
hand doeth, but whose beneficence, like the 
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LETTER FROM NEWPORT, R. I. 

[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE PRESBYTERIAN.) 

The Season—A Contrast— Splendour of Equip- 

ages— Beauties of Newport—The Cottages— 

[ele of Peace’—Its Purchase and Settlement , 
' —The Bay and its Surroundings—A Morn- | 

ing Scene—‘‘ Old Ironsides” and the Naval | 
| Academy—Goat Island and Fort Wolcott— | 

A Christian Millionaire—A Rapid Trans- 
formation — Fort Adams—View from its 
Ramparts—Historical Associations—Cook’s 
Ship, the Endeavour. 

Newport, R. I., August 22, 1862. 

Messrs. Editors—‘The season” is just 
now at its height in this fashionable resort 
of health, pleasure, and relaxation seekers. 
Although not so much crowded as in former 
years of our country’s prosperity, there is 
still a large number of visitors here. A 

few of the hotels are not opened, but those 
that are, are crowded, whilst the villas and 
cottages are nearly all occupied. The 
fashionable “drives” seem thronged at the 
hours usually devoted to riding, and the 
beach and surf in bathing hours present a 
lively and grotesque spectacle. You would 
not judge, as you drive along Bellevue 
Avenue, and behold the hundreds of splen- 
did equipages, and less pretentious “ turn- 
outs’”’—as you see scores of gay belles, and 
their grotesquely moustached attendants, 
dashing along on their mettled steeds, that 
this beautiful Island, and these brilliant 
people belong to a country whose wealth is 
wasting, and whose brave sons are falling 
by thousands in a.terrible civil war. We 
have not yet begun to realize the war. 
The thousands that have gone to the war 
are scarcely missed from our teeming popu- 
lations; and whilst many homes are mourn- 
ing their absent ones, and many others 
weeping their sons who shall never return, 
the great stream of life rolls on, and the 
sigh of the mourner is scarcely heard amid 
its whirl and foam. 

Philadelphia, New York, Boston, and 
many other cities are now represented here, 
as well as many of the rural districts. 
Many of the wealthy citizens of other parts 
of the land have built beautiful suwmer 
residences, surrounding them with delight- 
ful shade and shrubberies, and all the ap- 
pliances that wealth, directed by refined 
taste, can create. A description of these 
would fill a volume, which—would never be 
read : so if any one wishes to appreciate the 
beauties of this: Arcadia, let him come in 
August, and see for himself. 
Aquidneck— Isle of Peace” —now call- 

éd Rhode Island, was purchased from the 
Indian sachems, by Governor Coddington 
and seventeen others, in 1638. They im- 
mediately effected a settlement on the north- 
ern end of the Island, and the next year 
selected the site, and laid out the city of 
Newport, upon this beautiful bay. The 
inner harbour is formed by the crescent- 
shaped shore on which the city stands, the 
neck on the south, Goat Island on the west, 
with a ship channel at both ends of the 

Clinton. 

latter. The outer harbour is that part of 
Narragansett Bay which lies between Goat 
Island and that of Conanicut on the west. 
The harbour and its surroundings are very 
beautiful. Let us enter one of that far- 
famed species of craft, a Newport sail-boat, 
and make a little excursion across the har- 
bour, to Fort Adams. Don’t be afraid, 
though the breeze is brisk, and the mast 
bows before it, and the guowale sometimes 
kisses the waves—these boats (so say their 
masters) never capsize. Last night was 
squally, and scores of vessels from the open 
sea ran into this most convenient of harbours 
for shelter. And now see, they are shaking 
out their sails, and rapidly making seaward 
again. How picturesque and lively the 
effect, as anchor after anchor comes up, 
and the canvas spreads, brightening in 
the beams of the morning sun! See 
how skilfully our helmsman threads his 
way amid the crowd of sloops, and schoon- 
ers, and brigs. Yonder, closely moored 
against Goat Island, lies glorious “Old 
Ironsides’’—once the pride of the navy— 
still hietorical—now the school ship of 
the Naval Academy. Close upon her. 
quarter, but further from shore, lies the 
‘¢ Marion,”’ also in the service of the Acade- 
my, asa practice-ship. The John Adams,” 
another and larger practice-ship, is now 
with a portion of the school on a practice 
cruise. Beyond the ‘Constitution,’ and 
forming an emerald back-ground for her 
chaste and stately proportions, rise the 
green glacis of old Fort Wolcott, which 
occupies the chief part of Goat Island. 
The Fort is dismantled—its gates broken 
down—its remainiog guns lie, without car- 
riages, upon the grassy sod of the ramparts 
— its battlements are crumbling—its covered 
way is traversed only by the toad and the 
mole, whilst its out-works and sloping 
counterscarps furnish employment for the 
scythe, and pasture for the cows of brave 
old Sergeant Morrison, who, with his vener- 
able help-meet, occupies the barracks, and 
constitutes the only garrison of this once 
formidable defence. That tall, white pyra- 
mid on the northern extremity of Goat 

Island isa light-house. And see, upon that 
little rocky isle to our left, (a stray upheaval 
of limestone amid the sea, and surrounded 
by fields of granite on the shores,) stands 
another light-house, each extending a bright | 
welcome and a safe conduct to the inward- 
bound vessel. | 

From this position in the harbour we 
have a five panorama of the city and its’ 
surroundings. Do you see that modest 
villa, reposing in yonder dale, just opposite 
the end of Thames street? That is the 
hired summer residence of that modest, 

unobtrusive, yet generous friend of missions 
and of man, James Lenox, E-q ; a man_ 

whose left hand knoweth not what his right 

verdure that betrays the quiet channel of | 
the refreshing brook, is only known by its 
blessed results. A generous patron of the 
fine arts, and a most liberal and judicious 
contributor to every cause that fairly prom- 
ises to spread the gospel, and benefit his 
country and his kind, the stranger would 
not suspect the plain and modest gentle- | 
man, whom he might meet in Thames 
street, or encounter id a bookstore, to be 
the Christian millionaire. That handsome 
residence, here in the foreground, occupy- | 
ing. that (perhaps the) most beautiful site 
in the vicinity of the bay, is the summer- 
home of my friend, John R. Ford, formerly. 
of New Brunswick, New Jersey, now of 
New York. A few months ago it was a. 
naked hill of rugged granite, seeming to 
repel all vegetable life, and to scorn im-. 

provement; but his skilful eye detected its” 
capabilities, and his energy, and taste and» 
means have wrought the transformation | 

_ which you sce—a beautiful lawn, clothed 

in verdure and in flowers, now smiles down 
upon the bright waters, whero erst the 
stern rocks frowned; whilst a Christian 
home, marked by elegance of architecture, 
and all the appliances of comfort, occupies 
the spot which might so Jately have been 
selected as the emblem of desolation. 

That little bay that extends southward 
into the land, near to the government sta- 
bles, is called Brenton’s Cove, and from 
that vicinity the finest view of the city is 
obtained, if we except the ramparts of Fort 
Adams. But here we are, at the Fort.’ 
We enter by the eastern gate, after turn- 
ing a high glacis robed in living green, 
and passing some formidable out-works, 
and a rifle-house built of granite, with 
loop-holes for sharp-shooters. The parade- 
ground is a beautiful area of about eleven 
acres, of an irregular quadrulateral shape, 
and around this are the casemates of the 
inner fortress. It is built of massive gran- 
ite, and presents on all sides rows of for- 
midable batteries—on the water-side three 
rows of batteries, two in casemates, one 

above the other, and upon the ramparts 
surmounting both, a battery en barbette. 
A most formidable series of out-works, 
flanked by glaces, extend far to the south- 
west, connected with the main fortress by 
covered ways, guarded by massive gates. 
On the hill yonder, to the south, is the 
redoubt, connected also, for part of the 
distance, with the Fort by a covered way. 
The site of Fort Adams was anciently occu- 
pied by a small fortification. The present 
work was begun in 1814, and has cost the 
government nearly, if not quite, two mil- 
lions of dollars. It is calculated to mount 
four hundred and sixty-eight guns, and 
will garrison three thousand men. Let us 
ascend to the ramparts, and from this north- 
eastern bastion look down upon the bay, 
and the islands, and the bright and quaint 
old city. How many thrilling historical 
associations cluster around the objects upon 
which we are gazing! Upon these waters 
once rode the haughty fleets of Percy and 

From this very spot, as well as 
from old Fort George, (now Wolcott,) the 
British land batteries assailed the fleet of 
Count D’Estaing. Here the marauding 
Wallace terrified the unarmed inhabitants. 
Beneath these blue waters lie the bones of 
the ship Endeavour, in which Cook sailed 
round the world. In the store of Joshua 
Sayer & Son is still preserved, and [ saw it 
yesterday, a large beam-post of the bits- 
head of this historical ship. It is identified 
by the certificate of a British Consul, as 
follows:—<I, John B. Gilpin, his Britan- 
nic Majesty’s Consul for the State of Rhode 
Island, do certify that the annexed piece 
of wood is part of his Britannic Majesty’s 
late ship, the Kudeavour, in which Captaia 
James Cook made his first voyage round 
the world, in the years 1768-1771, accom- 
panied by Sir Joseph Banks, and the great 
Swedish naturalist, Dr. Solander. The 
Kodeavour was afterwards sold, and pur- 
chased by a Mr. Hyden, of New Bedford, 
(who was at that time resident in I’. ance,) 
and fitted out from Duockirk on a whaling 
voyage. She afterwards came to Newport, 
consigned to Messrs. Gibs and Channing, 
from whom [ have this information; taking 
on board a return cargo, she received some 

injury in Newport harbour, was condemned 
as unseaworthy, and left to decay.” Hence 
Burgoyne sailed for Kugland after his cap- 
ture at Saratoga. Across yonder channel 
the intrepid Colonel Berton carried his 
prisoner, General Prescott. Yonder an- 
cient church spire (Triuity) marks the spot 
where the learned Bishop Berkely minis- 
tered; whilst yonder, across the bay, rises 
the obelisk that marks the grave of the 
gallant Perry, hero of Lake Krie. Of these, 
and other localities and reminiscences, we 
may speak again; but here, lest we tire, 
we pause for the present. 

NESHANOCK. 

LETTER FROM KENTUCKY. 

[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE PRESBYTERIAN. ] 

— 

Bowtina Green, Ky., August 18, 1862. 

Messrs. Editors—The cars from Louisville 
to Nashville go no further for the present 
than this town, being about one hundred 
and twenty miles from Louisville. This is 
owing to depredations committed below 
here by the guerilla chief, John Morgan, 
who, within the last four days, has blown 
up the tunnel on the line dividing Tennes- 
see from Kentucky, and also destroyed 
bridges on the Memphis road, which di- 
verges from the main road at this place, 
making communication by rail with the 
South from this point impossible for some 
days. Many are the conjectures on the 
lips of all, as to the motives of this leader 
in such wholesale destruction of property; 
but to the mind of a patriot the whole an- 
swer is made and satisfying in the thought 
that he is a traitor—a bold, reckless, dash- 
ing one—at whose hands friends appear to | 
fare not a tithe better than his foes. 

Thus delayed, I have had an opportunity | 
most favourable to look about me, “far 

down in Kentucky.”’ This point has all 
the appearance of having been, not many 
years back, one of the most beautiful of all 
the towns on this continent. It is situated 
on the south bank of Green Barren river, 
in a basin of perbaps ten thousand acres, 
of most richly fertile land. This town 
must, at the opening of the rebellion, have 

possessed four or five thousand inhabitants. | 
The buildings are mostly very large and 
roomy, with spacious yards, filled with for- 
est trees in front, and most beautiful and 
luxuriant flower-gardens in the rear; they 
are very much scattered, perhaps with a 
view to spacious yards and gardens, and so 
extend over most of the basin. Around 
the town are double ranges of hills, adorn- | 
ed now with the monuments of treason— | 
breastworks and fortifications, which are 

constructed upon principles of most skilful 

and scientific engineering. As I passed 
the rounds of these fortifications, the 

thought was strong in my mind that there 
must have been much bloody work for our 
brave men before they would have made 
treason give way behind them, had not the 
rebels fled on the approach of our gallant 
men. The business part of the town, 
which is called bere «the public square,” 
has been almost altogether consumed by 
fire, the north and eastern part having beea 
consumed at the departure of the rebel army, 
and the southern part on the night after 
our men reached the town—said to have 
been fired in accident. Near one of the 
fortifications is the wreck of a magnificent 
building, constructed by the Louisville 
Conference as a College building; only the 
foundations, rooms, and basement are left 
standing; but from these ruins, any one 

death, and to forget the loag eternity which 

_ bid to summon her. 
_den, and they laid her down on her last 

can see at a glance that the building was 
large and spacious, and beautifully situated. 
There are five beautiful churches in the 
towo, one of them being an African 

church. They are Presbyterian, Metho- | 
attend- dist, Baptist, and Episcopalian. 

ed service on yesterday at the Presbyterian, 
and was pleased to see quite a well-filled 
church of attentive and devout worshippers. 
The whole: service was impressive and 
unique. The house is a plain, neat one, of 
a good size, but certainly not modelled 
after the latest and most approved style of | 
architecture. The minister, the Rev. Mr. 

