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THE

SUNDAY AT HOME.

3 Sumily agmine for Subbatly Beaving,

. , THE PILORIMS ON THE WAY TO CANAAN,

THE LIFE OF A PATRIARCH.
PART I
THE PILGRIMAGE,

a] iste the beauty of the Old Testament
istor}i?:e g.lia necessm';y for us to picture the
ne!x' amidst which the persons described per-

ed their memorable actions, and spent
heir every-day life. We must sit down in
oriental country; gaze on the sun, moon,
, mountains, trees, and flowers of Asia; go
with the nomad tribes of the desert, fol-
their flocks, travel with their caravans, rest

0, $6.—~PuaLisurD JANUARY 4, 1855,

thejr tents, load and unload their camels,
A

drink at their watering-places, pause during the
heat of the day under tllnjeir puhlu)as, cultivate the
fields with their implements, gather in their
barvests, dress in their costume, note their pro-
vincial and idiomatic speech, and listen to the
strain of song or story with which they beguile
their vacant hours. The impressions received by
many readers of sacred Scripture are oply like the
faint outlives on faded try ; and knowledge
of the kind now referred to gives vigour and
colouring to those impressions, rendenns their
pietures clear in their delineafions, and- rich,
warm, and glowing in their hues, At the;
time no one must rest satisfied mam o
One A
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SUNDAY AT HOME.

tion in his own mind of the outward life of
atrisrchs and prophets, important and in-
ctive ghough that be; he must aim at com-
prehending the moral and w!:h;lgious character,
at penetrating into the in spiritual senti-
ments of the men whose actions are depicted by
the pen of inspiration. A sanctified imagi
tion informed by study, and a devout judgment
enlightened by experience, are both essential to
the profitable reading of the sacred Hebrew
writings. Recollecting this, we shall devote a
few papers to the history of Abraham,
According to the common chronology of our
Bibles, this eminent patriarch lived between four
hund-ed and five hundred years after the deluge.
On the other hand, Dr. Hales assigns the
eleventh century after that awful event as the
era when the father of the faithful flourished.
In explanation of the di cy it should be
statez£ that Scripture only supplies materials for
chronology, informing us at what age a person
wvegat a son, and how lcngahe lived afterwards,
and the like, upon which data learned men have
formed varied computations. If Dr. Hales’
theory be correct, then there had been time,
wheu he travelled as a pilgrim, for the earth
fully to recover from the t catastrophe of
the deluge, for naturo to gain an appearanco of
mth‘nﬁaonoe more, for the human population
widely to spread and lsrgely to multiply, for
mighty cities to be built, and for religion to
became corrupted.
place whence Abraham came originally,
sud where probably he was born, is callegl Urof
the Chaldees—some eay the present town of
Orfah, numbering 50,005 inhabitants, in Upper
Mesopotamia, about 230 miles north of Damas-
ous. The people were idolaters, worshipping
heroes or the heavenly bodies, perhaps connect-
ing them with some supreme power—a common
practice in the ancient world, against which
the first commandment, “Thou shalt have no
other gods with or beside me was levelled.
All we know from Seripture is, that Terah, who
was father of Abraham, served other gods; but
Jewish tradition informs us that he was a maker
i , and that when God enlightencd his
son’s mind, the latter burnt his parent’s work-
manship, and that his brother, in’attempting to
mave the idols from the flame was himeelf con-
sumed. Such traditions arc curious, and pos-
sibly may have some truth at the bottom of
them; but they are so mixed up with ra-
tion and falsehood, it is now imposaii) o to
weparate the precious the vile, -and there-
fore they possess mob the slightest amount of
ue.
The father of the h, with his whole
according to the book of Grenesis, tra-

" ?

land of Canaar, and they came unto Haran and
dwelt there. In the Acts of the Apostivs we
read that “the God of glary appeared to our
father Abraham while he was (at Ur of the
Chaldees) in Mesopotamia, before he dwelt in
Charran, and said unto him, Depart from thy
land and from thy kindred, and come hither to
aland which I will show thee.”” The first re-
moval, then, of the patriarch was according to
Divine command; and next, after the death of
his father Terah, we find him leaving Haran to
pursue his journey southward towards Palestine,
in accordance, as Dr. Hales is of opinion! with a
second call, recorded- in the twelfth chapter of
Genesis. He was now to separate himself from
his father’s house, as well as from his remoter
kindred, which he did, taking with him of his
relatives only his wife Sarah, and his nephew
Lot, whom Josephus represents as his adopted
son.
* The country through which this pilgrim band
suwd wos x?::h xmdgfertile, bordelx’-ing on the
osert of Byrin. It was full of fine prairies,
vast uncultivated tracts, forests throwing up
their thick masses of foliage on tho margin of
em:mld puturud;ianld ﬂow;ra of bright hue %er
rich fragrance ing the green grass. ®
imnqinegtrh‘:wﬂd \fx co mhe growth of a
thousand years, resembling seenes such as we
read of in America or Australis, devoid of cities,
towns, or villages, deep solitude and silence for
miles and miles, broken now and then by the
rustling of an antelope or “the voice of the
turtle.,”” Mark the dark line stretching sacross
the plain, or winding along the valley, or m:f-
in the mountain’s side. These are flocks
alFlheep, and goats, and oxen, with their drivers.
You see the shepherd with his crook; you near
calling his own sheep by name. He takes
&fhe weary little ones, reminding us of ano-
Bhepherd, who bears the lambs in his arms
and carries them in his bosom. Some drivers
are on foot, others are mounted. Yonder is a
line of camels following each other, the balter of

.the one behind tied to that of the one before.

The provisions, including skins full of water,
and other baggage, are h{;fneed on these stron,
and dpatient animals, while old men, women, an
children, are mounted on the top. Abraham,
the lord of the tribe, appears the most promi-
nent of the company, seated on his,own nobld
camel, his wife and nephew following; the lofty
figures, the towering necks of the huge
tures on which they ride, rising far above ¢
level of the rest of the procession. Such is
filling up of the outline, “ They went farth to
into the land of Cannan, and into the land
Cannan they came.” - ’ :

In that mon's soul there sbides a faith that

from TUr of the Chaldees to go into the } | God's own gift. It is not that by nature be |
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a purer mind, and larger views, and

hopes than other men, but his soul has
tonched by a Divine power; he has been given
to see, in the trees of the field and the stars of
heaven, what others, blinded by unbelief, have
failed to see. It has been given to him de-
voutly to recognise in the ways of mankind
what others, who look not beyond themselves,
have never discovered. Abraham sees God in
nature and providence. God is not confounded
by him with either. He is not lost in his
works; he is not absorbed inhisways. He, as n
personal Being, self-existent, eternal, unchange-
nble, and righteous, at once the foundation and
Loord of the whole universe, is present as an ob-
ject of worship, reverence, love, and trust, to
that pilgrim from Ur of the Chaldees. Abra-
ham’s faith in the one true Jehovah, cutting him
off from idolatry, destroying in him the follies
and superstitions of his country and his child-
hood;ipurifying his soul and making it the tem-
ple of holy thoughts and Divine communion—
there, in that faith, is the grand distinction of
the man Abraham to be found. He is not his
own guide; he walks in the light of the Lord.
He rests not on himself for defence; God de-
fends him. He knows not whither he is going;
he is content that his Father in heaven knows.
He is not marching along as a proud chieftain
at the head of his followers; he is as a little
child himself, following the Allwise, Almighty

Leader.

His faith had now been twice tried; first b
the command to leave the land of his childhoo
and secondly by the call to separate himself
from his kindred; the latter esceeding the for-
mer in severity, and illustrating a method of
m&mdence often pursued—the stronger the

ith the stronger the trial. Abraham’s faith
had not been found wanting, it was now to be
tested again.

He had been resting awhile in the valley of
.Sichern ; he had encamped with his servants and
possessions among the terebinth trees on the

n _;pwe of Moreh; his flocks had whitened
the sides of the lofty Ebal and Gerizim; the
neighbouring fields had yielded corn, and from
the vin he had obtained fruit; in Sichem,
100, be had built an altar. A further emigra-
tion had brought him and his tribe to the vale of
Biddim, near Bethel, where yon can picture the
encampment, the tents of the nomadic servants
clustering round their chief, the cattle grazing
in the distant meadows in the day-time, while
the lhe:gebrowae on the hills, all being driven
‘within enclosure of the camp st nightfall,
‘witk watch-dogs set to guard them. And now

me & new trial for the pntriarch’s faith. A
Fatnitto arose in the land. met:g;medidnot
‘bloseom, there- was no fruit on vines, the

ighter | labour of the olive failed, the fields ﬁd&d fo
braham's

E:c. One can conveive Aﬂer )
. . t, and grief under t P

circumstances. But the fiilure of wis
only partial. There was corn in Egygt s sofl
was not dependent on loeal rains, but on pe-

riodical overflowings of the Nile, which are
wonderfully regular. To this great granary of
‘Western Asia, then, would the pilgrim go§ and
here we are to sce the failure of the faith, before
sostrong andcalm. We find that he was uot the
gerfect man sometimes imagined. He had in-
rmities.  His self-defeat on this occasion
shows that his victories over himself at other
times were not won without a struggle. Faith
is not a hothouse plant; were it so, it would not
have much strength. It resembles rather a
forest oak, beaten by storms, rocked by winds,
sometimes stripped of a branch or two by the
;ude b;i:ist, but 1n theend becoming the stronger
or it g]l.

Sarah was remarkable for her beauty; her
fair complexion appeared to great advantage con-
trasted with the dark hue of the Eﬁyptmn faces.
Abraham foresaw that there might be dmgcr
here; but instead of trusting God with the cha-
vacter of his wife and the safety of himself, he
betakes himself to deceit, equivoeation, snd
falsehood. He said, 8he i my sister (or nioce).
It was literally true, but it conveyed what was
virtually the opposite. To tell one side of »
truth foxi] the sake of diceiving, is to tg.l}a!ile.
Among the casterns, and especially a% the ear

eriodgof which we are writing, dZoeit was no{
ooked on in the light in which the morslity of
the New Testament placesit. A skilful deceiver
was applauded rather than blamed. Buch was
the element of moral opinion amidst which the

atriarchs lived, consequently the stain on Abre-
gum’s character in this instance, though not
excusable, is by no means so dark #s such a
stain would be on ours, now that the whole at-
mosphere of moral sentiment around us has been

urified by Christian teaching and influence.
gut the Lord was merciful to his faithlesy servant.
“ And the Lord plagued Pharaoh and his house
with plagues becnuse of Barai, Abram’s wife.
And Pharaoh called Abram, and eaid, What
is this that thou hast done unto me? why 3ilst
thou not tell me that she was thy wife? iy
snidst thou, She is my sister ? 5o I might have
taken her to me to wife. Now therefore bahold
thy wife, take her, snd go thy yvay.ﬁ:nd Phasach

commanded his men concerning him: and théy
zt‘:‘t”hin away, and his wife; md all that he

Abraham's coniection with oof the -
earliest of the worlds erpiies—is ly ‘i
teresting, One thinks &f the land, and of the

strange government established in it. T #id
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months of July and August, the traveller would
‘behold a wide sea caused by the overflowing of
the river, towns and villages: shining as islets on
its bosom, with causeways, however, uni
them. In January, he would be surrounded by
meadows enamelled with flowers, while on every
side there would be flocks scattered over the
plains, and orange and lemon trees, loading the
air with fragrance.

