats would they show .

themselves to be?” .
« O, they would go away in a moment of excite-

ment. However, I have no interest in this mat-
ter.” - .
« Well, if you have not, let us drop it; and, if
those who sent you ask a report, please tell them,
kindly, that I shall vote unbiased and unpledged,

and cannot admit of any dictation in a matter of

this kind.”
The visitor soon took his leave, and hurried to

the store of Mr. Pond, a sort of resort for political
men, where he found two or thrée other persons of
the same party, who had as much feeling in relaf
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tion to the vote of the minister as he had him.
self. ,

“ What shall be done?” asked Mr. Pond.

“ Let it drop,” responded Mr. Dennis.

“L will tell you what I shall do,” sa1d Mr.
Bradshaw, .

“What 27 they all asked in one breath.

“ I shall leave Park-place, and go to Dr. Lang-
ley’s, where ‘I shall not be troubled with sermons
on polities or religion.”

“Then you will make a fool of yourself,” chimed
in Dick Hosmer, who had now become somewhat

of a man, especially about election times, being a

strong democrat. ¢ The parson has as much right
to vote for Tyler as you and I have for Gray. You
had better let Parson Forester alone. He is a
mateh for all of you.” |

Bradshaw went off in an angry mood, but the

“next morning concluded not to give up his pew

yet, but to hold on a little longer.

The next day, as Mr, I‘orcster wag passing along
one of the principal streets of Camberwell, he was
saluted by one of his brethren, who placed his
arm within that of the minister, and they slowly
walked by blocks, and across squares, and through
parks, conversing with each other. Soon the sub-

ject of the late election was introduced, and though
15%
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the pastor tried to avoid it, the conferMence soon

became personal, , ! . ,
_«They say you voted for Tyler, Mr. Forester,”

said Mr. Innes.
«They say! Who are they ?” :
« Those who were in the ward-room when you
" cast the ballot.” : : \
« Tt is doubtful whether they are eorrect.”
« No more than doubtful #” |
: Brother Innes, I am not disposed to con-
f?S‘S‘.A man who votes for d slaveholder am% a
murderer oug‘ht to confess. For my part, I think
ministers are the last men who ought to vote for.a
military chieftain, or men stained with the guilt
of war.” | |
« Do you know of any minister who has? ”
« Why, no — not exactly. I g'pose Dr. Langley
did, and they say you did.”
« If T did, what ”
.-« Q, then you did, did you?”
did not say so.” -
« No, but- you partially admitted it. NOV;:', 1
believe it is my duty to bear my testimony against
all sin ; and, if my minister votes for General Tyler,

I will not hear him preach again. I will not sup- -

port those who support slaveholders and murdel.cel:s.
Tt is time the lines were drawn ; and, if our minis-
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ters vote for such men, I, for ohe, will leave the
church and join an engine-company !
¢ Perhaps you had better sleep over this a few

~ nights, and good may S ‘

“Sleep! sleep! It is a positive sin for anybody
to sleep now.” Thus the good man went on, with-
out knowing who hig pastor voted for, or what
wrong he was doing by his accusations, They
walked a while, Mr. Innes becoming more violent

~and denunciatery, until every person they met
“stared at them, wondering what angry discussion

they were engaged in. At length they parted,
Mr. Innes to visit all his political brethren, and
Mr. Forester to go mourning to his study, to
lament the inconsistencies of his people.

For a little while' the society was disturbed in
certain circles ; but the excitement soon died away,
and Mr. Lyons, Rsq. Bradshaw and Brother Innes,
were not a little ashamed of the fierce manner in
which they bhad assailed the minister, and, con-
vinced of the injustice they had done him, endeav-
ored to undo whatever evil impression they had
made upon his mind. |

We imagine Mr. Forester is not the only minig-
ter who has been placed in such a.condition, Men
become heated and intemperate in their political
zeal, and say and do things, in the frenzy of a
political campaign, which they would blush to say
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and do in calmer moments. Mr. Innes was a vio-
lent abolitiodist, almost a come-outer, and he could
not bear the idea that his minister had not voted
the ¢ freedom ticket;” and he had assailed him for
the purpose of knowing, from his own lips, the true
state of the case. Mr. Forester did not choose to
tell him, though he did vote for the anti-slavery
candidate. The minister, surely, concluded that
his vote was his own, and that it did not concern
any other man. He felt himself competent to take
~ care of his own political opinions and acts, and he
accordingly kept his own counsel.

After this, the minister voted in every election,
and voted as he chose, sometimes with a sealed
and sometimes with an open ballot. The people
. became so used to his free exercise of right that
they did not meddle with the matter at all.  Mr.
Lyons was always careful that the pastor should
have a whig ticket; Mr. Bradshaw furnished him
with one on the democratic side; while Brother
Innes always came, on the morning of election, to
bring a ticket of his party. The minister tock all
of them, and, with his penknife, formed one out of
all to suit himself; and no complaint was made.
He became a free man.

[‘

CHAPTER XVIIIL.
TIE UNFORTUNATE ,BERMON.
It fell on ears polite, as harsh as notes of woe.

Nor long after the events recorded in the pre-
vious chapter took place, a new cause of rupture
occurred.  Congress made a wicked law, which

-required the rendition of fugitive slaves; a law
‘similar to one proposed some years before, and

which, the reader will recollect, formed the subject
of discussion between Elwood Forester aund old
Captain Brown, a short time before the former led
to the altar the ‘daughter of the latter. It was

- such a law as made every n{an‘of‘ humane feelings
cry out with indignation, and the pulpit and the

press were loud in condemning it. Among other
clergymen who preached upon the subject, was the
hero of this story. Elogquently and forcibly did
the minister of Park-place Church pour out the

_honest abhorrence of his soul ; and, with thrilling

emphasis, did he declare, « If a slave comes to my
door, flying from oppression, I will take him in;

- if he is naked, I will clothe him ; if he is thirsty, I

s
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will give him drink ; if he is hungry, I will foed

him; he shall  share my bed; he shall sit at my
table; and as soon will I drive out my chﬂdlen as
give him up to slavery.”

Shortly after this law was made, the fourth of
July, the day of our annual independence, came
on the Sabbath; and the clergy generally preached
sermons of a religio-political character, and Mu.
Forester among others; The character of the ser-
mon may be gathered from the following ex-
tracts :

“ We have reached a state of public affairs when
it becomes the pulpit to break its silence, and utter
its notes of warnings; when every honest man
should lay his hand upon his heart, and appeal to
God against the unholy legislation of a corrupt
Congress ; when the old men and the young men,
when the citizen and the stranger, should come
forth to league themselves against human slzwery,
and break the rod of oppression.

« Clauses are at work which threaten to overturn
the fair fabric which our fathers erected. In Con-

gress, where we have been accustomed to look for
justice, and honor, we have seen public faith broken,
national honor trod under foot, and.solemn com-

pacts. violated. Tt has become evident that no
trust can be reposed in the slave-power, and that
we must deal with it only as with a dishonored,
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perjured outlaw. Congress has ‘trampled on our
dearest rights, and an act. has been passed —
pressed through its several stages at midnight —
enslaving all the free states. It is evident that
the South cannot be trusted. It has broken solemn
compacts, and soon it will demand the right to
bring slaves into New England, and work them
here with us.’

“ Among the people, also, are alarming signs.
The fugitive-slave law will be resisted. While
men are human, they will hate that -infamous
measure, and oppose, at every step, its cruel en-
forcement. ' If the South persists in making a
hunting-ground of New-England, there will be

~ bloodshed and civil war. The fugitive-slave law

must be blotted cut, or there can be no peace. In-
deed, we do not want rest while that odious, devil-
ish cnactment pollutes the statute-book of the
nation, The Union is Worth nothing under such
circumstances.”

Then followed an argument showing the inhu-
manity of sending back to slavery those who had

- escaped, and much more to this effect. This ser-

won gave offence to several members of the con-
gregation, In the church was one man who was
peculiarly sensitive, He held an office under gov-
exnment, and felt called upon to resent the affront,
5o, in the midst of the discourse, he seized his hat

\
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and cane, and marched down the aisle, with all the
apfearance of offended dignity which he knew
how to assume. The pastor saw him start, and
ﬁaused, fixing his eye sternly, and somewhat
roguishly, on the retreating form of the .ofﬁce-
holder. Every eye in the house turned in the
same direction; a smile gathered on cach counte-

nance; hats, which had been taken by men who

wished to follow the example of Mr. Cushing, werc
dropped ; a flush overspread the face of the poor
man who was passing out, as he heard the sound
of his own footsteps, and he wished himself in the
pew, at home, in the custom-house, in China —
anywhere but in the aisle of Park-place Church.

When the door had closed after him, the sermon
went on. 'The next day, as the preacher was pass-
ing a.long‘ by the custom-house, Mr. Cushing met
him, and began thus: ‘

« Did you mean to insult me yesterday ?”

« No, indeed ! ” |

« Then why did you preach such a sermon ?”

« Because it was my duty to do so.”

-« And you meant to hit me?”

« Certainly, if you was guilty.”
 « Well, Ihave made up my mind!”

«T am glad of it, for it is seldom that a man
makes up his mind in these times. Yot of course,
have determined to assist the fugitive?”
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“ T have determined not to listen to the preach-
ing of a political preacher. I do hate politics in
the pulpit.” :

“ I was preaching on morals.”

« About niggers!” ,

“ A man is a man, however black his face may
be.” . '

“ I do not see what use it is to make such'a fuss
over a few niggers. The Union is worth forty
thousand niggers; and I would rather see all the

- blacks in Christendom hung than see the Union

broken. I think ministers are out of place when
they begin to preach politics. I can say, with
Senator Adams, that ¢ I have as high a regard for

" their vocation- as any other individual, and as

much respect for the ministers of peace and good-
will on earth as any other individual; but when
they depart from their high vocation, and come
down to mingle in the turbid pools of polities, T
would treat them just ag I would all other citizens.
It is so unlike the apostles and the ministers of
Christ at an early day, that it loses the potency
which they suppose the styling themselves minis-
ters of the Gospel would give to their memorials.
The ecarly ministers of Christ attended to their
mission, one which was given to them by their
Master; and, under all circumstances, even when

the Saviour himself was upon earth, and attempts
' 16
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were made to induce him to give opinions with
reference to the municipal affairs of the govern-
ment, he refused.’”

“There may be a difference of opinion, Mr.

Cushing, as to what the mission of the minister s;
~and I claim to understand it as well as a holder
of office under government or a slaveholding sen-
ator can tell me. I lived Y

“ No matter; I shall leave Park-place, at onee.”

“ That is a more conclusive argnmens than the
other. I can appreciate it.” .

“Just as you please. But I capnot licar a
political demagogue preach, nor I won’t; that’s all
about it !V
. And off he hurried, without the common form
of civility, and the minister went on his way. He
had not gone far before he met Ir. Tnnes, who
took him by the hand, and exclahmed, « Good-morn-
ing, Mr. Forester. I have been wanting to see
you, and thank you for your sermon yesterday.
Tt was a noble plea for the oppressed, and, in the
name of three million slaves, in the name of hu-
manity and God, I thank you.”

«T was not aware that there was anything in
my sermon which was peculiar. My people, from
what they know of me, should have expected just
such a sermon on the occasion.”

“Yeg; but they did not expect it after you had

'
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voted, so little time hefore, for a. slaveholder and

a man of blood.”

-« On what do you base such & charge ?”

“ On your admissions to me.”

“ T admitted nothing,”

“ I understood you to.”

“ You-understood wrong.”

“Then I am wrong.”

“« You were go oxcited, Mr. Innes, that you did
not know what I did say.”

“ Perhaps T am too hasty, I mude up my mind
at that time to leave your wecting, but soon
changed. I feel tenderly on the subject of slav-
ery-” )
“ I merely refused to tell you for whom I voted,
considering it my own matter.” '

“ 0y well, lot us drop it. Your sermon yester-
day was exceliont — excellent,” ' :

Mr. Cushing did not leave the mecting, though
he had resolved to do so.  There was: another
party to the bargain, Mre. Cushing was not at
meeting, and did not see her hushand retire, and
was not aware of the difficulty. However, on

- Monday, after his interview with Br. Forester, the
~wounded office-holder said to his wile, o strong-

minded woman, «I am geing to leave Park-place
Church, I have had enough of that ?
“ Leave Park-place Church't”
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- #Yes” .

« What for, pray ?”

¢« O, you can't hear anything but politics.”

¢«T don’t hear politics there.”

“If you don’t, Forester is hammering at it all
the time ; and I shall leave. So, that ’s settled !”

«T shan’t leave,”

¢ Shan’t !”

& Ng.»

« T will sell my pew.”

“ T will buy it. Ihave no idea of leaving Park-

place. You get into a fret, once in four years, on
politics, and want to sell your pew. I have left
two churches on your account, and won’t move
again. T am satisfied with Mr. Forester, and shall
not leave his church. If I go away with you, it
will not be_ two years before you will have a flare-
up, and want to move again.”

«“ Well, T don’t want to have my political views
controverted every Sabbath.” .

“ T don’t care anything about politics. I wish
they would let women vote; we should not have
so much fuss about nothing.” '

“ Women and ministers are the last persons who
ought to vote; they are always on the wrong
side.”

« Well, T don’t leave Park-place

“1 do.” ‘

THE UNTFORTUNATE SERMON. 185

-« Just as you please, Mr. Cushing.”

There ended the discussion. Mrs. Cushing had
her way, and- Mr. Cushing, though he did not
attend Park-place for some time, at length yielded,
and thanked his wife that she did not yicld to his |

- wishes, By some party manceuvre he lost his

office, and all at once declared that Mr. Forester
knew more about political matters than a great
many Stdtcsmen, and ever after was con%stont
member of the parish,

16%




CHAPYER XIX

EDWARD DEVOLL.

" Adversity, sage, useful guest,
Serene instructor, but the best,
It is from thee alone we know
Justly to value things below.

TaE causes of dissatisfaction enumerated in the
previous chapters soon disappeared, and the parish

settled down quietly. Mr, Innes, Hsq. Bradshaw

Mr. Lyon, and the rest of the earnest politicians,
concluded they had made themselves appear

somewhat foolish, and betook themselves to acts -

of kindness' to undo any unpleasant impressions
‘which they had made on the mind of the pastor,
- whom they sincerely loved. Camberwell was quiet,
while other towns and cities were convulsed.

One day, Mr. Forester received a letter from

his carly and long-tried friend, Edward Devoll, -

an extract from which we give below :

¢« Oxford, July 81, 18—.
“ Dear Frienp: Come and see me, for I am
in trouble; the deep waters are going over my
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soul, The connection I have had with this people
must be sundered, and I must seek another place
of labor. The people are dissatisfied ; I am weary
and sad, and you must come and talk over the
matter with me. :

“I have also domestic afflictions about which I
must not write to you, and the character of which
1 will not even intimate on paper. But come down
and see me, and I will commit all to your judg-
ment.”’

Devoll, as we have seen, was settled at Oxford
about the time Forester was settled at Camber-
well, and, though a man of mind, he had failed in
his profession to a considerable extent. Though
he had kept along with his church, he had failed
to satisfy the wants of the people. His sermons
were profoundly dry, and there was a want of
adaptation to the people and the times. e had
married a pious but strong-minded woman, who
thought herself called to literary pursuits, and
even neglected her family in order to write poetry
for some half-dozen magazines, and prose atticles
for some half-dozen newspapers. She was really
an intél]igent, cultivated woman, but with no
taste for domestic duties, and no adaptation to
make the life of a pastor happy. Devoll, not
being a man of popular abilities, had been kept
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in a small parish; and his wife had grown sour
and fretful under the constant annoyances to which
limited means subjected her, and her husband, who
had selected her amon g many, was disappointed
at the course she pursued. The Oxford people,
though poor, were willing to do everything possi-
ble for the minister; but it was becoming evident
that a change must come, for the good of both
pastor and pecple. |

On the reception of the letter from his friend,
Elwood Forester packed his valise and posted off to
Oxford, where he found his friend, disl heartened
and sad, his house illy fur nished, and his childven,
three in number, poorly clad, and growing up Wlth
' some very objectionable habits,
 Devoll met him at the door, welcomed him with
" much cordiality, and took him at ence iuto the
study. They conversed about half an hour, when
Mys, Devoll made her appearance in a loose robe,
- not the most appropriate for so late an hour in
the day. :

“Q dear, Mr, Torester, you must excuse me,”
she said, ¢ for not coming in sooner. I'have been
engaged this afternoon in writing a sonnet.”