Smoot, is quite a young man, of very seri- 
ous and thoughtful countenance. He read 
from the 16th chapter of Ist Kings. He 
made the last verse of the chapter the foun- 
dations of his sermon—began by a very 
graphic and pointed outline of the geogra- 
phy of the country; then the temptations to — 
rebuild the doomed city; then he spoke of 
the prevention, the curse recorded by 
Joshua at the time of the conquest, of the 
reverential awe with which the Hebrew 
mind looked upon these Divine prohibi- 
tions, and recoiled from the thought of 
violating one of them; accounted for the 
bold and daring spirit of Hiel in making 
the venture, from the spirit of the age in 
which he lived, the wicked idolatry of the 
court of Ahab, which “filtered its way 
through the strata of society, from the king 
and his queen down to the subject and his 
slave;” and closed with a most solemn and 
impressive warning to the man who would 
attempt, in a defiant spirit, to resist Jeho- 
yah, either in his solemn prohibitions or his 
earnest invitations to salvation. His preach- 
ing was entirely extemporaneous—his dis- 
course abounded in copious and apt illus- 
trations; while his manner was elegant, and 
his language chaste and refined Seldom 
have I ever heard a better sermon from 
any young man. But there was one thing 
in all this service still wanting to me. There 
was no allusion to this distracted and bleed- 
ing country in sermon or prayer—no invo- 
cation to God for his blessing upon our 
arms. It was a prayer for saint and sinner, 
for old and young, for the present and the 
absent, for the friend and the fue, and the 

strangers in the house—but not for rulers, 
for generals, for armies. I am told that 
he is a native of Tennessee, has relatives in 
high position in the rebel army, and is 
himself so silent that even with his most 
intimate friends he never converses on the 
subject, while the congregation presents 
that remarkable phase of society known only 
to these Border States, of loyal and rebel 
in the proportions of perhaps half and half. 
The fact will be gratifying to every true 
Presbyterian to know that those portions of 
Kentucky where Presbyterianism is strong- 
est, treason is scarcely known; and con- 
versely, whore rebellion and treason are 
defiant and strong, Presbyterianism is 
scarcely known. By a reference to our 

parents had looked into eternity, and there 
was only reproach in its wild glance. 
There was no forgiveness for those who 
had thus “ruined her soul,’’ and thus she 

passed into eternity. O, mother! when 
you take your chjld to ball-rooms, when 
you instruct and fill her mind with its 
vanities, are you teaching her how to die? 
Could you bear to hear from her lips the 
words, You have ruined my soul, mother !’’ 
when you knew the harvest-time was past 
for ever? QO! when you lie on your own 
death bed, the memory of such unfaithful- 

ness ‘will bite like a serpent, and sting 
_ like an adder.” B. K. 

For the Presbyterian. 

THE DOINGS OF FAITH.—NO. V. 

By faith, Adel obtained witness that he was righteous, 
Hen. xi. 4. 

we ought not to be satisfied with less. 
‘Some mistaken, but apparently sincere, 
Christians say, the most desirable state is 
to be always cast down on account of our 
sins. If they intend to remain in them, 
and make no effort to be delivered from 
them, surely it is best to sorrow over the 
depravity of will it evinces. But since 
there is a way of deliverance from the 
burden and bondage of sin, why go on our 
way sorrowing all our lives? Why not 
wrestle to be delivered from it, that the 
cause of sorrow may cease? It is a mistake 

for the injunction to rejoice is continuous 
throughout the Scriptures. Paul, under 
the most depressing circumstances, spoke 
of being exceeding joyful in all his tribula- 
tions, and exhorted the Church repeatedly 
to ‘rejoice evermore.” (2 Cor. vii. 4, and 
1 Thess. v. 16) His injunctions and 
prayers for religious, not worldly joy, are 
among the most remarkable characteristics 
of his HNpistles. Such as the following: 
«6 May the God of hope fill you with all joy 

‘¢ Having confidence in you all, that my joy 

i. 4). These are only a few of Paul’s ex- 
hortations to rejoicing. James, and Peter, 
and John gave many similar injunctions. 
James calls upon them to rejoice in ‘divers 
trials;’”’ Peter speaks of “joy unspeakable 
and full of glory;” John writes to them of 

be full;’? and Jude speaks of presenting 
them “/uuliless with exceeding joy.” But 
whence all this joy? Did it not come from 
that witness of the spirit which Abel ob- 
tained, and which is also our privilege? 
«For ye have not received the spirit of 

Assembly’s Minutes, you will see that our 
strength io this State is all above the line 
of this railroad, and the uoflinching loyalty | 
of that portion of the State gives every one 
reason to believe that the Synod, in the 

fall, will make good and true the statement 
of that mightiest of men in the Presbyte- 
rian Church, Dr. Breckinridge, that the 
Assembly’s action would have a hearty and 
welcome response from the Synod of Ken- 
tucky. 

There are more or less troops scattered 
all over the State of Kentucky, to protect 
the towns from incursions of guerillas from 
Tennessee. Colonel Bruce, an officer of 
great courage and firmness, is commanding 
at this post, and, strange to tell, is a bro- 
ther-in-law of the bandit Morgan. 
Colonel received a letter from Morgan when 
he captured Colonel Boone and his whole 
command at Gallatin, in Tennessee, inform- 
ing Colonel Bruce that he could not pay 

him a visit now, but hoped to do so before 
many more weeks. Colonel Bruce is known 
here to be competent and determined on 
defence, and his force is sufficiently strong. 
The new enlistments are pouring into Ken- 
tucky very rapidly from Indiana and Ohio, 
and probably in sixty days there will be a 
force here in Kentucky sufficiently large, 
if concentrated, to make a large army. 

I will close my somewhat scattering let- 
ter, promising that you shall hear from me 
again when [ reach Nashville, perhaps not 
many days hence. 

Yours, &ec. J.C. 

For the Presbyterian. 

THE PLEASURES OF DANCING. 

A lady was once speaking, in the pre- 

sence of the excellent Hervey, of the 
pleasures of dancing. Such parties gave so 

The | 

Father. For the Spirit itself beareth wit- 
bess with our spirit, that we are the chil- 
dren of God.” (Rom. viii. 15, 16 ) 

Spirit. Where, then, do we see any 
scriptural authority for being always cast 

Spirit? Abel did not sit down in antino- 

for ‘‘he obtained witness that he was right- 
eous, God testifying of his gifts.’’ 

to think that we must necessarily sorrow; 

is the joy of you all,” (2 Cor. ii. 3); «Ta 
, ki quest with joy,’ (Philip Jesus Christ by faith, have a right to Christ 

and all his benefits—they have right to the 

bondage again to fear; but ye have received - 
the Spirit of adoption, whereby we cry, Abba | 

His | 

Here we see the possibility of obtaining | 
witness of our deliverance from sin; and | life now by our works. 

i 

the gospel message, that “their joy might | 

Joy 
also mentioned as one of the fruits of the - 

down, and sorrowiog for sin, since we are 
exhorted to obtain the joyful witness of the 

mian sloth, and wait for it to come to him, | 

ebtainiag presupposes effort; and “by it 
he being dead yet speaketh.” 
guage does it speak? 
use effort to obtain tt. 
is designated in Luke xi. 8—13, in the 
parable of the importunate friend. He 

for the loaves, until at length he arose, and 
gave them for his importunity, when he 
could not prevail by the claims of friend- 
ship. And this importunate prayer is a 
figure of the manner in which we should 
seek the Spirit, with the assurance that we 
shall obtain it. ‘For if ye, being evil, 
know how to give good gifts, how much 
more shall your heavenly father give his 
Holy Spirit to him that asketh?’’—to 
them that ask in this importunate manner. 
Not that he needs to be importuned, for he 
is represented as being more willing to give 

bread; and we all know how willing we are 
to supply our children’s wants, and how 
much pleasure it affords us to be able to 
do so. Where, then, is the necessity for 
this importunity that is implied in this 

_ for it, and a willingness to receive it upon 
gospel conditions. The delay is to bring 

it to us, than we are to give our children | 

parable? It does not consist in his unwill- 
ingness to give it, but in our unprepared- 
ness to receive it; not that it requires 
any preparation but that of a sincere desire | 

What 
That we also must | 
The kind of effort | 

For the Presbyterian. 

THE TREE OF LIFE. 

Blessed are they that do his commandments, that they 
may have right to the tree of life-—Rev. xxii. 14. 

Our first parents were placed in the gar- 

den of Eden, with right to use the fruit of 
all the trees except ove; that was forbidden 
under pain of death. There was also the 
tree of life—‘‘a sacramental pledge of im- 

mortality.” Had they been obedient, they 
would have had right to the tree of life— 
been confirmed in a state of holiness and 
happiness for ever. But they disobeyed, 
and were driven from the garden, and a 
flaming sword, which turned every way, 
kept and guarded the way of the tree of 
life. They were excluded from life and 
hope, and under sentence of death, tem- 
poral, spiritual, and eternal. Gen. ii. 9; 
ili, 22-24. 

The tree of life, thus guarded by the 
flaming sword, indicates that there is no 

The covenant is 
broken, and all right now to the tree of 
life, and to life itself, is forfeited. Man 

is a sinner, and condemned. By the deeds 
of the law, no flesh can be justified. But 
Christ has come. He has died in our stead, 
been made a curse for us, and through 
him the way of life is open, and it is writ- 
ten, “Blessed are they that do his com- 
mandments, that they may have right to the 
tree of life.” Rev. xxii. 14. The law is 
still our rule; but there is no life by it. 
We must believe in Jesus Christ, or we 
cannot be saved. Aad this is his com- 
mandment, ‘“‘ That we should believe on the 
name of his Son, Jesus Christ.”” 1 John iii. 
23. They who believe will show their faith 
by their works, taking the law as their rule 
of life, and striving to walk in all the com- 
mandments and ordinances of the Lord 
blameless. Aud they who thus believe in 
Jceus Christ, receive and rest upon him, and 
do his commandments ia their daily walk, 

have right to the tree of life—yea, they 
have right to Christ himself with all his 
benefits, life spiritual and eternal. Just 

and peace in believing,’ (Rom. xv. 13); as Adam would have had a right to the tree 
«« Weare helpers of your joy,” (2 Gor. i. 24); ! of life in the garden of Kjden, and been con- 

firmed in a state of holiness and happiness, 
had he been obedient, so they who embrace 

tree of life—to Christ himself and all his 
benefits; yea, they have eternal life, as it 
is written, ‘‘ He that believeth on the Son 
hath everlasting life. Jvhn iii. 36, and v. 

Let us rejoice, then, in the joyful 
announcement, Blessed are they that do 
his commandmeats, that they may have 
right to the tree of life.” Reader, believe 
io Jesui Christ, and show your faith, by 

your works, that you may have right to the 
tree of life—that you may have life itself, 
spiritual and eternal—that Christ and all 
his benefits may be yours for ever! 

“"7 For the Presbyterian. 

PRAYER. 

There is probably no moment, during all 
the ceaseless revolutions of the globe, in 
which prayer is not silently ascending to 
God. Atall hours of the day and night 
souls are wrestling with God, pouring out 
before him their sighs, and grodns, and 
tears, mingled with the voice of thanks- 
giving and the song of praise. And in- 
deed, on our earth it is always day. Even 
if prayer could not ascend (though it may 
and does ascend,) from hearts wrapped in 

the slumbers of the night, yet the hum of 

continued all night importuning his friend — 

worldly activity om one side of earth, or on 
the other, is perpetual; and so, let us be- 
lieve, are the prayers of God’s people. 
Perhaps this is one reason of the never- 
ceasing turnings of our planet; that the 
fragrant incense of prayer and praise may 
be like the steam which every where rises 
from the earth to the sun, universal and: 

unending, drawn forth, as it is, by One 
in whose presence the sun himself grows 
pale and cold. : 

This thought suggests another. As the 
vapour which ascends daily to heaven from 
ocean, and river, and marsh, falls again in 
drops of rain on far distant, perhaps on dry 
and barren spots; so the prayers of the 
servants of Christ turn to blessings, which 
descend not merely on their own heads, 
but upon parched and desert places afar off, 
unheard of, upon hearts where no springs 
of love to God bubble up from the soil, 
through which the streams of God’s grace 
have never coursed, and which have been 

hitherto unvisited by the dews of his Holy 
Spirit. ‘He sends his rain on the evil 

and on the good, on the just and on the 
unjust.” H. W. 

much pleasure in anticipation; there was about this williogness, for all are not#villing | 
such a pleasant excitement in the prepara- | to renounce the flesh; and the spiritual — 
tions, and then the recollections afterward : miad and the carnal miod can never. 
were so delightful. 
through, and then remarked, ! 