Dr. Hales considers that the sheKherd kings,
as they are popularly called (the chiefs of pas-
toral tribes who had made a victorious excur-
sion upon . the Nile country, and dethroned the
native rulers), held sovereignty over Egypt from
the year 2159 to 1899 ».c., and that the first
pyramid was begun about 2095. If this be cor-
rect, then Ab ’s visit might have been, as
the learned author just mentioned thinks it was,
under the third king of the shepherd dynasty,
and sbout twenty years after the crection of the
‘first pyramid. we may imagine that won-
drous structure, the pyramid of Ghizeh, on the
pictures of which we have #o often looked,
and which stands before us the oldest existin
monument of human strength and skill, whicl
80 many suns have shone upon, and so many
rains have washed, to have stood in its freshness,
on the banks of the majestic river, lifting up its
head against the clear blue sky, covered with
marble and senlptured with hicroglyphics, in the
;;ilt:ys when .ne patriarch Abraham was sojourning

ere.

Abraham returned from Egypt to Canaan,
and we are informed by the sacred historian
ihat he was very rich in cattle, in silver, and in
gold. This is the first instance in which men-
tion is made of the precious metals, as articles of
property and wealth. It appears from a subse-

uent transaction—the purchase of the field

rom the sons of Heth for four hundred shekels
of silver, current money with the merchant—
that the precious metals, silver at least, had a
representative value at that time, and facilitated
affairs of purchase and barter; and it should be
recoll in connection with this cirecumstance,
that the employment of money indicates the
estdblishment of the rights of property, the ex-
istence of commerce, and the advance of civiliza-
tion ; but we should not lose sight of the fact
that silver then was mot coined and stamped,
but only weighed; and as a standard of value,
therefore, the degree of its purity was taken into
aceount. We do not suppose that the patriarch
had much gold andl silver; perhaps he obtained
in Egypt what he had of it, in exc for the
produce of his flocks and herds, and he would
:1:3‘10‘7 it in securing the conveniences of life,

as suited his nomadic habits, and such as.

'Wble in the places where ke travelled

THE UNEQUAL YOKE.

PART I o
“Manma, do you know that Emily Burton is'te
be married next month to Mr. Mannering?
You remember him, do you not? ‘We met him
last winter at dinner at Mr. Lawrence’s, She
is o fortunate girl; such a marriage is not made
every day. ]§er hes a thousand a-yesr it is
said, and she has not a penny; well, she is a
beautiful creature, and deserves such a fortune;
it would have been a itg for her to have gone
out as a governess. .{n yet, mamma, do you
know that Mrs. Burton does not like the
marriage, and even said to Mrs. Graham that
she never could sanction it: what can be her
reason? Mr. Mannering is handsome, clever,
amiable, and very wealthy; he is passionately
fond of Emily, and cven offered to allow Mrs,
Burton to live with them at the Hall; but she
has declined, and is to remain at her own little
cott; I wonder what her reasons can be P

“Mrs. Burton, my dear, thinks it an unsuit-
able marriage; that is the reason she does not
sanction it.”

“ Unsuitable, mamma! Surely the difference
that fortune and comparative poverty makes is
the only cause; and we know that, in former
years, Mrs. Burton’s circumstances were v
different. Emily is accomplished, very besuti-
ful, and very elegant; I think she is quite Mr.
Mannering’s equal.”

“Is there no other difference between them,
Mary ?’ said her mother emphatically.

e daughter paused, and looking up met her
mother's steadfast geze.

“You mean, mamma, that Mr. Mannering is
gay, and fond of society and flea.sure; but yon
must admit that he is greatly changed duri
the last few months; he has attenged ch
regularly, and there have been no dinner or
cm'c:li parties at }::he Hall im snbl})ath-dnys as m
used to be; there is altogether a b ¢
in him ; Emily herself thinﬁi 80.” groar

“Emily Burton cannot think so.”

“Oh, mamma, how can you be so severe?
I am very sorry for Emily. I think many
people are very harsh with her, and just because
of this little difference between them,  Mr.
Mannering has promised not to control her in
any way, never to ask her to attend the thestre,
or opers, or any balls; what can the little differ-
ence between them, then, matter ? In all Gther
respects, they are quite suited to each other,
and I am very glad she has been so fortunate.”

Mrs, Chester luid down her knitting, and,
Ejl;cing her hand upon her daughtér's arm, said

dly, but very decidedly, % Mn\zg, tell me what
is the littls difference between Bmily Burton and
Mr. Mannering?” Lo e
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“Why, mamma, you know as well as I do.”
Ob 'l that hetymother waited for her reply,
she addex “ He, is & man of the world, and she
profesges to be & mf;ﬂ'om girl.”

“And can you that a little difference, my
¢hild? Emily Burton has professed, not to be
merely a  religious girl,’ for thst is an indefinite
term, but to love Christ, and to be one of his dis-
aiples. It is mow just two years since she was
admitted to communion and fellowship with the
church; by that act she virtually renounced the
world and its pleasures; is she, think you, act-
ing consistently now P

“She is not obliged to love the world, or
be worlt'i’ly and gay, because her husband is so,

_“When she is his wife, Mary, she cannot
exclude herself entirely from the society of the
worldly and gay ; she must entertain his friends,

" and strive to make his home attractive ; how can
he find entire satisfaction in her society, when
there ouf‘ht not to be any sympathy between
them? Love of the world and the worldly can
find no place in the heart of one who has given
herself entirely to Christ; and if, in subjects of
such vital importance, there can be no sym-
pathy, no union, how can she expect happiness ?”

“ Emily says that she refused to accept Mr.

ing until he promised that all her

religious opinions and views should be regarded ;

could she do more than this? and I am sure

that she has firmness enough to withstand all
temptation.”

“ What proof has she given of her power to
withstand temptation ? has she not yielded at
once? I readily admit the greatness of the
temptation. Mr. Mannering is a gentleman,
highly accomplished, and can offer her an
elegant home; but what says our Saviour? ‘He
that loveth father and mother more than me, is
not worthy of me.’”

“But it does not follow, mamma, because
Emily has accepted him, that she loves him
more than she goes Jesus Christ. Is it mot
natural and right to love? I am sure, dear
mamms, you loved my own papa very fondly;
cannot then earthly love and love to the Saviour
ﬁ‘ng ﬁtﬂue in the umem [ ) b

“Most certainly, , its proper place; but
what says the Scripture ? < Love notpthe world,
nor the things that are in the world; if any
man love the world, the love of the Father is not
in him, For'all that is in the world—the lust
of the flesh, and the lust of the eye, and the
pride of Jife, is not of the Father, but is of the
world’ How then, my child, can you reconcile
her choiee with her profession as a Christian ?
Do not deceive yourself; Emily Burton must
have vielded sorely to temptation before she
vould have taken this step; it i§ not a sudden

falling away; did she mot, in oppogition to her
mother's earnest entreaties, encourage the atten.
tions of Mr. Mannering ? and when her pious
friends remonstrated with her, how did she
receive their remonstrances? - By absenting
herself entirely from their society, and neglect-
ing those duties it was once her delight to per-
form. It is o splendid marriage she is about
to make, but it cannot be a happy one.”

“I think, mamma, you are too severe, Enil,y
was offended with some of her friends for their
interference ; but you must remember how. very
rude some ;;Jeople are; I have no doubt that they
have given her just cause of offence.”

“Do you know who it was that spoke to
her ?”

“No, mamma,”

“It was I. Do you think I could say any-
thing rude or unkind? When I heard of her
intimacy with Mr. Mannering, I went to see
her, and begged her to consider what she was
doing. I warned her of the danger of such a
marriage, and its inconsistency with her Chrjs-
tian profession, but it was of no use.”

“ But, mamma, she hopes, by her example and
influence, to wean her husband from the world.
Such things have happened, that wives have been
the means of their husbands’ conversion to God.
But do not say that her marriage cannot be a
]m.ppy one; it must be, if she has the Divine
blessing with it.”

“But can she expect God’s blessing, when
she openly oproses his will? Again, I say, it
cannot be a y marriage: ‘As ye sow, 8o
shall ye reap.’ El:nil{ Burton, if she Ke a Chris-
tian, which 1 fondly hope she is, will have some
bitter portion in her cup; it cannot be that a
child of God should =o far disobey his commands,
and remain unpunished. I remember when I
was a little girl, I paid frequent visits to & desr
friend of my mother’s, . Wilmot, who re-
sided in London ; a lady, whose name was Mrs,
Summers, lived with her as governess to her
children ; she had been very fairand very lovely,
and when I first knew her was about forty years
of age. She was always cheerful, though upon
her face there was ap air of sadness—it could
not be called gloom—which told that care and
sorrow had been early known to her. ®
%%urs after my marriage, I again visited Mrs

ilmot. Mrs. Summers was then in ¥
delicate health, and she survived buf. s few
months, After her death, Mrs. Wilmo}

me the history of her Jife, written by heé
Mrs. Wi,lmo?s children; I was mpy ﬁ .
init. You were an infant thenmy Ma ﬁ@t:
thought the time miiht come when itp perus
might benefit you. 1 do nof’ Ahink that,,

could spend an evening mare profita
et o Tty 500 s

i
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these written pa I will fetch you the manu-
seript. You will find in many parts of it a
commentary on the wards—
“3% YE NOT UNEQUALLY YOXED TOGLTHER
WITH UNBELIEVERS.”