< A sonnet!” said Devoll, somewhat bitterly.

t A sonnet on Autumn,”’ added the lady.

“ Well, it will have time enough to mature be-
fore it is wanted, I see, as to-morrow is the first
day of August,” said Forester, laughing. .
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Soon the lady retired, and Devoll turned the
attention of his friend to the subjects for which he
had sent for him,

“ T am in trouble,” said he.

“ Laugh it off,” was the reply.

« T have tried to do so, but with very poor suc-
cess. 1 have not the happy, or unhappy, faculty -
of laughing off trouble, which you have.”

“ Well, Devoll, what is the matter?”

“ There are many things. My preaching, in
the first place, does not suit this people. I am
dry and tedious in the pulpit, I know.”

“ Well, adapt yourself to the wants of your con-

~ gregation. Those wants you know, and you have

ability to meet them.,”
“I have tried.”
«“ And failed 2 ”
“Yes.”
“ How have you tried 27
“I have selected new topics, and have striven

“hard to make them interesting to the people.”

“ But have you not put too much learning into
your discourses ?”

“ How can I get too much learmng into a ser-
mon.” |

“You cannot; but you can get too much book
style, too much musty, abstruse learning, which you
alone can comprehend, I fear our ministers study
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harder for deep, incomprehensible things, than they
do to make simple, positive truths beneficial.”
« T may have done s0.”

"«] think you have, from the sermons I have
heard you preach, and from a conversation 1 had
with one of your best hearers and most sincerc
fijends. Your congregation are good, comimon-
sense people, — not learned, not ignorant ; and, if
T mistake not, you preach to them as scholars, and
not as sinners to be saved by grace. You treat
your themes in & learned, and not a practical way.
“You imitate Mclancthon, who preached to students

and professors, and for them; instead of imitating
Luther, who preached to and for the masses, in

which mingled the rich and poor, the learned and’

the ignorant, the virtuous and vicious.”

«“ But I cannot change; I have ”

« Yes, you can change, The man who has mas-
tered languages and sciences, who stood at the head
of his class in college, and who is favorably known
among men of letters, can alter his style.”

«You have more versatility than I have, and
do not understand the difficulties which lie in the
way of a downright plodder. You are a quecr
specimen of the genus homo, a sort of exception to
general rules, It is useless to talk about adapting
one to one’s place. Men are not whalebone, and
cannot bend to all circumstances.”
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“ My dear friend, you are mistaken in some .
things, though I admit that you have studied much
more closely than I have. You dwell in your
stady ; you live” among your hooks, and go not
out fo find how the public pulse is beating, and
how . ) '

“ 0, T despise the public pulse, and cannot con-
seat to be an actor on the stage in order to get a
congregation. T am not a time-server, and eannot
become one. If I cannot secure a congregation
by honest study, and well-digested, compact dis-
courses, I must leave the sacred galling,”

“You need not become a time-server, or an
actor, n erder to adapt yourself to the wants of
your people, Buat, if you would know how to
preach, and if you would benefit those who hear
you, you must know what errors they are cherishing,
what sius most besct them, what virtues need most
to be cultivated, what wrongs need to be redressed,
what sorrows are to be alleviated, and what hearts
need to be inspired. The greatest pulpit orators
that ever lived, Bossuet, Bourdalou, Massillon, on
the continent, anoble host in Britain, and numbers

‘ameong us, have all adapted themselves to the con-

dition and wants of the people. You can do the
sate, if you keep in mind the solemn, awful fact
that you are preaching to a congregation of sin-
ners, who are to meet you at the bar of God.”

v
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“ But, if this was the only difficulty, I might rise

above it. Discontent already reigns in the parish.”

¢“To what extent 2”7

“ I don’t know.” ?

¢« Have you no means of judging ?

“ Ounly from a.single circumstance.”

“ What- wag'it2”
~ « Nothing more thaun the fact that one of the
members of the church called on me, and told me
plainly that my usefulness in Oxford was at an
end long ago.”

¢« Usefulness at an end 2 ”

¢« He so stated.” |

¢« And you believed him 27 |

“Yes,— no.” .

« You Eshoulc?( have done as Dr. H., of B—o,
did, a while ago.”

-« How was that?”

« A discontented, peevish member of his church
called on him, and said: ¢ Doctor, your usefulness
is at endin B . ¢*How long have you thoﬁght
so, inquired the doctor. <O, for some time,’

replied the man. ¢ Well,” said the doctor, I

have been thinking the same of you, brother Wat-
son; your usefulness is cvidently at an end in

this church, and, as a friend, I advise you to leave,

“and go to-some other church.” The doctor then
$old him that he was always making trouble, al-
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ways discontented and restive, that he had unsettled
several ministers, and that the church should be
warned again{st him. The fellow was frightened,
and from that day never crossed the doctor’s path
again.” '

¢ Ah, that is a good way to meet such men, but
I could n’t do it.”

“You could fry; you would be doing & real
service to the church. But who was the man ?”

“ Brother King.” '

“ What, that chap that carried me in a chaise to
Camberwell, one night 2” '

“ The same.”

“ And has anybody else told you so ?”

«« No,” .

« Have you heard any complaints from Deacon
Burchard, Doctor Lawson, or brother Gates?”

“ None.”

“ Do they express satisfaction ?”

“Yes; but I don’t know whom to trust.”

«Trust them ; they have stood by you for years;
trust them, until they prove false. Ministers do
their members great injustice by harboring sus-
picions concerning them.”

« But who set brother King at work ?”

“ The Devil.”

“ I don’t know ; he must have had some one to
give him this lesson 27

17
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“Suppose he did; the persons who, instead of
coming to you, like men, muost set that ignorant
man to work on you,.are not worth your notice.”

“ Well, even this is not my chief dlﬁiculty

“ What more 27

« I am in debt, as are one half the ministers.”

“That is bad ; how much do you owe ?”

“ Three hundred dollars.” '

“ How much do your people owe you?”

“ One hundred and fifty dollars.”

« What other means have you for paymg the
debt 27

“1 have fifty dollars laid by for- the purpose;
but that'does not meet the case, and I am falling
behind every quarter,”

Mr. Forester drew out his poeket—book, and’

filled up a check for one hundred dollars on the
bank of Camberwell, and placed 1t in the hands of’

his friend.
A blush mounted to the cheek of Devoll as he

said, I cannot take this; I am not a pauper!”

¢« Certainly not, but God has prospered me, and
I now only return you the payment of the many
favors you did for me in college; you must take
it“!::

After long entreaty and perseverance, Devoll
consented to borrow the money of his friend, giv-
mg his promise to retum it as soon as he could.

i
1
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“ But' I have another dlﬁculty,” s'ud he, at
]ength

“ What, more 27

“ Yes, domestic troubles.”

“Ifear I cannot help you there.”

«T think not.”

“ But what is the difficulty ?” .

“You know I married a writer, and not a
warm-hearted, domestic woman.”

“ I thought as much.”

-« My wife is kind and amiable, but has no con-
ception of her truc duties to her fimily.”

“That is indeed an affliction,”

“And I am thus afflicted. You are the first
person “on earth to whom I have mentioned my
feelings, or made this statement, But I can con-
tain it no longer.” |

“ ITow does Mrs. Devoll manage 27

« Not at all.” ‘

“Have you conversed with her, with a view to
her reformation 27

“ A hundred times!”

“ Does it do no good 27 .

“ None at all; she neglects the children, spends

 her time in useless literary pursuits; devotes her- -

self to reading which unfits her mind for serious
and religions dutles and is a subject of various
kmds of scanlal in the town.”
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« When you reason with her, what does she
gay ¢”

«“ She replies that T am an odd creature, with
no poetry in my soul; and then she will quote
from all the gods at once, and pile up what she
deems beautiful figures, until I am crushed beneath
her towering Parnassus.” |

“ And may you not be in fault, to- some ex-
tent 77 ‘

“ I do not see how.”

“ Perhaps you do not really value your wife’s
literary taste.”

« Literary taste, — humbug!”

«(, no; your wife has abilities which, well

directed, would add both to your happiness and

to her own.”™
« T do not think so.”

“Tt may be frue, Edward, that your prosy

nature needs some poetry to adapt you to the
world. You might be a more successful preacher
by it.” |
- “'Will you talk with my wife 2”
T do not like to.”

¢« You must.”

¢ Some other person would do better.”

“ No; she has unbounded confidence in you,
and you must do it.”

% T will see.”
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The bell here rang for tea, which was some half-
hour behind the proper time; and the two clergy-
men descended to the dining-room, where it was to
be served. Mrs. Devoll was seated at the table;
her dress was qnite carelessly arranged, and For.
ester could mot help contrasting her with his own
neat, tidy, loving wife, who never wrote poetry,
but who took o«ood care of his children. The chil-
dren were dirty, ill-behaved, and gave evident
indications of neglect ; the table was well loaded.
but without taste in the arrangement; the room
was poorly ventilated, and filled with rubbish,
which gave it a very disordered appearance,

Tea passed off, however, and Mr. Devoll, who
had a+meeting to attend, went out, leaving Mr.
Forester to spend the evening with his family.
The children having retired, Mrs. Devoll sat with
her guest, conversing cheerfully, when the latter
said, |

“You pursue literary labors to some extent, do
you'not ¢”

«“1 do.”

“1t is agreeable recreation, I suppose.”

“0, yes; I love to write. I have been writing
some verses to-day, which I will read, if you

wish,”

“I should be happy to listen.” bt
Mrs. Devoll then read the followmg lines :

17%
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OUR COUNTRY.

Breathes there a man with soul so dead,
‘Who never to himself hath.said
This is my own, my native land ? — SooTT, -

Our Country ! yes, our native land,
Bought by a brave and noble band,
Who crossed the ocean’s briny spray,
From tyranny and strife away. _
Each rock and rill, each mount and hill,
Is dearer far, and brighter still,

Than all the temples fair of Rome,

Or the high-swelling Grecian dome

Her bosom hears a harvest fair,

And all the fruits of peace are there ; -
" Bach rugged rock, and flowing wave,
Possess attractions for the brave.

- Our Country ! neath her sacred soil
Our brothers sleep, o’ercome by toil ;
They left the land they bled to save,
And now they slumber in the grave.

Our fathers’ graves, — our fathers®’ graves!

O’er them the sacred banner waves ; -
They rest, set free from anxious fears,

‘From pain, and care, and sorrowing tears,

Their names will live till time shall end,
Their children will their fame defend,

~ 'Till a1l mankind their virtues sound,

~ From pole to pole, the world around.

Our Country ! here religion reigns,

And here a mighty conquest gains ;

Each mount points up a snow-white spire,
Each altar burns with sacred fire.
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. Our Country ! sound her glorious nams ;

Columbia, let it still remain ;

. My proudest boast shall ever be ’

That I’m a favored son of thee

That name inspires the soul with joy,
That name my noblest songs employ ;
That rame I °li sing when troubles roll,
Or brighter prospects fill the sonl. _
Inscribe that name on front of heaven,
Till every cloud away is driven ;
Ascendant let Columbia shine,

To praise her Iot all nations join.

Our Country ! see that star-flag bright,
Floating o’er our proudest height ;

Its flowing folds wave full and free,

In every land, o’er every sea.

Go look at England’s banner, red
With blood of those who from her fled ;
That banner often stained in gore,

" In present days and days of yore.
The Turkish crescent has grown old,
Thongh guarded by a Moslem bold ;
Its glories all have passed away,
Like evening clonds at close of day.
The flag of Rome — the papal power -~
Is bat the pageant of an hour;
Her banner waved o’er realms of space,
But now is shronded in disgrace.

i Fair Grecia, too, that classic land,
Her temples now in ruins stand ;
Hor banner furled, her power fled,
And she a trembling captive led.

' * But thou, Columbia, tHou shalt rise,
Till thou shalt reach the glorious prize,
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Like the bold eagle of thy choice,
Soaring on high, soaring, rejoice,

Our Country ! yes, we lovo her well,
Her name, her flag, each pleasant dell ;
We love to wander “inid the flowers
Which bloom around her happy bowers. .
When *mid sylvan scenes we roam,

In each bright and happy home,

Then we praise her saered name,

And sing of her undying fame.

Liviug, I.love my native land,

The memory of her pilgrim band ;
Living, I’ll gpeak her praises forth,
From east to west, from south to north.

Dying, my lisping, stammering tongue
The Ioudest of these notes proclaim ;
Dying, my richest boon shall he,

My native land, to think of thee,
And, when from carth the spirit *s fled,
And I am numbered with the dead,
My bones repoge beneath her soil,
Secure from sorrow, care and toil.

Our Country ! brighter prospeets rise,
"And scenes of joy salute mine eyes ;
Her course is onward, — onward still ;
Her banner set on every hill. i

Then let us strike each tuneful lyre
In memory of each patriot sire ;

‘We sing our country’s statesmen band,
‘We sing our pure and happy land.

Of course the listener professed himself satisfied
with the poetry, though he hardly wished to listen
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longer. But one or two -other shorter and better
verses she read; and then, turning over her port-
folio, said, “ I will read you a prose article.” Mr.
Forester could not resist the temptation to pun,

“¢ven at the expense of his.friend ; so he said,

“ Your hushand is a prose article.” .
«8o I often tell him, but he won’t reform,”
was the rejoinder. The lady here read the follow-

Jing effusion :

T

THE DEATH-BED OF A BSLAVE.

Death comes alike to all. The low and the proud-hearted
alike must feel his touch. :

The sun was setting; its last bright beams were
falling upon a southern scene; the gay birds of

the South were chanting their farewell to the king -

of day, and the bright spring-lowers were lifting
their heads to receive his parting beams, The
golden light receded as calmly and as beautifully
as if with its departure it took all care from man.
It seemed to say that, when it came agam joy,
too, should come to every heart.

But there are those who heed not the going

down nor the uprising of the sun, There are

those to whom its beams bring not the light of
comfort; who drink only the bitter-dregs of life;
who see the beauntiful, yet feel it not; who can go
forth and look on nature in its loveliest form, and
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heed nof, for the suffering of their hearts, its beau-
ties. '

In yon low cot there is a scene of suffering.
Death has marked for its prey one of its wretched
inmates, — a slave. The “angel of death” has
come to bear away to heaven one whose only hap-
piness here was to dream of that blessed land,

She looked abroad upon the face of nature, and

then bade her companions, ere shé died, a sad
~ farewell, u ' o
“The hour has come,— I feel it ; yet T do not

dread to go. And now once more I wounld look
upon the face of nature. It seems as though I -

could enjoy its beauties now. - I have looked on
nature when it was most beautiful, yet that beauty

had not power to touch my heart. I have seen

the purest wild-flowers grow, and have sometimes
thought that sweet lessons might be gathered from
their opening buds; yet I have felt T had not the
heart to gather them. I have heard the notes of
the sweet songsters of the wood, and have loved
them, too; they seemed so plaintive, so like the
feelings of my own sad heart, that I have sat

hours, and wept when they sang; and it seemed -

as though those burning tears did wash away some
of life’s dreariness, Life has been dreary. Its
sweetest hours have been sad to me, Had I been
free, they would not have been thus. O, that I
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might bave been free! 1 would not ask that I
might have been the favored child of fortune;: 1
would have been content to suffer ¢’en to death,
wight I have been free. . O, then I could have
loved so well the pure, fresh air of heaven, the

"gong of birds, and the sweet, blooming flowers ;

and they were dearer to my heart than anything,
save my mother’s mewory, and those sweet dreams -
of heaven I used to have, I remember, when a
little child, that, eve they tore my mother from
me, I did love her tenderly, But now I do not’
mourn that they have taken her away ; for, had she
been left, there would have been a tie to bind me
still to earth. Now there’s nothing here 1 love.
I do not hate the world, though it has done me
wrong ; and I rejoice that death is coming, — that
sweet angel of peace. O, I have watched for him
80 long, and wished that he might come, that I
might go to heaven, and learn what Freedom was.
And there I shall learn, Seraphs and angels there
will sing it in their praises, and heaven itself will
echo with the sound.”