«‘There is one pleasure connected with 
dancing you have forgotten to mention.” 

«What is that?” she inquired, with 
little surprise. | 

«It-is the pleasure it will give you to. 
remember it on your dying bed.” : 

These earnest, solewn words proved an 
arrow from God to the heart of that thought- | 
less young lady. 

Mrs. W 
dancing, and took especial pains that her 
only daughter should be carefully instructed — 
in the accomplishment. Naturally gay and 

was a lady who approved of | 

thoughtless, she needed vo peculiar induce- ! 
that there is now condemnation” to 

them that are in Christ Jesus, “who walk 
not after the flesh, but after the spirit ;’’ 

ment to lead her to forget God, to forget 

follows. She was lovely and beautiful, and | 
the admiration and affection of a large. 
circle were freely lavished on her. But. 
when the morning dew of life was sparkling 
brightest, the grim messenger, death, was — 

The stroke was sud- | 

pillow, with all her gay adornings scattered | 
around her. They need not be folded 
away to take with her, for in the narrow | 
house there is no room for display. O! 
what anguish seized her soul when she 
knew that she must die! 

mother!” she shrieked, despairingly, 
as she turned to her in agony, ‘you never 
taught me how to die!’’ A beautiful ball 
dress was lying in sight. “QO! take it 
away!’ she cried. « For these [ have bar- 
tered my soul. Why did you teach me to_ 
be so fond of them? You have ruined my 
soul, mother!” What words for a mother’s | 
ear! 
through the chambers of her soul? With 
a dying energy, she sent for the young 
companions of her gayety, and bade them 
take a warning by her hopeless death. 

The eye which gazed on her agonizeu 

sin and death. 

Would their echo ever cease to ring 

Hervey heard her | coalesce, because the carnal mind is enmity 
against (rod, and of course at variance with 
the spiritual miod. contains the el- 
ements of strife, the other of peace. «For 
to be spiritually minded is life and peace.” 
But there is no peace, saith the Lord, to 
the wicked; for they are like the troubled 
sea, when it cannot rest. Where, then, is 

there room for burden of soul, and casting 
down in the spiritual mind, which is peace? 
And is it not a delusion to think that any 
state outside of this is desirable, or to cease 

to importune in prayer until we obtain it? 
For ‘‘by faith’? we may also ‘‘obtain’”’ that 
witness,’ and that.witness will deliver us 

from the ‘‘bondage of fear,’’ and assures us 

for the law of the spirit of life in Christ 
Jesus hath made us free from the law of 

It is this faith that there 
is now no condemnation fur us—that is the 
basis of spiritual peace. Udatil this point is 
cleared up, we cannot have a haven of per-. 
manent rest; and that hope which is ‘the 
anchor” of the soul, «¢both sure and stead- 

fast.””’ Mental faith, which some mistake 
for spiritual faith, can never have this 
anchor of unfailing hope. A vague faith, 
that hopes indefinitely that in some way 
there will be ultimate safety, because they 
believe in an orthodox creed, and conform 
to the ordinances of religion, is not the 
witness of the spirit; and nothing less can 
give abiding peace. Thea, instead of hin- 
dering our peace by falling into doctrinal 
snares that we can do nothing, and must sit 
idly aod wait for it to come, let us continue 
to seek until we find; for every one that 

seeketh, findeth. ‘Therefore seek, and 
you shall find.” Be not ensnared by any 
doctrine that would hinder your utmost 
| efforts, for though the grace is God’s, the 
_ effort is ours. A. 

sovereiga and their country. 

THE CLERGY IN ITALY. 

The Pope is at war against the King of 
Italy; he denounces such priests as make 
common cause with the patriots. Most of 
the bishops carry hostilities to the verge of 
open rebellion; but many of the lower 
clergy are fast in their allegiance to their 

Here the 
head of a diocese is deposed and imprisoned 

tendom. 

by government; there he is driven into 
exile by the incensed populace; the clergy 
under him take no notice of his removal; 
the canons of his cathedral pass a vote of 
blame on his disloyal behaviour. There, 
again, the prelate is either bolder or more 
wary; he either bids the State open defi- 
ance, or stops short of violent opposition, 
and stands his ground without committing 
himself. Ie orders his clergy to keep aloof 
from national festivities, forbids their sing- 
ing a Te Deum for a patriot victory, or their 
granting absolution to a dying Liberal. The 
priest sets Kpiscopal authority at nought; 
he confesses and absolves, blesses standards 
and trophies, hallows the cause which is 
avowedly not the cause of the temporal 
power. The bishop threatens and thun- 
ders; he hurls the interdict, suspends the 
refractory priest a divinis, takes the mass 
from him, deprives him of the power to 
bind and to loose: the priest says his mass 
all the same; he christens, marries, anoints, 
aud anneals, and the people go to hear his 
mass; they receive his benediction, and 
think it does them as much good as if it 
had the sanction of all the bishops in Chris- 

From the moment the ignorant 
Italian mass have faith in the blessing of 
an interdicted priest, the country is safe 
and ripe for reform. 

Now, there are many of the clergy in the 
North and South of Italy who have to stand 
by an interdicted altar, and their flock wor- 
ship at that altar with as much devotion as 
if it were the shrine in the Sixtine Chapel. 
Had Pius IX. and the bishops assembled 
around him last month ventured upon a 
sweeping anathema against the whole ‘‘re- 
bel” kingdom, there would not have been 

one mass the less, hardly one dying man at be occupied. 
The a loss for the consolations of religion. 

cause of the Papacy is no longer that of the 

Our new cylinder-press, so 
long detained by several remarkable provi- 
dences, has just arrived, and will be trans- 

Italian people; it has ceased to be that of | ferred from the hold of the ship to our new 
the Italian lower clergy, at least of the | 
sounder part of the lower clergy; it is for 
the upper hierarchy to see what their next 
move is to be, to decide to what extremities 
the contest is to be pushed. A very great, 
though silent, revolution is going on in 
men’s minds in this country; its results 
will be seen when ever the Pope declares 
war or sues for peace. Happen what may, 
unless Italy is to fall back under Austrian 
sway, or unless France enforces her will 
upon twenty two millions of people, the 
Church must come to terms.—London Re- 
view. 

JESUS LIVES. 

The following is said to be by Louisa Hen- 
rietta, Klectress of Brandenburgh in 1635, 
and is a general favourite. 

Jesus lives! no longer now 
Can thy terrors, Daath, appal us; 

Jesus lives! by this we know 
Thou, O Grave, canst not enthral us! 

Alleluia! 

Jesus lives! henceforth is death 
But the gate of Life immortal ; 

This shall calm our trembling breath 
When we pass its gloomy portal. 

Alleluia! 

Jesus lives! for us he died: 
Then, alone to Jesus living, 

Pure in heart may we abide, 
Glory to our Saviour giving. 

Alleluia! 

Jesus lives! our hearts know well 
Nought from us his love shall sever; 

Life, nor death, nor powers of heil, 
Tear us from his keeping ever. 

Alleluia! 

Jesus lives! to him the throne 
Over all the world is given: 

May we go where he is gone, 
Rest and reign with him in Heaven. 

Alleluia! 

Praise the Father; praise the Son, 
Who to us new life hath given; 

Praise the Spirit, ‘Three in One, 
Ail in earth, and all in heaven. 

Alleluia! Amen. 
—Hymns Ancient and Modern, 

THE SOLDIER’S POCKET-BOOK. 

This little book continues to go more and 
more widely abroad upon its errand of love. 
Orders are continually coming for it from — 
all parts of the country for the supply of 
our soldiers. Many of these orders come 
from persons of other denominations, who 
pronounce it the very best manual for a 
soldier that can be found. Several thou- 
sands have been sent to New England for 
the supply of the regiments newly formed 
there. 

The gathering of a new army of six 
hundred thousand men affords a_ noble 
opportunity for those who have the ability 
and the disposition to do good. Are there 
not individuals in our churches who will 
send us the means to help give the “‘ Pocket- 
Book” to the new regiments? We would 
gladly furnish tens of thousands, but our 
Fund is empty.—Home and Foreign Re- 
cord. 

NEW TRANSLATION OF THE 
SCRIPTURES COMPLETED. 

The Rev. M. Simpson Culbertson, D.D., 
writing at Shanghai, May 3d, 1862, thus 
speaks of the work to which so many years 
of labour have been devoted. He may well 
rejoice at being permitted to see the com- 
pletion of such a work. 

‘¢‘T have been permitted to bring to its 
close the great work on which I have been 
engaged for so many years—the translation 
of the Bible. Oa the 17th of March, 
1851, our Committee, consisting of five 
members, began their work. On the 27th 
of March, 1862, I brought it toa close, 
having been left single-handed, by the 
lamented death of my only remaining col- 
league, Dr. Bridgman, in November last. 
The other members of the Committee, as 
you are aware, were obliged, by ill-health, 
to withdraw before we had finished the 
Pentateuch. The translation of the New 
Testament, and of the Old as far as Isaiah, 
is the joint work of Dr. Bridgman and 
myself. From Isaiah to Malachi I trans- 
lated alone, though most of it was done 
prior to Dr. Bridgman’s death. I feel 
deeply grateful to our Heavenly lather that 
I have been permitted at last to see the 
end of this task. [ have found it a delight- 
ful work, and esteem it a great privilege to 
have been thus brought into close com- 
munion with the word of God, day by day, 
for so many years. I have been highly 
favoured, too, in having for a co-labourer 
such a man as Dr. Bridgman; so spiritual, 
so meek, so faithful, and withal, so uni- 
formly courteous and amiable. But the 
burden of so great a task unfinished, the 
importance of having it finished, and the 
uncertainty of being able to accomplish it, 
has long been a sore trial to the spirit. I 
have seen other members of the Committee 
withdrawn from it by ill-health—all of 
them indeed—and then have been myself 
compelled to abandon the work for years 
together. How often have I despaired of 
ever finishing this work, or even of seeing 
others finish it! Yet, in spite of all these 
trials, difficulties, and interruptions, I am 
now permitted, by the goodness of (fod, to 
see the whole Bible ready for the hands of 
the printer. My hope now is, that I may 
be spared to see the whole of it printed in 
a uniform edition. Such an edition, of 
fifteen hundred copies, has been already 
commenced, with the Berlin font. I en- 
close a specimen sheet of the first chapters 
of Genesis. This, we hope, will be a kind 
of family Bible, highly valued by our Chi- 
nese Christians. We hope our new fonts 
of type, of small size, will soon be com- 
pleted, so that we may bring the whole 
Bible into as small a compass as our 
medium-sized English Bible. 

‘‘Tn reference to the character of this 
translation, I can only say, that our aim 
has ever been to give a translation of the 
inspired words as exact and literal as pos- 
sible, consistently with the idiom of the 
Chinese language. Sometimes we may 
have gone too far in sacrificing elegance of 
diction to exactness of translation; but we 
have endeavoured always to secure a dic- 
tion strictly idiomatic, even where it may 
be thought inelegant. We have had the 
assistance of excellent Chinese scholars, 
aud we have reason to hope that the style 
will, in general, be acceptable to the Chi- 
nese. May the Holy Spirit accompany his 
holy word, as it is sent forth among these 
multitudes of heathen, that they may, by 
means of this translation, be made wise 
unto salvation! I trust the Church will 
not now withhold the funds needed for 
printing and circulating it. Our arrange- 
ments for printing on a large scale are now 
nearly completed. Before the end of this 
month our new building for the press will 

building. What we want now is, money to 
print, and men to distribute the books when 
printed. May the great Lord of the har- 
vest provide us with both!’’ 

SECRET HISTORY OF THE ROMAN 
COUNCID.. 

The Council of Rome, of which we treated 
in a recent number, says the New York 
Independent, is still the subject of a lively 
discussion in the European press. It is 
justly regarded as the inauguration of a 
most determined war between modern civili- 
zation, as it has gradually developed out of 
the Reformation of the sixteenth century, 
and the hierarchy of the Church of Rome. 
The assembly, as no one will deny, was a 
faithful representative of the entire episco- 
pate of the Church, and the Pope may now 
be sure to find, in the defence of the tem- 
poral power, the strenuous support of all 
the bishops of the Roman Catholic world, 
with the exception of at most half a dozen. 
Still, it is well known that the Roman 
Catholic bishops are far from being unani- 
mous in their opinions as to the relation of 
the Church to modern civilization. There 
has, therefore, been a great curiosity to learn 
some details about the great meeting of the 
Roman Catholic bishops and their discus- 
sions. 

