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Foreign Correspondence of the Central 

Presbyterian. 

Celebration of Thanksgiving Day—Ska- 
tin*_A Greek Drama—German Music— 
HandePs “Messiasf and Cherubini's “Re- 

quiem—Concert Gardens—Seicspapers— 
Befr> >thals— Mat ri man ial Lit ell igcuce Of- 

fice—Misrepresentations. 
Berlin, Dec. 1855. 

Messrs. Editors,—As I intimated in my 
last letter, the Americans who are in Ber- 

lin, most of whom are from the Northern 

States, met together on Thanksgiving Day, 
aud celebrated it somewhat after the ap- 

proved fashion of New England. True, wc 

had not the religious morning service, as 

is the custom there,—nor the gathering oi 

beloved home-faces round the familial 
hearth: but in this far-off land, differences 
of latitude were forgotten, and we met liki 
a band of brothers, to revive the tende: 
memories of country, aud of friends beyont 
the water. 

rni x_Ivnro fiVl*llUIV0 H 
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the American Minister’s family, assemblei 
at 7 o’clock, 1*. M., at a pleasant cajey when 

our committee had ordered diuner, am 

passed such an evening as we shall all lone 
remember. Our dining-room was adornei 
with American flags,—and what is rarei 

here, American turkies graced the tables 

that were invitingly spread with the tiuesi 

delicacies of the German cuisine. After twi 

hours devoted to the discussion, of the crea 

ture comforts before us—with plenty o 

toasts, and wit, and wine,—pure, simple 
German wines, the indispensable accom 

pauiment of dinners here—we withdrew ti 
our private drawing-room. There wer< 

some tiue pianists and siugers among out 

number, and beginning with “Yankee Doo- 

dle,” we played and sang home-tunes, am 

talked of home-friends, till our hearts drev 

closer to one another, and we felt like tin 
members of the same family meetiug aftei 

long absence. The ode for the occasion 

composed by a young man from Rhode Is 

land, was sung standing, with the choru 

from the genuine “Auld Lang Syne:” am 

as we joined hands in the last chorus, there 
were eyes brimming, and lips quiverin' 
with the touehiug emotions of the occasion 
as we thought of the “home’s charmed cir 

cle,” where we were then remembered b; 
hearts that followed us with earnest, louuj 

prayers, in our voluntary exile to this dis 

tant capital. 
The whole city seems to be devoting it 

self, at present, to the diversion ol skating 
which, as the streams are bound up fo 
three or four months, is an unfailing sourc 

of winter amusement. 1 walked out yes 
teniav, to the “Thier Garten,” or public 
park, which is full of artificial lakelets, am 

canals several miles long; and having hired 
a pair of skates from a man who makes his 

living at that business, followed in the watt 

of the gay throng. There were old men. 

and young men, old ladies and young la- 

dies/ girls and boys, speeding about in 
everv direction. Sometimes, a gentleman 
and lady hand in hand; sometimes, the twc 

vis-a-vis,—the former going backward, 
while one muff held both pairs ol hands: 

sometimes, two gentlemen, and a lady in 
the middle, skating in single tile, and keep- 
ing perfect time; or again, a single, splendid 
looking woman glidiug about more grace- 
fully than did ever belle iu a ball-room, 

Occasionally a collision occurs, which, how- 

ever, passes off with abundance of good 
humor, because unavoidable. I myselJ 
barely escaped being run into by a tall 

steamboat of a woman who was “bearing 
down” on me with all^sails set; and was tlit 

most amused witness oi the encounter of «i 

latlv and gentleman who came togethei 
with a rim which almost stunned them: but 

they held on to each other, till the centre 

of gravity was found to be within the base, 
and while the gentleman’s apologies were 

still crowding on one another, they both 
glided away. This skating is genuine, 
manly exercise, and no rank or age disdains 
to enjoy it. Even those who are not agile 
enough to avail themselves ot it, are pushed 
along in pleasant sleds by some more fa- 

vored kinsman. Hundreds of people can 

be seen amusing themselves thus at anv 

time, an»l on Sundays, even thousands; for, 
the most part, they ridicule a home-keej)- 
ing, “American Sunday,” and “seek then 
own pleasure. 