A SUNDAY AT THE CEDARS OF
LEBAN

Aspovr half-way up the sloping side of « that
good{y mountain, evenhLebanon," tlln’e writexl-;
not long since, a; ed a vi a pat
thmughga wmrcantseppm,a:vhich w::n:gennrzow ]:;ha.t
the portmanteaus elung on our baggage-mules
often touched both sides of it at once. The
name of the place is “ Eden,” or, in English,
“Delight.” 1t is mentioned Ezekiel xxxi. 16,
in the words, “ All the trees of Edcn, the choice
and best of Lebanon.”
“ trees of Eden” are spoken of again; so that,
probably, in olden times, Eden was in the dark
shade of a forest of cedars. But now not a cedar
is to be seen there, and the little clump, called
at the present time “ the cedars of Lebanon,” we
found was four hours distant. In the East, we
may remark, journeys are measured, not by dis-
t.;nﬁle in miles, but byhﬁme in hmll:ué ’.l'h(lal infidel

[ 8] to have remarked wit t

r(;{e, gmthough the whole mountaglzezf
Lebanon was once thickly covered with cedars, it
is now bare of them, and not one is to be seen
at Eden, where grew “ the choice and best of
Lebanon.” And yet there is a small remnant
which still holds out—quite enough to speak
to any mind not egred:dlwd by unbelief.

Having reached the village for which we were
bound, we all sat down cross-legged in & “khan,”
or Byrian coffee-shop, where wero about fo
men engaged in shelling cotton-seeds for their
priest. “Whilst we belped in the work, I found
that this priest could speak Greek, and I sur-
m him by pulling out of my saddle-bag a

Testament, and asking him to read it.
His {mmunmtion was very different from that
taught in our universities. The man was plensed

m 1 gsmnted to these texts—Rom. v. 8:
1 Tifn, i, 15; John iii. 86; Gal v. 22; and to
show that he understood the lnst, he pointed to
John iii, 8. Before we left, he brought from his
house sume red and yellow-coloured sweetmeats,
wlnchhepmm to eat. Feeling unwell, I
:t mgm e s ml:lrmuﬁnglflitte stream,

rippled modextly alang, as if too sparkling
and clear for the duohﬁonallmun%. Yot
e R S

when not [
teachiery of learn the of
. men shall know ite spirit
power, acknowledge their sins, and

§

£p

In verse 18, too, the |

secept his mercy. “ The wilderpess and ‘the
salitary place shall be glad for them, and the
desert shall rejoice and blossom aa the rose. If

shall blossom abundantly, and rejoice even with
joy and singing; the glary of Lebanon ahall be
given unto 1t.""*

The ulhge doctor, or “ hakeem * as they call
him, took hold of both my wrists to feel the
pulse; and as he was prescribing some herbs for
me, I noticed a man walking very solemnly, and
striking two large sticks smar ther at
each step. This was the “ parish-clerk’” of Eden,
who was thus calling the people ta prayers.
‘Waat a number of ways there are for inwiting
men to come and worship God! In the army we
hear a bugle sound the “ church-call,” and in the
navy a gun fires, and flags signal the time of
service. In China a gong is sounded, and all
over Europe bells are rung for the same pu .
In Ttaly, you see the church-bells struck by a
wooden hammer; in England they are made to
swing round by ropes. But smong the Turks ’
bells are abominations, if used in connection
with Divine service, though the horses, mules,
camels, goats, and other animals, often carry
bells on their heads, and remind the Christian
of the prophecy, “In that day shall there be
upon_the bells of the horses, HoLINESS UNTO
mrE Lorp.”t InJerusalem,a bell is allowed to
be used to announce the English service in the
Protestant church. It is a small hand-bell, rung
by a man standing on the flat roof of an adjoin-
ing house. The hour of prayer is made known
in Mahommedan towns by the “ muezzim,” who
walk round and round little galleries outside the
minarets of every mosque, singing a strange song
in a high key.

Aficr hearing all these different calls to wor-
wuip God, hiow sad if the heart is as litile disposed
as ever to give him praise! All creation entreats
us to praise the Lord, but sin unpardoned closes
our lips. Ouly the pardoned sinner can really
lift up his voice in heartfelt praise; and, blessed
be God, nosinner need be & moment longer with-
out this salvation, giving him joy as well as peace.

‘We hurried on, as it was Saturday night, and
“the cedars” were to be our resting-p for
the morrow. The Turk observes Christian trae
vellers attentively, to see what obedience they
render to the commandment of God by keeping
the first bt{ holy. During our travels in the
esst, we only once to set off on that day;
this occasion was when a water-skin burst in

ing the desert, and the camels and men
would have been a whole day without drink, wun.
less we had moved on to & well, -

Our tent was _saon pitched under one of the.
oldest cedars. How venerablo did those giang

* Isaish xxxv. 1, 2, 4 Zeoh. xiv. 20,
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limbs appear in the red light of s fire, kindled
by means of the | THe smoke half hid
the knotted trunk, the tepmost branches
were high above in the dark. Twelve of us sat
round 5)0 fire, watching the p towards
supper, and 8 ring of strangers—the inquisitive
inhabitante of the locality — stood outside.
Eeive ot ol wih S 4o 804 & mteey
twelve iyes, and & mi
face. “Good svenisy .::F'he vald, in Enghnb,
at the samo time holding eut his hand, This
boy wia ons of the Bret convarts of the American
mission & i, and ho was, I learned, s
enrnost o disuiple of the Lord, that o viuitgd
almost_every day seven or oight persons, why
allowed him to read the quglpturen to them,
Here is @ noble' example! Whose fault is it if
Ke do'?:h:’ﬁollow it? No day Ihtinld pn:l in o‘\;r

ives t some missionary work being done by
us, either by word or deed.

The silence which prevailed around was
the first thing which I remarked on awaking on
the sabbath day morning., Far away from villages,
or the erowing of cochks, ar the dashing of waves,
or lowing of Eerdl, there were not even birds in
the trees dround, nnd the air was calm, What
a Sundsy! How different must have been the
scene here when “ king Salomon raiscd a levy
out of all Tarnel, and the lovy was thirty thou-
sand men. And he sent them to Lebanon, ten
thousand a month, by courses, ® ¢ ¢ And
Solomon had threcscore and ten thousand that
bare burdens, and fourscors thousand hewers in
the mountains.””* The number of trees must

“have been enormous to furnish work for 80,000
woodscutters, and it was a bold boast for Sen-
nacherib to make: “ With the multitude of my
chariots I am come up to the hcight of the
mountains, to the sides of Lebanon. 1 will cut
down the tall cedar trees thereof and the choice

fir trees thereof.”¥ We read, however,in the Th

latter part of this chapter, how Sennacherib was
slain by his sons, and his host destroyed by the
angel of the Lord ; for God will not let the wicked
spoil the cedars at their will, though he plamly
tells his people: “But if ye will nut hear these
words, I swear by mysclf, saith the Lord, that
this house shall become a desolation. For thus
saith the Lord; unto the king’s house of Judah,
Thou art Gilead unto me, and the head of Leba-
non, yet surely I will make thee s wilderness
and cities which are not in&abited; and I wild
re destroyers against thee, every one wit

is weapons, and they shall cut down thy choiee
osdars and cast them into the fire.”’$ Another
het was bidden to tell them that to “ punish
froit of the stout heart of the king of As-

.1

’ v. 1818,
4 2 Kings xix. 23,

3 Jer, xxif, 87,

. 4" *“the rest of the trees of his forest shall
be few, 80 that a child may write them.”

Now let us look out of the door of tho tent,
and with these Scriptures in our hands, see how
far wo san observe them to be fulfilled. The
whole hill meme one mound of rock and gravel,
rising tet thousand feet above the sea, being
more than twice the hoight of any mountain in
Britain, Gredt caverns and abysses, jagged
peaks and fantastio tistural pillars of all sorts of
shapes, give Lebanon somcthing of the ap-
pearance of a Swise mountain, with its glaciers
and crevasses; but the pale grey stone-tolonr
soon tells us that it {s & “ wilderness,” snd fts
naked heights show that the cedara have been
eut down, all except the littlo knot of trees
around u‘& which seem huddled together halt
ashamed of thetr miserable appearance,

Ezamining this group of trees more narrowly,
we find that they ave of two sorts,  the tall
cedar tress thereof, and the choloe fir trees
thereof.’t They are also referred to thus:
“ Howl, fir tree, fot the cedar is fallen.’$ Of the
fir tree kind there are about two hundred grow.
ing, and a few uprooted ; but of the real cedars,
there are only twelvs loft, Yes, indeed, s * child may
write them,”

Snow made the top of the mountsin glow
crimson in the morning sun, and white at mid-
day, and then it was that we saw the renl mean-
ing of the name ¢ Lebanon,” which is both
“white” and “incense,” for our eyes saw the
white, while the fragrant wood burned in our
fire like incense.

Two priosts sat down outside our tent; they
wore begging friars, with long beards and very
lon, Ripel made of rose bushes. “ We eannot
mg, they said. “Still, we sometimes hold
service for our Feople." On being closely ques-
tioned, one replied, I said a mass last month.”
e popish priests in Syria are dreadfully igno-
rant, lazy, dirty, and ienernlly mendicants.
Perhaps, however, through means of this war,
there will be more good 1nissionaries sent to the
Feople of Lebanon. Opposite to our tent was a
arge square piece cut out of the old bark of a
cedar, and this inscri?tion engravedon it: “ Les
40 democrats, 1848," being a notice of a visit
from a body of exiles, who left France after the
Revolution. The trees are covered with names
cut upon them. The branches are hewn
without merey for the firc of ench party of t#a.
vellers, and bullets have been shot at some of
the trunks as Bo runs the

« 3 3 Pheey’
I will prepare ur‘?m agninsh every

one with his weapens.'( . \
The snew was melted in o pet-over the fire,

9. + 2
§ Jev, xxil. 7.
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VISIT TO TUE CEDARR OF LEBANON,

and we drank the water thus produced, being
reminded of the verse, “ Will & man leave the
snow of Lebanon which cometh from the rock of
the field ?”  Then we read many other passages
in which the cedurs arc mentioned, such as
1 Chron, xxii. 4; 1 Chron. xvii. 1; Ps. xxix. §;
Ps. cxlviil. 9; Judges ix. 15; Ezck. xxvii. §;
Zech. xi. 1. How beautiful Jeremiah’s excla-
mation: “Q inhabitant of Lebanon, that makest
thy nest in the cedars;” and David's description,
“The trees of the Lord are full of sap, the cedars
of “Lebanon which he hath planted.” The
Paalmist’s son describes the Redeemer in eastern
imagery, and says, “ His countenance is as Le-
banon, excellent as the cedars.” By his Spirit
working in us we can copy even this excellence.

The view from the summit of Mount Lebanon
is very grand indeed. ‘Theridge of the mountain
is sharper than any other I have seen, so that on
the one side the country towards Persia, and on
the other the sloping terraced sea coast, are scen
without obstruction. But the view looking to
Palestine is gloomy; the beauties of the scene
are distant, and cannot be traced by the eye
.alone; just a8 the glory of the heavenly Cansan
is kmown by faith, and not by an eye of flesh.