After the reading was finished, the conversation
naturally foll into the prevailing tastes of the
lady, who was the enthusiastic admirer of this
poet, and that moralist, and who gave much greater
evidence of ability and culture than her own
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school-gir] literature would seem to attest. Deli-
cately and adroitly the clergyman led her into such
& train of reflection as would induce her to view
her past life, and gaze over her present condition ;
~ and finally asked her if she did not fear that she
sometimes neglected her fzimily duties for literary
pursuits.

The idea had not entered her mind, though she
had heard it from the lips of her hushand many
. times. Her questioner led her on from step to
step; told her that the education of her children,
the calture of her family, was her noblest work;
that the most beautiful poem she could write was
on the young hearts and intellects of those whom
‘God, in his kindness, had committed to her charge.

The poetess, who had lost the wife and the
mother in the woman of literature, burst into
" tears; and, as soon as her husband entered, hurried
to her chamber, and reviewed the whole conversa-
tion, and made resolutions of amendment for the
futare.

Long that night did Elwood Forester and Ed-
ward Devoll converse together, and they both
retired to rest better and happier men, The for-
mer had infused much of his own earnest spirit

into his f‘riénd Who from that hour was a changéd

man.
The next Sabbath morning was bright and beau-
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tiful, and the Ozxford church was more than
usually full ; and as Mr. Devoll ascended the sa-
cred desk, he felt within him a high and holy pur-
pose. - The preliminary services were conducted
with more than usual unction and earnestness.
The text was not some obscure passage, such as
was often preached from in that pulpit, but the -
beautiful words of John: * My little children, let
us not love in word, neither in tongue, but in deed
and in truth.” The theme founded on this simple
passage of the divine word was beautiﬁﬂly‘ devel-
oped, and its practical teachings were argued with
much force and propriety to the audience, which
sat listening with the greatest interest. It was
evident that a new vein of rich spiritual truth
had broken into the soul of the preacher, and
his auditors left the house wondering how they

could ever be dissatisfied with a man who could

preach so good a discourse, As the people passed
along the streets towards their homes, various
were the comments made on the sermon. Good
Deacon Lamb, a man whose head was white, and
whose row venerable form had been seen in the
streets of Oxford for more than eighty years,
whose life was a living commentary upon the ex-
cellence of religion, met another aged member of
the church, and said to him, “ Brother Balch, we
have had an old-fashioned sermon to- -day, such as

18
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you and I used to hear in the days of the old
patriarehs who have all gone.” '

“Yes, yes,” was the reply; © our minister has
evideutly been baptized in the holy fires of love,
for he speaks like a man who has had communion
with the Holy Ghost.” S

« We must not let him leave us; where could
we get his like ¢7

“ Lieave us! no. - That would be onme of the
greatest calamitics we could meet with, He smust
stay with us,”

John Huwmphrey, & shrewd, driving and some-
what wealthy merchant of Oxford,— 2 man who,
though not a Christian, wasa very amiable man, —
met Mr, Hasgking as he was leaving the steps, and,

clapping him on the shoulder, said:  Well, Has-
kins, the parson has given some good preaching

to-day.”

« First-rate — tip-top.”

“ Such preaching is enough to make you and I
Christians,” .

« 0, not much hope of that; we drive business
too hard.” '

~« 11 tell you what I have been thnmmg about

this afternoon,”

“ About shaving a note to-morrow, I suppose.”

« No.”
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“ Well, ahout selling that lot of sugar you have
on hand.”

« No.”

“Well, I can’t guess, but I do not believe it
was anything serious, for you and I, business men,
are not overburdened with religious convietions,
and serious impressions.’

“You may not be, but you must not judge oth-
ers by yourself, However, it was nothing serious

that I was thinking about.”

“Well, out with it at once.”

“I proposc to make Mr. Devoll a present.”

“ Well, make it ; nobody will hinder you.”

I design to converse with others about it, and
see if we cannot raise a little sum of money for
him.”

“ Why, is he starving 27’

“ No, I presume not; but he is living here on a
small salary, and must have trials and perplexities,
and we ought to do something for him."”

“ Perhaps s0.”’

“ Certainly s0.”

“ Well, how will you get at it #”

“ I will write a paper, and hand it to J‘ICOb
Haskins to head it with the tr ifling sum of twenty-
five dollars.” ) :

“ Ah, that is your game, is 1t? And how much

will you give yourself?”

'
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““ The same, though I am not half so rich as
you.” :
« How much do you propose to raise?”
“ Five hundred dollars.”’
“ Good luck to you!”

The paper was drawn up, and headed by Jacob -

Haskins, Esq., a rough but honest man ; and the

five hundred dollars was early raised and handed

in to the minister, who received it with a great de-
gree of stupor, such as he had never experienced
before. |

From that time the preaching in Oxford was
'changed. It might not have been so learned as
before, but it was more effective. 'There were no
Latin or Greek quotations, but plenty of plain,
honest English; few flashes of fancy, but much
sober good sense. The discontented ones were sat-
isfied, and, in a few Sabbaths, a new feeling came
over the people. They no longer slept in the house
of God, but were interested and benefited. The
minister’s debts were paid, and he had a few hun-
dred dollars on hand, which he invested in a
profitable manner. A weight was removed from
his spirits, and he was a new man.

In his family there was a change. His wife had
listened to the calm, and what seemed to her, at
the time, the somewhat impertinent advice of Mr.
Forester. She had listened to his statements, and
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had her eyes opened to the folly of her course. |
The results were soon seen. The parsonage as-

sumed a more cheerful aspect; the children were

better educated ; the heart of the minister was

lighter, and the whole parish wondered what new

spirit had descended on the home of the pastor .
and his companion. About a year after this, Mr.

Devoll wrote to his friend Forester, as follows :

. ¢ Oxford, Bept., 18—,
“DEar Friznp awp Broruer: I have herdly

“seen you since your very fortunate visit at my

house, months ago. But you have been in con-
stant remembrance, for the effects of your visit
are perceptible in my people and in my family.
You was the meang of raising a load from my
soul, which had hung upon it for many weary
months. I was accustoméd to look upon the shady
side of life, and, like our mutual friend, Fidward
Vernon, was continually gloomy and misanthropie,
But you taught me kindly to look at life as it
is; and I have risen as from a trance, to feel my
soul nerved for its holy mission. I have learned

how to be practical, and have thrown away the

mysteries, for common sense ; ‘and I believe my
people understand and appreciate me. A wonder-
ful change has come over the parish, The litile

children, even, appear more interested in me; and.
18%
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the old men look up to me on the Sabbath with
eyes filled with tears. I am following out the
maxims which in college I despised, but which I
see plainly, now, have been the basis of your suc-
oess. |

“In my family, too, there has been a change.
I have a wife, and my children have a mother.
- My wife, a woman of good sense and real affection,
but almost spoiled in the seminary, by the foolish
notions inculcated by her teacher, has become my
helper. You was faithful to her, and her un-
bounded confidence in your judgment led her to
reverse her course and change her life, We now
have a happy home, a contented parish, and bright

" prospects for the future. Come again, not to re-

buke and advise, but to rejoice with us, and to
receive our thanks for your kindness.

«I give it up, Blwood; you know how to get
along best in life. I have studied books, and you
have studied men ; your knowledge is most valua-
ble. I give it up; I am the best linguist, the

bést mathematician, the best metaphysician, and .

you are the most of a MAN, :
“But I am talking in the vein in which we

used to converse in college, where ambition held

out ity laurels, and where unholy emulations ur”ge«ﬂ
us to a sinful competition.
“ Epwarp Devorr.”’
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Mr. Devoll is pastor at Oxford now. His peo-
. ple, while they know that he*does not excel as g
rhetorician, love the man for his profound argu-
ments and his many virtues; and the day seems
to be far distant when any one will tell him that
his * usefulness is done.”




CHAPTER XX.

DEATH 0¥ LITTLE SAMMY.

The little erib is empty
Where oft T *ve sesn thee lie,
So beautiful in thy deep sleep,
Emblem of purity;

And, O, how silent is the place
Where late I'heard thy voice
In glecful ghout or merry laugh,

Making my heart rejoice !

Thy playthings lie around me -
The silent rattle here, '

Gay toys and picture-bocks are there
Ah, sure, thou must be near !

Thy tiny pair of half-worn shoes,
Thy life-like frock of red,

Thy whistle, hat, and favorite whip
Sweet baby, art thou dead ?

" My trembling hand encloses
Thy bright and clustering curls ; -

‘Millions of gold can’t buy them,
Nor India’s gems or pearls :

*Tis all that s Ieft to mortal sight

" Of thee, sweet baby, now ;

0, holy Father, teach my soul
Submissively to bow !
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to seven persons, including himself and eompanion.
The younger of these, a bright, beautiful boy, was
pamed Samuel Newell, for one of the pious mis-

sionaries who early laid down his life on the altar
of fidelity to God. As the youngest child, Samuel
was the object of wmuch attention, and was the pet
of his parents. One day, as the minister returned
from his duties abroad, his wife met him with an

anxious look. |

“ What is the matter ? "

“Sammy has the croup !’

“ Where is he 27

¢“In the nursery.”

«“ How long has he had it2*

“ A few minutes.”

“ Let me see him.”

The lady led the way to the nursery, whele the
little fellow was sleeping in the arms of the nurse.
Mrs. Brayton was at work, applying the usual rem-
edies, The doctor, who had been sent for, soon
arrived, and at once saw the necessity of using
extra medicines. A few minutes had allowed the

disease to make fearful havoe with that young

¢hild, who, as his father entered the room, stretched

out hig'arms towards him, hoarsely erying, « Father,
father,”

“ What do you think of him, doctor 2 said the

Tae family of Mr. Forester had now ingereased minister.
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% A bad case.”

“ What can you do for him 2” o

«T will do the best T can, but the croup is a
terrible disease.”

All that night Sammy lived, growing worse and

worse each hour. Again, and again was the

father driven from the bed-side, unable to witness

the terrible struggles of his child; while the -
mother, like an angel of mercy, hung over the

couch, wiping the sweat from the brow of her
child, watching every breath, and administering to
its want. :-. -

The next morning came, but it brought no smiles
of hope to that afflicted family. The father bowed
heavily in prayer: «If it bo possible, let thig cup
pass from wus; nevertheless, not my will, but
~ thine, be done.” He found that, after having given
consolation to others, it was hard to apply those
consolations to his own case. The mother was
. more calm ; she heeded not the other children, as
' they sported before her, or stood trembling at the
“contortions and distress of ¢ brother dear,” as his
breath choked, and his race came to a close. Ah!
a mother’s love! How does it hold out in times
of distress, and how fearless it is in the dark night !
Who does not love to remember his mother?

% That gentle hand I ne’er forget .
And now, though time has set
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His frosty seal upon my brow,
These temples feel it yet.”

Little Summy died at noon, and there was sor-
row in that abode, and throughout all the families
of the church. The funeral was attended by a
host of sympathizing friends, who loved the child

for the sake of the parents. A neighboring min-

ister was called in to address the people, and offer
a petition to God, for his consoling grace. Many
and kind were his words: | ’

« It is well with the child,” he said, *was the
language of a sorrowing mother, who had just been
bereaved of a heloved son. That mother was a
godly woman, and trusted in the watchful care
and providence of her heaveuly Father; and when
He had taken her child, she had no murmuring
word to utter, no murmuring thought 1o express.
She bowed, in her grief, to <Him who doeth all
things well.” ,

“ Your ¢hild is gone; your home is desolate,

and there are sad echoes arcund your mourning

hearts, dlach place, cach nook, each scene, re-
minds you of him, your fondly-loved and early-

lost ehild.

"% i place around your hearthstone,
His seat now vacant here,
His merry laugh so glessome,
All bring the bitter tear,’

LS
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“ But can you regret that God should take your
child? Were you in abject poverty, and some kind
man should come to your door and give food to your
children, propose to educate them in all the splen-
dor of royalty, you would let them go; it would
prove you narrow, selfish and cruel, to keep your
children in a hovel, in ignorance, in want, when
they might be well provided for, and educated, and
honored. You would let them go, though it might
grieve you to part with them. You would sacri-

fice your feelings to their welfare, and, though you -

“knew you should never see them again, you would
bless the hand which was leading them away.
However much you might love your children, you
would not stand in the way of their advancement.
Now, in this same manner has God ‘acted toward
the child which you have lost. As he looked
down from heaven, he saw you were unable to
make your little one happy, unable to supply its
wants; and that you would keep it only for a life
- of anxiety and care. Ile took the child away in
wisdom, and it is now enjoying the soc1ety of
. sainted spirits around the throne.

“Nor is this all. By an unfortunate combina-
tion of circumstances, we are all under the influ-
ence of sin. Our first responsible acts are sinful,
and we grow up averse to God and a holy life.
- Many of the human family become very wicked
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break over all restraints, and almost rival Satan
in iniquity. Not content with being sinners, they
covet the distinction of being the chief of sinners.
Now, the child whose dcath you mourn might have
beecome extremely wicked. He might have become
a drunkard, a Sabbath-breaker, a gambler, or a
profligate. He might have been idle, indolent,.
vicious, and ended his life on the gallows. He
might have smote the bosom that nursed him, the
hand that fed him, and the heart that loved him.
You shrink now from such a supposition. Al the
memories of your child are precious, and you have
dreamed only of his growing up with » heart of
angel goodness. But you have lived long enough,
and seen enongh of life, to know that other parents
have had visions as bright as yours, and have had
them dashed in a single hour.

““ Besides, it will require no argument to prove
that your departed infant has been wafted up
to glory. Any other idea would be abhorrent
to reason and revelation. The character of God,
his plans and purposes, the teachings of the Sa-
viour, and the great atonement, all are pledged to
the precious doctrine of infant salvation. John,
in the vision of Patmos, had a sublime view of an
infant throng, who, standing on Mount Sion, joined
in the grand chorus of the redeemed, and shouted,
“Glory to God, and the Lamb !’ And ¢TI looked,

19 '
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and Jo, a Lamb stood on the Mount Sion, and with
him a hundred and forty and four thousand, baving
his Father’s name written in their foreheads. And
T heard a voice from heaven, as the voice of many
waters, and as the voice of a great thunder ; and I
heard the voice ‘of harpers, harping with their
harps. And they sung as it were a new song be-
fore the throne, and before the four beasts and the
elders; and no mai could learn that song but the
hundred and forty and four. thousand which were
redeemed from the earth. These are they which
were not defiled with women, for they ave virgins;

these are they which follow the Lamb whitherso-.

ever he goeth ; these were redecmed from among
men, being the first fruits unto God and to the

Lamb. And in their mouth was found no guile,

for they are without fault beforc the throne of
God.”” - ] :
- 'With these, and many other kind words, he com-
forted the hearts of the bereaved and stricken
parents.

The death of Sammy made a chasm in that
bright family circle, and long did the parsonage

wear a mournful aspect. “But the language of the

young pastor was cheerful, and the heart of his
wife was sustained by grace such as the world
-mever conceived of. A letter written to her par-
ents at the time was full of deep, far-reaching
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faith, and abounded in many tender expressions
of confidence in God. The death of the child was
sanctified to both father and mother, and it was
“ good for them that they were afflicted.”




CHAPTER XXI.

THE SINGULAR LETTERS.

He was a man. scrupulously honest, deveid of selfish
prejudice, who would trample the most desirable good be-
" neath hig feet if it came in a dishonorable way.

Tux parish meeting of Park-place Church was
at hand, and, just previous, several members of
the church met and discussed the propriety of in-
creasing the salary of the pastor, and the following
conversation ensued :

Dea. Brayton. 1 think it is a simple act of
justice, and shall go for it with all my heart.”

Dea. Turner. «So shall I, Our pastor hag
been the means of renting our pews, filling up the
house, and increasing our income, and he should
share in this prosperity.”