Rome does not like publicity for its 
episcopal assemblies. The minutes of the 
Council of Trent have now lain three hun- 
dred years in the archives of the Vatican, 
und only a few years ago permission could 
be obtained from the present Pope to pre- 
pare their publication. The same is still 
the case with all the provincial and nation- 
al councils, which are being held from 
time to time. Even their resolutions are 
kept secret until they receive the approba- 
tion of the Pope, and no official account is 
ever given of their discussions. Thus it 
was undoubtedly intended to hide the pro- 
ceedings of the late Roman Council from 
the profane eyes of the world, but this time 
the enterprise of the daily press of Paris has 
known how to elicit a considerable amount 
of valuable information. The /Putrie, in 
particular, has brought a long article, giv- 
ing a minute account of all the proceedings 
prior to and accompanying the adoption of 
the Address to the Pope. The Ultramon- 
tane papers have pronounced this account a 
tissue of errors, but in order to prove this, 
declarations of bishops and other prominent 
men had to be given, which, while refuting 
some of the statements of the VPatrie, ex- 
pressly corroborate others. A condensed 
account of the information thus obtained 
will be of interest to our readers, as it refers 
to an event which will form an important 
chapter in the Church history of the nine- 
teenth century. | 

On June Ist, the Patrie says, 229 arch- 
bishops and bishops were assembled at 
Rome, without counting the cardinals. 
Among these prelates, forty-eight were 
Frenchmen, and among them two parties 
began at once to form. Some of the 
bishops, whose spokesman was one of the 
French cardinals, (the Archbishop of Paris 
seems to be referred to,) wished to avoid all 
measures of political bearing, but a large 
majority declared itself in favour of an 
address to the Pope, embodying the views of 
bishops on the temporal power. The address 
having been agreed upon, the old party lines 
between the Liberal Catholics of France and 
the Ultramontanes became at once apparent. 
Bishop Dupanioup, of Orleans, became the 
leader of the former party, and Mr. Veuil- 
lot, the ex-editor of the Univers of Paris, 
was supposed to guide the other. The per- 
sonal influence of Bishop Dupanloup, and 
the efforts of the French Ambassador at 
Rome, drew over a majority of the French 
bishops to the views of Bishop Dupanloup, 
who proposed to embrace in the address 
four puints :—assurance of inviolable attach- 
ment to the Holy See and the Pope, neces- 
sity of the temporal power fur the independ- 
ence of the spiritual power, consecration of 
the liberal ideas by an apology for the first 
years of the pontificate of Pius IX., vote of 
thanks to France, with an expression of the 
hope that she would continue to protect the 
Church and the Papacy. 

Mr. Veuillot, in his turn, is said to have 
prepared the draft of an address, contain- 
ing a violent attack upon the principles of 
the French Revolution of 1789, upon popu- 
lar sovereignty, and upon all the liberties of 
modern society. The warmest supporters 
of these principles were the bishops of 
Ireland, who pronounced themselves very 
emphatically against the liberal tendencies 
of the present age. The bishops of Aus- 
tria protested, in particular, against any 
vote of thanks to France, and, therefore, 
unanimously opposed the address proposed 
by Bishop Dupanloup. The Spanish bish- 
ops exhibited an even greater hostility to 
the French policy, and, so far from fearing 
a withdrawal of the French troops from 
Rome, and the flight of the Pope, rejoiced 
at the prospect of his having to seek a 
refuge in Spain, and of thus giving to 
Spain an opportunity to assume the part 
of the chicf protector of the Papacy. The 
ranks of the Ultramontane party were, 
moreover, swelled by the large number of 
Oriental bishops, who, being but imper- 
fectly acquainted with Kuropean politics, 
were almost sure to vote with any resolu- 
tion of the majority. Qn the other hand, 
the Liberal party had the sympathy of all 
the American bishops, who were looked 
upon in Rome as “being, of course, the 
most liberal,’ and of the German bishops 
who are not subjects of Austria. 

The bishops of Austria and Spain, while 
joining the Ultramontane party, objected, 
however, to the influence of a layman like 
Mr. Veuillot, and caused the preparation of 
another address, expressing the same views, 
by Cardinal Wiseman. This new address 
is said to have been fully as violent as the 
draft of Mr. Veuillot, and to have con- 
tained a sweeping condemnation of ‘those 
ridiculous liberties in which modern nations 
glory.” This address was laid before the 
committee of eighteen bishops, who had 
been appointed bythe Pope for preparing 
the address to him; and it would have been 
unanimously adopted but for the presence 
of Bishop Dupanloup, who is said to have 
not only energetically protested against it, 
but to have threatened his and his friends 
immediate departure from Rome in case of 
its adoption. 

In view of such a determined opposition, 
the immediate adoption of the address of 
Cardinal Wiseman was not insisted upon. 
Unexpectedly, the shrewd Secretary of the 
State, Cardinal Antonelli, cast his influence 
in favour of the views of Bishop Dupan- 
loup. A new committee, consisting of only 
five members, and, like the former, pre- 
sided over by Cardinal Wiseman, was 
charged with fusing the addresses of Car- 
dinal Wiseman and Bishop Dupanloup iato 
one, and came at length to an agreement, 
by striking out from the former some of 
the most violent attacks upon the liberalism 
of our age, and from the latter all that was 
said in favour of liberalism. To this com- 
promise all the members of the committee 
gave their assent. 

The address was signed on June 6. The 

cardinals and bishops were divided to this 
end into three groups, containing about one 
hundred persons each. They went to the 
prlace of Cardinal Wiseman, (according to 
another account, to that of Cardinal Altieri, ) 
the first group at ten o’cluck A. M., the 
second at noon, the third at three o’clock 
. M. The address was read to each group, 
and their signatures requested, with the re- 
mark that there was no time for discussion. 
Some bishops expressed dissatisfaction with 
several passages. Others were not sufficient- 
ly familiar with the Latin oe ese with 
the Italian pronunciation of it) to under- 
stand fully the sense of every part; but none 
had the courage to refuse his signature, and 
so they all signed the address, without hav- 
ing read it. 

Thus far the story of the Patrie. In 
general, this paper is far from being a re- 
liable guide, but the correspondents of 
many other Kuropean papers claim to have 
received information fully confirming most 
of the above statements. Mr. Veuillot has 
published a declaration, in which he indig- 
nantly denies to have taken any part in the 
preparation of the address, or to have thus 
presumed to give advice to the Holy Spirit, 
who speaks through the mouth of the bishops. 
We do not hesitate to accept this declara- 
tion as at least a modification of the report 
of the Putrie, though its studied language 
does not exclude the possibility of a consul- 
tation between the Ultramontane bishops of 
France and Veuillot, and an influence of 
the latter, which may have been substan- 
tially what the Pafrie attributes to him. 

Of greater importance is the declaration 
of the French Bishop of Montauban. After - 
having also complained of the many untruths 
in the report of the Patrie, the Bishop 
gives his owa account, which, though very 
meagre, conclusively shows that the Patrie 
had not been altogether misinformed. The 
substance of the account of the Bishop is as 
follows: 

The bishops, when assembled, did not 
dare to appoint themselves a committee for 
preparing an address to the Pope, ‘‘as no 
one had the right of taking the initiative 
ia such a grave question,” and the Pope 
was therefore asked to select the members 
of the committee. The committee consisted 
of eighteen members, and the great Roman 
Catholic nations—Spain, France, Italy, Aus- 
tria—were each represented by one archbish- 
opand one bshop. Cardinal Wiseman was 
selected as President, in order to avoid a 
jealousy of these four Catholic nations 
against each other. One of the most ac- 
tive and prominent members of the com- 
mittee was Bishop Dupanloup of Orleans. 
The address, before its adoption, underwent 
considerable changes. A vote of thanks to 
the French government was proposed, but 
rejected at the demand of the non-French 
bishops. Whether a passage in favour of 
Liberalism was proposed, the Bishop does 
not know, but considers it probable, “as 

the Liberal principles were represented at 
Rome by a certain number of foreign pil- 
grims.’”’ If it really was proposed, the 
Bishop says it had, of course, to be reject- 
ed, because the Church cannot express a 
preference for any form of society. The 
bishops had no opportunity to examine the 
address before signing it, but felt no hesi- 
tation, because they knew what-its general 
character would be, and that it had received 
the approval of the Pope. 

This account of the Council, by a French 
bishop, as our readers will see, is an import- 
ant document. It establishes, in the most 
positive manner, that the majority of the 
bishops have become the blind instruments 
of the Papal power. Still, it is gratifying 
to learn that there is even in the ranks of 
the episcopate a Progressive party, which 
does not brand the belief in civilization asa 
dangerous heresy. We knew that the Ame- 
rican and German bishops have imbibed to 
some extent the principles of religious lib- 
erty. And this fact fills us with hope for 
the future. The principle of religious lib- 
erty is now conquering one country after 
the other; and soon the time will come 
when no prince, parliament, or priest will 
dare to demand the punishment of heretics 
any more than they now dare to demande 
the burning of witches. New ideas will 
find their way even to Episcopal Sees, and 
then the Roman Catholic Church will soon 
be ready—either for a thorough reform or 
for a general collapse. 

DEBT OF THE SELF-DESPAIRING. 

If the pressure of pecuniary debt can rob 
men of their sleep, embitter their enjoy- 
ments, mar their peace,'and make life a 
burden, what would be the issue if the vast 
account-books between us and God should 
be completely opened and made fully legi- 
ble? If you are really and thoroughly per- 
suaded that you must and cannot pay this 
awful debt, you may behold, as the ancient 
persecutor saw amidst the white heat of his 
own devouring furnace, a form like that of 
the Son of God, standing erect beside the 
way which leads you to the throne of mercy. 
You must pass by him, or you cannot reach 
the footstool. ‘ 
Who is he that thus awaits you? His 

eye moist with pity, but his features pallid 
as one risen from tke dead. And in his 
outstretched hand the eye of faith can dis- ~ 
cern something shining, something price- 
less; not the glare of gold or silver, or the 
sparkle of invaluable gems, but something 
wet with tears and stained with blood. And 
the blood still oozes from that stricken heart. 
It is the purchase of your life; it is the ran- 
som of your soul; it is the price which you 
could never pay, which men and angels 
could not have paid for you; in default 
of which, you had resigned yourself to per- 
ish. See, he holds it out; he presses it 
upon you; aud the turoing-point is, can 
you reject it? If you can, O let your lips 
be sealed fur ever from all mention of the 
penalty of God’s law, as deterring you from 
mercy; for as you plunge into the gulf of 
self-destruction, the last sound from above 
that reaches you may be the dripping of 
that blood, one touch of which would have 
sufficed to cancel your vast debt for ever.— 
Dr. Alexander’s Sermons. 

HEART POWER. 

A man’s force in the world, other things 
being equal, is just in the ratio of the force 
and strength of his heart. A full-hearted | 
man is always a powerful man; if he be 
erroneous, then he is powerful for error; if 
the thing is in his heart, he is sure to make 
it notorious, even though it may be a down. 
right falsehood. Let a man be ever so ig- 
norant, still, if his heart be full of love to a 
cause, he becomes a powerful man for that 
object, because he has heart power, heart 
force. A man may be deficient in many of 
the advantages of education, in many of 
those niceties se are so much looked 
upon in society; but once give him a 

heart, that beats and 
no mistake about his power. Let him have 
a heart that is full up to the brim with an 
object, and that man will do the object, or 
else he will die gloriously defeated, and will 
glory in his defeat. Heart is power.— 
Spurgeon. 
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and at 580 Broadway, New Yor«. 
- 

SATURDAY, September 6, 1862. 

“PRAYER-MEETINGS IN PHILADELPHIA. 
Taurspay ArrerNoon Mesgrina. 

Arrangement for Scptember. 

Second Thursday—Union Church, Thir- 

teenth street, below Spruce. Subject—The 

alue of souls.” 
Third Thursday—Second Church, Arch 

street, below Seventh. 
Fourth Thursday—Spring Garden Church, 

Eleventh street, above Spring Garden. Sub- 
ject—* Household Religion.” 

Time of meeting—Four o'clock, P. M. 

‘Tur TauRsDAY AFTERNOON PRAYER- 
MEETINGS —These meetings, in which all 

the churches of the Presbyteries in the city 
of Philadelphia are expected to join, are to 
be resumed next week, commencing with a 

meeting in the church of the Rev. Mr. 
Gamble. Is it not a time to pray? If 
fervent supplications were ever needed, are 
they not needed now, when dark clouds 
hang around our country, and desolation is 
coming into so many households? Shall 
not the Church arise, and cry unto God, 
that his favour may return unto us, and 
his Spirit may be poured out abundantly 
upon his heritage? We hope to see these 
meetings largely attended during the com- 
ing fall and winter. 