There is probably not another city in the 

world where the representation ot one ot 

the old Greek tragedies could gather to- 

gether such an appreciative audience, as 

in Berlin. I have witnessed that of “An- 

tigone”—and scruple not to say, that the 

spirit, and genius of the Greek Drama 
never presented themselves to my concep- 
tion with a tithe of their wonderful power 
and beauty before. The tragedy was of 
course, translated into German; but the 
costumes, and entire decorations were, as 

nearly as possible, such as accompanied its 

representation, centuries ago, among the 

polished Athenians. The greatest scholars 
of Berlin directed these arrangements, and 
roval patronage enabled the managers to 

carry out their directions. rlhere was an 

altar hung with garlands, in front of the 
Palace which was at the back of the stage; 
the “thyrsi,” twined with ivy-wreaths, the 

long “litui” of the priests, the swords and 

spears, the urns and ornaments; in short, 
the transfer of a bit of ancient Athens into 
the midst of a modern city of the nineteenth 
century. The rendering of the Drama was 

very tine, and to heighten the effect, many 
of the “persona?” had Greek profiles. Ve- 
hement passion is requisite; the emotion 
exhibited is even sometimes painful. A 
modern addition which is so agreeable as 

to excuse the historical incongruity, was 

the music composed for this tragedy, by 
Mendelssohn. The priests sometimes march- 
ed solemnly round the altar, as they sang 
the choruses, sometimes grouped themselves 
in graceful postures, crowned with the ivy- 
wreaths which they took from the altar. At 

line 781, in the original, four of the old 
men took their station on the four corners 

of the altar-steps; and while some reared 
high their “thyrsi” and others sat sadly on 

the steps, these four chanted the beautiful 
chorus that follows, in strains I shall never 

forget. The impression it produced, re- 
■ mained with me a long time; and ever and 

anon, the final chorus, freighted with the 
> music of the harmonious Greek, rang 

through me with a haunting sweetness. 

[ Music is as much of a German necessity 
and characteristic as smoking; and one 

cannot help being surprised to find Mozart, 
[ Gluck, Dorn, Wagner, Meyerbeer, and 
> 1 such composers, as well understood and 

[ known here, as a candidate for constablc- 
i V ■ <• *11_ rpi. 

suip 111 UUt VI VUi » JUWgvo* vctouv 

national ami all-pervading: and we find 
mi sic of every grade,—from the grandest 
oratorios, down to horse fiddles. Handel’s 
“Messias,” and Cherubini’s “Requiem” are 

alone almost enough to justify a visit to 
Berlin. The latter thriHcd through me for 

days after 1 heard it: it was performed by 
| the two hundred musicians of the “Singing 

Academy” accompanied by “Liebig’s Band.” 

, The old Latin Hymn, “Dies ira, dies ilia” 
is introduced with very striking effect. All 
Americans frequent Liebig’s Concerts, where 
the finest symphonies, and overtures are 

p< rfomied, from Beethoven, Mendelssohn, 
Moz art, &<?,—and that, too, for the fabu- 
lously cheap fee of six and a quarter cents! 
You can imagine how pleasant it is, after 

bending over books all day, with knitted 
brow, to take a short stroll to one of these 
Concert Gardens, in the summer, or to the 

l Hall, in the winter, and there be resuscita- 
i ted and rcinvigorated by the most delicious 
harmonies. 

Whatever be regarded as necessities for 
other people, newspapers are such for 

r Americans; and to be obliged to put up with 
«• other than our gossiping issues, is some- 

thing of a deprivation. I have not read 
enough of the German Journals to be able 
to give more 4han a general notion of them. 
They are interesting in their way, giving 
all the minute movements of every child that 

> h s royal blood in its veins, as well as fine 
criticisms in literature and art. The “no- 

tices” and “advertisements” are sometimes 

quite diverting: for instance, betrothal no- 

tices, signed by the parents of the parties, 
or—“We do hereby announce ourselves as 

{ engaged,—signed by the parties themselves, 

j This is done because it is contrary to eti- 

quette here, for a young lady among 
“ the 

upper ten 
” to be seen walking in public 

with a voung gentleman to whom she is not 

betrothed, unless accompanied by a near 

relation. If this law of society be disre- 
garded, the lady is at once the object of re- 

j mark. Hence, the necessity for making 
• the true state of the case known when a 

betrothal has taken place. -Then when 
the parties are in society, they act easily 
and naturally: nobody seems to care how 

; tender their glances may be, and the public 
1 take but little interest in the information, 
| since it is no longer forbidden knowledge. 