1 recollect, when crossing this lofty ridge after"
wards, my horse showed a great desire to return,
and it was very difficult 1o urge him over the
summit., The cause of this was a little plot
of grass, which being near him, though behind,
was more attractive to the horse then all the
distant green plains of Palestine. Thus how
often does a trifling present pleasure occupy us
more than the highest glories in the future!

The little patch of sea visible from the cedars
breaks upon the shore in a bay protected b;
high rocks and lined with s beach of grave)
This is near Tripoli, and is said to be the spot
to which ‘“ the great fish” carried the prophet
Jonah. “And the Lord spake unto the fish, and
it vomited out Jonah upon the dry land.” The
Lord has a voice which a fish hears and obeys.
He spoke from the bush, and Moses heard;
from the cloud: P r, and the Israelites
his testimonies.” He spoke to the infant
Samuel, to the young man Saul, and to the old
man Abraham. He spoke to the winds and
the sea, and they obeyed him; nay, even to
the very devils, and they obeyed that voice,
Has he not a word to you also, reader? And
will you not hear it and obey ? .o
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THE PULPIT IN THE
FAMILY.
THE OLD YEAR BURIED, AND THE
NEW YEAR BOEN.
Lire and death hold a divided
5 dominion over this world. Death
(}/' is busy in garden, forest, field, and city ;
and so is life—growth struggling with
decay, and new births repairing the wastes
of mortalif The two throncs stand face to
face, the reviving influence of the one making
up for the desolations of the other. Vital
existence is drained away in this direction, and
fresh supplied in that.  Hero comes the de-
stroyer with his scythe; there follows the re-
plenisher with his seed-basket.  Rivers are
flowing to the ocean, fountaing are rushing from
tbe%. Whence comes the water? From
heaven. And whence comes life? but from
God. On the whole, too, we see that life in
this world has the upper-hand of death; its
subjects multiply faster than the enemy can
destroy them.

It is in one respect, just now, with time as it
18 with existence. The boundary line between
the two years is a position between death and
life. As we bury the old year, we see the new
year born; and this is a fact worth thinking of|
and may yield for us some grave and profitable
reflections.

‘When the last week of a year arrives, we
seem gathering round the death-bed of an
acquaintance. It shortly expires, when thought-
ful minds give it a becoming funeral, and stand
over and look into its grave. 1854, historically
considered, goes down to the sepulchre with a
renown linking it, in political inportance, to its
next predecessor but one—that having produced
a great empire, this leaving behind it a great
war. The consequences of the two upon Euro
and the world, who shall tell ? These years of the
right hand of the Most High, the Christian will
review under the conviction, that he who is
Lord of daH time and' ruler ofha.ll evkr::ts—w]]:o

utteth down kings and setteth up kings—who
gumeth men’s hearts as the rivers Pof water are
turned—who maketh the wrath of man to praise
him, and restraiheth the remainder thereof—who
is the Lord God of armies, and employs his crea-
tures for the punishment of his creatures, renders
war the minister of retribution for unrighteous-
pess, and brings the fruit of more lasting peace

out of the carnage —has
watched over all such years from beginning to
end, and has some dee; mennimi in the permis-
sion of them, and will make them tell wisely,
righteously, and mercifully on years to come.
We bury the year that is gone with solemn
thoughtfulness, but with calm hope; 'and con-
necting its social and domestic history with its
golitical importance — passing from strife on

istant shores to sorrows and joys at home—to
the remembrance of the sweeping pestilence and
the abundant harvest—the mourner’s wail and
the reaper’s song—we are led to ponder this
signal blending of judgment and mercy, as full
of deep and striking lessons, bidding us repent
of sin, and yet lovingly trust him who smiteth us,
for the Divine Wounder heals.

But regarding 1854 in reference to ourselves
individually, let us review its his with
thankfulness. It has come full of God’s good-
ness, temporal and spiritusl, and so it has
stayed ; and many a reader of these lines will at
the moment be.ready to respond from his inmost
soul, “Indeed it has to me.” What records of
wonderful mercy might be penned from the
relation of such incidents as have happened
during the last twelve months, in the home life
of thousands whose eyes may pass over these
pages! 'What strains of joy, and it is hoped
thankfulness, would blend, if those thousands of
hearts were to give utterance to their emotions !
And perhaps here and there some traveller
through this world, who may light upon and
notice the contents of this humble leaf, may be
reminded by it how he has been led by a way
that he knew not, even as the blind are often
led by the God of light—led out of the path of
spiritual death into that of spiritual life, or out
o}()’ those of decline and backsliding into those of
repentance and revival. He wonders at the
mysteriousness of the process, while he rejoices
and ltha.nks God for the manifestation of the
result. "

Under another view, the end of the may
make us thankful. “Bless God, it is ovér, some
may say; for what & year of sorrow it biés been;
how keen its trials and strong its tions.
They have involved us in conflicts and perils
ga the ba.tgla of th?AITa—;lilge etom.be X the

.” And young people, it may be; have gone
thgxgh ordeals ofs character’ terrifie to th
upon: but if virtue and obedienee, if faith and
trust in Christ have been preserved, and have
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s:tbcred fresh .ﬁuﬁty, vigour, simplicity, und
vation, from all this endurance and exercise,
with what swelling hearts should such yo
mpio thank God that they have been preserve
ept. .
'I‘skopleave of the old year with penitential
regret for all the sins that have darkencd p.nd
iled it, and offended and iriaved its gracious
iver. Sins have a voice which is heard in heaven,
and should be listened to in the heart. Sins, too,
have hands and feet, and once created by our evil
will, they walk forth and work and do more mis-
chief than we their authors can ever tell. This
we should remember, and mourn before God
that we have given birth to so many encmies of
his and of human happiness. The Jews made
a remembrance of sin every year in their
sacrifices. Bstter still, we can remember ours
in the presence of the inﬁnite?' precious victim
Lamb, the all-reconciling and glovified High
Priest. If sins stare us in the face; if the ghosts
of departed morcies which we have slain rise up
to haunt and terrify; if conscience says, over
and over again,“ You ought not to have done
80 and 80, yet you did it;" let us not despair.
‘We would finish. one year's series of religious
addresses, and begin anothor by preaching the
plain, simple, blessed gospel of salvation through
faith in our Lord Jesus Christ, begging all to
consider what a difference thepe 18 between
remembering 8in now on earth, and hereafter in
hell—between that remembrance with a Saviour
and without one—Dby the refuge and far from it—
near the ark, on the steps, close to the open
door, auJ afterwards, when the flood is cowme,
and the doar is shut.

Bury the old year in hope. Has it been one
of bereavement ? Have children becn suatched
from your arms, and Christian friends been taken
from your side? Bury the year. in hope of a
;oyfnl reunion with those it has taken from ﬁou ;
‘or be assured it has only sent them on a little
beforshand to the home where the whole family
of God will soon be gathered. Has the year
separated you from those of whase state you are
doubtful ?  8till bury it in hope of that coming
day when, if you are true Christians, there

shall be made to you such a revelation of the not

overnment. of God, and you yourselves shall
Eave such a state of mind, that no fact can then
become known with regard to the destiny of
others, but it shall o oconvince you of the
righteousness and geodnesa of the Universal
Ruler, and so fill youswith the adoration of his
name, 88 to leave pothing wanting to your

Has it been a year of ? Bu:{
it.in hope that it may prove a soil out of whi
rich fruits hereafter—that your

Y. spri
ection may be detached from earth—
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that you have » stronger feeling of depend-
eneay:n m Almighty's arm—t:‘;t you may
cherish more sympathy with the children of
sorrow, and that you may thus prepare for
future usefulness.

Has it been a year of tofl? Bury it in hape
of the last day’s harvest, and think of what a
year of Christian obedience will stand for then;
not that there will be any reaping from meris,
though there will be a marvellous reaping
through grace.

Nor let' one bury the year in despondency,
whilo there is a living Saviour to parg:n trans-

ssion, and a mighty Spirit to renew men’s
earts; while faith and prayer, through God’s
mercey and Christ's atonement, can work such
won as to wash out the stains of old sins,
and to bring life and hope out of the memory of
old sorrows.

And how can woe ses the year expire, and bury
it in the sepulchre of ite !Zthers, and not
our thoughts onward still to the hour when the
world itself shall die. Yes, the old gray wrinkled
world, which has traversed the pathways marked
out by God for it so many ages—the hoary
pilgrim that has gone round the sun more times
than we can tell—the great titanic earth, with
its snowy crown, and its mountain shoulders,
and its rocky limbs, and its garments of ,
and its ocean girdle—the aged worn-out pilgrim
in the paths of space immense, shall meet its
doom at last. The things that are shall be no
longer; and the men that are on the earth this
hour, and rest on its bosom, and call it their

arent, shall remember it at length as no more
iving, but as numbered among the things that
were.

"But it is time to turn to the new-comer.
This Monday, January the first, 1855, was born.
It came iuto the world to grow and work, and
look on the ways of man, and chronicle their
deeds, and offer them opportunities of useful-
nees, and make them good and happy if they
will. Life and death, joy and sorrow, it wi
carry in its hands, as its forerunner did. What
incidents it will bring to the world—to Europe
—to our country—to ourselves—we know

But this we do know: it will be a season of
fresh obligations and responsibilities. It comes
from the ﬁmm of the universe, and it brings
with it, for you, days full -of duty; remember,
there is no getting rid of your moral relation to
that supreme and righteous Lord, and o those
humsn beings who, with vourselves, form but
one family. You cannot burst the ties whioh
bind you to God and to your race.- You camnet :
snnihilate the Divine commandments., You
cannot silence the voice of God's everlasting
truth, You cannot say this year, I will have -
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nathipg to do with man or God; or, if you do
sey it, 16 will he o lie. . .

a4 you may make of this new year, if’ you
feel your ibility, and act accordingly, just
consider. New time is so much raw material
to be worked up—seo much stone and timber—
what will you build with it? It is a blank
book—what will you write in it? You that
are unconverted, may make it a new and blessed
era, full of repentance and faith, and therefore
life and peace. You that are halting between
two opinions, may make it the time of decision ;
and you Christians, who are a long way off
being what you ought and might be, may get
ridu;% your spiritual feebleness and disease, and
make, through fervent prayer for the Holy
Spirit, the coming year one of health, strength,
and progress.
hat God may make the year to us, we
know not. It may be a year of trial, or of
prosperity—of eminent opportunities of active
usefulness, or of seclusion and endurance, calling
only for silent submission. It may be the Lasr
TEAR. Well, oue thing is certain, if you take
care to use the year well in the service of God,
God will take care to make it turn out well for
you. Whether, whenit closes, you be in trouble
or joy, in this life or the next, all of the twelve
months given shall be so much discipline for the
eternal future ; and oh, with what joy will you
welcome, when earthly years are dead and
buried, tho birth of that grand new year that
shall never die.