Mr. Skelton. <1 -don’t know. Mr, Forester

has a very large salary now, and he ought to live

on it.”
Dea. Turner. “ He does live on it, and he
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does not ask an incerease. But that does not affect
the question of his just dues.”

My. Skelton. « Well, I live on eight hundred
dollars, and I do nof sce why the minister ca,n-iL
not.” |

Dea. Turner. <« If he can, we have no right to
force him to. He deserves a large salary, and
ought to have it; and, if he does not want it for
current expenses, Jet him give it away to benevo-
lent purposes.” ‘ ;
 Mr. Hammond. . “Tle gives now to every beg-
gar that comes along.”

Mr. Edwards. “He ought to lay up some-
thing, I think the minister has as much right to
have a house, or a farm, as any other man; and a
minister is unjust to his family if he does not lay
up something for a rainy day.”

Dea. Brayton. '« Very true, Mr, Bdwards.”

It was generally settled that the minister should
have an increase of salary, not because he asked
for it, but because he deserved it, and the society
was able to pay it, ' ‘

The parish meeting was held, and the generous
sum of five hundred dollars was added to the
amount voted for supplying the pulpit, and not a
voice was given against it. Kven Mr, Skelton
acted in the affirmative, and, when the vote was
declared, Dick Hosnier clapped his hands for joy.

19%*
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However, at an adjourned meeting, the proprie-
tors of the house received a letter from the pastor,
which read as follows:

“ To the Members of the First Parish in Camber-
well, in Parish-meeting assembled :

« GENTLEMEN ¢ It i8 o circumstance which claims.

my thankful acknowledgments, and of which I
hope ever to retain a grateful recollection, that
thile many ministers are constrained to ask, and
perhaps ask in vain, for an increase of salary, the
only request relative to a support which I have
gver had occasion to present to you is that my
salary may be diminished. Such a request, you
will recollect, I made through the medium of one
of the congregation at your last annual meeting ;
but your kindness and liberality prevented you
from complying with it. I now repeat that request

in writing. The salary which you voted me at the

time of my settlement is amply sufficient for my
support ; for I can never consent to acquire wealth

by preaching the Gospel of Christ. Permit me,

then, réspectfully, but earnestly, to request that
the addition which you have so generously made
to my salary may be used for some other purpose.
That the Master whom I serve may repay all your
kindness to his servant, is the first wish and most
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. earnest prayer of your deeply-indebted and grate-

ful pastor, ELwoop Forgsrer.” %

The society was taken by 'surprise, and the pas-
tor was firm. But the brethren were not to be
out-done, and they from that time have voted a
yearly donation to the pastor’s wife of five hun-
dred dollars. :

Mr. Forester ‘evidently made a mistake in writ-
ing this letter. His society was able to pay him a
large salary, and, if he did not wish to lay it up,
he should have used it for benevolent purposes.
There is no fear that a society will be too generous
with their pastor; and, when they are so disposed,

he should be the last to check their benevolent im-

pulses.

About this time the honorary degree of Doctor
of Divinity was conferred on Mr. Forester, by Eton
College. It was a title he did not desire, and
which he felt would be cumbersome to him. Eton

College had enjoyed his services, and shared his

labors; and the trustees, who were well aware of
his standing as a Christian minister, without con-
sulting him, gave him the title. The first intima-

* This letter and the one which follows it will, in part,
be recognized as the production of men who have stood
bigh in the land They are here put into the serviee of
another
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tion he had of it was from the pulpit of the vil-
lage church, on commencement day. As his name
was announced, he sank back further into the
obsecure corner where he had been concealed,
and covered his face with both hands; and, as soon
as convenient, hurried out of the house, and re-
tired to Camberwell. On the next day he sent
the following letter to the trustees of Eton Col-
lege :
¢ OAMDERWELL, -y 18—,

- «To the Trustees of Eton College :

“ GENTLEMEN : Y ou have been pleased to confer
on me the honorary title of Doctor of Divinity. 1

thank you for the kind design you had, and the

cordial manner in which you expressed it. I am
not insensible of the honor, nor of the weight of

character required to wear it well. But, while I

thus thank you, I must return the title, and reject
your kindness., It is not fitting that a minister of
Jesus should wear such a distinction. I fully
agree with my friend Mr. Barnes, who says:
*Jesus forbade his disciples to seek such titles of
distingtion, The reason he gave was, that he was
himself their Master and Teacher. They were on
a level ; they were to bé equal in authority ; they
were brethren ; and they should neither covet nor
receive a title which implied either an elevation
of one above another, or which appeared to in-
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fringe on the absolute right of the Saviour to be
their only Teacher and Master. The command
here is an express command to his disciples not to
receive such a title of distinetion. They were not
to-covet it ; they were mob to seek it; they were
not to do anything that implied a wish or a wil-

lingness that it should be appended to their names.

Everything which would tend to make a distine-
tion among them, or destroy their parity, every-
thing which would lead the world to suppose that
there were ranks and grades among them as min-
isters, they were to avoid. It is to be observed

“that the command is, that they were not to receive

the title. « Be not ye called Rabbi.” The Saviour
did not forbid them giving the title to others when
it was ' customary, or not regarded as improper.

- (comp. Acts 26 : 25), but they were not to receive

it. It was to be unknown among them. This title
corresponds with the title « Doctor of Divinity,”
as applied to ministers of the Gospel ; and, so far
as I can see, the spirit of the Saviour’s command
is violated by the reception of such a title, as it
would have been by their being called Rabbi. It
is a literary distinotion It does not appr opriately
pertain to office. ~ It makes a distinction among
ministers. It tends to engender pride, and a sense
of superiority, in those who obtain it; and envy,
and a sense of inferiority, in those who do not;
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and the whole spirit and-tendency of it is contrary
to the * simplicity that is in Christ.””’

« Cherishing these views, I cannot accept the
honor conferred upon me, and must request you to
thhdraw it, and my friends to withbold it.

¢« BLwoop FORESTER.”

Here was another mistake. The honorary title
amounts to nothing, and there is more modesty in
- receiving it than in rejecting it; and it would have
been far better to receive it, say nothing about
and let it pass, than to formally reject it, and thus
bring out the matter to notice. From that time

to this Blwood Forester has been honored by the
title ; and, it must be confessed, has come to hear it
prefized to his name with no feelings of disappro-
bation.

CHAPTER XXII.
THE SABBATH-BREA-KER.

With dove-like wings peace o’er yon village broods ;
The dizzy mill-wheel rests ; the anvil’s din
Has ceased ; all, all around is quietness. ‘

Aerrarixe scenes will be found in all religious
societies, and Park-place, though prospered to a
wonderful extent, had its crooked, uncomfortable
members, who would not rest. One day, it was .
announced that Hon, Mr. Upham, who had been a
senator in the state legislature, would make Cam-
berwell his residence ; and in due time he arrived,
purchased a fine residence, fitted it in a style of
surpassing elegance, and moved into it with a
showy, dashy family, consisting of hiz honorable
self, Mrs. Upbam, and three daughters, — Kate,
Anna and Bell, Mr. Upham had retired from pub- '
lic life; had abandoned the bar, at which he was
never very successful, and purchased a large saw
and planing mill, with' extensive water privileges,
about two miles from the city, which, for want of
2 better name, we call the Clyde.
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Tt was a matter of some consequence, to a few .

ambitious persons, where Mr. Upham went to
church. He was a man of means, and his presence
in certain positions was highly desirable. - He re-

ceived calls from several clergymen, who were

very zealous in drawing him into their fold. Mr.
Kendall, rector of Grace Church, was the first to
ring the bell at Mr. Upham’s residence. e was
ushered in by a servant, and seated in a richly-
furnished drawing-room. Soon the owner of the
mansion entered, and, in a pompous way, inquired
« o whom he was indebted for the Zonor of the
reverepd gentleman’s visit.”

Mr. Kendall replied, in an obsequlous nmannet,

fnuch{at variance with the real feelings of his

~heart, O, I knew of your reputation, as a dis-
tinguished citizen, and called in to scc you.”

« Thank you, Mr. Kendall. Hope you will call
-often.”

« How do you like Camberwell 27

“Well, thus fur.”

« Haye you decided on a church to attend 27

“ Not pet.”

« @lad of it; I came in to give you an invita-
tion to settle down at Grace Church.”

“ Grace Church, — Grace Church, — where 1is
that g ‘

¢ Eut a few doors from you, in the next block.”
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t (), the church with a freestone front!”

“ The same.”

“ Well, Mr. Kendall, though I think well of
that people, I am not of that way of thinking. I
am a , @ regular old-liner.”

“ Ah, I did not know as you were fixed in your
preferences.”

“ Most decidedly fixed.” ¥

“ But I hope, before you decide, you will come
in and see our church and people and hedr — our
— the organ.”

“Thank you; maybe I will.”

The rector here bowed himself out, with not
very agreeable feelings, .

" The same day, Rev. Mr. Fletcher, of the Taber-
nacle Church, called. e had heard of Mr. Uf)-
ham, and wished to make his acquaintance. He
wag a shrewder man than Mr. Kendall, and never
asked a man to attend his meeting ; but wherever
he was, nobody ever seemed to know that there

‘was any church in Camberwell but Mr. Fletcher’s,

or any minister but himself.

“ (rood-morning ; welcome to Camberwell ” said
the minister, with a smile as bland as a spxing
morning,

“ The same to you, reverend gir.”

“ 80, you have come to live among us.”

“ Yes, to pass my days here.”
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«I shall be glad to hear that you are contented

among us.’
«T think T shall be; Camberwell is a pleasant
place, and there are many fine specimens of archl-
tecture, and various other attractions.”
« Certainly,.sir ; the Tabernacle is one of the
finest Gothic edifices in the land.”
« The people seem very courteous and upright.”
« Yes; the Tabernacle society is the most pleas.
ant to which T ever ministered. I have been set-
tled twice before.” |
T met, yesterday, with your mayor.”
. « Mr. Webster, — ah, yes; the Tabernacle peo-
ple urged his claims strongly.”
« Have you resided here long?”
« Saveral years; the Tabernacle folks are fond
of permanency.”
«T am struck with a pecuhar feature of your
city.,”
“ What is that ?”
“ The people are mostly young.” .
“ True; the Tabernacle congregation is mostly
made up of young men.” - |
« The young form the bone and sinew of our
. country, but I love to see a white head in the
‘house of God.”

« Everybody who comes to the Tabernacle is

struck with the venerable appearance of some of
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our people, Our six deacons are aged, and sev.
cral venerable forms sit bending forward to hear
the word.”

“ Yes, yes.”

“ Well, Mr. Uphamni, I never ask a man to come

‘ to the Tabernacle but of course you will look

round, and make up your mind for yourself; but
it’s generally understood that men. who wish to

“take a high position here attend church at the

Tabernacle.”
- «Tt is not my aim to stand high.”

“Truly not; but we all love to.”

“ We may,” dryly retorted the senator.

The minister departed about as well satisfied as
was the rector. Mr. Upham had heard of Elwood
Forester, and, being of the same communion, had
decided pretty fully to attend his church; so the
next day he went to the trustees to secure a pew.
Deacon Turner was chairman, and with him per-
sonally the wealthy man commenced conversation.

“ Good-morning, Deacon Turner.”

“ Good-morning, Mr. Upham.”

“ 1 have come to Camberwell,”

“ So it seems.”

“ And I want a pew in your church.”

“ A whole pew 2"

“ Certainly ; I don’t want to be crowded in with
everyhody.” |
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« You can't get a whole pew, for love or money.”

“ I must have one.”

“ You can't hire one.”

“ What must I do 2”

“ We can accommodate you with two seats in
one place, two in another, and one in anotber, as
you want five in all.” _

s« Well, if that is the best you can do, I must
put up with it, though I speak for the next whole
pew which is vacated.”

Mr. Upham next called on the minister of
Park-place Church, to whom he introduced him-
gelf with the salutation, ¢ I have a letter from the
sister church in Hoxton, and wish with it to unite
with your church.”. |

“ I will examine the letter, and lay it before the
committee.”

In due time the letter was received, and. Mr.
Upham became a member of Park-place Chureh.
He soon secured a whole pew, had it richly fur-
nished, and cut quite a dash in Camberweli, It
was not long before he proved himself to be a vain,
conceited man, who loved to exhibit himself, and
who was not satisfied unless he could have his own
way. He had manifested a troublesome disposition
in several instances, and was evidently a person

- whose absence was a greater security than his

company.
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One Sabbath morning, Mr, Forester had en-
goged to exchange with a neighboring pastor, and
at an early hour walked out to the place. On his
way he passed the extensive planing-mill of M.
Upham, which he was astonished to see in full
operation, 'The water-wheel was turning briskly,
and the steam was puffing as spitefully as if it
was not on the Sabbath day. On his return, the
mill was in operation, as before, and the steam
and the water, controlled by human hands, were at
work with ceaseless vigilance. With grief and
sorrow the faithful minister mentioned the matter
to Deacon Brayton, who as highly disapproved the
eourse of Brother Upham, and who agreed to see
him.  On the following day he called at Mr. Up-
ham’s house, just after dinner. The worthy man
was reading the afternoon paper; but welcomed
the deacon with great cordiality; for it must be
said that, with all his faults, he was a generous-
hearted man, | '

“1 am told,” said Deacon Brayton, after gome
other conversation, ¢ that your mill was running
yesterday. - : '

“ Yes.”

“ Do you often run Sundays?”

“ Always.” '

“ILam surprised to hear it.”

“ Perhaps 5o, but my fires never go out.”

20%
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« But do you think it right 27

lt 29

“Six days shalt thou —"

“Tush, tush!”

— ¢ Tabor, and do thy —”

« Did not Christ pluck ears of corn on the Sab-
bath 2

w (Jertamly he did, but that was a work of
mercy.”

«Well, I run my mill as a work of necessﬁ;y

¢ 1t cannot be.”

“I‘b 18,

“ How ?2”

« Why, if my fires should go- out, I could not

make a living.”
«That does not undo the commandment ”

« My men are rough creatures, who will work.”
“ You know the commandment: Thy man-ser-
-vent, thy maid-servant, thy ecattle, thy stranger
that is within thy gate.”
. ¢ Yeg, but that was a Mosau;pomma,nd
« Yet in full force on us,— binding to the let-

ter. The moral law has not been annulled. I |

do not know what the church would say, if they
knew.” -
¢ What has the church to do Wlth my business 2 ”
« Nothing; but‘'we have something to do with

“ Right, right, — what Is thele wrong about
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your religious character, and your business affects
your religious character.” ’ ‘
~ “Deacon Brayton, if you will attend to your
affairs, I will attend to mine.”

This ended the conversation; Mr. Upham was

~ detérmined to keep his mill going on the Sabbath,
- and Deacon Brayton was as resolutely resolved to

represent the matter to the church., Mr. Fores-
ter also called, and pressed the conscience of his

parishioner with truth on the subject, and was told

at the close that he was meddling with that which,
did not belong to him, and might go about his
business. Various attempts were made by the
brethren to bring the erring man to his senses, but
all in vain, He held oub against their arguments

‘and entreaties,

‘The pastor and deacon soon presented the mat-
ter to the church, for their action, and soon it was
found that trouble was likely to grow out of the
matter. Mr, Upham’s book-keeper and two of his

hired men were members of the church,and, though

they did not work themselves, defended their em-
ployer. They,in turn, had their friends, and when
the matter come up in church-meeting, Mr. Upham
placed himself at the head of his party, and pre-
pared to resist. He was a wealthy man, and had
influence. He was linked in with various members

~ of the church. One was his grocer, one was his

@
e
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baker, one was his carpenter, and so he had quite
a party in the church. | :

The church-meeting came, and the vestry was
crowded with people. Deacon Brayton arose, after
the meeting was opened, and remarked that hfa had
a sad duty to perform; he came. there with a
serious charge against a brother member ; and pro-
ceeded to detail the facts clearly, and solemnly.
He paunsed. -

Mr. Upham arose, and in a lawyer-like way began
his defence. He admitted that his mill did run
on the Sabbath, and defended it as’'a necessary
thing; quoted scripture, appealed .to facts, and
made sundry hard hits at the various nfembeir?
who were opposed to him. ¢ Here,” he S‘&'ld, “if
a minister exchanges, he does not hesitate to
tackle his horse, and ride off ten miles, seen by
the world ; if a deacon wishes 1o sec a friend, he
does not hesitate to visit him; and the Iine cannot
be drawn. Who shall say I have taken the step

too far 2”

(lose remarks were taken on both sides, and the
meeting adjourned for one month. During that -
month the erring man began to use all means to
injure his ministér. He did not hesitate to say he
had no confidence in him; that he did not preach
the Gospel, was always haranguing on Satfll)ath-
breaking, rumselling or something else, and did not

1
i
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preach the eross. He went from man to man,
urging the necessity of a change of pastors, and
using all his influence to divide the church. On
Sabbath days his pew was occupied by one per-
som, his daughter, Kate, who sincerely believed
her father to be in the wrong, and who adhered to
the pastor and the church. The difficulty was
made worse by several ministers, who at once be-
gan to spread their nets for the rich and honora-
ble Mr. Upham, ex-senator; and when the next
church-meeting_ came, no one could tell how the
matter would end. ' .