Here is another most business-like notice, 
j and there are such in almost every daily 
: paper. “A young man, not much over 

thirty, resident here, and possessor of a 

I handsome estate, with 15,000 Thalers, 
i seeks, in this way, a life companion. Young 
! ladies with a corresponding fortune, who 
are inclined to oiler their hand to a re- 

spec table young man, will leave their worthy 
I address* s in the Intelligence Bureau, Ac. 
Ac.” There is a curious establishment 

1 here, where people who are on a mntrimo- 
! nial hunt, announce themselves to the pro- 
prietor; and on the proper day, the anxious 

[ Calebs is marched into a room where the 
l candidates are seated. If he specifies one 

! who strikes his fancy, the “manager” ar- 

; ranges a private audience. Then, if mat- 

i ters proceed smoothly, they are soon mar- 

I ried, and the “manager” gets his fee; if 
I not, the thing passes by silently, and both 

j take another chance. 
i 

But nothing in these German newspapers, 
vexes me like the so-called news from 
America. These German States have suf- 
fered much from the emigration to our 

country; hence the endeavor of the Govern- 
ments to discourage it: and since the press 
here is ever pandering to the authorities, 
and seeking favor with them, it seizes upon 
every thing that may have the effect of 

checking this tide of emigration. Every 
Know Nothing riot swells into a civil war, 

by the time it gets through the English, 
into the German papers. The Louisville 
election riot, in which it is said that the 
Americans threw the wives and children of 
the foreigners into the flames, and burnt 
them alive, has been often rung in my ears, 
till I become so provoked as to assent to 

the whole story, and claim that whatever 

they did, must have been right, under the 
circumstances, for having no American ac- 

count of it, I really am ignorant of the truth 
in the case. 

Then if some terrible crime is perpetra- 
ted in our wild chaotic Calafornia, in which 
a negro is concerned, and justly shot, it is 
heralded over Europe as a specimen of life 
in the Slave States. An amusing account 
of the “Hard Shell Baptists” may appear 
in Putnam, and that too, comes over, and 

passes for a picture of the religious condi- 
tion of a country where all sects are tolera- 
ted. The intelligent, middle classes read 
these things, and think of a trip to the 
United States as fraught with many chances 
of peril to life and limb. I heard two in- 

telligent ladies say lately that if they lived 
in America, they would never think of going 
out of the house for very fear! AVe are 

thought of as a band of walking arsenals, 
with revolvers in every pocket, and bowie 
knives at every button-hole. Thus the end 
in view is accomplished: and as things now 

go, only the very lowest of all Germany 
will emigrate to us. Otherwise, we might 
have those who would make valuable citi- 
zens at once, in everything except politics; 
for 1 have been astonished to find how little 
the spirit and working of our government 
is understood, even by the well educated. 

I had meant to say something about the 
Sabbath in Berlin, but that, with some 

other matters, must lie over for another 
letter. «l. M. P. 

THE SERMON DONE. 

Clos’d was the preacher’s last appeal, 
The worshippers were gone; 

Though some fit’ll linger’d here end there 
Round many a sodded stone. 

When up there ran a little lad— 

‘Sir, is the sermon done V 
‘The preacher’s words,’ replied the man, 

‘Are ended, it is true; 
But those great duties he has taught 

Demand attention too. 

And so the sermon is not done, 
But it is all to do. 

—’Tis easy a short Sabbath hour, 
To hear of wisdom’s way, 

To listen to the will of God, 
And mark what preachers say. 

But this is hard, throughout the week 
To practice and obey. 

Then will the sermon, boy, be done, 
When evil is abhorred ; 

God, not alone on this His day, 
But every hour adored; 

And piety makes every place 
A temple to the Lord.’ 