DeatH oF A Missionary.—The Rev. 
William Clemens, a member of the Corisco 
Mission of the Presbyterian Board of For- 
eign Missions, died at sea on the 24th of 
June last, being at the time on his return 
to this country. Mr. Clemens was a native 
of Wheeling, Virginia, and had been a 

faithful and efficient missionary for some 
years previous to his decease. 

— 

AnotHerR DEOEASED.—On 
the 2d inst., at his residence, in Abingdon, 
Pennsylvania, the Rev. Robert Steel, D.D., 
departed this life, in the sixty-ninth year 
of his age. From an early period of his 
settlement we have known the deceased, 

’ and have ever esteemed him as a warm- 
hearted and zealous Christian, a direct and 
pungent preacher, laborious in every good 
work, and as a cordial friend, abounding in 
hospitality and all the social virtues. He 
spent his whole ministerial life with the 
people of his first charge, and Jike all the 

- preceding pastors of that church, now has 
his grave among them. We make this 
simple note, in the expectation of a fuller 
and more befitting memorial. 

CoMING TO THE KNOWLEDGE OF THE 
Truta.—The North-western Church, an 
Episcopal paper, published, we believe, in 
Chicago, begins to see some truths which 
have been apparent to many students of 
ecclesiastical history foralong time. Speak- 
ing of the articles in the last number of the 
Church Review, (an Episcopal Quarterly,) 
it says:—‘ Article II., on the ‘Size of the 
Apostolic and Ante Nicene Dioceses,’ shows 
acquaintance with Bingham, but is far from 
proving any thing for the advocates of small 
territorial dioceses. Those ancient bishops 
were pastors, not coufirmers merely.” Per- 
haps when our contemporary gets a little 
more into the light, it will be able to see 
that the ancient bishops were “pastors” 
only, and not ‘confirmers” at all, and find 
his way thus into primitive and apostolic 
Presbyteriapism. 

Tue InsaAnE.—At the last annual meet- 
ing of the Medical Superintendents of 
American Institutions for the Insane, Dr. 
Tyler, of the McLean Asylum, Somerville, 
Massachusetts, in referring to the impor- 
tance of well-regulated labour and occupa- 
tion as a remedial agent in insanity, stated 
the following interesting fact: 

‘‘Tt is always much easier to occupy the 
ladies of the house than the gentlemen. 
Btill, there will always be some who will 
not be willing to work for themselves, or 
their friends, or for the asylum, unless they 
are paid, and yet would be much happier if 
employed. I have found, however, an 
almost universal willingness to engage in 
charitable labour. Some time since, a gen- 
tleman placed funds at my disposal to pro- 
cure. materials for socks and shirts to be 
given to the poor, and almost every one 
engaged in their manufacture eagerly and 
immediately. Emotions of generosity and 
pleasure were associated in the work. So 
it has been with working for the soldiers. 
We have had but few idle fingers among 
those ladies who were able to work, since 
this ‘new field of labour’ has been opened.” 

REBEL CRUELTY. 

HE following, as will be seen, is from 
one of the ministers of our Church, 

long settled in the South. It affords one 
of a thousand instances of the barbarous 
treatment to which persons are subjected in 
the South, who are suspected to be favour- 
able to the Union. It was enough for 
Mr. Aughey to be suspected of unfriend- 
liness to the Confederacy, to be cruelly 
incarcerated, and threatened with death. 
His escape was remarkable. How many 
situated like him have not been permitted 
to tell their own story, a violent death 
having effectually sealed their lips! We 
are thankful to God, that while our Govern- 

ment has been compelled to restrict the 
liberty of some foul-mouthed traitors, it 
has been guilty of no such enormity. 

« AMSTERDAM, Ohio, August 22, 1862. 

““ Messrs. Editors—Please change the 
address of my paper from Poplar Creek, 
Choctaw county, Mississippi, to Amster- 
dam, Jefferson county, Ohio. Bereft of 
roperty, of health, and almost of life, I 

wine reached Amsterdam, a refugee from 
Southern cruelty. I was incarcerated in 
the military prison at Tupelo, on a charge 
of being a Union man. [I would have been 
executed in a few days; but by the good 
providence of God, I escaped the guards, 
and, after wandering through the swamps 
of Mississippi, travelling by night, and 
lying concealed during the day, and sub- 
sisting on green corn, eaten raw, and black- 
berries, and having none but stagnant water 
to drink, I at length reached the Federal 
lines at Rienzi, a mere skeleton, my system 
shattered, and my health so much impaired 
that [ fear it will be a long time ere I fully 
recover from the shock. Heavily ironed 
and closely guarded, nothing less than the 
almost miraculous interposition of the God 
of Providence could have secured my escape 
and led me through the camps and guards 
6f the enemy, and have preserved me in my 
flight through a hostile country. Having 
laboured eleven years in the South as a 
minister and teacher, and having committed 
no offence worthy of death, (though their 
charge against me of treason against the 
Confederate States was true) I was heavily 
ironed, insulted, starved, and had I not 
escaped, would have been hanged in a few 
days. Yours truly, 

Joun H. Aucuey.” 

agement. 

“WHAT'S THE NEWS?” 

HEN the Apostle Paul was in Athens, 
he detected a characteristic of 

the Athenians, and the strangers who vis- 
ited their city, in that “they spent their 
time in nothiog else but either to tell or to 
hear some new thing.” It was a charac- 
teristic of that ancient people, but by no 
means an exclusive one, for it is not at all 
improbable that the same curiosity was felt 
by the nations which preceded the Greeks, 
as it has certainly been transmitted to those 
which followed them. ‘ What’s the news?” 

jis as common a salutation now as it used to 

be in Athens, and although Americans may 
not have the leisure to spend their time in 
‘snothing else’ than to retail or hear some- 
thing new, still, they can find time to be 
curious in the same way. LEspecially in 
these times of war, the news-monger per- 
forms a very prominent part, and he that 
has something new to tell is never at a loss 
for listeners. We dare not assume a demure 
and staid look, as if we had escaped the 
infection, for we should soon be detected as 
partakers of the common weakness, if it be 
really a weakness. We confess we have 
curiosity, and if there is news abroad, we 
like to hear it. Still, it must be a weakness 
to be too curious and eager about passing 
events, as in this way we may neglect higher 
duties, and lay ourselves open to various 
impositions. Many are too excitable, and, 
by indulgence, they may become wretched 
unless they have excitement. Gossip may 
become the staple of life; and it is not 
always innocent food. It may gloat over 
discoveries which should never have been 
made, invade privacies which should have 
been sacred, exaggerate failings into crimi- 
nal offences, and make havoc of the peace 
of society. 

In the present excited state of affairs, 
no one should be willing to remain ignorant 
of leading events, but how many are there 
who are ready to take advantage of our 
credulity, by manufacturing facts to appease 
our craving? How many things have been 
reported, without a shadow of foundation, 
to keep the public mind in a state of tu- 
multuous excitement? How many battles 
have been fought in newspapers which 
have occurred no where else! How many 
generals have been killed who are still 
alive; how many cowards have been posted 
who have never run from an enemy; how 
much blood has been shed which still cir- 
culates in the veins. ‘:What’s the news?” 
cries the eager citizen, and as the appetite 
must be appeased, the newspapers forthwith 
issue their extras with capital headings, to 
secure ready purchasers. Army correspond- 
ents, whose means of information are ex- 
tremely limited, like the notable Russell of 
the London Times, undertake to describe 
the movements of armies and the collision 
of arms as actual spectators, when, in 
truth, they have not been near enough to 
see a soldier, or to hear the crack of a rifle. 

These sage letter-writers must write some- 
thing, or lose their office, and they must 
write something spicy, or it will not be 
read. They are willing to write truth when 
it is sufficiently racy, or to fall back on 
their invention when truth is not at hand. 
The public likes sensation papers, and are 
even willing to be made miserable by their 
details of disasters, which are the very next 
day to be contradicted. What has been 
falsely’ reported during the present war 
would fill folios; and this is surely an evil, 
as it fills the mind with untrue statements, 

which become mingled with true history, 
and furnishes to our enemies the means of 
misrepresenting us. No one acquainted 
with the British periodical press can fail to 
have observed with what nice discrimina- 
tion it selects from our own journals every 
thing which can be retailed to our dispar- 

With a little fact and much fic- | 
tion, it manages to abuse us most roundly; 
and there is this peculiarity, that it never 
recalls or apologizes for lies, however clearly 
they may be proved to be lies. Bad news 
is what they seek, and that which is most 
acceptable to their readers, and they are 
not at all fastidious about the matter of 
authenticity. Surely there is an evil 
which should be abated in regard to our 
newspapers. While the government has 
adopted measures to exclude reporters from 
the lines of the army, to prevent the public 
from being imposed on by false statements 
and crude speculations, the evil has cropped 
out in another direction in sheer inventions, 
or in plausible narratives, with the smallest 
grain of truth. A newspaper which con- 
fines itself to simple fact and official state- 
ments, is branded as a fogy and dead con- 
cern; the Jive newspaper is the one which 
abounds in all kinds of vague reports, and 
which can find most fault with our army 
movements, and the incompetency of our 
officers. Thus public confidence is shaken, 
and the government is slandered by pro- 
fessed friends. 

REPEATING SERMONS. 
KE are not among those who flounce 

and fret on hearing a minister re- 
peat a sermon, for we have settled it in our 
mind, that a sermon must be a poor affair 
which will not bear the operation. There 
are abuses, however, which should be guard- 

ed against. While it is freely admitted 
that a settled pastor may occasionally repeat 
himself with advantage, or may be under 
the necessity of doing so from some. pro- 
vidential hinderance to his studies, care 
should be exercised that it is not done in the 
indulgence of an indolent habit. Uninter- 
mitting study in a minister is an essential 
part of his vocation, and if this fact be lost 
sight of, he may rely upon it, that he will 
never meet the demands of a thoughtful 
congregation; and instead of growing in 
efficiency, he will retrograde, and lose re- 
putation. He makes a serious mistake, if 
he flatters himself that he can fall back on 
his old preparations. We have known this 
to be tried, in some instances, with any 
thing but pleasing results. In most cases, 
a@ sermon prepared with careful study, de- 
pends for its effect on the fresh and awa- 
kened feeling of him who has prepared it, 
and which is manifest in its delivery. 
When the occasion has passed which led to 
its preparation, and the feelings with which 
it was imbued have departed, its delivery 
is apt to become a cold recitation, which 
neither interests the speaker or hearer. 
The plan of construction is the same, the 
words are the same, and yet it is a very 

different thing, which no artificial attempt 
can galvanize into life. We have known 
ministers who have relaxed in their studi- 
ous habits, earnestly coveting a change of 
place, under the false impression that iu 
this way they could, by the use of their 
old sermons, very greatly lighten their la- 
bours; and we haveseen such go from place 
to place, repeating the same series of dis- 
courses, which, however good in the first 
instance, failed to awaken their own hearts, 
and, by inevitable consequence, the hearts 
of their auditors. The life and freshness 
of them had evaporated—the skeletons 
alone were left. The thoughts and lapse. 
sions were the conceptions of the author in 
former years, and, of course, could not have 
the vigour and raciness of the productions 
of yesterday. The people are disappointed, | 
because they are put off with a stale rehash, 

— 

when they had a right to expect fresh 
beaten oil. As we have before hinted, 

study is necessary to the invigoration of 
the mind, and a better proof of this could 
not be furnished, than by the deterioration 
of any minister who neglects his study by 
falling back on old preparations. He not 
only goes backwards in point of improve- 
ment, but he will soon find it next to im- 
possible to arrange his thoughts, and use 
his pen as he once could. His plans of 
study have been interrupted, and he is at 
a loss to begin where he left off. Many 
excellent preachers have been thus spoiled 
hopelessly. Besides, the merely to 
meet the requisitions of the pulpit by 
‘letting off’ a sermon, argues a low state 
of piety in the preacher’s heart. If we 
suppose a minister of God to possess a high 
sense of the value of souls, we shall find 
him deeply solicitous to win attention, and 
by earnest expostulation and entreaty, to 
persuade men. He will, instead of rum- 
maging over his old sermons, which were 
composed under different circumstances, tax 
his powers to meet the state and necessities 
of the congregation before him, by the best 
adapted and most stirring presentation of 
truth. He will not content himself to be 
dry. 