At the opening of the meeting, Deacon Tur-
ner reviewed the case, and Mr. Upham and his
book-keeper, Elbridge Clark, made long and
windy speeches, in which the pastor was de- -
nounced, and open violations of the moral law de-
fended. After all had been said, the pastor arose,
and asked the deacons if they had anything more
to offer. They replied in the negative. He then
turned to Mr. Upham, and asked him and his
friends if they had anything more to say. They
also gave a negative ‘reply. He then asked them
if the church had neglected any of the usual dig-
ciplinary steps, and Mr. Upham at once professed
himgelf satisfied with that part of the matter., The
pastor then proceeded to lay down the Bible rule
for the Sabbath; compared that rule with the
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course of Mr. Upham ; replied to the objections of
the erring brother, and demolished all bis argu.
ments, and made the case, which had been mixe<
up with many side issues, stand out clearly before
the body. HHe then referred to the course of Mr.
Upham, and his efforts to injure him personally,
repeated his insulting remarks, and gave a view

of the character of the man as it had been devel-

oped in the progress of the difficulty.

The members of the church were convinced, and
many who came in purposing to vote for Mr. Up-
ham resolved to vote on the other side; and when
the question was put, « Shall the hand of church-
fellowship be withdrawn from Brother Upham,
“until he ceases to violate the Sabbath,” nearly every
response was in the affirmative, the only “nay”
being from the lips of Elbridge Clark.

Mi. Upham arose, his lips white with rage, and
shook his finger at the pastor, exclaiming, « You’ll
be sorry for this!” Then turming to the church,
he said, ¥ You have excluded me now; I want let-
ters of dismission for my wife and three daughters,
who are members here. Elbridge Clark moved that
ths request be granted. Deacon Brayton thought

the request had better be laid over for one month.

Mr. Upham said it should not be delayed ; Deacon
Turner said that was all in the hands of the
church.
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Just then, Kate Upham arose, and said, in a
gweet, musical voice, “ Against your custom, and

- perhaps against the seripture rule,a woman speaks

in church. I implore you do not vote to dizsmiss
me; I am of age, and must act for myself. T wish
to stay with Park-place Church. Here has my
wounded heart found rest; here have I met my
blessed Saviour; and, if it be so, I must leave
father and mother, and come unto you” She sat
down, and there was only one in that assembly
whose cheeks were dry. Mr. Upham alone seemed

- unmoved. The request was laid upon the table.

* * * * * *
The scene changes from the church-meeting to

the parlor of Mr. Upham. The daughter had.

reached home first, and sat with her Bible open
before her, and hot tears chasing each other down
her cheeks, The mother and the other daughters
endeavored to draw from her the cause of her grief,
for they had not been at the meeting. Just then
Mr. Upham entered, and threw his hat and coat
violently upon the table, and angrily drew on his
dressing-gown, and began,

« Kate Upham, you are unworthy of the name
you bear.”

No answer.

“ You have disgraced yourself, and me, and the

- whole family.” ;
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No answer. |

« Now, unless you leave Park- place Church, you
shall leave my house ; and I gwe you till to-morrow
morning to decide.”

« What has she done?” asked Mrs. Upham,
bursting into tears.

¢« What iz the matter 2” cried Anna and Bell,
in one breath. .

An explanation ensued, and M. Upham found
he was not so strong at home as he supposed.
Mrs. Upham gaid, « T cannot leave the church.”

“ You must, — you shall! ”’ was the I'BJOIIIdBl‘.

«T can’t,”’ said the gentle Anna. |

«T won’t,” added the -impatién't, high-spirited
- Bell.

Midnight ¢ame, and the family were still up.
Kate, Anna and Bell, held out; the mother gave
in; and it was decided that the father and mother
should go to Grace Church, and that the daughters

should remain where they were. The famﬂy

divided, and Park-place was at péace again. The
three lovely daughters, so different from their
~ father, are more valuable to the congregation than
the whole family was before, and none but El-

bridge Clark regrets the ahsence of Hom. Mr ‘

Upham

CHAPTER XXIIL

EATE UPHAM.

Though fools spurn Hymen’s gentle powers
We, wlio improve his golden hours, ’
By sweet experience know -
That marriage, rightly understood,
Gives to the tender and the good -
A paradise below,

Kare Uenay, whom we have seen in a previous
chapter, was a frequent visitor at the Pparsonage.
She was Mrs, Forester’s companion in acts of
charity and domestic duties, and she was endeared
to the pastor and his wife by many acts of kind-
ness, and by many noble traits of character. One
day, she cwme into the nursery, whero the pastor’s
wife was attending to her duties, and, with a
brighter flush than usual on her beautiful cheek,
said, “ O, I have some news to tell you,”

“ And what may it be 27

“ It may be that the Dutch have taken Holland,
but it an’t.,”

“ Whatever it is, it seems to elate you.”

“ Not at all,” said Kate, Wlth a blush.

21
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“ Well, out with it ; suspense.is dreadful.”

“ Why it is— is-—simply that Kate Upham
has had an offer of marriage.”

“ Indeed !”

“ Well you say indeed ; for who ever heard the
like 2

« But, Kate, who has made you the offer ¢”

“ (Guess.”

“1 cannot.”

“ You must.”

« Well, at a venture, I say Elbridge Clark; he

has been haunting you for two years.”

13 NO »
# Ned Clapham, the banker, who wears specta-

cles with no glasses in them.”

6% NO »
“ Greorge Brayton, one of the best young men

in Camberwell.”
«“ No,” .

« That Dr. Somebody — who is it 2 — who went

home with you from the circle last week.”

1 NO b}

“ Then I must. give it up. There are a dozen
hovering around you, like sparks around a lamp.”

« T suppose I must tell you ; but, for the world,
- do not let Mr, Forester know. Last night, Oswald
Morto}z, who has just had a call to the Westches-
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ter Church, now vacant in the city, called, and
offered me his hand and heart, and »

“ You accepted him, of course.”

“ Of course I did no such thing.”

“ Did you refuse him 2"

¢« No.” !

 What, then 27

« T referred him to papa, and consented to take
the matter into careful consideration.”

In about three months, Kate was married to
Oswald Morton by Mr. Forester, and the young
couple settled down with the church in Westches-
ter-street, which of late had experienced many
changes, not greatly for the better, The wives of
the two ministers were warm friends, and the
churches were thoroughly united with each other.

- Kate makes one of the best of wives, and assures

Mrs. Forester that she has one of the best of hus-

bands, — equal to Mr. Forester, her pattern of
~ perfection. 'The feelings of Mr, Upham are con-

siderably softened towards Mr. Forester, and he is
often seen in Park-place Church, in the pew occu-
pied by Bell and Anna, both of whom are married
to eminent merchants of Camberwell, and members
of the church.




CHAPTER XXIV.

THE CONVENT ESCAPE.

‘QOne Priest alone ean pardon me,
Or bid me * Go in peace ;”
Can breathe that word, « Absolvo te,”’
And make these heart-throbs cease.
My soul has heard this priestly voice,
It said, « I bore thy sing — rejoice 17
1 Pet. 11:

He showed the spear-mark in his side,
The nail-print on his palm ;
Said, © Look on wme, the Crucified, —
Why tremble thus 7 Be calm !
All power is mine, — I set, thee free,—
Be not afraid, — ¢ Absolvo te.”” '
Isa. 14 : 22,

In chains of sin once tied and bound,
I walk in life and light ;
Each spot I tread is hallowed ground,
‘Whilst him I keep in sight
Who died a vietim on the tree,
That he might say, ¢ Absolvo te.”
1JFohnl:T.

By bim my soul is purified,
Once leprous and defiled ;
Cleansed by the water from his side,
God seed me as o child ;
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No priest ean heal or cleanse but he,
No other say, * Absolvo te.”

Matt. 8.: 3.

He robed me in a priestly dress, .
- “That I might incense bring
Of prayer, and praise, and righteousness,
To heaven’s eterral King ;
And when he gave this robe to me,
e smiled, and said, * Absolvo te.”
Zech. 3 : 4, 5.

In hieaven he stands before the throne,
The Great High-priest above ;
¢ MELOAISEDEC ** — that name alone
Can sin’s dark stain remove;
To him I look on bended knee,
And hear that sweet ¢ Absolvo te.”
‘ Heb.8: 1.

A girded Levite here below,
I willing service bring,
And fain would tell to all I know
Of Christ, the Priestly King ;
Would win all hearts from sin to flee,
And hear him say, « Absolvo te.” )
) IJohn2:10 |

¢ A little while,” and he shall come
- Forth from the inner shrine, ‘
To call his pardoned brethren home ;
0, bliss supreme, divine ! ‘

‘When every bloed-bought child shall see
. Tre Priest who said, ¢* ABsoLvo Tr.”

Heb. 9: 28.
21%
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" AMoNg the Park-p]a.ce:‘familiesr, at the date of

Mr. Forester’s ordination, was that of Mr. Crown-
inshield, a merchant of opulence, and a man of
sincere piety. He had a wife and one da,ughte?,
a fine girl of about eighteen years of age. This
daughter had, in company wit_h the family of ag
uncle, spent about two years in Europe, — mue
of the time in the city of Rome.

Near Camberwell, on Mount Pleasant, stood a

convent of the Sisters of Charity. ’l‘hi.s convent
was under the control of the Catholie 'bls'hop q'nd
his priests. A school was held in connection with
this convent, to which many persons of| Protestant
faith sent their children to be educated; and manj
of whom were induced to take the veil, and become
uu‘éi'l the return of Helen Crowninshield, or « Nell,”
as she was called, the directors Qf ‘the eonvetft
called on her father, and wished him to send .hIS
daughter to the Catholic school. For some t-‘me
"the old man steadily resisted ; but a young priest,
whom we shall call Father Fitzhazel, had seen the
young girl, and had found the way ijo herlhea;t,
and persuaded her to sccond the wishes of the
church. Having become habituated to tt.le sight
of priests, and feeling herself secure against the
wiles of the Romish faith, she urged her fathergto
" allow her to attend school at the convent, At
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length he yielded, but with some forebodings, and
his daughter went to board at the convent. So
much secured, Father Fitzhazel set to work to
induce her to become a nun, in which effort he
wag seconded by several Roman Catholic ladies.
It is needless to state by what specious falsehoods
and by what subtle schemes the priest succeeded
in winning the young girl over to his purpose.
At the end of one year, the accomplished victim an-
nounced to her parents her purpose to give herself
to the church. No argument, no entreaty, ecould
shake her resolution. Mr. Forester reasoned with
her, and her parents pleaded with her; but she per-
sisted in her course, and soon took the customary
vows, and disappeared from the view of the world,
into.a prison kept by priestly jailers. Her parents, -
crushed and broken-hearted, were laid in the grave
side by side, within six months, and the ‘daughter
came not forth to see them. Mr. Forester sought
many times to sce her, and especially at the time
of the death of her mother, but was repulsed by
the priests, who told him that the recluse did not -
wish to have any conversations with him. Letters
written to her by friends and relatives were never
answered, and all efforts to learn her condition
were unavailing, L
The convent on Mount Pleasant was a large,

gloomy, brick edifice, surrounded with a handsome
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garden, encloscd within high brick walls. The
gates were always kept locked, and To person
could come in or go out without the notice of a
watchful porter. In the stone walls, at a distance
of one hundred feet from each other, were round
holes, covered with iron bars, and now and then
the face of a man, or a sentinel, would be seen
ing through. ‘ _
pe(?)Qneg day, 1?/.[1'. Forester, weary with the noise
and confusion of the crowded eity, had wandered
forth into the country; and, on his return, took a

road which led him along ‘beneath tho walls of f
the convent. on Mount Pleasant. As he moved

slowly along, meditating on themes which the
place and the hour were calculated to suggost, a
note, tied to a stone, fell at his feet. .}?e ‘Eook 1t,_
and saw that it was direeted in penm.l-lmes. to
himself, and at once concealed it about his person.

Anxiety to leatn its contents would not allow him -

to reach his own house before rcading it; and,
after getting at a safe distance from the convent,
he opened the note, which read as follows :

« Mg. Fosester : I saw you coming. Be he}'e
Ato-morrow evening, at eight. o’clock, and I will
throw a paper over the wall. I am a prlSO,I’lel‘
here : HeLEN CROWNINSHIELD.

At eight o'clock, on the following evening7 ’he

S
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‘was on the spot, and soon a heavy package was
thrown over the wall. e seized it, and hurried
back to the city; and, sitting down in his study,
read the following '

W NARRATIVE,

“Two years have elapsed since I took the veil ™.
which shut me out from home and the friendships
of life. When, a while before, I came to this
convent to school, I had no idea of ever embracing
what is miscalled a religious life. But I was no
sooner here than means were taken to bring me
into a position from which the Romish chureh
appeared to be the most spiritual and elevated
body on earth. Everything seemed sacred, and
an air of hallowed sanctity rested on every rite
which I saw practised. But I had seen the church
at her own capital, and| had become aware that
she was a base hypocrite; and, though the re-
ligious aspect of the convent swayed my feelings,
my jadgment remained urconvinced ; I was not a
Catholic. At length, T began to receive visits
from Father Fitzhazel. That wonderfal man, from
the first time I ever saw him, has not ceased to
exert a most powerfal influence over me. His

first few visits at my room at the convent were

short, and a religious life was not mentioned. He

- gave me directions about my studies, and laughed
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and talked like an old, familiar friend. e seemed
to lay aside entirely his priestly character, and
entered 'into my literary pursuits with the greatest
seal. But a few years older than myself, of en-
gaging personal appearance, and having ﬁneo con-
versational powers, his visits were exeeedm‘gly
agreeable, and each evening I looked for his arrival
with much pleasure.

«The first time he ever introduced the subject of

"o convent life, was one evening on which raged a
terrific thunder-storm, which seemed to shake the
solid walls of the convent. Filled with fear, 1
drew nearer than usual to the priest, and almost
clung to him for protection. He calmed my fear_s;
‘was placid and serene as a summer morning, while
T was exceedingly terrified. The storm passed
away, and the moon came forth in Won.derful
beauty ; and, as we looked out upon the night, I
asked Father Fitzhazel how he could be so ealm in
such dreadful hours. .

s ¢Qur religion gives&security, my sxster,j he
said. Everywhere else, and at all other times
than on the occasion of these visits to my room,
he addressed me as his ¢ daughter.’

¢ ¢ T wish I could be calm.’

« ¢ You can, if you will.’

~«¢«Howcan L ¥’

¢ Give yourself to the church.

|
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“ ¢ No, Hather, I am too gay for that.’

“ One word led to another, and long did we sit
conversing on the subject of a religious life. The
lamp burned low, and the priest departed. I re-
tired to rest with my faith shattered, my nerves
unstrung, and my resolution gone.

“The next night Father Fitzhazel came again,
and seemed determined to follow up his advantage ;
and, when he left me, I was committed to the

~ church. T need not tell —— T should blush to tell

—-the means he used, and how I wronged myself.
Enough to say I had taken a fearful leap, and
could not return. I was not what I was before.
The caresses of the priest had effected what his
argument had failed to accdmplish.