For the Central Presbyterian. 

Short Chapters on the Home Depart- 
ment.—No 1. 

Give me a place at your fireside, Chris- 
tian parents, this winter evening, and let 
us have a plain talk upon an important 
subject. 1 am not a grey-beard nor a blue- 

stocking, but one of your fellow-citizens 
and friends; and I ask your attention upt 
for the pleasure of hearing myself talk— 

though I do not pretend to deny that it is 

pleasant to talk to sensible people like 

yourselves,—but for the satisfaction of 

pointing out, in a plain way, certain abuses 
which have crept into the Home Depart- 
ment. 

Now don’t be angry with me for not ex- 

plaining my meaning at once; for I dislike 
the idea of plunging “in medias res,” as 

the writers would say, especially upon deli- 
cate subjects. 1 am not a politician, and 
have nothing to do with the Home Depart- 
ment at Washington, or London, or Paris; 
but there is a Home Department of nar- 

rower sphere, but more potent and far- 
reaching influences than any over which 
court and cabinet ministers are wont to 

preside. Pardon me when I tell you it is 
the family circle. 

1 am aware, that in treading upon the 
ground of domestic relations, 1 am in dan- 
ger of intrenching upon those feelings 
which are usually guarded by a somewhat 
sensitive reserve; for many a man will bear 
to be rebuked for personal vices, who would 
fly in the face of any censure involving 
these relations, as worthy of a prompt re- 

sentment :—“Speak of my faults, if you 
choose. Hold me up to the gaze of an in- 
quisitive public, but don't say anything about 

my family.” It is therefore Christian pa- 
rents, that I beg your indulgence ; for if I 

speak at all, I must speak plainly. 
In speaking of the Home Department 

then, allow me to call your attention to the 

importance of giving your children a tho- 
rough religious education. 

It would be difficult to approach the sub- 
ject, without running the risk of dealing in 
hackneyed common places; but these are 

admissible-at the fireside and require no 

apology. But when 1 look at the develop- 
ments of the age in which we live, and at 
the peculiar aspect of things in the Church 
of Christ,—when 1 survey the field of great 
interests spreading out before the mind’s 
oye, and remember that the family is but 
tlie epitome of its recorded hist >ry—the 
germ of its everlasting future—the fountain 
of all its streams that pour their contribu- 
tions of blessedness or wo into the bosom 
of eternity,—when I think of all this, the 
topic assumes a magnitude and importance 
which would seem to justify any amount of 

talking, common-place or' otherwise, that 

might be devoted to it. 
You have children committed to your 

care, and for their training you nre respon- 
sible to Cod. I do not doubt that you 
make every provision for their temporal 
comfort that the foresight and solicitudes 
of a parent would suggest. In this you 
have not “denied the faith.” In this you 
are not “worse than an infidel.” But in 
this matter of their religious training, with 
all proper respect be it spoken, you are in 

fault,—■*'flagrante delicto,”—if that form 
of expression will add any thing of pun- 
gency to my plainness. I must say to you, 
that the Home Department is getting to be 
a very rickety concern, and I propose to 

point out to you—and through you to pa- 
rents generally—some of the more promi- 
nent and mischievous abuses that are but 
too plainly to be discerned in this important 
sphere of duty. KI11KLAND. 

For the Central Presbyterian. 

The Lily Among Thorns. 

Messrs. Editors,—Some months ago, the 
“Board of Publication” issued a little work, 
which I have read with great pleasure, and 
to which I wish to draw the special atten- 
tion of all your readers from “Auld Scot- 
land.” 

The heroine of the little story, is “Jeanie 
Wilson,” a Gipsy,-who was led by a hand 
that. fduTjknew not, to go one Sacramental 
Sabbath to hear a sermon. “She had no 

sooner come within hearing of the minis- 
ter’s voice than the text was given out, 
“Cursed is every one who continueth not in 
all things written in the book of the law to 

do them,” Gal. iii: 10. It was a sharp ar- 

row from the unerring hand of the Holy 
Spirit, and it went deep down into Jennie’s 
soul. “If they are cursed,” thought she, 
“who continue not in all things, how can 1 

escape everlasting punishment, I who have 
never in any one thing done the will of 
God.” During the remainder of the ser- 

vice she sat and trembled, and when the 

congregation had dispersed, she was found 

by the door-keeper sunk down on the 

ground. He supposing her either drunk 
or beside herself, called for a person to 

assist him in carrying her away, but she 
told the man, “it was soul distress that 
ailed her, and begged to see the minister.” 