Now, the reader will understand us as 
referring to the indolent habit of repetition, 
in order to escape daily study, and not to 
the occasional use of former preparations, 
when a real necessity exists. The faitbful 
minister, who feels it to be a duty to him- 
self and to his people to study daily, to 
keep up with the spirit of the times, and 
to neglect no opportunity to enlarge his 
own mind, may, and often must, revert to 
the labours of the past, and make them 
available. It will do him no harm, because 

it is not an expedient of laziness; and it 
will do his people no harm, for they know 
his diligence, and see in his Sabbath ser- 
vices visible proofs of his intellectual and 
spiritual progress. 

THE NOBLE DEED OF ONE MAN. 

\VVERY man may not be able to build a 
church, but who that can estimate 

the fruits and influences of such a work 
does not covet the ability and will to per- 
form it? How many souls may be born 
into Christ’s kingdom within it. How 
many troubled hearts may be comforted. 
How many children nurtured there for 
usefulness on earth, and glory in heaven. 
How wapy erring, wandering sinners may 
there find direction into the way of life. 
What civilizing, elevating influences may 
go forth from such a centre into the com- 
munity around it. Happy is the man to 
whom God gives the grace and the means 
to open such a fountain of blessing. 

‘There are many men in the Presbyterian 
Church who could purchase such happiness 
and usefulness very cheaply, by parting 
with a small portion of that wealth which 
gives them continual anxiety, and threatens 
to be a curse to their heirs. We commend 
to them the following example, which we 
fiod in a description given in a Buffalo, 
New York, paper, of a new church in that 
city. 
The building is an ornament to the 

city, and, in beauty of location, in architec- 
tural design, and in neatness of finish, is 
not excelled, in our judgment, by any house 
of worship in Western New York. The 
whole edifice, with carpets and all other 
needed furniture, is the generous gift of 
our excellent townsman, George Palmer, 
Esq., at whose sole expense, and under 
whose personal direction, it has been con- 
structed. We are informed that the only 
conditions in the deed making over the 
edifice to the congregation, are, that the 
house shall be perpetually and exclusively 
consecrated to the service of Almighty God, 
and that the Society worshipping in it shall 
raise annually a fund sufficient to keep the 
house in thorough repair. By the terms of 
the deed the Society has an ecclesiastical 
connection with the Old-school branch of 
the Presbyterian Church; but the probabil- 
ity of a union of the two branches of that 
Church is contemplated and provided for 
in the conveyance. The value of the lot, 
building, and appurtenances, is estimated 
at $60,000.” 

(REV. DR. BETHUNE. 
HE remains of this eminent preacher 

of the gospel, which were brought to 
this country for burial, were committed to 
the grave on Wednesday last, 3d inst , and 
were followed by a large procession of those 
in whom his public services had begotten 
admiration, or in whom private personal 
intercourse had produced warm, abiding 
love. Of his life and character we have 
before spoken, and do not purpose to add 
any thing now, save to express the sadness 
which we feel that the grave has finally 
closed over one whose rare gifts had heen 
sedulously cultivated, and then so unhesi- 
tatingly consecrated to the great work of 
preaching the gospel of God’s grace to 
men. It was, doubtless, a blessed thing 
for him to enter into rest; but it is not 
well for the world to lose such shining 
lights, or well either for Church or State, 

in these days of darkness, to lose so wise 
and faithful a defender. oF 

Dr. Bethune never ministered to a Pres- 
byterian church, having entered the Re- 
formed Dutch Church early, and remained 
in it during his whole life. But he was 
the son of an honoured ruling elder in the 
Presbyterian Cburch, and he received bis 
theological education at Princeton Semi- 
nary. We mention this fact, because it is 
proper that this Institution should be credi- 
ted with its share of the training of this 
distinguished man, and because we have 
seen within a short time disparaging criti- 
cisms on what is styled * Princetonian 
Howmiletics.”” We do not understand pre- 
cisely what is meant by this phrase; but if 
those using it mean to assert that the mode 
of preaching most in favour at Princeton, 
is the simple, untutored, lifeless ‘‘reading”’ 
of the glad tidings, then’ we say that they 
have fallen into an entire error. We be- 
lieve that no such ‘homiletics’ are taught 
in avy lecture-room in that Institution. 
We believe that they do teach the students, 
that next to extemporaneous rant, “bad” 
reading is the poorest form of preaching, 
and that the general strain of the instruc- 
tion there is now, as it has been in the 
past, rather against, than in, favour of the 
use of notes, or a manuscript, in the pulpit. 
Aud whatever may be the character of the 
instruction in this respect, given in the 
lecture-rooms, it is certain that some of the 
most effective extemporaneous preachers in 
the American Church have been trained 
within the walls of Princeton Seminary. 

It is probable, at the same time, that 
the instructors in this department at 
this Seminary do not teach that every 
one who reads must necessarily be an in- 
effective and uninteresting preacher. They 
have not forgotten that the doors of a 
Glasgow church were broken in by an ex- 
cited crowd, to hear Dr. Chalmers “read’”’ 
asermon. They cannot have forgotten that 
one of their own number, now no more 
shedding the light of his genius upon the 
Seminary which we loved—we mean Dr. 
Addison Alexander—was able to attract 

_ large audiences, and keep them in fixed at- | 

vide the telescope itself, and thus enable 

THE PRESBYTERIAN. 
tention, while he read one of his grand dis- 
courses. And to go no further in the 
enumeration, it ought not to be forgotten 
that the noted preacher who was borne to 
his burial in New York during the past 
week, and who stood in the first rank of 

pulpit orators, habitually read his sermons. 
Dr. Bethune, it is true, read well—with 
due emphasis, and with an animation and 
force which many extemporaneous preach- 
ers never attain. It may be that he would 
have had still greater power without his 
manuscript, but this was his chosen, cus- 
tomary method of addressing his fellow- 
men. He conscientiously and diligently 
studied the art of oratory, and brought all 
the attractions of that splendid art with 
him into the sacred desk, seeking to win 
souls thereby to the truth as it is in Jesus, 
and consecrating thus his study and his 
practice of the art to the glory of God. So 
far as his training for the work of preach- 
ing was the result of «« Princetonian homile- 
tics,” it certainly does honour to this 
venerable institution, that his name is upon 
her catalogue. 

We may add to this brief reply to an un- 
just slur, the following extract, which we 
have cut from one of our exchanges of last 
week, premising that one who is described 
in it as reading, is one of the victims of 
‘¢Princetonian homiletics,” the other not. 

‘‘The preacher in the evening read rather 
closely; but you are so absorbed in his 
thoughts, so quickened by the life-impulses 
of his throbbing heart, that you never think 
about the manner of the man. The preach- 
er on miracles, in the morning, had no 
notes, closed the Bible, and preached, as 
the advocates for extemporaneous preaching 
would say, and the sermon was dull, lifeless, 
and wonderfully soporific. In the evening, 
the preacher read closely, and there was 
life and enthusiasm in the preacher, which 
touched and moved the people, and carried 
them along with the speaker, in responsive 
sympathy.” 

CENTRE COLLEGE, KENTUCKY. 

7 E are glad to see, that notwithstand- 
ing the ‘troublous times,” Centre 

College continues its career of usefulness, 
and is enlarging its facilities for the sound 
and thorough education of youth. We 
copy the following description of the new 
library building from the True Presbyterian 
of last week. 3 
‘Qn Wednesday forenoon, June 25th, 

the inauguration of the Sayre Library took 
place, with appropriate addresses from the 
Rev. Dr. EK. P. Humphrey, of the The- 
ological Seminary, and Rev. Dr. L. W. 
Green, President of the College. The 
former, after a brief description of the 
structure, paid a fitting tribute to the 
enlarged Christian liberality of David A. 
Sayre, Ksq., of Lexington, Kentucky, 
through whose munificence a handsome 
and commodious building, for the purposes 
of a library, has been recently erected upon 
the College grounds. The speaker gave 
expression to the public regret that the 
generous donor was prevented by illness 
from being present upon the occasion. To 
the address of Dr. Green, so brief a notice 
as the present could not fail to do injustice. 
Our indebtedness to the literature of the 
past, and its inestimable. value to us, the 
necessity of access to large and varied col- 
lections of books for accurate acquirement 
in any department of learning, and the 
espécial wants of American scholars and 
the demands of American literature in this 
respect, with kindred topics, were discussed 
with a learning and an eloquence becoming 
the high reputation of the speaker and the 
interest of the occasion. The building, 
which was thus inaugurated, is of brick, 
with stone facings at the corners, octagonal 
in form, 35 feet in diameter, 38 feet in 
height, the first story being fitted up with 
alcoves, and capable of containing 10,000 
volumes, the second story forming an ad-- 
mirable lecture-room. Through the cextre 
of the structure rises a column of solid 
masonry, designed to be surmounted with a 
telescope, for the further accommodation of 
which a revolving dome has been con- 
structed.. It is hoped that the liberality 
of the friends of the College will soon pro- 

the Institution to present to its students an 
additional facility for the prosecution of 
one of the noblest of sciences. The 
enlarged capacity of the library of the 
College will also suggest the importance 
of aiding it in supplying its shelves with 
volumes, which in number and value shall 
be in some degree commensurate with its 
wants.” 

UN-RELIGIOUS LITERATURE. 

\ E have watched the gradual decay of 
earnest piety in many professing 

Christians, where we could detect no other 
cause than the one alluded to in the follow- 

ing extract from the London Christian Ob- 
server. 

‘A positively irreligious literature would 
not be endured at the present day. But 
there is very much that, without being irre- 
ligious, in the sense of profane or skeptical, 
is un-religious by the absence of all religious 
influence or recognition from its pages. 
Many of our popular writers discard it upon | 
principle. It is chiefly men who have ad- 
dicted themselves to science, and to in- 
quiries into material things, that lean in 
this direction; though many of our writers 
on light literature have the same tendency. 
Hence, there is an increasing number of 
books published, from which religion is alto- 
gether eliminated, name and thing. Kven 
its antiseptic influence fails to pervade them. 
This spirit aims to create a world of its 
own, in which there shall be literally no 
God. If it alludes to religion at all, it is 
only under the form of a sly sneer, an in- 
sinuated doubt, or a contemptuous depreci- 
ation of its professors, as if they alone were 
the men wanting in common sense. The 
reading of works in which this is the spirit, 
we need hardly observe, is highly dangerous, 
especially to the young. 

“This is a reading age. There is a pro- 
digious number of light works now issued 
from the press. The periodical literature of 
our day, in particular, is pouring out a per- 
fect torrent of continuous publication. It 
is in this class of works especially the evils 
lurk to which we allude. Let any one re- 
call to his mind, if he can, the periodicals | 
not one of which has any religious charac- | 
ter. Such works, with the newspapers, are | 
threatening to supersede all other kinds of 
reading. The least evil is, that they must 
create a superficial, unthinking generation. 
It is true these do not wholly repudiate re- 
ligion; on the contrary, they profess a cer- 
tain kind of respect for it. But it is not 
the respect that springs from affection, or 
that produces reverence. There is a flip- | 
pancy about them, when religion is spoken | 
of, that little consists with true love. 

‘People in general are not aware of the 
dangers they expose their minds to by the | 
constant perusal of such publications. Or, | 
if they know it, they have not principle | 
enough to forego the mental gratification of | 
their exciting, medley pages. They per- 
suade themselves that there can be no harm | 
in them, because they find Christian feel- | 
ings now and then spoken of and commend- | 
ed. It never strikes them that it is religion — 
with the bloom of life off, and the chill of 
infidelity 

All this is sound and just, which we very 
promptly endorse, and yet, proceeding from 
the Christian Observer, so pre-eminent in 
its profession of being exclusively a religious | 
and evangelical journal, it painfully reminds — 
us of the ancient adage, ‘ Physician heal 

thyself.” Since the inception of the Ame- 
rican rebellion, the same Christian Observer 

has not hesitated to pour forth vituperation 
and invective on the righteous efforts of our 
Government to uphold itself against the 
slave oligarchy of the South. Falsehoods 
the most foul it bas freely vented, and in 
its crusade seems to have ignored all its re- 
ligious antecedents. How would Wilber- 
force have blushed in anticipating such 
degeneracy. 

MEETINGS OF BIBLE SOCIETIES 
IN NEW JERSEY. 

HE Somerset County Bible Society held 
its Forty-fifth Anniversary on the 

12th ult. at Middlebush. The meeting 
was unusually large, and the exercises in- 
teresting. The annual sermon was preached 
by the Rev James T. English, of Liberty 
Corner. The Rev. W. J. Taylor, D.D., a 
newly chosen Secretary of the American 

| Bible Society, was present, and made an 
address. Addresses were also made by the 
Rev. Dr. MeNair, of Clinton; Rev. W. W. 
Voorhees, and W. Voorhees, delegates from 
the Hunterdon County Bible Society; and 
Messrs. D. Irving and L. R. Dunn, from 
Morris county. 