ILLUSTRIOUS MOTHERS.
MONIOA, THE MOTHER OF AUGUSTINE.

TrERE ave different kinda of heroes in the world,
There are heroes who march boldly on in the front
ranks of war, Fazing with undaunted courage
on the enemy’s roaring artillery. There are
heroes who maintain their faith and own their
God and their Saviour while the flames rise
around them at the stake. There are heroes
and heroines who each day, without repining,
take up their cross afresh and follow the Lord.
‘When a wife for years and years sits by a blind
and sickly husband, feeding end nursing bim
like a child, and receives from the man himself
the testimony that she has never complained,
but, on the coutrary, thanked God for being
accounted worthy of ‘ministering to his comfort,
every day beginning her work afresh in the
strength whi er has given her—such a

ane we think s the honour of a true
herdine, A nobler can be sung of her
than of Jael, the wife of Heber the Kenite. But

thepe ia still another kind of heroism. It may
w0 illnatrated by the biography before ws. It is,

1

when a wife, by the power of faith, has courage
to bear up with a husband sunk in drunkenness
and in every abominable sin, and anew day by
day maintains afresh the great struggle to de-
liver his soul ; and even when years have passed
hopelessly by, still neither flinches nor quails,
but looks at tho promise that her labour shall
not be in vain in the Lord, and cheerily renews
her work. Of such a woman we are now to
speak.

Away beyond the Mediterranean, some
bundred m?.ly;s from Carthage, in the sands of
Africa, lay in olden time the town Togaste. It~
was of a moderate size, and had, in the middle of
the fourth century, a respectable Christian
church, under the care of a bishop. 1t was in
this town, and in the ycar 832, that Monica was
born, of Christian parents. What little we know
of her life is recorded by her son Augustine, and
of her early years, very little indeed 18 preserved.
She remembered an old nurse who had become
gray in the service of the family, baving nursed
her father ; and to this faithful Christian servant
Monica was entrusted. The domestic was one
of what might be considered in these days an
old-fashianed school, and thought it was good
for a child to bear the yoke in its youth. For
cxample, between meals she would not suffer
sny of the children to drink, not even water.
The reason she gave was: “ Now you drink
water because you cannot have wine; when you
grow up, and have the keys of the cellar, the
habit of drinking remains, and the water will
not satisfy you.”  Monica learned by experience
the force of the reasoning, for when the old
nurse was dead, and she was able to help her
mother in the housekeeping, it became her du
to draw the wine, At first she merely tas
but after a little she could drink deep enough.
The servant who accompanied her did not ine
terfere, till one day, in the heat of a quarrel, she
called her young mistress “ & winebibber;” so
summoning all her powers, in the strength of
Divine , she from that day broke through
the ew.{' practice. The numse’s injudicious re-
straint was perhaps, however, the cause of the
formation of such an i taste.

As a child, she loved the word of God and the
assemblies tllof i ﬂ:iea Chriitil:n. Bible:1 were
scarce in those days-——per] one only was
found in a whole oongregation—rmd each : the
hy and thirsty were obliged to in
the church to hear portions of it read. The
con, ion, however, knew thus more of the
Bible than is often done now-a-days by others
having better opportunities. . Take an exnmple.
The great Jerome had translated the Bori
:._nd i the Ingk ogf ggnh“h:&;mr&'oge’ﬂm

ion. Instea wi ) erome
inserted the word ‘““4vyt- A ﬂop road the
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new translation one day, and the whole church
rose in commotion, refusing to be calmed till
they had ascertained from learned Jews what
the right translation was. The Jews decided in
favoir of the term ¢ gourd,” and that word was
kept. It may be a question whether a phrase
dltered in our day would be thus promptly ob-
gerved and resented by some Christian congrega-
tions.
In daily intercourse with the word of God,
Monica’s character was formed and her faith was
. strengthened, being founded on knowledge. She
had need of all this strength. In her twentieth
year she was givenin marriage to s heathen of the
name-of Patricius, a town-councillor of Tagaste.
‘What induced the purents to take this step
we know mnot. Mixed marriages bring little
comfort. Patricius was neither amiable nor rich,
and his expenditure exceeded his income. He
was a heathen just because his nts had been
so, and because heathenism did not make any
high demands of self-denial. He cared as
little for the principles of heathenism as for those
of Christianity. He had what is generally, but
foolishly, termed a good heart. Our readers
know what that means, namely, a disposition
which is capable of every thing but a steady
course of virtue. When in good humour he
could do much that was agreeable, but no one
oould reckon on his temper more than on sun-
shine on an April day. In his domestic arrange-
ments he had always been guided by his mother,
and as the latter still lived, Monica entered her
house with a heathen mother-in-law to control
all her management. Hers was, indeed, no bed
of roses, yet still she had in her breast a livin,

inciple of faith and love, which converted a
ger trials into blessings. Many a young wife
would have said, “ In this house I must go with
the stream : here I dare not speak a word about
2 Saviour.” But Monica did not so act. True,
she did not speak much about him whom her soul
loved, but she remembered the words of inspira-
tion, (1 Peter iii. 1, 2,) where the promise is
héld out of a husband being won to Christ even
withont the word.*

The great aim she set prominently before her
was the conversion of her husband. He must be
won to Christ. She does not stop to quarrel with
him about any single fruit of the corrupt heart;
she wants to make the tree good, and she does
not, therefore, expend her strength in sweeten-
img the bitter streams, but goes direct to the
fountain, Ere long whe heard of his conjugal

eimnpﬁm’a to those who

2;1 g:mulm from unfemm, umqu;;lzuy&kod;

t Jot no one on the Divine goodness ashing,

on the s Eofit, into nuchuunminexpacwia::ugt’

oconverting the unbelievi.ng partner. To adopt such o
ooktine is to sow the weed of future misery,
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infidelity, she saw his drunkenness, she daily.ex-
rienced the fruits of an unsubdued temper,
ut still she kept her eyefixed on the source ﬂl
evil thoughts, words, and works, and would never
have been content to see these outbursts merely
subdued so long as the heart was a s
to the constraining influence of the love of
Christ.

She had taken as her motto, “ This is the vie-
tory which overcometh the world, even our faith
—and we shall see how she disposed her forces
80 as to secure this victory. t in the ranks
stood prayer. When the wife’s heart was like to
break, it was then that the high-toned supplica-
tion, mixed with the burning tear, sounded loud
and long in the ears of the Lord of Hosts.
Noble lady ! wield that sword well, it cuts deep.
He that heareth in secret will reward you
openly.

Next in the ranks stood a cheery, ready, im-
plicit obedience to her husband’s wish. His
most fearful outbursts of passion were never
met by a single word of retort from her. She
never requited his bitterest provocations with a
stubborn silence. 'When he ordered any do-
mestic arrangements which the woman's judg-
ment could have planned much better, her wishes
always yielded to his. When she had accom-
plished his purpose, and he was once more ealm,
she then quietly told him how she would have
arranged, if left to herself; but even iu her self-
Jjustification there was not a tone of upbraiding
or even of the gentlest reproach. When he
raged and fretted and fumed, she did not see
the red eyeball, nor the face distorted with
anger, nor the clenched hand ready to strike;
before her stood the poor helpless torn spirit of
8 beloved husband, who had never learned the
gower of the love of Christ. She could weep

itterly over these outbursts of passion, not
because she was their object, but because her
dear husband was the subject. She knew. that
nothing could heal him but faith in the Son of
God,uta;ﬁe gentle Saviour. Her outward quiet in
these domestic scenes was not the fruit of in-
difference but of faith, for she looked into the
future with the certain hope that her husband
would one day be healed o[f)hm dire disease, and
she looked up to Him who a8 a brother gave her

h to bear it all.

As the whole town knew that Monica’s hus-
band was a tyrant whom no woman could endure,
they wondered how she could tolerate his
severities. The secrets of her home, howeves,
Monica never betrayed. Had she any ground
of complaint, she spoke of it after sho had shut
the door behind her, and found herself alone
v;lith he; God.  To ;mweﬂ-m i ‘neighbours
she used to speak, in jest,of marriagd
contract, by which the huzbnnd is constituted
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lord of his house, She threw out hints, that if
the bands of the men were rouih, the tongues
of the women were sharp, and then, in full
earnest, would tell of the power which prayer
has to enable a wife to bear even a hard
When Monica was in company, and was
obliged to listen to tales of scandal, she con-
trived to turn the conversation, so that some-
thing ‘good was said of the person’ concerned.
Then, taking an early opportunity, she went and
repeated the kindly words which a supposed
enemy had uttered. She was thus as an angel
of in her wide social circle. .

ixteen long years she struggled for the con-
version of her husband, before even an ap
ance of success was seen. It was the will of God
to make her an example for coming generations,
that no wife should fancy, even after months
and years of fruitless labour, that her case is
ho}i:e ess. How hard, however, to nature, is it
to hold out so long! Many give up in despair,
and sink into & hopeless lamentation over the
failings of their husbands, and learn, after a long
life, that recriminations and quarrels never yet
brought a sinner to repentance.

But what were the steps of the progress
which Monica made? She first gained the en-
tire unbounded confidence of her husband. She
stood before him so gui)eless, 80 artless, so pure,
that, in the most violent passion, he could not
strike. In her gentleness, he saw the violence
of his own boiling rage; in her patience, the
blackness of his own ingmtitu}d)e reflected.
After many years there arose in his mind a
wish to be like her. She did not strive to make
him feel her superiority; nor did she try, by
force of words, to persuade him to become a
Christian; nor did she presume to act as his
teacher. In his wife’s whole life, he saw Chris-
tianity personified, and after sixteen years he,
of his own accord, presented himself to become
o catechumen in the Christian church. That
was a day of joy to Monica. Her prayers were
heard, her tears were dried, a song of praise was
on her lips.

In that family all was now peace. One prayer,
one faith, and the love of a common Saviour,
knit their souls together, 88 if a new marriage
ceremony had been performed—the first mar-
riage, sixteen or seventeen years ago, having
nurtured merely outward interest, whereas the
husband’s conversion linked heart to heart.
Monica’s earthly Eey was not, however, of long
duration. In the year 871 Patricius was
ihg’t;u:d, and shortly afterwards his newly-found
] called him home. BShe that remained
sach a pattern of & wife, was now to exhibit
herself a rn of & mother. This part of her
“* ", however, we must reserve to our next
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ROMANISM ON THE CONTINENT.
THE FETE DIEU.