“I announced my intention of becoming a re-
cluse to my dear parents, and God only knows the
anguish of wmy heart at the sad- separation which -
took place. I became a nun, and my friends
deserted me. From my parents I have heard
nothing from that hour. I have written to them .
vepeatedly, but my letters are unanswered. I
have sent messages by Father Titshazel, but they
have declared me an outeast, and have denied me
& home, even if the church would allow me to
escape. The world has turned its back on me, and
I on it, 7 o |

*“I took the veil, — misled, blinded, deceived, —
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and turned from the chapel where the ceremony
was performed to a secret chamber, where the
usual instructions were to be given. Conducted by
a nun, I was taken through a long corridor, to a
room which I had never entered before. The nun
carried me forward, and bade me kneel at the feet
of the Superior, who sat on an elevated seat at
one extremity of the apartment. How long I
kneeled I do not. know, but to me it seemed an
age. At length T was commanded to rise, by a
voice so stern and severe that I burst into tears
as I arose, :

«:The senses must be crucified,” said the Su-
* perior, in the same stern voice ; and, at her bidding,

a nun, whom I learned afterward wag called Sister

Mary, forced ‘me to my knees. This time I was
compelled to remain in this posture longer- than
before, and, knowing the discipline to be on account
of my tears, I schooled myself into an apparent
“want of feeling, and when commanded to rise did
" g0 without emotion. My rich dresses were then
taken from me, and I was clad in coarse but clean
garments, and my hair was nearly all cut off. As
I saw my tresses, which I deemed so beautiful,
~ hewed and hacked to pieces by the relentless Sister
Mary,— a coarse Irish girl, who seemed to be
the tool of the Superior,— I wept again. A nod from
the Supemor, and I was compelled to fall upon my
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face, and remain so half an hour, When this pen-
ance was completed, I was conducted to my cell.

This was a little room in the third story of the
building, lighted by a window in which were four
~squares of glass, aeross which stretched several
iron bars. The bed was of the meanest kind, and
uot altogether cleanly; and the whole apartment
was fur different from the neat, tidy rooms allotted
to the boarding pupils, one of which I was, ouly
yesterday.

“ Sister Mary, as she left me, gave me the wel-
come information that I was exempt from all ser-
vices until the next morning ; and no sooner had
she left me, than I fell on the floor and wept my-
self’ to sleep. My dreams were troubled ; sad vig-
ions filled my soul while sleep held me in its em-
brace, and T awoke long before duy, only to feel
the most sad forchodings.

“ 1 pazs over the first six months of my slavery.
My name was taken from me, and T was called
Sister Agnes; wmy time was filled up with useless
religions ceremouies, such as midnight prayers,

and daily and hourly howlings and mimieries.

The severest penances were imposed upon me for

the most trivial faults; whole nights have I been

compelled to kneel in the Chapel of Our Lady

before the altar; the very dust of my cell have I
22 :
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ticked with my tongue like a dog, and my flesk

and beauty have wasted away.

# ] had not been here a week before I was heart-
ily sick of the place, and, in six months, I had
fully determined to escape. Father Fitzhazel,
whom I at first believed to be a saint, now appears
“to me like a fiend. His real character has been
discovered, and I abhor him. He is my confessor,
and he holds my soul in his grasp. MMy purpose
to escape was discovered soon after it was formed,
and ever since my discipline has been more severe,
and the approaches of Father Titzhazel more in-
sulting. I could tell you of dreadful scenes which
have been witnessed in this place ; but it may not
he safe for me to write them, I could tell of
groans which have sounded at midnight from the
room beneath my own; of silent and sad funerals
we have had here, of which there are sad rumors
among the nuns; of priestly debauchery within
these walls. I could tell of crimes, of woes, but
I must not. '

“J have planned an ezcape for to-morrow night;
Thrice have my purposes been thwarted, and cruel
whippings have been my fate ; I try again, and, O,
if I do not escape, appeal for we to the ¢ivil au-
thorities, that they may set me freo, I hape to
reach your home to-morrow night, at midnight;
and, though I have written several times to you,
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and you have not answered, yet I hope you will
take me in, and assist in reconciling me with my
parents, Herex Crowsixsmipon.”

The next day passed, and the evening came, and
the family of the minister were in anxious expect-

ation. Mr. Forester was sometimes almost per-

suaded to secure legal assistance, but wisely de-
ferred to see what the night would unfold. Mid-
night came, and there were no signs of the young
woman. The clock struck one—two. About
half-past two the door-bell rang violently, and the
nun fell fainting upon the floor. The door was
scarcely closed ere two men cautiously passed
down the street, looking anxiously in all directions,
a8 if’ in search of some fugitive.
& * % H* % *.

Daylight came, and of all the friends who knew
Nell Crgwninshield before her incarceration not
one would have known her now. She gave the
particulars of her stay in the convent, in which
many a sad incident mingled, and narrated the
manner in which she had escaped. She had bribed
the porter to leave the gate open, on pretence of
having » sister who wished to comimune with her;
and, at a couvenient moment, in as much disguise
as she could assume, she started for the city. She
was not a .quarter of a mile from the enclosure,

i
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when the alarm-bell of the convent was rung, and,
as she turned and looked back, lights were seen.
flashing in every direction in the garden. Once
or twice the pursuers were very ncar her, and she
avoided them by turning abruptly into lanes and
alleys, with which she was more familiar than were
- her enemies.

Deep was her grief when she found her pzm.re_nts
were dead — had died of grief, without receiving
her letters of penitence ; and sad were all her
friends at the melancholy wreck which had been
made of a once beautiful woman,

During her incarceration Nell Crowninshield
had indeed become a Christian. The tyranny and
corruption, the duplicity and cruelty, of the Cut.h-
olic church, had led her to the Lord Jesus Christ
as her Saviour. Shut up in her cell,,.she‘ had be-
come a true disciple of the great High Priest, who
gave his life a ransom for the sins of .his ;.»eople,
and very soon expressed a desire to unite wlffh the
Park-place church. Mr, Forester communicated
her desive to the church, and, on account of the
peculiar circumstances, it was deemed best, thm}gh
contrary to custom, that she should appear be-fore
the church in person, and relate God's dealinge
with her soul. o |

She came, and the vestry was erowded with peo-

ple, smong whom were many Roman Catholics. In
' )
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a clear voice and tone she related her religious
convictions from childhood, explained how those

- convictions were turned towards the! Romish
.church, and gave the date when she foun hope in

Christ. Before that tearful audience she stood
and poured out the lessons of a full, degp, Chris-
tian experience, and declared how the light of
mercy shone into her cell, and beamed upon the
darkness of her affliction, and made glorious day
around he;', and how she said,

“ Soul of mine, ;
Mourning in darkness thicker than the nightp
With claspéd hands before an empty shrine,
Give thanks—— the heaven is opened — there is light !

¢ Rich and fair,
Glories of Nature home return to me —
The calm serene that fills the violet air,
The wondrous shading of the distant sea.

. “ Full and sweot,
On wings more light than ever spanned the air,
The wondrous incense, for the altar meet,
Descends once more unto my poct-share,

 Bright and grand,
01d pictures show, which, in my sad despadir,
I szid, with aching heart and nerveless hand,
God had denied to my beseeching prayer.’

“ Soft and slow,
Through all the chambers of my weary soul,
I hear the blessed rusic come and go,
‘And the low measures thrill me as they roll,

22% . I :!f
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¢« Soul of mine, .
Shine in the light that breaks upon thee pure -—
Give back an answering flash ! the gem is thine;
Sing — and thy song shall teach thee to endure!”

When her simple yet sublime narration was
finished, the pastor asked her a few questions,
more to get the truth before the minds of the

* Catholic portion of the assembly, than to satisfy
his own mind.

« Do you believe in the forgiveness of sin

« Alas ! what hope could T have, but for the for-

g?”

giveness oﬂ sing ¢”
« Who can forgive sins 27
“ Gtod only.” -
« Have you not confessed to priests?” |

¢ Tn my weakness and folly, I have.”
« To whom do you now confess #”
«To God alone, and hope for merey through his

Son.”
«T lay my sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of God ;
He bears them all, and frees us
From the accursed load.
T bring my load to Jesus,
To wash my crimes and staing
White in that hlood most precious,
Till not a spot remaing.”

« What value do you attach to the « Absolvo te’
of a priest?”
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« None.”

' The convert was received by the church, and
13 now a valued and faithful member, being em-
ployed during the week in teaching, and expec;ldin

the fortune left her by her parents for the goog
of others. The convent still stands,‘ and, for anght
we know, Father Fitzhazel still lives, by his ;‘ts
and deviees to draw young, romantic girls info the
veil of the Romish Church, The Lady Superior
still sits on Mount Pleasant, doing her work of
co.rruption ; and no law has yet been made which
will open the doors of her brothel, or save from
ge‘ii?hrqction the vietims of her false and hateful
aith.

/




CHAPTER XXV.
DEATII OF DEACON IIOBBON.

The dear old friends of early time,
Hearts round our hearts entwined,
Have faded from us in their prime,'
And we are left behind
" To moura,
And we are left behind.

Pale stars, red sun, ye come again,
For whom no hearts have pined ;
We call our darlings back in vain,
_8till we are left behind,
| Alone,
Still we are left behind.

0! dear ones, teach’us so to run
Qur race, in sun and wind,
That we may win where ye have won,
Though we be left behind
A while, -
Though we be left behind, -

WE have been introduced to Deacon Hobson.
He was an old man, full of years, of a holy and
gentle spmt He was not an active man, for dis-

ease had laid its hand on hun, and all through the |
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ministry of Mr, Forester he was suﬂ"emng under
the infirmities of old age. As he drew near to
death, he sent for his nnnister, who came o see
him, and received his dying testlmony as to the
value of a good hope through grace.

“You have come, Mr. Forester, t6 sce an old
man die,”

“Yes; but I trust death will be n you the gate
of endless life.” '

“ It will; T have assurance of that.”

“Then it is easy dymg

“Yes, O, yes!”

“ Do you suffer pain 27 ,

“Noj; the joy of my soul swallows up all
pain.”

“You can trust Christ now 2”
y “ Whom but hir could I trust in an hour like
this ?

¢Jesug can make a dying bed,
Feel soft ag downy pillows are.’

“Does the hope of heaven seem as sweeb as
when. you were in health 27

“ Far more. I sce heaven now, and have waves
of glory rolling over my soul. The songs of angels
are borne to my senses, and the harps of heaven
make melodious musie.”’ *

“Well, commit your trust to Churist, and he Wlu

i
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keep you. Never yet did be desert a soul in the
struggle with death. He will be with you,and —"

«T know he will, —he is, he is!”

« & was with David, and Paul, and the blessed
martyrs, and all o :

¢« And he is with unworthy me.”,

« And will be with you to the end.”

«Yes, he said, ‘Lo, I am with—you—
alway.’ b . .

The dying man here lay back,
the conversation ; but he soon started up, and ex-
claimed, «Almost home!”

¢ Yes, almost,” replied the minister.

The children were now called around the bed-
side, and were addressed as follows: “ My chil-
dren, my course is run; my lamp ig almost out.
Love each -other; love God. You all ‘profess
religion ; try to show to the world that you leve
it.”’ :

His wife, the companion of bis youth, his middle
age, and his declining years, now came forward,
and he whispered in her ear, tremblingly, I have
loved thee on earth, I will love thee in heaven.”

Then he clasped his hands, and sung :

exhausted with

« Now I lay mo down to sleep, .
I pray the Lord my soul to keep;
T¢ T should die before I wake,
I pray the Lord my goul to take.”
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- ng time not a word was
dying maf: breathed heavily, and nsc?v?'kzz.d tfhe
repfaated, “ Almost home! ” At length he ar ez
ag-al.n, and called Mr. Forester to his side Ouls‘;
minister hung over him, and heard him say « Telfl3
therr.x — that— T died — well — happy. Te,zll them
Christ was— with — me — poor me — a sinner
,.Don’t forget to — say that I died — trust — ¢y t.
ing in Chrigt - not in myself.” ‘ -
Soon he called for his hymn-hook, and askéd hi
paster to read the hymn commencing }

““On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand,”

He then asked to have the eighth chapter of
Roma.ns read to him. In a rich, deep tone, broken
by grief, the pastor read on Slowly, letti;lo"each
sentence full on the ear of the dying manb He
I'ead to the declaration of the apostle: « He.z that
ipgr;d ]tllot his own Bon, but, delivered him up f;r

. ‘ e 11
. au,thg:; ;I;c’m’ll he not with him also freelly give

“ True, true,” eried the deacon.

.The. pastor read on: “ For I am persuaded that
neither death, nor life, nor —” A movement of
the friends in the room arrested the attention of
the reader., ITe looked toward the bed, and all
;lv:; eov er, -and the good man had gdn:a to his long
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Sincere was the grief of the church W&QB it was
known that old Deacon Hobson had departed from
this life. «If there is a true Christian in the
WOI‘l(I, Deacon Hohson was one,” was the common
expression of all who knew him.

-

CHAPTER XXVI.

THE FUGITIVE,

When an injured people’s causeo N
Lies oppressed by lordling’s might,
When base, eringing, unjust lawa
Foster wrong and hinder righs —
Think apon the tiny drop
Which will wear the rock away;
In your efforts never stop — -
Though it now be davk, the day
Soon will dawn, your hopes to cheer;
Persevere, then, persevere !

OnE stormy night in February, 18—, the wind
howled around the dwellings, and the snow drifted
along the streets of Camberwell. The inmates of
Park-place parsonage retired to rest earlier than
usual, and as the pastor drew the curfaing and-
closed the shutters, he said to his wife, « Thig
would be a fearful night for a five.”

«QOr to be out in the streets,” added his wife.

“And yet some vessel may be on the coast,

driven by the storms, or some friendless one may

be roaming our streets.” .
“ How happy we should be, and how grateful to
God, that we are not exposed to danger ! ”
23 -
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The evening prayer was more fervent, and the'
hearts of the worshippers were more thankful that
night, on account of the storm raging around the
dwelling. . |

% ¥ ¥ % 3 *

- Sleep had settled down upon the city, and not a
window gave forth a cheering ray. No'sound was
heard save the moanings of the storm. About
midnigh£ Mr. Forester was startled from his slun}-
bers by a violent and twice-repeated ring of his
door-bell. He hastened to the window, and asked
what was wanted. A shivering creature, standing
thefé, replied, < (O massa, open de door, — for
God sake, massa, let me in!”

“ Where you from ?”

« Can’t tell, magsa.” -

“ Are you a fugitive slave 27

“ Yes, no, massa ; do let me warm me.”

The .door was open, and a negro, black as jet,
came tremblingly into the house, half clad, and
shivering with the cold. Mr, Forester asked no
questions. e saw that the poor creature before
him was in want, and his heart readily responded
to the appeal made to him. Mrs. Forester, who
had arisen with her husband, was heating some
water, and preparing food, and soon the slaw? was
devouring the articles placed before him, as if he
had not tasted food for a month. DBread, meat,
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fish, all went in the same direction, while searcely
a word was spoken. At length the repast was
over, and the gnest was taken to a close room and
& warm bed, and the family again retired to rest.
After being in silence awhile, Mrs. Forester said
to her husband, “Did you not do wrong in taking
that man in, and letting him retire, without ques-

 tioning him more closely 2 '

“I think not.”
“ He may be an impostor,”
“ What impostor would come out in a night like
this, and in such clothing 2 |
“ But you might have questioned him.” &
““True, but I could not stop to question a man
in his case. He wanted food, and T gave it; he
wanted sleep, and he shall have it. My house
shall be his castle till the morning, and then, if T
find him worthy, I will furnish him with means to
pursuc his way to the North Star.”
* Perhaps you are right; but suppose.— *’
“ Suppose what 27’
“That he be an impostor, and arise in the
hight, and —»
“Pugh!”
“ Well, he might —
“ Might what 2 »
“ Kill us all.,?
“Folly ! »
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« Such cases have happened.”