The Hunterdon County Bible Society 
held its Forty-sixth Anniversary on the 
19th ult., in Dr. Studdiford’s church, Lam- 
bertville. The several parts of the county 
were well represented. The annual sermon 
was preached by the Rev. Joho Van Leiu. 
The venerable Secretary, Dr. Jacob Kirk- 
patrick, who was one of the founders of the 
Society forty-five years ago, was present, 
and read the minutes. He is still vigorous 
and active, although he has been pastor in 
the same church (Amwell, lst United) for 
fifty-two years. This Society has recently 
contributed fifteen hundred dollars to the 
parent Society. Addresses were made by 
Dr. Taylor, of the American Bible Society ; 
by Rev. Mr. Doolittle, Peter A. Voorhees, 
and Peter I. Clark, Esqs. Both the above 
Societies have made contributions in aid of 
soldiers’ supply, and both expressed zeal 

-for the Union and the Government. 

LETTER FROM NEW YORK. 

[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE PRESBYTERIAN. ] 

Excitement about the Army—Fluctuations of 
Feeling—Sad State of Public Morals—En- 
couraging Indices—New Daily Prayer-meet- 
ing—Dr. Bethune’s Remains—Drinking and 
Smoking College Class. 

New York, September 2, 1862. 

Messrs. Editors—Such has been the ab- 
sorbing interest of affairs at the seat of war, 
that men in this city seem not to notice 
passing events. The tidings were for some 
days conflicting and obscure. Then came 
the news of the dash of the enemy to the 
rear of General Pope’s force, at which 
much consternation sat upon all faces; then 
came the news of the four days’ fight, leav- 
ing victory with our armies—and this was 
followed, on Sabbath, by the intelligence of 
Pope’s retreat, reversing the state of public 
feeling. In the midst of all this, every- 
day events seemed forgotten—business stood 
still at times—Wall street vibrated, and an 
intense anxiety concerning our army, and 
the fate of Washington and of the Govern- 
ment, throbbed in the public heart. I 
think—I know, indeed, that Christian pat- 
riots pressed nearer to the throne of grace, 
and importuned our fathers’ God to save 
our Union and our~Government. But I 
am sorry to say that amid the thronging 
masses whom I occasionally encountered 
around the bulletins, on the ferry-boats, 
and at the public war-meetings, I could not 
perceive much abatement of that charac- 
teristic profanity that is the disgrace of 
our countrymen. Drunkenness, too, seems 
rather on the increase—and it is painful to 
witness, as we not unfrequently do, even 
women drunk, and dragged along the streets 
to the stations, by the police. : 

As in Philadelphia, so in New York, 
Sabbath desecration is alarmingly rife. In 
going to and from public worsbip, I some- 
times pass through sections of the city 
where the shops, stores, and markets seem 
almost all open and doing business, as on 
other days; and the liquor traffic seems 
scarcely a whit abated. The front doors of 
the saloons are sometimes closed, and screens 

sometimes partly conceal the orgies; but 
the noise of the wassail from within often 
salutes the ear of the passer-by. | 

In the midst of our public calamities, 
the roll of this fearful tide of sin is enough 
to appal the patriot’s heart. God’s restrain- 
ing grace seems to be fearfully withdrawn, 
iniquity abounds, and it is to be feared that 
the trust of the masses of our people is too 
much in an arm of flesh. Still, in our cities 
and throughout the land, there is much of 
the salt of the earth; and it cannot be that 
our country, in its infancy, is to be rejected 
of God, and blotted from the catalogue of 
nations. The darkest hour is just before 
day. 

Amongst the encouraging indices, is the 
increased attendance at meetings for prayer, 
and the inauguration of additional meetings. 
A daily prayer-meeting has been started at 
the Belvue hospital. There are many sol- 
diers there, and at first a weekly, and after- 
wards, at their request, a daily prayer- 
mecting, on the plan of that in Fulton 
street, was established. Thirty-six were 
present at the first meeting. The number 
was considerably increased at the second. 
The soldiers took part in the exercises, and 
one led the meeting. Seven rose, and 
asked for special prayer for their conver- 
sion. There are about fifty Christians 
amongst the soldiers in this hospital. One 
from Western Pennsylvania lately died 
here. He was a Methodist, and died a 
happy death. | 

The remains of the Rev. Dr. Bethune 
have at length arrived, on the barque 
Undine. They were, as I before informed 
you, shipped at Leghorn on the 27th of 
April, and after a tedious voyage of ninety 
days, have arrived. The embalming pro- 
cess was so perfect, that the remains are 

ina state of very good preservation, bear- 
ing a life-like appearance. The body was 
arrayed, in pursuance of his own request, in 
his pulpit gown and bands, and his pocket 
Bible in his right hand. The remains were 
removed from the ship to the church of 
which he was lately pastor, in Twenty-first 
street. There they will lie until to-morrow 
(Wednesday), when the funeral solemnities 

| will take place. 
I notice in the Boston Transcript a quo- 

tation from the Harvard Mayazine, in 
regard to the last class at [larvard Col- 
lege, that does not argue very favourably 
for the habits of the students of that ancient 
seatoflearning. Theclassnumbered ninety, 
and of them, sixty-five drank intoxicating 
liquors, fifty-one smoke, fifty-seven do both; 
two-thirds of the whole number use intoxi- 
cating beverages. Sad prospect for their 
influence in society! It is vexatious enough 
to have the foundations of this ancient seat 
of learning perverted to false doctrine; and 
if, in addition, it is to send forth educated 
drinkers and smokers to poison society with 
bad influence and example, it is more mourn- 

NESHANOCK. ful still. 

For the Presbyterian. — 

WORK OF THE BOARD OF PUB- 
LICATION. 

Mitrrary Paisoy, Alton, IIL, July, 1862. 

Rev. Dr. Scaenck, Corresponding Secretary. 

All who pray for and aid the great work 
of our Board of Publication among soldiers 
and sailors will rejoice to learn that the 
captives have not been neglected—that 
every prisoner here has just been furnished 
with suitable religious reading. Not be- 
cause we sympathize with the political 
tenets of these misguided and erring men, 
but because we regard them as our fellow- 

travellers to the joyful or awful retributions 
of the eternal world, have we endeavoured 
to labour faithfully among them. This 
brief recital of what has been done here is 
forwarded in the earnest hope that it may 
secure pecuniary aid from some, for there 
are such, who have hitherto looked, with 
folded hands, upon the great and interest- 
ing work so providentially devolved upon 
our Church. Colonel Farrar, the Provost 
Marshal General, and Captain Washington, 
the officer in command, kindly furnished us 
with passes upon ascertaining the purpose 
of our visit. Safely passing the flashing 
bayonets of the sentinels at the prison gates, 
I at once directed my steps, with a well- 
filled basket of books and tracts on my arm, 
to the large and crowded hospital. After 
all, this is the most promising field of la- 
bour, and these sick, suffering, and dying 
ones shall be first visited, conversed with, 
and supplied. I cannot tell you, and I 
shall not attempt to do so, of the unfeigned 
gratitude with which these men looked up 
into my face from their lonely beds as I 
passed among them, conversing with them, 
not of temporal, but of eternal things, and 
leaving behind me our acceptable books and 
tracts. Such visitors were rare at those 
bedsides. Words of kindness are seldom 
breathed in that atmosphere. That these 
men are sincere in their expressions of 
gratitude, that reliable witness, the tear- 
moistened eye sufficiently attests. As I 
pass from bed to bed, telling of the Balm 
and the Great Physician in Gilead, there 
are many expressions of a resolution to go 
to Him and be healed. 

Our books, tracts, and papers are most 
thankfully, received. Strange as it may 
appear, I did not find a man who seemed 
offended at the patriotic and loyal senti- 
ments expressed in the ‘Soldier’s Pocket- 
Book.” All seemed to be thinking of 
something “beyond the flight of time—be- 
yond the reign of death.” Said a man to 
whom [ had given one of those little books 
half an hour before, and who had read the 
address to soldiers on the first twelve pages, 
‘¢T would cheerfully give five dollars if the 
Federal Government would allow me to 
send this little book to my two sons in the 
Confederate army.” What an attestation 
to the worth of that book! «+ Fas est ab 
hoste doceri””—it is right to be taught by 
an enemy, and I was taught, and strength- 
ened, and encouraged. Why, sir, I had 
rather be the author of the ‘Soldier’s 
Pocket-Book’”’ than wear the laurels of a 
Napoleon—aye, of a Washington. Shall 
such a book be put into the hands of our 
soldiers? Answer, ye Sabbath-schools and 
churches, and individual followers of Jesus 

Christ, the Lord. 
Of course, the usual variety of character 

is found here. Here are the careless and 
indifferent, upon whom we endeavour to 
impress a sense of the importance of eternal 
things, and, if the promises made to us 
were sincere, God was blessing our work. 

In one corner of the room lies a youth 
of scarcely seventeen summers, whose brief 
probation is evidently about toclose. He 
has but a few days to live, and of this he 
seems fully conscious. He has been reared 
in the Saubbath-school; he has been faith- 
fully taught from God’s blessed word; yet, 
knowing his duty, he has neglected to per- 
form it. He feels that he deserves the 
‘¢many stripes,’ and he now cries, ‘Sir, 
we would see Jesus,”’ with more earnest- 

ness than did ‘‘certain Greeks,’’ for he 
would look with an eye of faith upon Him 
whom he has pierced. I could not hasten 
from this bed-side. As Andrew brought 
his brother, Simon Peter, to Jesus, so I 
tried to lead this, my poor dying brother, 
to that Saviour who yet waiteth to be 
gracious. There is no chaplain here, 
(should there not be one?) to whose Chris- 
tian ministrations I can commend this 
dying boy; and so, after talking with him, 
and committing him to the Saviour’s care, 
I was compelled to leave him. That he 
found Him, I most sincerely hope. 

Ono another bed, at a window overlook- 

ing the broad, free river, rolling gulf- 
wards, lies one just recovering from a 
severe and dangerous illness. He is com- 
ing back from the gates of death, which he 
has well nigh entered, and whence there 
are no returning footprints. He feels that 
the life which God’s compassion has spared 
should be devoted to God’s service. He 
has a pious wife, who often, in his distant 
home, has besought him to be reconciled 
to God. He knows that she prayed for 
him then; he believes that she has fol- 
lowed him with tears and prayers; and 
that, in answer to her wrestling supplica- 
tions, God has lifted him from the grave’s 
dark portals. Learning these facts from 
his own lips, I sit beside him, and try to 
guide his uncertain footsteps into that new 
and living way to the mercy-seat, through 
the rent vail of the Saviour’s flesh. 

Amid such hopeful seed-sowing the hours 
pass away. It is a blessed privilege thus 
to labour, for we feel that the “‘Great Day, 
for which all other days were made,” will 
surely reveal a most precious harvest. 
After thoroughly canvassing and supply- 
ing the hospital, we directed our attention 
to the hundreds without. Suffice it to say 
that, with such pertinent and kindly ad- 
monitions as we could give, all were sup- 
plied with such religious reading as their 
circumstances seemed to require. By every 
one it was eagerly and thankfully received, 
and if followed, as it surely should be, with 
the earnest prayers of God’s people, it will 
not be without its glorious fruits of immor- 
tality. Who cares enough for the conver- 
sion and salvation of these captives, to pray 
for them? There are two things, besides 
the gratitude of these men, and their sus- 
ceptibility to religious impressions, which 
have arrested my attention as I passed 
among them. The first is the unusual 
number of singers which I have found 
among them. Never have I found such a 
demand for sheet hymns and sheet music; 
and that they were given to those who 
could use them, was abundantly shown by 
the cheerful notes of song which ascended 
from many a bed, and many a group of 
singers, in that old prison hospital. Every 
heart there seemed to be made glad—every 
one seemed to breathe a purer and better 
atmosphere as those sweet songs were sung. 

And the other noticeable thing is the 
large proportion of professors of religion 
which is found among these prisoners. 
Many of these have, since their connection 
with the army, followed the Saviour at a 
distance. Some, alas! have turned away 
from him entirely. It is a cheering indi- 
cation that, as I go from bed to bed, I find 
very many of these wanderers returning 
from the dark mountains to the arms of the 
faithful Shepberd and Bishop of their souls. 

They have been afflictively, but, they hope, 
wisely taught. May they arise confirmed, 

and established, and made faithful unto 
death! Manya returning one joins me in 
this prayer. 

Just now, when my labours here. and in 

the St. Louis hospitals are ended—but 
providentially not till then—I am again 
laid aside by sickness, and compelled to go 
home for a brief season of rest. In the 
meantime, may God raise up many friends 
for our brave soldiers, and our captives, 
too. May many be found ready and able 
to help the Board-of Publication to carry 
on this blessed work of distribution, both 
among friends and foes. W. 