Ox the occasion of a recent tour on the couti-
nent, I arrived at the town of es, in
France, very late on Saturday night, and was
immediately ushered into a bedroom. Or arising
the following morning, and strolling forth before
breakfast, I found tho place in great commotion.
Enquiring the cause, 1 was informed that it was
the ‘“ Féte Dieu.” It was not long before a pro-
cession appeared. Priests, civil authorities in
their nxlmgﬁﬁd cgstumes,bsolélier; of the line,
natio s, banners, bands of music, ringin
of bells, crowds of people—the more res lg
on the balconies of the houses, the poorer in the
streets—all proclaimed that the day was an
high day. One poor old woman in the crowd
excited my compassion. She was sitting on a
door-step, saying her prayers and counting her
beads, with all the earnestness of devotion, and, -
just as the procession had passed, overcome by
her feelings, she fainted away. She was imme-
diately carried into a house, and of course I saw
her no more ; but she looked as if she had re-
ceived her final summons to depart.

On the following Sunday I was at St. Servan.
As the Féte Dieuis celebrated on two consecutive
Sundays, I had thus the opportunity of seeing
it twice, and in two different towns. At the
latter place I was able to observe the ceremonies
which ~ accompanied it much better than at
Renves. During the preceding week I had
heard music proceeding from a house in the
street in which I was residing. On msking
enquiries, I found that a band, composed of the

rincipal gentlemen in the town, was practising
or the Féte Dicu. At the same time my atten-
tion was drawn to the fact that cords were
passed along the fronts of all the houses in the
main streets. “ What was this for P’ “Oh, it
is for the Féte Dieu,” was the ready answer.
‘When Sunday arrived there was great bustle and
preparation. In several parts of the town, aliars
were reared and decorated, some in a costly
manner, that in the * grande place” being the
handsomest. In all the streets through which
the procession was to pass, men were running
about with ladders on their shoulders, and coyer-
ing the fronts of the houses with clean white
sheets. Shortly after came the procession itself,
the order of which, however, I do not pretend to
describe accurately. There was a band of widows,
nicely dressed; then came as many widowers,
and some young ladies in white, followed by a
body of youths, attired also in white dresses,
like those of the priests, but with scarlet ribbons
rol:md thzir mi;ts.f chT;m wa:v led by 8 riest(;‘,
who, with a kind o per, or two pieces ol woo
moving easily on a binge,d%racted 5m:mohom.
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I hed seen them' drilling the week before. Bome-
times they formed in two paralle] lines down the
streets—sometimes in two parallel lines across
it~-sometimes in the form of & cross—sometimes,
#t a signal given, they would stop, bow their
hends, and swing their censers. Then there was
a band of music, playing secular, if not martial
nirs; and next came some trumpeters from the
regiment in garrison. Of course, in one part of
the procession marched the whole body of the
town clergy. Beneatha canopy, morcover, walked
three priests, one "of whom bore the Host.
Last in the procession came a small body of
soldiers, for the purpose of keeping off the
crowd, which followed in a large, dense mass,
but in remarkably good order, and with perfect
decorum.,

Such were the general arrangements of the pro-
cession. At intervals, of course, they would arrive
at the altars. Then the music ceased playing, the
trumpets sounded, the youths formed in some

rticular order, bowed thoir heads, and swung

heir censers; the peogle falling on their knecs.
The priests next ascended the steps of the altar,
eaid some prayers, and delivered a short address
to the spectators. All would then proceed tothe
next altar, where the same ceremony was re-
peated, until every altar had been visited. The
procession afterwards returned to the principal
church for the remainder of the ceremony ; and
the loud tolling of the bells informed you when
they entered and when the whole service was
concluded. One thing, especially, struck me—
it was the celerity with which the streets wére
deprived of their white covering. No sooner
hig the procession passed, than the men with
their ladders again appeared, and took down
their coverings; so that, while at one particular
petiod nothing was to be seen, as far as the eya
could reach, but this floating drapery, in a few
moments the whole had disappeared as if by

maFc.

he writer is not exactly ncquainted with the
object of the Féte Dieu.  He supposes that it
is meant to bring vividly before the eyes of the
peoplo either the doctrine of the Trinity, or that
of the eorporal presence. The three priests
under the canopy were probably intended to
convey the former idea, and the carrying of the
Host the latter. -

One aneedote connected with this occasion,
illustrating the action of Romanism upon in-
dividual minds, I may sdd. In the course of
the evening, mecting 8 French gentleman with
whom I was acquainted, the conversation natu-
ally turned upon the events of the day. He

i me that “he had not been to church
for- two years, but that nevertheless he was
s gopd Catholic. On that afternoon he had

[ the altars for the forgiveness of his

|

SUNDAY AT HOME.

#low” tyHe saﬂ;d t:ﬁuz:' Iwighonbt ntot, in

sinoerity ; and, smili comp

at the thought, put Eis cigagr::to his mout?;
and guﬂ'bd away with much composute, as
though fully assured that his sins were
forgiven, and that he might go on and run ap
a fresh score, until the time should arrive for
his being cleansod again.

Buch spectacles constitute a part of the
system of the church of Rome. EProcessiom,
pu;sorting to convey the knowledge of scrip-
tural truth to the minds of the people, are
substituted for the pure word of God; and
the acting of some of the most solemn events
in the Bible takes the place of biblical teaching.
Can we wonder, then, at the ignorance and
avowed indifference to religion which are %o
fearfully prevalent in Roman Catholic coun-
trics? Let them not retort the ignorance and
vice which, alas] are so commor among the
lower classes in this land. We may reply to
such a charge, that this ignorance and vice
exist in spite of all that is dome to prevent
them. We give the Bible to all, that they muy
read it in their mother tongue, and it is pub-
licly read in every Protestant place of worship
in this island. e give the people services
entirely in their own language. ™ Is it so in the
Roman Catholic worship? As far as our ob-
servation has gone, the pricsts keep nearly all
to themselves. The people seldom join in the ser-
vice. The worship in Roman Catholic countries,
too, seems to be very individual, each one doing
ag appears right in his own eyes.

gain, we may observe that there is another
thing also which must strike every Englishman
as peculiar to Roman Catholic countries—it is
that immorality and vice seem to be system-
atized. The people appear to sin more by
rule. There is not the acknowledgment, which
18 met with in England, that such and such acts
are sins, notwithstanding that they continue to
be practised by the parties making the admis
sion. And who can wonder at all this when
the people are taught to believe that a fow
visits paid to ccrtain altars now and then—a few
prayers repeated at the various stations in the
church—have power to cleanse them from their
guilt.

‘We have only to add that it should be the
prayer of every one who loves tho Lord Jesus
Christ in sincerity, that God will be pleased
té prevent such s system from taking hold on
this land. We labour under moral and soctal
evils enough, from which we should earnestly
desire to be delivered; but if Rommanism be
ndded, with all its attendant eons?’ﬁenees, re-
ducing Christianity to a mere lifcless form,
miserable indeed will be the result to our

country.
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BEBE.
A STORY FOR THE LITTLE ONES.

1 owce knew s dear little girl named Hebe. Sbe

. was such a sunny little thing ! Her face was all
over smiles, and if you did but look at her you
would be obliged to smile too. You oould scarcely
ever find her still. Bhe was either running races
with Fido, her little dog, upand dewn the passages,

or making believe to clean the house, or pretending to
go to market with hor basket on her arm, or trying how
ofteu she could jump without being tired, or—but, really,
¥ oould not tell you of half the ways by which that dear
little ohild contrived to make the day pass away plea-

santly.

"ﬁmmu, what shall I do next P she would some.
times say ; and then when she was quite tired of dui.ng
all the l{ttlo plans that her mother made to employ an:
amuse hor, she would lay her head on her mother's lup,
and, if you had watched her well, you would have seen &
little oloud of sorrow—a very little one, and it was soon
gone, but still & cloud—on her face, and mso I used to
think that it said, ‘I am not satisfied ; I want ething
else to makeme quite happy.” Some might have thought
her very silly for feeling 8o, for she had a very beautiful
home, and such dear, kind parents | and they loved her
so tenderly! Yet when her father pressed her to him,
a8 she sat on his knee, and called her ‘* Precious Hebe!”’
the same feeling would come—‘‘1 am not eatistied, I
want somme one elss to love me.”

As Hebe grow older, this feeling graw too. She went
to school, and there she found a dear friend, named
Helen, Oh ! how Hebe loved Helen, and Helen loved
Heba ! But Hebe's heart would keep saying, as she and
Helen used to say ‘‘ Good-bye ” when school was over,
4¢1 am not satisfied ; I want some one elsu to love me—
one from whom I shall never feel separated.”

Well, time went on, and Hebe became very fond of
reading, She loved beautiful fpolt.l-y and touching stories :
but r recd.insln story of which she was anxious to
know the end, she would throw down the book, and,
while a cloud of sorrow, larger than that first one I told
you of, would come over her face, her heart would still
sy, ‘T am not satisficd. Oh ! how I wish there were
some book that would be always new ! That story has
los it intereet to me now."”

8o Hebe's life went on. There was ever a yearning for
an unfound good--a deep, deep place in her heart yet
usfilled, Not that Hebe's face, from a sunny one, was

e & sud one. Oh no ! every one thought a very
happy glrmut it is into her inner lifs, her thoughts and
foelmgs, that I am giving you & glance.

After o while though, Hebe had her first great sorrow.
Sha lost both her parente in a few montha, and was taken
to live with an aunt, whose house was & long way from
her own loved home. And now she is an orphan. No
tell the bitterness of that word but they who
At her aunt’s she had a little room given to
owh, and thers shs often went to weep.
help it Shs wos so lonely | and the
iu her heart ssemed deeper than ever, and so it
ahe had no paronts in H now : they were gone,
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Ob 1 wen there nothing to come and take up all Hebe's
m‘ t Yen ; it is going to be filled up now,

Hebe's aunt had once felt as Hebe notw folt, aad she
was sorry for her, and wished to comfort her ; so she
drew Hebe to her side one evening, and told her that
thers was a Friend who loved her very much, and who
would -upﬁly the place of the dear parenta she had lost.

¢ Oh ! that can never be,” said Hebe ; I can anly have
o father and & mother once | None can bs to ufe as they
were.”

I will be a father to you, and you shell be my
doughter, saith the Lord "Almighty;’ and, ‘As ome
whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort you;
when nuiy father and my mother forsake me, the {m'd

‘will take me up.’ Those are promises, Hebe,” xaid her

aunt, *“made to you by him who never breaks a promise.”