« But whero there has been some inducement to
kill ; there is none here.”

« You don’t know.” - '

“ Why, we have no silver worth stealing, a‘fld,
—but it is no use to talk. You are getting
dgety; so go to sleep.” :
: %‘hg ,poor?}ugitive, f}?or such he proved t.o be, had
no disposition}to disturb anybod_;t, that night. He
had travelled’ many a weary mile, and wag now
dreaming sweetly of freedom. In the mornmg.he
awoke at a late hour, and came down, trembling
and fearful, and after cating a hearty breakfast,

gaffe an account of himself as follows :

« He had been a slave in Virginia, owned and
held by Col. Cuttle. His master was not very
severe, but was accustomed to let him out by the
day to other persons, and often to men who would

shamefully abuse him. A few days before he ran,

away, he had been beaten most unmorcifully, and
the scars and fresh wounds, were still on his back.
This whipping had induced him to run away, and
in the cold night he had travelled on, hargly
knowing where he went, until ke arrived, late 1'3119
evening before, in Camberwell. He had applied
at a hotel, but, having no money, could not be ad-
mitted. He was afraid to go to the negro quar-
ters, fearing he should be searched for. Late in
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the evening, as he wandered up and down the

~streets, in passing a gun-shop, he saw, through
the gas-lighted window, an agent of his master, a
Virginian, whom he had often seen at home, pur-
chasing a revolver. Two other rough-looking men
were with him, and the poor slave rightly conjec-
tured that he had been tracked to Camberwell,
and' was liable to he seized. So he waited till
nearly midnight, and, at length, knocked at the
door of -a house, told what he wanted, but wag
driven away., Mr. Forester’s was the fifth house
at which he called, and, almost in ‘despair, he would

* have died had he been again repulsed.”

Just then the newshoy came along, and ‘the
Camberwell Gazette was thrown into the door
while the slave was relating his story; and, on
opening it, the eye of the minister foll on the fol-
lowing paragraph :

“A Foermve. A run-dway slave came into
Camberwell during the :day, yesterday, and was
tracked by an agent of his master, who is now at
the Revere house. He was seen in the evening by
the agent, who was afraid to take him in so public

a place. We hope the poor fellow will escape, but
we fear the contrary.” : :

The necessity of urgent means to save the poor
fellow was apparent, and he was taken into a rear
25%
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room, a comfortable fire was made, and he was
well clothed, and charged mnot to leave the
apartment for any front window. The pastor then
went to the Revere, where he soon saw the agent
of the southern master. The fellow was sitting in

" a public parlor, conversing with a specml police-

man, who had been hired for the occasion, and
who was ready for any deed of guilt and shame.

«T "1l have him,” said the agent, “if it costs a
fortune.”

«That *s right; I glmy in your spunk,” replied
the policeman. .

“ Do you think we shall have trouble ?”

« Not much ; the people of Oamberwell bluster,
but soon give up.”

« Can’t stand the fire, hey ? 7

“ They have no pluck.”

¢« But how shall we proceed? You know best
about Camberwell.” '

“Wal, we had belter have a few fellows to
waich.”

«S'pose we see him, will it be safe to arrest

him 27

« (), arrest him for stealing.”

“ But he has n't stole.”

« Wal, thunder, you can arrest him_ for it, and
get him into the court-house, and he s safe.”

#“Ah, T see!”
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“ That we are accustomed to do. The abolition-
ists are eagily gulled.”

“ Capital 17

“ But about my pay 27

o

“ You shall besatisfied, depend on that, Where

do you suppose he is 2 -

« T don’t know.”

“ Have you no inkling about it ? ”

“ Wal, I have.” |

“ Out with 1t.”

“ Why, I missed sight of him last night, right
against the door of Parson Forester.”

“Who 's he 27 '

“ One of the fanatics who stand in the way of
law.”

“ Do you know him, personally ?”

0“© NO ”

“Is he a large or small man?”

“1 believe he is a small man, but tormented '
‘smart and wiry.” v

“ We must look after him.”

“That ’s a fact.” '

Mr. Forester thought he had heard enough, and
hurried home to put himself and family into a posi-’
tion of defence. Hehad been in the house but a few
minutes, when he saw the agent and the officer walk-
ing slowly by, and casting glances towards the house.
As soon as they were fairly, out of the way, he
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ventured out to consult with friends, who advised
an immediate removal to Canada. The slave was
covered with a large cloak, and removed, by a
back street, to the vestry of Park-place church, and

that night was conveyed towards British territory.

Late in the evening, after the slave was safe, -

the agent and the officers were scen posting senti-
pels in all directions around the parsonage. One
man stood in a little recess, directly opposite;
one was put at a corner, and others in different
places, chielded from observation. The minister
was something of a wag, and determined to havea
joke at the expense of these agents of slavery. So
he sent out for Mr. Innis and Deacon Hendee to
come in, and explained his plan. Mr. Tonis was
about the size of the fugitive, and could well per-
sonify him. So he was wrapped in a thick coat,
his face covered, and the hat which the slave left
was put upon his head. Yiis hair was curly, and
in the dark no one eoulds tell him from, the negro,

who was lame, and whose lameness he was to imis
tate. 'They sallied forth, the minister on one side

of him, and Deacon Hendee on the other. They
had proceeded but a few steps from the door, when
they heard a shrill whistle, and Mr. Innis eried
out, « Massa, thar coming!”

A fow steps forward, and six stout men con-
fronted the trio, '

“don’t stop to parl
We shall have an alarm soon,”
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I _[ 1
o am”a }?ohce officer, and want to know who
goes here, .Sald the officer we saw in the mornin
“ My name is Fovester.” ¢

“Yes, we suppos
, pposed so; but wh ‘
there hetween you 27 , o e yon

£ 3
You have no right to ask.”
“I have.”

“You have not.”

& O'ome, come,” said another ; « don’t puf on
any airs here, parson ; if you do we "Il take
the lock-up.” eyt
“Well,” said Mr.

Forester ari |
oo ster, appearing to be

“it is Mr. — Mr Inni
Hre— Mr. — Imnis, a member

of zly cgngregatlon. We are taking him home.”
o rzﬁ e laugh .followgd this declaration, and the
fret othicer replied, «“Mr, Innis, is i6?2 Well. I

tve & warrant for the arvest of Mr. Innis ” ,

popat s r. Innis,

“For robbery.”

C 3

ey any longer ; take hold of him.,

- The men did their d ‘ |
Ch ~ uty, and seized the sur
fugitive and hurried him a]ong to the couf“ttl-};i(:f:ed

thrust him into a dark room, Jocked the door

a nImn to watch it, and went home, | ’

Whez :]:Ille l.nean wl‘lile a writ was taken out, and
e six special policemen .came together for

set

'
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their pay, in the morning, they were 4all Sel;e'(,i;a
charge having been entered against t}len? T(Q alse
imprisonment, on behalf of Mr. Innis. e men
were thunder-struck, and, on the dom: o?‘ the roolm
being opened, Mr. Innis was seen sitting calglhy
at the window, and, as the police approaehed, e
exclaimed, * Good morning, gentlemen.”

« Fools! dolts!” cried the agent.

“ Duped '” said the fivst officer. B

«Thunder!” exclaimed all the rest; ¢ we have
arrested a white man.” o

The six men were taken before the police Ju‘dge,
and, being unable to procure bail, were committed

for trial. They remained in jail about a week, -

" and, it being generally supposed they had their due,
they were liberated and discharged.

All said Mr. Forester’s joke was a good one,

though some thought it rather a fonny one for a

minister to play.

CHAPTER XXVII,
THE MINISTERIAL CONFERENCE,
I never saw an oft-removed tree,
Nor yet an oft-removed. family,

That throve so well as those that settled be.

TuE churches in the vicinity of Gambe;'well had

. formed themselves into a consoeiation, and the

ministers were united in an informal ministerial

. conference. The ohject of this conference  was

mutual improvement; its meetings were held
monthly ; the services consisted of a free social
discussion in the morning, and a sermon in the af-
ternoon. The dinner, however, which. cannot he
eaid o be a part of the seryices, was a point of
considerable importance, and over the table were
bandied wit and humor, free discussion and kind
debate. _

One day the conference met with Edward De-
voll, in Oxford, and the ministers of the whole
region assembled together. At an early hour car-
riages of all deseriptions, from the finely-decorated
city cab to the plain country Wagon, were seen

-~
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driving up to the door of the parsonage. The
grave old man came, with his white cravat so stifily
bound around his throat, that his very counte-
nance seemed to have assumed an expression of
pain; the young, plain 'village preacher, with his
cheek bronzed by the sun beneath which he had
toiled, also came; and there, too, was the city
'preacher, with a nicer coat, but no morc benevo-
lent heart, — a softer hand, but no clearer head.
The conference having assembled, old Father
Brighthopes was elected moderator. 'This worthy
man was pastor of one of the churches in Ches-
terville, and was in life’'s decline. Long had he

preached in that town, and his name was as-

sociated with almost every wedding, almost every
civic celebration, almost every funeral, that had
occurred for forty years. He was a patri-
" arch among his brethren, and was estecmed by
* them as an elder who had ruled well in the church.
His life was simple and his manner grave, and all

who knew him loved him as a father and revered

him ag a patriarch. Many times had he been hon-
ored by being called upon to preside in their meet-
ings, and control their deliberations. In his per-
sonal appearance he had a singular advantage.
Well formed, straight and finely-proportioned, his
figure in the pulpit was noble, and his manner dig-
nified. rFull, white locks fell upon his shoulders,

his chair, is Mr., Humphreys of Brookbor
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or (;f!'oat.ed il? the breeze, and when addressing an
lait;n;e;ofn?sh?éyewzz;?e]1ghted with startling bril-
, A manner wi
produce an effect upon an a‘ud‘izjlsce(.mhgiztedi :0
W‘as undoubted, and his life unblemished anﬂe d
h}s sweet., musical - tones fell on the ears o’f' an’ w
dience, his words seemed to be but the harm 'au-'
gush of a devout and holy soul. e
Let us .look into the room where this clerical
company is assembled. The apartment is lar
and comfortably furnished, and the members g?
the. conference sit ranged around a large tfmb;‘b .
\_vhlch their books and papers are ]gaid( ET,OH
| Father Brighthopes sits Bdward Devoll ;lSt ea;
the church in the village, with whose ,hl;)sto:r .
h:we. ‘become somewhat acquainted. Near 3}:;‘”9
]gamng his head upon his hand, and gazing u o
t{ie venerable moderator, is Rev, My, Chefterpz?
L}lbbleton, a short, wiry-looking man W"itl’l
'W"lld, rolling eye, and a sharp, s;vere cou:ltenan .
Tarther along is Rev. Charles Holbrook, a ‘t;;la’
?

- richly-dreszed, and intellectu
y-dressed, and intellectual-locking young man
ez TR

p-astor of Downs-street Church, in a ne ghboring
city. He has a book, and is eagerly reaﬁing the

table of contents. Next to him, canted back in

. )’y 4 man’
;;;1; Wh_ose face is a look of honest, manly Ypurpo'se
1 eye sparkles with goodness, and his voice is

24
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earnest, as he describes a new mill, which is being
built in his town, and the operatives in which he
expects will swell his congregation. The Lidgefield
minister, Rev. Mr. Williams, sits at the end of the
table. His look is a sad. one, for his church was
burnt a short time before, and the ability of the
people to build another is somewhat questionable.
On the other side of the table, next to the moder-
ator, sits a pale, careworn man, pastoer of the
church in Salem. His name is Edward Vernon.
His cost is somewhat threadbare, his vest neatly
darned and patched, and his whole appearance
indicates a man who has seen trouble. Now and
then he fetches a deep sigh, and his eyes are
scarcely raised from the floor. Tle is a man-who
cannot bear up under trouble, but sinks when the
waves of affliction come dashing against him. Be-
side him is Rev. Mr. Edwards, of Weston, the
exact reverse of Mr. Vernon. Ie looks just as if
he were ready for a joke, and the muscles of his
mouth begin to twitch as soon as a clever remark
js made. Elwood Forester stands looking out at
the window ; Dr. Langley lolls in an arm-chair, in
a corner, and other ministers of the vicinity fill up
the room. ' :

 The meeting is not open,.and a brisk but ran-
dom conversation is going on in the room. Two
here are discussing the merits of a discourse re-
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cently preached before the State Convention, on
which there is a variety of opinions; two ‘there -

are engaged in a political conversation, and hoth

are on one side ; two others, in another place, are:

dissecting an article from a learned professor, in
the Bibliotheca Sacra. But now the moderator
rises and says, “ Order!” and at once all is still
and every eye is turned toward the head of the
table. The old man rises slowly and begms his
speech, and all give audience.

“My brethren,” says Father Brwhthopeq, “ or
rather my children,— for you are all in the morning

of life, and younger than my dear hoy, who now

sleeps beneath the funereal cypress, would have
heen, had God spared him, —my brethren, I thank
you for calling me to the chair; but sad thoughts

oppress me while I take it. I seem to stand among

you as a relic of a past time, as the part of a for-
mer history. You are all young, while age hangs
on me, and I feel its influence. Those who started
life with me are gone, The men who occupied
the various pulpits with me, a long time ago, have
all departed. This head has grown white, while
theirs are laid to rest. I call them, but they come
not; I pronounce their names, but they do not
hear me, and I return to ‘my home wondering when
I shall die.

“In our times, the young days when the standard-

T b oy ke S o s
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bearers lived, many evils which now prevail were
not known. The preacher became pastor of the
church, and lived and died with his people. Ile
became identified with his chureh and congregation
in all their interests, and was not a yearling, as
some of our brethren now are. My heart has been
affected by the changes which I have seen among
the members of the sacramental host. ~Churches
have been dismembered, useful ministers have been
crippled, and endless injury done, by the fre-
quent removals of clergymen from place to place,
The spirit of change bas come over us, and some
of our churches are ordaining ministers every two
-years. Where this will stop none can tell ; but it
becomes us to cast our influence against the de-
structive habits of the c¢hurches whose fickle mem-
bers demand such constant removals. 1 therefore
propose that we consider to-day the causes of
such a state of things, and the means by which a
change can be effected.” . ‘
The old man entered into the deplorable effects
of frequent ~pastoral removals, and portrayed
‘them before the minds of his younger brethren
with great earnestness. They listened to him with
much attention, and, when he sat down, a profound
impression had been made on the minds of his

Edward Devoll was the first to break the silence
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which succeeded the impressive speech of the mod-
erator. ¢ 1 think,” he said, * that one frequent
cause of the frequent pastoral changes'is found in
the fact that we do not adapt ourselves to the real
wants of our hearers. We preach finely-written
essays, and appeal to the intelligence of our hear-
ers, and do not descend into their warm gushing
hearts. T have had some severe experience in thisb
and have seen a discontented people, simply be:
cause I did not study their wants, but comtented
myself with preaching heavy, well-written, com-
pact discourses on themes which had no personal
bearing on the lives of my auditors. T made this
great mistake, and my people as well as myself
were disappointed in the results of my preaching.
T had the reputation of being a learned man, but
I was not a good minister of Jesus Christ. The
error was pointed out to me, and I amended, and
my prospect of permanency is bright and cheerful.”
“ 0, you are an exception!” said Mr, Humph-

reys; ‘“mnone of the rest of us will ever secure the
reputation of legrned men.” o

- And yet,” replied Mr. Devoll, I am con-
vinced that much of the preaching of our times
though learned, eloquent, and truthful, is so muck:
Dutch to our audiences. I know, for I have been .
a martyr to rules pounded into me by old Professor

) P R

24%
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« Well, we can’t remedy that,” whiningly re-
plied Dr. Langley. * Weare just as we have been

-made.” . ‘ |
‘ repli th con-
«We can, we can,” replied Devoll, wi 7

siderable vehemence. X was a machine, and. notj
a preacher, and the other day I burned a:}hzgz
pile of sermong, which cost me years of toi ’,1(11]1
which might well pass under f:he‘ name gf worldly
philosophy, spun out, and Chm?tmmzed. ' )
¢ (Good, brother Devoll, I Will betyour witness,
-nataredly remarked Mr. Forester..
go?:i In:kfi‘:nk,”yremarked Mr. Holbroolf, of . Downs
street church, that the pastoral relatmp is oft.en
broken up by a class of fanatics, who expect the HJl}I::-
ister to look through their spectacles at all the
moral reforms of the day. Why, I have inmy so-
ciety-a.man named Bolton, who calls thecl.mrchha,
¢ brotherhood of thieves,” and Who would ‘tn'e the
life out of a dozen ministers. Men of his stamp,

who have more zeal than knowledge, and more

sail than ballast, are unsettling ministers, and dle;
stroying churches. Brother Devoll lays all the
blame to the want of practical common sense 011
the part of the clergy, while I lay the blame ;:
the door of the uneasy, restless people In the

chureh.” ‘”
« Has Mr. Bolton troubled you of late? qsked

Mr. Forester,
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¢ Not much.”