P. S.—Any persons who are willing to 
contribute towards this work may send con- 
tributions to James Duaolap, Ksq., Treasurer, 
21 Chestaout street, Philadelphia. 

THE UNION TABERNACLE. 

[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE PRESBYTERIAN. } 

Strassura, Pa., Aug. 25, 1862. 

Messrs. Editors—The Union Tabernacle, 
under the superintendence of the Rev. E. 
M. Long, is just about being removed from 
our borough, where those connected with 
it have been labouring for three and a half 
weeks. During this time Mr. Long has 

been assisted by the Rev. Dr. E. H. Ne- 
vin and the Rev. E. J. Pierce. The daily 
exercises consisted of a sunrise prayer- 
meeting, a childrens’ meeting in the after- 
noon, inquirers’ meeting at seven o’clock, 
and preaching at eight. 

Since these brethren came among us, we 
have had some delightful meetings. We 
feel it due to them to say they have la- 
boured faithfully, and with so much discre- 
tion as not to interfere in the least with 
the pastoral relations, and on principles so 
purely union, as to promote a fraternal 
feeling among the different churches. We 
are happy to state that these labours have 
been owned by the Head of the Church. 
More than thirty have been under deep 
conviction, while several are entertaining a 
hope in Christ. | 

Dr. Nevin did most of the preaching to 
adults. He evidently takes great delight 
in preaching the gospel of Christ. In 
these sermons under the Tabernacle, the 
Doctor speaks entirely without manuscript. 
His sermons were such as every lover of 
the gospel, and the souls of men, delight 
to hear. Cogent argument, simplicity of 
speech, apt illustration, earnest and anima- 
ted delivery, and often soul-stirring elo- 
quence, are characteristic traits of his 
preaching. I may add, in this connection, 
that after an absence of a few years, the 
Doctor has returned to his native State 
with the design of making it the place of 
his residence. As he does not intend re- 
maining with the Tabernacle, he is ready to 
accept a pastoral charge. Iam persuaded 
that any of our vacant churches, desiring a 
faithful and able preacher of the gospel, 
would feel that they have great reason to 
be thankful, should they be so happy as to 
secure his services. 

Yours, J. B. K. 

For the Presbyterian. 

PARAGRAPHS FROM A COUNTRY 
STUDY.—NO. IL 

HONESTY IN FRIENDLY PROFESSIONS. 

Though a true friend is a rare acquisition, 
is it not, however, owing, in great measure, 
to a want of honesty in those who seek to 
make friends? Are they not too much of 
the disposition that shelters itself beneath 
that idea of the Apostle—all things to all 
men—when that idea is looked at on its 
wrong side? There is, indeed, too little of 
heart going out to heart, in the most of 
friendships. The matter never gets down 
to the habitation of the affections; it knocks 
not at their door, but contents itself with 
the region of the lips. There is much ac- 
quaintanceship now-a-days, but less friend- 
ship, for men are so entirely engaged in 
getting money, in seeking “their own” in 
various ways, that they make no provision 
for cementing kindliness, and really heartily 
interested in no one, (excepting the all- 
important ego,) they hear the pro and con 
concerning others with equal apathy and 
indifference. Such people abound every 
where. They are found in all grades of 
society, and were it not for “the knees 
which have not bowed unto Baal’’—a noble, 
choice few—friendship, in its true sense, 
would be a thing taking refuge in the stories 
of David and Jonathan, Damon and Pythias. 
Every day I meet those who enter other 
peoples’ hofises only to devour, as wolves 
enter a sheep-fold. Ravenous for scandal, 
they repair to the domicil of an acquaint- 
ance, with the oil of flattery on their lips, 
only at leaving to drop the venom of dis- 
paragement. Evidently such people care 
for nothing but their own selfish, wicked 
gratification, and to attain this, no profes- 
sions of friendship are too ardent, none too 
deeply dyed in duplicity. Doubt when a 
man boasts of his many friendships. Hither 
he is not true to others, or they to him. It 
is likely that he is most at fault, adopting 
flattery or other means beneath the notice 
of a really manly mind, to subserve his pur- 
poses. Depend upon it, there is something 
radically defective in fhe character of him 
of whom all men declare themselves to be 
friends. He must certainly be dishonest in 
his utterances, for if he spoke his opinions 
in their integrity, he would find the most 
deserting his banners, walking no more 
with him. Or if he be not morally dis- 
honest, he sacrifices his individuality. 

In the words of Dr. Johnson, ‘a man 
may be so much of every thing, that he is 
nothing of any thing.” A man cannot 
serve two masters—his own sense of right 
and justice, and the sacrifice demanded for 
securing the popularity of men—< for either 
he will hate the one, and love the other; 
or else he will hold to the one, and despise 
the other.” There is great danger, indeed, 
that within we are so wrong as to stand in 
the cloud of God’s frown, when “all men 
speak well of us.” It was, doubtless, for 
this reason that our Lord bids us « beware”’ 
of the thing, assigning as he does the rea- 
son, ‘for so did their fathers to the false 
prophets.” It was a saying of Aristotle, 
that “he has no friend who has many 
friends,” and so it will ever appear, if we 
attentively consider the transactions of the 
world. The ‘many friends” are bound to 
a man only so long and so far as their in- 
terests are benefitted. by the connection, 
and when the day of necessity comes— 
when he would test the sincerity of their 

professions—his world of friendship will be 
no more tangible than a dream. (Give me, 
then, the one brotherly friend! Give me 
a heart that will be as true amid the storm 
as when the sunshine is out; as true as the 

needle to the lode-star, and those that please 
may gather in troops, the friends whose pro- 
fessions were never baptized in the foun- 
tains of the heart. Give me the man whom, 
in the words of Horace, I may call, anime 
dimidium mez—the half of my soul, for I 
readily adopt the view of old Bishop Hall, 
and ask with him, « What is a friend, but 
a man’s self in another skin; a soul divided 
into two bodies, both which are animated 
by the same spirit ?”’ J. B. H. 

September 6, 1862. 

VOYAGE OF THE ST. LAWRENCE. 
[CORRESPONDENCE OF THE PRESBYTERIAN. ] _ 

Messrs. Editors—The pleasantest visit 
will come to an end, and the time arrived 

when we were constrained to bid farewell 
to our hospitable friends and interesting 
acquaintances at Oswego. Long will the 
memory of the few happy days spent among 
them be fresh in our recollection. But 
we were so happy as to have secured the 
delightful company of several of their num- 
ber, who, almost at the last moment, de- 
cided on seizing the opportunity to make a 
long-intended trip to Montreal. It was 
after ten o’clock at night when we went on 
board the noble steamer Bay State. The 
friendly intervention of the Rev. Dr. Con- 

dit had already procured us a private intro- 
duction to the clerk and captain of the 
steamer, the benefits of which we experi- 
enced all the way to Montreal, in the shape 
of many pleasant attentions. 

The clouds had gathered up thickly, and 
we went on board in the midst of a pouring 
rain. After the steamer had parted from 
the shore and struck out into the broad 
expanse of Lake Ontario, our little party 
remained long upon the boat’s balcony, 
watching the receding and dwindling lights 
of Oswego, until all had disappeared, except 
its brilliant beacon-light, and even that, in 
the distance of many miles, had diminished 
to almost the twinkle of a fire fly. Before 
our vessel, and over the whole face of the 
lake, all was dark as Erebus. Then, when 
our pleasant chat was ended, we retired to 
rest, committing ourselves to the care of 
that gracious Father to whom the thickest 
darkness is as the light, and whose arm is 
equally omnipotent on sea and land. 
We had given orders on retiring that 

we should be awaked on reaching the city 
of Kingston, in Canada. This occurred 
earlier than we expected, and when we 
peered from our state-room windows in the 
early greyness of the dawn, we could see 
only the outlines of the harbour, and the 
yet sleeping city. But we saw enough to 
repay our eager scrutiny, and to convince 
us that the harbour must be a beautiful 
sheet of water, and Kingston a well-built, 
handsome city. Indeed, it is generally 
deemed the finest-looking city in Canada, 
although several others are superior to it 
as business centres. From 1840 to 1845 
it was the capital of United Canada. The 
dim light was sufficient to show us the 
lofty outlines of Fort Henry, which, situ- 
ated on a projecting point of land, is a for- 
tress of great strength, and completely 
commands every approach to the city. Its 
population is between fifteen and twenty 
thousand. Just opposite its harbour lie 
Wolfe, Simcoe, Amherst, and other islands, 
which form the end of Lake Untario, and 
the beginning of the St. Lawrence, with 
its Thousand Islands. 

From this point on, for more than forty 
miles, lies spread out a scene of unique and 
fairy-like loveliness, the like of which the 
world cannot exhibit. The river, where it 
leaves Lake Ontario, is about twelve miles 
in width, and continues to narrow very 
gradually all the way to Ogdensburgh. 
Throughout nearly this whole extent, it is 
dotted and diversified by almost innumera- 
ble islands, varying in size from that of a 
wash-tub to a dozen or more miles in length. 
‘Wolfe, or Grand Island, near Kingston, 
and belonging to Great Britain, is the 
largest. It is eighteen miles long, and 
varies from one to six in breadth, having a 
considerable population. The number of 
these islands is variously given. Although 
called the Thousand Isles, there are at 
least eighteen hundred of them, some say 
over two thousand. At certain points, 
over one -hundred can be counted at once. 
The sun was just rising above the horizon 
in front of us, into an unclouded and rosy- 
tinted sky, as our steamer entered this 
scene of beauty. His level rays gilded 
the smooth surface of the stream every 
where, except where he projected towards 
us the long shadows of the islands, and 
their superincumbent rocks and foliage. 
It was a source of pleasant entertainment 
to our little party to notice and remark on 
the endless diversity in size, shape, and pro- 
ductions of the islands as we gently glided 
on our winding way among them. Some 
were bare and rugged rocks, some were 
covered with luxuriant vegetation to the 
water's edge. One would be crowned with 
a single spreading tree; another was dense- 
ly shaded by an extensive grove; a third 
was covered by the fields of an enterprising 
farmer; a fourth contained two or three 
fishermen’s huts; a fifth was a rugged pile 
of lofty and rocky ledges, draped in parts 
by luxuriant vines. One would stretch off 
for miles in a line of solitary and undulating 
beauty, then half a dozen little ones would 
form a pleasant social group, and yet an- 
other of moderate size would be surrounded 
by diminutive satellites. At times the good 
Bay State would glide across what seemed 
a lovely inland iake; at other times its way 
would appear to be entirely closed up, both 
before and behind the steamer, as it wound 
its way among the numerous wooded isles; 
then it would suddenly emerge upon a 
broad and far-reaching expanse of the 
great river. It was a scene of surpassing 
loveliness. We can never forget the ex- 
alted enjoyment of those bright morning 
hours. 

Among these islands, the bays and chan- 
nels afford excellent fishing-grounds. Scores 
of the disciples of old Isaac Walton come 
here from distant homes, to practise “the 
gentle art,” for this part of the St. Lawrence 
is said to abound in marvellous quantities 
of fish of most extraordinary size. We 
did not stop long enough to tempt the 
finny tribes, but we heard that a clerical 
brother and classmate had just left for his 
home, heavily laden with the products of 
his angling excursion. Clayton and Alex- 
andria Bay are the chief resorts of the 
amateur fishermen. Our boat touched at 
both places, and set on shore a number of 
sportsmen, with ample trunks, and fishing 
and gunning apparatus. Both are on the 
American or south side of the St. Lawrence, 
and look like pleasant villages. They are 
said to furnish admirable hotel accommoda- 
tions, and every facility for pleasant sport. 
The scenery around and in front of Alex- — 

andria Bay is exquisitely lovely.» We ad- 
vise auy of our readers who expect to go 
down the St. Lawrence, and who are fond 
of the piscatorial art, by all means to spend 
two or three days at either Clayton or 
Alexandria Bay. 

Twenty-two miles below Alexandria Bay 
we see the last of the Thousand Isles, and 
touch at the Canadian town of Brockville. 
It is named after General Brock, to whose 
memory a monument has been built on — 
Queenstown Heights. It is, like nearly all 
the older Canadian towns, a dingy, rusty- 

looking place. The bluff river bank, how- 
ever, below the town, with its overhanging 
vines, crowned with a few handsome coun- 
try seats, presents a fine appearance. 

Twelve miles further, our steamer stops 
at Ogdensburg, on the American side, and 
here we remain for a couple of hours. 
This is the most important town on the St. 
Lawrence, in the State of New York. As 
seen from the water, it is a well-built, hand- 
some place, beautifully situated on a very 
gentle declivity, at the mouth of the Oswe- 
gatchie river. It abounds in evidences of 
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