Hebe's attention was arrested. Kind as her parents
had been to her, they had nevertold her of that heavenly
Friend, for they did not know him themselves, and now
these words seemed written purposely for her,

But it was not on tA«t evening that she became happy.
No: evening after evening she and her kind aunt read
the Bible together, and as she listened to the love of God
in sending the Saviour, and the love of that Saviourin
coming, knowing, as he did, that he would have a life of
sorrow, and a death of shame and pain, she began to
feel—and I wish to tell you that it was God's Spirit who
made hor feel so—that thero was One who loved her
%clrfectly, and whom she could love without a pang

hen, as she believed this, and strove day by day to
please Josus, and told him every sorrow, little as well
great, just when it came, and wherever she was, the
aching emrty place in her heart hegan to be filled up,
and she felt that she had now a friend indeed.

She did ‘“long” though still, but ywith this difference,
that now she knew what she craved. Her heart would
sny, ““Trou, Oh Gop, art the thing that I long for I and
“Whom have I in heaven but thee { and there is none
uion earth that 1 desire in comparison of thee!” And
when she used to say this, such & happy feeling would
steal into her heart, so ditferent from tﬁat longing which
used to make it ache, that she would fecl no longer
alone, for the Father was with her.

Ah') Hebe then was truly hn.pi‘y; for she had found
a book that was ever new—the Bible; One to love her
infinitely—God ; a Friend who was ever with esus;
a Friend to subdue her sins —the Holy Spirit ; and the
hope of a happy home which she would never have to
leave—heaven.

There | do you not think that Hebe was happy ! Are
you, deay reader ¥

BIBLE QUESTIONS.

1. Give an instanna »f relic.worship from the Bibls,

2. Where have wo a deseription of the offests of trus
repminnoe(orhgod]yumow)i ot in : ! md
3, Is any other sorrow spoken Boriptare ! a1

what is hnyeﬂect 1 »p
4. Give an illustration of godly sorrow wito Hfe,
5. Also of woridly sortow.
& 6: Give inwtances of lcprosy being sext a8 & punishwmient
rom God, .
7. Whe is our perfact patterns of meckness, :
8. Give un exatple of the effacts of a guilty conscletios
i produsing fear ¥ '
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TuE opening number of a new
ur journal offers a fitting oppor-
P tunity for restating its objects and aims, and
urging its claims afresh upon all such as are
interested in its success. It had been felt by its
conductors, from the first projection of the mngw
zine, that a task of mo ordinary difficulty, de-
manding peculiar tact and delicacy of treatment,
was before them, The periodical was well nigh
unique in its structure and scope. It had no
exact precedent in the field of sacred literature.
Other religious magarines, of undoubted excellence,
there were in abundance, sustained by different
branches of the Christian church ; but it is no
disparagement of them to say, that they were
never expected, or indeed designed, to ex-
tennively read beyond the boundaries of religi

circles, where alone they could be appreciated and
valued. On the other d, there were shouls of
publications, in the form of popular weekly
serials and Sunday newspapers, which, even where

A FEW WORDS 70 OUE EEADEES. -

to fit the “Sunday at Home” for its special and mo-
rentous mission. Without being insemsible to the
encouraging aid which has already been rendered by many
werm-hearted friends, for which” our cordial thanks are
tendered, much more may still be done. Clergymen
may greatly p te its sale by ding it to their
parishioners. Ministers of the gospel may bring it under
the notice of their congregati Scrip ders and
city and home missionaries have it in their power largely
to introduce it to the homes of the industrious classes.
Parenta would do good service by proourin{ it for their
children and domestic servants. Sunday 1 superi
tendents, teachers, and p 8 of youth in general,
would find it a useful auxili to their benevolent
labours. Tract distributors would find it an excellent
ional pani to the ordinary tracts cir-
culated on their respective districts ; while benevolent
individuals in gemeral would afford encouragement to
this important undertaking by purchasing copies of the
magazine for free distribution among the objects of their
solicitude,  Booksellers, too, we may add, have it in
their power to do much, by various means, to facilitate
the sale and the success of the work.
It has in some quarters been urged against the work
that the title ‘“Sunday at Home,” is calculated to convey
i jion that the perusal of the jowrnal at home

free from topics and sentiments positively cor-
rupting or frivolous, were strictly sec in
their contents and tone, and as such could not be
4 garded by Christian people as furnishing appro-
priate reading for that vast portion of our populati
outlying the %rontien of the religious world.
Tl{e problem, then, of which the Committee of the
Religious Tract Societ; inod to attempt the

- y wore £
solution was, whether a periodical could not be started
and sustained which should, 80 to speak, bridge over this
chasm in the literature of our country—a publication at
once cheap and artistically attractive, which should unite
tlre charms of style to the grave verities of religious
teaching ; and which, without abating or. compromising
in any degree the * true eayings of God,” might avail
itself of the occasional vehicle of \ginative literature,

an imp
would be a justifiable substitute for attendance on public
worship. This ides we most emphatically repudiate,
oud should be grieved indeed to learn that the magazine
was the means of withdrawing the feet of one individual
from the house of God ; though, on the other hand, we
can conceive of nothing more gratifying to a Christian
mind than the knowledge that any of its readers, who
had heretofore been wont to spend the Sabbath in idle
ity or dissipation, had been induced by its perusal to
abandon their habits of Sabbath desecration. It is surely
i ned to the cause of the gospel, if any portion

of instructive biogfaphy, of sacred philosophy, of the
incidnts of church history, and such like mediums, for
the conveyance of saving truth to the minds of multitudes
who might otherwise seldom come within its reach.
Such was the primary aim and mission of the “ SuNDaY
AT HoMe” At the same time, however, its conductors,
equally impressed with the importance of rendering it a
welcome and profitable inmate of Christian h hold
have striven to furnish, from week to week, biblical
pers, of an instructive and edifying character, for the
enefit of serious and devout minds ; while it will also
be found that the younger members of the family, on
whose proper religious training so much depends, have
oot been overlooked.

Such is the planand ﬁurpoae of the “‘SunpaY AT HoMe,”
That the i of excellence at which its conductorsaim
has not hitherto been fully attainod, was perhaps un-
avoidable. Great impediments to the execution of such
a scheme have’ to be encountered. These have
partly arisen from the practical difficulty experienced in
b izing the two app 1y conflicting elements of
the journal, so as, while meeting the requirements of the
Christian, to avoid extinguishing the incipient interest of
the non-religious reader ; and partly, also, in the tem-
sorary difficulty found in meeting with & duly qualified
waff of writers, who could enter at once into the spirit of
he work, m«:“s’\iyply ?)ntribt::izuh combining, in an equal
legres, spirituality of tone iterary . These
noanyeniences,

, however,

of tho-e—v;ziﬁom of our working classes who, according
to the melancholy disclosures of the late census, have
renounced the public services of the sanctuary, can be
brought, by means of such an unobtrusive messe: to
their homes as the periodical in gquestion, into
hoped that the mmagatino. nder Divine.geidince, 1y

0] that e, under Divine guis ), Ay
lead to the Bible, and the Bible to a devout frequenting
of the house of God.

In concluding these few remarks, we would strengthen
our appeal by bespeaking attention to the
omens which indicate that we are on the eve of some
great struggle to preserve the sanctity of the Sabbath.
Premonitory efforts have long been made, by plausible
friends of the working classes, to ige the duy of
rest, and turn it into a period of mere physical relaxation
or intellectual delectati These rted lts are
ebout to b:l irenowed with b‘fﬁi\.ft;ll:l‘ tddeterminthn:ion m«t
energy ; and it is not impro uring the presen
sesaion of parlinment, legislative authority may be im-

voked for the purpose of throwing of the Orystal
Palace and I:mmelﬁmuﬂ:.o other places 3 mp\;'fme to the
public. In such a critical how important is

the duty devolving upon Christians to invest the homes
of our artizans with every possible attraction, se as to
weaken, as far as possil the t d force of
temptation to Sunday dissipation which will soon, we
{;;r, be brought to bear upon them. Shonld it be

ought that the ‘“ Bunday at Home* is in
humble & de ooambmwthum;

urebeing oVerco; H
nd it is confidently hoped m&:‘i.w’ lume will
shibi$ » marked impr mt over its pred

No or sxpense will be spared by the Committes

to
tous object, ita disgt:l:;:ﬁon or
‘urged upon every lover of ¢ the Pearl of Days.™



THE

SUNDAY AT HOME:

3 Fumily Blagmine for Subbuth Beading,

(/
W

Y/

THE CONTENTIOMS OF THL RIVAL HERTSMIN AT JHE WEIL,

THE HISTORY OF A PATRIARCH.

THE SEPARATION.

‘WE approach a beautiful episode in the
arch’s history. We left him last in ]
whither he had been driven by famine.

now returns to the land of Canaan, “very rich
in cattle, in silver, and in gold;” in fact, laden
with costly royal gifts, as well as rejoicing in the
increase of his flocks and herds. As he crossed
the desert and came within the bounds of the
promised inheritance, where rocks and towns and
groves that he had been familiar with once more
No, 87 —PuBLIsHRD J4ANUARY 11,1855

met his eye, and awakened comparisons between
the past and present, his feelings were very dif-
ferent from those of the desolate Naomi, who
exclaimed on her return from the country of
Moab, where she had so long been an exile, “ 1
went out full, and the Lord hath brought me
home again empty.”

A distinction of interests between Abraham
and Lot now appears. The whole of the
pert{ of the large nomadic encampment, pitched
m that fair valley of southern Canaan, is not in
the hands of the elder chief. The nephew has
his own possessions. He has his own flocks,
and herds, and tents. They are an appendage

Parce O Prywy.
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to the estate of the senior relative. So
the herdsgen of Abraham’s and the herdsmen of
Lot's cattle form distinct parties, and go forth
their separate ways in search of pasture, Where
they appropriste old wells or dig new ones.
Sometimes they light on the same spot, select
the same pasture, and gather round the same
well, which leads to strife; and on their return,
they respectively carry their tales of complaint
andy crimination to the lords they severally
serve. This mars the happiness of the two rela-
tions and friends. It is plain that the land is
not able to bear them, that they may dwell toge-
ther.

It is obvious that wells of water are of great
value to the proprietors of cattle; and we are
informed that in the desert they are generally
“the exclusive property either of a whole tribe
or of individuals, whose ancestors dug them.
The possession of a well is never alienated, per-
haps because the Arabs are firmly persuaded
that the owner of a well is sure to prosper in all
his undertakings, since the blessin%s of all who
drink his water fall upon him.” The cause of
the strife between the two batids of herdsmen is
not explained in the sacred ndrrative, but it is a
plausible gupposition that the difficulty of pro-
curing sufficient water, as well ns sufficient grass,
had much to do with it.