“Have you any others like him 27

“ None.” _

“ What do you do with him ?

¢ Liet him alone.”

“ Does he Jet you alone 27

“ No, that is the trouble. Heis always at work
doing mischief. He has been from church ‘to
church, and found rest nowhere,” -

“I bave the opinion,” pompously remarked

Dr. Langley, «that the trouble grows out of a
limited knowledge among the clergy themselves.
Many of our’ ministers have never graduated at
aﬁy college ; they are unlearned men. The col- -

- lege-educated men never change much.” The
- Doctor fell back in his chalr, satisfied with this

huge effort. |

“ May it not be,” modestly asked Mr. Vernon,
“that the ministry is changeable, and the settle-
ments insecure, on account of the poverty which
the churches compel the ministers to endure? " I
have been settled some time, and from the day of
my ordination have been unable to pay my debis,
Most of us are poor, and have hard fare from year
toyear. This I believe to be one cause, perhaps

the greatest cause, of the frequent changes which

ministers are making. Poverty is an irresistible
argament.” ‘
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He paused, and all present looket?'at him -iﬁ
_ pity, for every one knew he was pinched wit

want. _ : .
« Brother Vernon, you have touched a tender

point,” said Father Brighthopes.
« Ay, ay,” responded Mr. Chester. "
«He has, indeed,” said Mr. Humphreys,‘mta
a sigh. - |
“DBut » geked Mr. Chester, ¢ is there not amor;
’ . . - )
significant reason why ministers are gettling an
ing k?”
unsettling almost every We‘e |
«There doubtless is,” said the moderator:
« What is it 2”7 asked Mr. Vernon.
« T could tell,” said Mr. Forester. ' ,
« Well, one at a time, — order is Heaven’s

first law. Let brother Chester tell us what e

3 "-l - ” . -
considers as the chief cause of difficulty,” said

Father Brighthopes. ' .
] pronounce the evil of which we complain,”

caid’ Mr. Chester, in reply, “to be the work of
sour deacons.” . -

% Sour deacons ?”

. wYes”

«“ Ah! you have hﬁd a thorn in your side, friend

Chester, have you not ?” said the moderator.
“Surely I have.”
-« And is it out?”-
# No.”
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“Is it & cause of present pain ?” ,

“Yes, it is like the thorn which Paul had.”

“ But, I thought,” said Mr. Forester, ¢ that all
Bubbleton deacons were men of god.”

“They muy be, for we read that the Lord is a
man of war,” J

“ But who troubles you so much?”

“ 0, my friend Arlington.”

“ What, the man who seitled you?”

“The same,” B

“ What ig his trouble 27

“ T have troubled his conseience.”

“ A good reason.” .

“ For 2 bad man.”

“Yes; but I thought he was your best friend,”

“ He was, for a time; he would have plucked
out his ‘eyes and given them to me; but he hag
changed.” :

“ Well, a troublesome deacon is very bad,” said
brother Williams, of Hdgefield ; ¢ but I think the
evil which we all deplore is engendered by the ex-
travagant expectations the people have of us.
They can hardly allow us to be human. We must
have India rubber lungs, and iron frames, and

leathern feelings, They want ug to study all the

time, to visit all the time, and in a hundred ways
make demands upon us, which are unreasonable
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and improper. We fail to come up to the mark,
and trouble ensues.” o
«Yes,” said Devoll, « they expect a minister
now-a-days to fill up an empty house, draw h-earers
from the four winds, and of the stones raise up
ildren unto Abraham.” _
chl‘l‘d;‘iue as the book,” cried Mr. Chester. “I
know by experience what you say.’”' o
«T have another reason to give,” said Mr.
Humphreys. «I think that a few quarreispr‘ne
members often succced in unsettling a good min-

ister. They make him a party to their diffi- -

culties, and draw him into their private quar-

rels.” |
' > srator.
« Have yon mef a case ?” asked the modera

« I have.” :
« Ts it likely to trouble you?” §
« Tt will break up. my ministry in Bubbleton.”
« Can’t it be settled 27
14 NO.” .

«“ are you involved
“IBIEE; side}sr accuse me of taking part with the

other.” _

« How s0 ?”

« Because I condemn both.”

«So you are between two fires.”

« Exactly.”

« A bad place, brother.”

L
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“ 1 do not know how it is here in the east, but
in the west, where T live,” said Rev. Mr. Mason,
“ our changes come mostly from the destitution of

- means. The churches are free and liberal, but they

are unable to support their pastors.’”.

“ Do not some of us lack economy ?°" asked Mr.
Hdwards, of Weston. «Some of us have large
families, and lack judgment about our expenses.
Eixtravagance is not to be commended : it does the
minister and his family much harm some ?

“ 0, don't talk so, brother Edwards!” impetu-
ously exclaimed Mr. Forester, ¢ The idea of a min-
ister being extravagant, when living, with a large
family, on three hundred and fifty dolars a year! Tt
is all folly.” ,

“Bo I say!” exclaimed a half-dozen at once.

“I think one reason of the changes of our
tuncs is found in the spleeny characters of our min-
the time, and are so sensitive that a parishioner

cannot look at them without their having had feel-
ings,”

‘isters,” said Mr. Forester. ! « They are sick half

Old Fathor Brighthopes here commenced giving
his view of the subject, e thought a want
of piety, on the part of iministers and people,
would aceount for many of the changes, and was
sure that if piety was cultivated, pastoral perma-
nency would be in a measure secured. He said

LY
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many excellent things on the subject, and was
heard with great attention, ,

Dinner hour having arrived, the wministerial
party took -their places at the table, where other
subjects were nicely dissected, and other forms of
life laid bare. An hour was spent over the table,
and the ¢ feast of reason and the flow of soul ” kept
time with the means taken to supply the wants of
the physical man.

In the afternoon a large audience gathered in
the church to listen to a discourse from Mr. For-
ester. Mr. Holbrook read that beautiful hymn

commeneing,

¢ In the cross of Christ I glory,
Towering o'er the wrecks of time ;

My, Vernon read the fifty-third chapter of Lsaiah,
in tones of wonderful sympathy with the spirit of
the prophet. Mr. Edwards offered prayer, and, after
another singing, the preacher announced his text,
¢ for T am not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ : for
1t is the power of God unto salvation to every one
that believeth ; to the Jew first, and also to the
Greek.,” No analysis of 'this discourse can now
be given, but it fastened the attention of the

audience to its close.

The preacher drew 'a
portrait of man before the fall, and afterward,
and deseribed the power of the Gospel to lift
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Ih;\m up. « B.ef’ore the fall” he said, “man wag
t;m(]a ) ;)e-:xutlfﬁ tem.p]e, whose correct pl‘opor;
g an vast dimensions drew the eye and
the admiration of every beholder., Afte “t,:n
}fl'alé, man 1v;*afs like the same temple, when thxc; ﬁrz

ad crumbled its walls, desolated it :
stroyed its beauty. The grand teri;:;djsf,' z‘:}?dfe‘
mian soul is now in ruins, . The fires of* sip (131 o
gassed over it, the altar of the heart is bx"o!it::
ﬁ;}ex:f’,, and God’s holly mmage is marred and de.

" . . : Y ‘
diti[;l:]eoafpilfcatlon of the Gospel to the ruined COn-

t ‘an was shown, and jtg power to lift u
nations, as well ag individuals, wasg clear] SI;
forthﬂ. Christ was shown to be the central t‘z .
of tlic Gospel, and it was proved that tille ideem?
atonement must he comprehended, or there ca:bo
no permanent reformation, no libers] govermnente
tIhlllo‘vu*‘tsucms society. v Styike out this idea,” sai(;

1¢ preacher, “and you strike ot the sun of th
sgtstem. of truth, and Jeave the world of th ' he
vErlthout a centre.  Remove this faet and theou% )
tions which exist hetween Creator an;.I creaturere o
at once divided, and the world is*found‘witho ta
governor.” e
. fiui 1(lic'ctrn.les of fhe Gospel, he contended, must

e basis of every society, or that socjefv
rotten at the core. “Hence,” he said. « ok
o , y “we ask
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not in vain why the nations of antiquity have fal-
len. Orators and statesmen tell us why. They

have ascribed it to certain defects in their politicdl

economy. We ascribe it to an absence of thofe
doctrines which constitute the foundation of moral
rectitude in the hearts of the people — we ascribe
it to an absence of moral truth, and, consequently,
an absence of virtue. They had nothing substan-
tial upon which to rest; and, like the ¢baseless
fabric of a vision,” they have passed away. Old.
Rome never could have been conquered by fire
" and sword alome. Her shattered pillars would
have stood until the end of time, had her chil-
dren been as virtuous as they were heroic. Greece
'—the land of literature, the scholar’s ideal of
Paradise — would never have become the by-word
of the world, had she not preferred her own phi-
Josophy, sin-stained and corrupted, to the wisdom
of Almighty God. The Jewish nation would not
have lost its identity, had not the people crucified
the Saviour, and brought his blood on them and

‘on.their children. We see, also, why every effort

to civilize the world, without the aid of religion,
has proved abortive. TFor ages philanthropy sent
out civilization as the pioneer of religion. She
advanced in her own impotent name, with the
implements of hushandry in the one hand, and

those of the artisan in the othef. INo permanent

You use the most honest” means to fill
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good was effected, Her eonverts hecame seven-fold
more the children of Satan, and used the name of
civilization to spread death and destruction. At
length Christianity advanced alone, the b"mner |
of the cross floating over her, and the doctrin‘es of
the Grospel iuseribed upon her front. A wondrous
change took place ; und now over all the earth are
folund the trophies of victorious grace, HKarth’s
}V:Idest children, whom civilization passed by as
mncorrigible, have listened, believed, and loved
ghe African Negro, the wild Caffre, the ﬁlthy.
o, o Aty g ey
o, I ‘ting  story of -the
The' sermon ended, and the people returned
to their homes; the ministerinl conference ad-

Joarned to meet in Weston a month from that
day, : ‘

]‘)r. Langley and Mr. Forester took chaise‘ to-
‘gether, and drove towards Camberwell. On the
way, the Doctor seemed determined 1o get into a
dlSI_?u;te. with his younger brother, and, after trying
a variety of ‘ways, said abruptly, « I don’t think

u
church,” : _p your

“ What do you mean ?*
“ Nothing particular.”
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« Well, such a remark should not be made with-
out meaning somnething.”

“« Well, T supposed a few years ago ‘you used
underhanded means to get Mr. Barney from my
meeting.”’

“ What means ?”

“ Wrong means.”

“ What were they 2”

“You know.”

“I do not know.”

“ Well, don’t be so testy about 1t”

“ The charge is a serious one, and — "

“ Did you not visit Mr. Barney 77

“I went into his store occasionally.”

“Did you not use undue influence on his
mind 27

I treated him well.”

« No more than that?”

1 NO-’,

« Well, I may have been mistaken,”

« May have ?”

“Yes.”

“ Now let me ask, Dr Langley, if this is proper
or Christian for you to make such groundless
charges against me?”

“1 made no charge.”

%, I see it is no use to converse with you on.

-
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these subjects. Drop them, or stop the chaise and
drop me, and I will walk to'the city.”

The conversation turned into more pleasant
channels ; but Mr. Forester could not help saying
to his wife, on his return, that the Doctor was * the
same old sixpence,”

2%




CHAPTER XXVIII.

CONCLUSION ¢ A SCENE AT THE PARSONAGE.
hJ

So live, that when thy summons comes to join

The innumerable caravan, that moves

To that mysterious realm, where each ghall take

His chatmber in the silent halls of death,

Thou go not like the guarry-slave at night

Scourged to his dungeoen; but, sustained and soothed

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave,

Like one who wraps the drapery of his couch

Abont him, and les down to pleasant dreams,

WE have now carried the Park-place minister
through a long and prosperous pastorate. He has
secured influence, character, and popularity, yet
has never sagrificed to any of these the claims of
the Gospel, or lowered the character of the Chris-
tian minister. e has had enemies enough to re-
lease him from the woe pronounced upon those of
whom all men speak well, and fiiends enough to
prove that the good man’s ways are all ordered by
the Lord. Under his ministrations Park-place

church - has enjoyed unexampled prosperity, and
yet sin has been denounced, the vices of society -

A BCENE AT THE PARSONAGE.

have been marked for detestation, and the Cross of
Christ, in its beauty, majesty and glory, has beer
held up. Under such preaching, the drunkaré
has been reformed, the vieious have been reclaimed
the erring have been brought to the paths of
rectitude, and sinners bave been converted and

saved,

In closing this account, let us walk to the par.
sonage, and take a farewell glance of the pastor
and his family. We enter the spacious hall, and.
advancing into the well-furnished parlor, where
hang several fine engravings, pass on to the study
where the family is assembled, In his old arm-
chair sits the minister himself, reading an enter.
taining hook, which has been handed in by :
friendly parishioner; on a lounge sits the wifc.
sewing upon a garment for one of the children,
while the children tliemselves are building coh-

* houses of hooks, which they have taken from the

shelves. The sides of the room are covered with
lo;ooks, of all the usual kinds found in a minister’s
library, well assorted, well arranged, and well

~wsed. A golden light from a well-shaded gas-

burner, sheds mellow rays on the whole scene, which
is one of the finest pictures imaginable of domestic
bliss. ' | ',
“We have stayed in Camberwell a long time,”
said the minister, raising his eyes from the.hook.

14
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«Yes; longer than kind friends predicted we
should remain.” T

« Yes ; our friends had sad forebodings when we

this Iarge and wealthy parish.”

en?lgit we ha.%e resson to be grateful that God
rospered us.”

hai STorﬁe; Ee has given us all we could delsire.”

« We may be thankful that there are so few
things to be regretted on our part, and on the
he people.” . ,

I)ail‘.f’Yoei : Wepmair be thankfal that God bas given
us grace to act and live, so that, to some -gxtent,;
we have secured the approbation of the wise and
good. Though I feel my weakness and 1fnperf:ec-
tions, yet I have the consciousness of having tme(%
to do my duty. No sick-beds have I shunned;
no poor families have I neglected ; no doctrm.e,
however unwelcome, have I withheld, and no s1g

feared to rebuke.”
hm‘r‘e Gfod hag promised to reward faithfulness.”
« He has, and he will do it ; but I have not been

faithful. 'The longer I live, the farther I seem”
from perfection.” But if any man sin, we have an

advocate with the Father.”
« A glorious advocate.” - N
« What should we do without him? Our _be;%t
gervices are poor and feeble in the sight of God.’_
Thus conversing on- the glorious hope we have
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in Christ, the couple sat a long time, and at length
retired to rest. That same night many prayers
were offered in Camberwell, and, in many of them, .
the pastor’s name was mentioned by an affectionate
and grateful people, who loved their minister, and
whose countenance was associated with many scenes
of good and evil, and whose life was a constant

- model for the young and unguarded.

Park-place Church is united, and not a fow of
the members, warned and terrified by the rocks on
which other cliurches have split, are determined that
no root of bitterness shall arise, — that no cause
of division shall come,— and are looking forward to .
long and happy years of pastoral permanency
May that God, who holds all things in his hand
and orders all things according to his will, grant

. that it may be so; and when the pastor dies, may

the lines at the head of this chapter be appropriate
to his case, '