Page 10. 
Poor Jeanie was deeply ignorant about 

divine things, and could not even read, but 
she now forsook her old companions, and 
former mode of life, and took the first op- 
portunity of hearing Mr. Campbell of the 
Secession Church, Stirling, whose first ser- 

mon to her was from the words, “Come unto 

me all ve that labor and are heavy laden 
and I will give you rest,” Mat. xi: 28. 

Mr. Campbells ministry was richly blessed 
to her hungering and thirsting soul. Under 
it the Holy Spirit more fully unfolded to 
her the way of life. She learned that it is 
not toiling but “believing” that brings 
rest, that it is not anything good about us, 
but our very badness that makes the sinner 
and the Saviour so suitable to each other, 
and that we are welcome to the great tor- 

giver with nothing to recommend us, with 
everything to disqualify, with nothing in 
our hands but our sins. About this period 
she heard another sermon, of which she 
often spoke with great gratitude to God, 
as having been instrumental in breaking 
her fetters and setting her at liberty. It 
was founded on the text, “'t he law of the 

spirit of life in Christ Jesus, hath made me 

free from the law of sin and death,” Horn, 
viii: 2. She now saw in the Spirits light, 
how, from above the cross, God was turn- 

ing towards her an eye filled with love, 
sweetly and wooingly beckoning her ap- 
proach, hell-deserving as she was. She 
saw enough in the blood of Jesus, without 
addition or modification, to give immediate 
good hope to any sinner that hears its voice, 
because it speaks of God satisfied, and 
satisfied by being abundantly glorified. 

This quelled the agonies of her awakened 
conscience; and the distractions of the war 

that had raged within hbr were now ex- 

changed for “the peace which passeth un- 

derstanding.” From that hour the whole 
current of her life was changed. Con- 
formity to God’s law became her privilege 
and her jov; and living as she did, in the 
midst of careless relatives and acquain- 
tances, she was truly a “light shining in a 

dark place,” a “lily among thorns.” Page 
15, 10, 17. 

Jeanie used to tell how much she was in- 
debted in the beginning of her way, to 
Peter Ferguson a Christian weaver, whose 
name is still fragrant in the town. Before 
she was able to read freely for herself, she 
“often ran to Peter to get her memory re- 

freshed wi’ passages.” On one of those 
occasions she found the old man at his 
loom. “Come awa’ Jeanie,” was his friendly 
greeting, “I’m just meditating here.” And 
when she asked, “On what?” he replied, 
“On that very beautiful text, who shall 

separate us from the love of Christ? and, 
added he, I would gi’e all the world, Jeanie, 
to be sure that 1 had an interest in that 
love.” Jeanie was surprised. “I had 
thocht,” said she, “that sae gude a man as 

Peter would ne’er hae a doubt, but when I 
saw that his assurance sometimes failed, 
thinks I, its naething remarkable that mine 
should. So I cam’ awa Wonderfu’ lichtened, 
and what was Peter’s sorrow was my relief.” 
Page 18. 

Jeanie soon found that resemblance to 
the experience of others, could afford no 

sure hold for the anchor of her hope. She 
learned to look not inward for peace, but 
outward to Christ for it,—off self and on 

the Saviour. 
“I was lanjr accustomed,” said she to a 

friend, “to rest much on frames and feel- 

ings, and to be saw put about when these 
changed- When I had liberty in prayer, I 
thocht 1 had dune sae weel that I would be 
sure to be accepted. When I was strait- 
ened, I was just as much cast down. But 
I’ve got aboon that in a great measure 

noo, and I wantnooto lice on naething but 
“the glory of God in the face of Jesus 
Christ.” 

A lady suffering from spiritual dejection 
once called on her, and in the course of con- 

versation exclaimed, 
“Where is the blessedness I knew, 

When first 1 suw the Lord?” 

“My dear,” was Jennie’s answer, “Ye 
mauna aye expect to be dandled on the 
knee. A mother may keep her child lang 
on the knee, but when she lets it down to 

walk, she loves it still—ay, loves it though 
it ta s. 

She often spoke of the mistake of those 
who seem to think that “doubts and fears” 
are wholesome tokens for good, whereas 

they rather indicate guilty distrust of God. 

They show a disposition not to go the whole 

length of the Bible. She earnestly with- 
stood presumption, yet she knew that there 
mil) be presumption in doubt, as Well as in 
over confidence, since it is presumption to 

question God’s word as well as to deny it. 
Page i8, 19, 20. 

Often on Sabbath “between sermons,” 
there might be seen directing their steps to 
Jeanie’s garret on the Castle hill, students 
who were preparing for the ministry of the 

gospel.She cautioned them fre- 

quently against the danger of putting active 
zeal in the room of heart Christianity—of 
confounding frequent thinking or speaking 
of the things of God officially,, with the 

graces of his Spirit in the soul. She re- 

minded them that “a servant cannot live on 

the act of preparing food for others, that 
she must have her own meals besides.” 
She urged them to live much in the spirit 
of dependence and of prayer, and never to 

forget that sweet word of Jesus, “Abide in 
me.” “Be sure,” said she, “that you com- 

mend Christ weel, wherever you go. You’ll 
never be able to tell sinners half o’ his 
worth. For lie is just a lion-such. There’s 
nao spot in him.” 

At another time, when speaking of the 

winning of souls as being the grand thing 
we want, and ministers who will really seek 
to win them, she added, “But mind, you 
maun gang warily aboot it, for perishing 
souls are just like a man lying on the brow 
of a rock, sleepin,’ wi’ the sea below him. 
Eh, how canny you would deal wi’ a man 
in_1.1..• i ....l.i _:u „i_l 
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in case you waukeiied him in a start, and 
he lost his balance. Wouldn’t you try to 
draw him off to a place o’ safety wi’ great 
tenderness and affection ? He that winneth 
souls is wise.” Page 33, 34. 

With old age came Sickness, but Jcanie 

stayed herself on God, and gave Him glory. 
“A Christian friend calling on her, found 
her in great pain, and expressed sorrow at 

seeing her suffer so much. “Oh,” said 
Jeanie, “its just an answer to prayer. Ye 
see, I’ve lung prayed to be conformed to 

the image of Christ. And since this is the 
means, I’ve naething to do wi’ the choosin’ 
o’ them. That’s the end I seek. Its ours 

to aim at meetness for his presence, and to 
leave it to his wisdom to take his ain way 
wi’ us. I would rather suffer than sin ony 
day. I’m no wearied o’ suffering, but, oh, 
I am wearied o’ sin.” Page 41. 

The conversation once turning on the 
mutual recognition of saints in glory. J canie 
said she “had aye been in the way of 

thinking they would be so much taken up 
with the sight of Jesus, that for a whole 
year at least they would see naething but 
liimsel.” 

She said when near her end, “Deaths 

sting is gone, quite gone because Jesus 
died. And if I had wings I would fain be 

away.” 
Then she checked herself and added, 

“But no, I must wait his time, and its weel 
worth the waiting for. To think of going 
before his time, oh, shame, shame! He 
knows the time best, and his time is best 
for me. I’m willing to stay till lie’s willing 

to come. ‘lie shall come and will not 

tarry.’ ” 
The longed for summons came at last, 

and “with oil in her vessel,” and her lamp 
brightly burning, she “went forth to meet 
the Bridegroom.” Page 45. 

She died at Sterling on the 16th January 
in the 87th year of her age, and thus passed 
away, one poor in this worlds riches and 
honors, but rich in faith—an heir of the 
promises—one of the nobility of heaven, 
one of the peerage of the skies. A brand 
plucked from the burning—a notable illus- 
tration of the transforming and elevating 
effect of saving grace. “Though ye have 
been among the pots, yet shall ye be as 

the wings of a dove, covered with silver, 
and her feathers with yellow gold.” 

J F. 

For tho Central Presbyterian. 

“The Glorious Liberty ef the Children 
of God.” 

A great deal is, these days said, in the 
way of popular discussion, about “liberty.” 
Perfectly visionary and chimerical are many 
of the theories advanced on the subject. 
Liberty with such dreamers, is licentious- 
ness. It is understood to be the privilege 
of acting, independent of law and autho- 
rity, according to mere caprice and impulse. 
It hurls a fatal blow at the grave usages 
and established proprieties of life. It is 
agrarianism, it is vandalism. 

But there is such a thing as real and ge- 
nuine liberty. Immeasurably transcending 
what is of a social or civil character, it is 
that “Wherewith Christ hath made us free.” 

Let us then, with closer inquiry, glance 
at the elements of this “glorious liberty of 
the children of God:” And in this investi- 
gation, there springs up to the mind, as a 

foremost thought, that we are exempt from 
the shackles of a form. 

inink ot the cruelties ot l aganism; ana 

remember 'the burdensome ritual of the 
Ancient Dispensation ! Would we not, with 
our views, fret at such a yoke ; is it not 

bondage, compared with the simplicity our 

Saviour has taught us to adopt, in religious 
worship—“God is a spirit, and they that 
worship him, must worship him in spirit and 
in truth.” 

The children of God enjoy “liberty,” as 

opposed to the servile codes and fashions of 
the world. 

Is not the duelist a slave ; is not the vo- 

tary to pleasure a slave f Oh, what ele- 
vated ground, in comparison, the Christian 
occupies, in recognizing, as a supreme rule 
of action, the Divine law, which is “holy, 
just, and good.” 

It is a part of “the liberty of the chil- 
dren of God,” that they are not swayed by 
vile affections. 

Prejudice rests like an incubus upon 
some minds; envy warps the judgment; and 
malice poisons the feelings. While, of the 
Christian, it is written, “But now ye also 
put off all these.” 

The “liberty” of God’s people places 
them above the condemning sentence of the 
law. 

Not that they are or ever can be, ex- 

empt from obligation to the written statute. 
Nor would we dare to intimate that any 
man perfectly meets its demands. But the 
truth, we would affirm, is that the sins of 
believers are passed over to Christ’s ac- 

count, and so they stand acquitted at the 
bar of eternal justice. “There is therefore 
now no condemnation to them which are in 
Christ Jesus, who walk not after the flesh, 
but after the Spirit.” 

The children of God have “liberty” from 
the despotism of Satan. 

What an usurper and tyrant is he!— 
“the God of this world”—“the prince of 
the power of the air”—“the wiles of the 
devil”—“the strong man armed”—“And 
that they may recover themselves out of the 
snare of the devil, who are taken captive 
by him at his will!” This is very expres- 
sive language—it indicates a degree of op- 
pression, from which it is an unspeakable 
blessing to be exempt. 

The “liberty” of the children of God 
includes free access to the mercy seat- 

“The sacrifice of the wicked is an abomi- 
nation to the Lord; but the prayer of the 
upright is his delight.” The eyes of the 
Lord are upon the righteous, and his ears 

are open to their cry. Such are the gra- 
cious words in the Bible, addressed to the 
godly. While there cannot be a single 
sentence gathered thence in favor of the 
wicked, the righteous are the subject of 
“exceeding great and precious promises.” 
“Let us therefore come boldly unto the 
throne of grace, that we may obtain mercy, 
and find grace to help in time of need.” 
“Be careful for nothing; but in everything 
by prayer and supplication, with thanks- 
giving, let your requests be made known 
unto God.” 

It remains for us to add that heirship is 
a crowning element of the “liberty” of the 
children of God. 

“And if children, then heirs; heirs of 
God and joint heirs with Christ; if so bo 
that we suffer with him, that we may be also 
glorified together.” “Come, ye blessed of 
my Father, inherit the kingdom prepared 
for you from the foundation of the world.” 
“To him, that overcometh, will I grant to 
sit with me in my throne, even as I also 
overcame, and am set down with my Father 
on his throne.” W. 