It seems probable, from Abraham’s reply to
Lot, that the latter made some complant to
bim : “ Let there be no strife I pray thee between
me and thee, and bétween my herdsmen and
thy herdsmen, for we be brethren.” The answer
reveals a beautiful trait in the patriarch’s cha-
racter. He had before shown his abhorretice of
idolatry, the strength of his faith in God’s pro-
mise and character, his implicit obedience to the
divine will, his generdl consistency of conduct,
and his zeal for the wotship of the Admighty
and now he exhibits the amglible disposition of
his mind towards a younger branch of his famil
and his associate in life. His proved piety yiel
its natural fruit, “ brotherly kindness.” e is
more anxious for peace than aggrandizement ;
he will make a sacrifice rather than be at strife.
How does this Hebrew display of social and do-
mestic charity rebuke manifestations of jealousy,
avarice, and i{l-will on the part of those who
themselves Christians! A man dwelling in tKe
twilight of revelation cries shame on the con-
duct of many of us who arc surrounded by the
brightness of gospel day! Though our religion
is, still more tian his, a religion of self-sacrifice
and disinterested love ; though it binds the bonds
of brotherhood more closely together by the
remembrance of an imearnate and redeeming
Lord, the brother of us all; yet how often are
we hch.nﬁ;: the exhibition of Abraham’s noble
temper when circumstances require its exercise !

SUNDAY AT HOME.
|“ Let there be no strife—we be brethren.”

is as it should be. It was nedessary Abrh
and Lot should sepdrate: “Let it bé. dofie in
love,” said the kind-hearted chief. Circum-
stances may render it necessary that those who
have been together should become distinct and
separate; the mind of the man before us is a
model of the way in which it should be accom-
plished. Much of the colonization that has
scattered the human race over the globe, and
much of another kind of colonization which has
multiplied the number of Christian churches,
has proceeded out of eontention about opposed
interests and rights; and thus the branches of
the human race have become more vigorous and
fruitful, and the seed of the kingdom hag been
carried and cast in afar ; strifc has beeu subor-
dinated by God’s rich grace to the weltare of
humanity and the advancement of religion ; but
no thanks for the overruled issue to those who,
like the herdsmen, have striven aud have not,
like their masters, loved.

The nature of Abraham’s proposal—the ma-
nifest waiving of his owu right to choose first as
the eldet of thie two—the singular delicacy of
feeling expressed—the true moral politeness ma-
nifested in the transaction—have ever excited
the adiniration of every reader of this portion of
the bpok of Genesis. All commentators are
here Ioud in the praise of the father of the
faithful, as well they may be; and surely even
they, who unhappily are not woist to reverence
the Bible must %e touched by this trait of gentle
betbvolence in ascripture liero; and they should
refiember that it is nothing more than the
dvowed purpose and the proper tondency of that
very reliEioﬂ they reject to create in all men’s
heatrts the like self-sacrificicg generosity. In

roportion as men believe in the Bible, they will
g_ecome Abrohards in this respeet. Their want
of fhith in its teaching, however they may talk
to the epntrary, is really the cause of their
actiig like the quarrelsome and low-minded
herdsmeni. “Is not the whole land before
theo ?”* asks the good man; “scparate thyself,
I pray thee, from me. If thou wilt take the
lefs hand, then I will go to the right; or if thou
il(;gm't to the right hand, then I will go to the
e .,’

The character of Lot in this affair does not
come out to so much advantage. He had not
the delicacy of his uncle. He did not say,
“ Choose first yourself, for it is your right,” as
he should have done, but at once set his mind
upon what he considered the best portion of the
neighbouring country, and chose it for himself.
“ And Lot lifted up his eyes, and beheld all the
plain of Jordan, that it was well watered every-
where, before the Lord destroyed Sodom and
Gomorrah, even as the garden of the Lord, like
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the land of Egypt, as thon comest unto Zoar.”*
‘While this statement incidentally illustrates the
fact of the rich fertility of the plain of Sodom
previously to the overthrow of the cities, and
the proverbial luxuriance of the land of Egypt,
it especially %repares us to receive a moral lesson
presently to be evolved, when we have combined
with it the record of Lot’s actual choice. “ Then
Lot chose him all the plain of Jordan; and Lot
journeyed east: and they separated themselves
the one from the other. Lot dwelt in the cities
of the plain, and pitched his tent towards Sodom.
But the men of Sodom were wicked and sin-
ners before the Lord exceedingly.”

First of all, we are struck by the cirenm-
stance of the remarkable control which Lot had
over his after life, when he was invited to make
his choice and accepted the invitation. The
land was all before him; he could settle where
he liked. His destiny was at his own com-

mand. The helm of his fortune was left to his
guidance. It was a great power—a great pri-
vilege—a great peril. He misimproved the

crisis, spoiled the opportunity, jud¥ed foolishly,
went wrong. And have we not all great power
over our history? The fate of iuferior cren-
tures is wholly determined jfor them. What
shall become of a flower, or a tree, or a beast of
burden, is not for them to fix, but (all metaphy-
sical controversies about the human will apart)
are we not every one of us conscious of a great
liberty of choice as it regards what we are to be
both in this world and the next ? 'We may not
always choose with Lot where we are to dwell,
but the use we make of circumstances and oppor-
tunities, which are of the nature of so much
material out of which the texture of our life is
to be woven, depends upon ourselves; and a
miserable thing 18 it when any one gets the
notion that he is either the pet or the victim of
an omnipotent fatality. And assuredly, with
regard to our everlasting condition in another
world, the choice of that is throughout Scrip-
ture represented as resting with ourselves; faith
and obedience, upon which it depends, must be
‘our own acts; men are neither lifted up to
heaven contrery to their own resolution, nor
thrust down to hell without doing anything to
take them there; so that whether men go to
sandxse or perdition is as much left for them to
ecide as it was left for Lot to choose hus earthly

* ¢ This,” observes Di. Kitto, ‘“has perplexed some
commentators, because Zar seems to be mentioned as
in when in fact 1t was one of the cities of the
plain.’ Dr. Boothroyd hss transposed the clauses so as
to give what ia gonerally allowed to be the right sense of
the verss, thus: ““ And Lot raised his eyes, and beheld
that the whole plain of the Jordan, all the way to
Zoat, (Johovah not having then destroyed Scdom and
Gomiorrah, ) was everywhere well watered, like the garden
of Jehovah, or as the land of Egypt.”
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ivilege of having this
choice must appear 1;:.'operv"i1 thoughtful person
pre-eminently great. To think of the precious
possibilities of the life that is, and the glorious
certainties of the life to come, must surely im-
press us deeply with a sense of the advanta-
eous position assigned us by the Author of our
eing and the Saviour of our souls; while as
geril follows close upon privilege, so here the
anger of making the wrong choice is plain and
" The thought of bility is inseparabl
e thought of responsibility is i Y
connected vgith what pwe havzysaid — personz
are often almost unconscious of it in the act of
choosing. Lookers-on may see it better and
feel it more. In reflecting on Lot’s situation
at the moment in tiestion, one may fancy kim
looking round on the fertile vale, while one of
the angels, who afterwards visited him in Sodom,
watched to see what he would do, scanned his
destiny as it trembled in the balance, foresaw
the mischief of the scale turning on the side of
the well-watered plain, impressed, above all,
with the conviction of the responsibility of the
man left at this crisis to determine for himself.
‘While we make our outward determinations, the
All-wise, Infinite and Eternal One sees our re-
sponsibility, and with a solemn voice calls upon
us to see and feel it too.

The fearful consequences of Lot’s choice, who
Jjudged only by outward appearances, and chose
the land because it was well watered, though the
men of Sodom were wicked and sinners nﬁams t
the Lord exceedingly, should warn us, in laying
our plans for life, against leaving out those
moral considerations whico are of infinitely
greater moment than any temporal ones; while,
at Whée same time, the well-watered plains, like
the garden of the Lord, covering volcanic fires
afterwards to break forth and destroy all the
verdure and fertility of the scene, are but too
apt emblems of those shining yet deceitful ap-
pearances in the present world, upon which
commonly men set their hearts to their own
final disappointment and undoing.

In choosing what only relates to this life, it is
nothing but wisdom to consult our spiritual
interests. Had Lot duly reflected, he would
have seen how his highest welfare was endan~
gered by living in a place like Sodom, to say
nothing of the risk Ee ran of sharing in the
judgment which the people’s sins were drawing
down upon their land. the choice of a posi-
tion in’ life, it becomes us to calculate on the
moral hazards we are likely to run, and not simply
because the tide leads on to fortune, take it at
the flow, heedless of the rocks on which it is
sure to dash us, Little did Lot think of what
lay underneath the well-watered plains; and &
similar superficiality of view is ﬁ'equent2ly taken

°

dwelling-place. The
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by mankind. In choosing friends and compa-
nions, as well as residences and occupations, how
many consult onlgnwhat is agreeable, without
asking questions that go much deeper. d so
too brilliant theories are sometimes adopted
without an attempt to divine what lies under-
neath, A dash of eloquence, some bright
sparkn of poetry, are their only recommendation,
while they are based on principles which will
prove the ruin of the souls that rest on them.

As it regards the supreme object of life, with
the multitude it is the world itself, and the
world only, in some shape or other—its powcr,
pleasure, wealth, or applause. And it must be
confessed that the object is taking — like the
well-watered plain. But in judging of the
world as the one thing to be lived for, if we be
wise we shall look below the surface. We can do
this. 'We can penetrate the underground vaults
and caverns. ives us a light to explore
ther ; and there we E::d the sources and causes
of everlasting destruction, there we discover wrath
treasured up against the day of wrath, and having
seen that, no one in his senses will ever think
of making his home there.

‘We should infer from the sequel of Lot’s
story, that in the case before us he did not seck
eounsel of the Lord, but walked in the light of
his own eyes. Self-will is a perilous impulse.
Commend thy way unto the Lord ; trust in him,
and he will bring it to pass. You are not living
in a world which has been abandoned to itself b,
its Maker, but one over which he rules with infi-
nite wisdom, rectitude, and love ; and the guide
of your ways he will be, if you, childlike, put

our hand in his, and eay, ¢ Father, lead me.”
r still, he has given you a pook to direct
you in your course towrmi's eternity. Here is
the oracle of salvation ; and surely if the Sodom-
ites were sinners exceedingly, more exceeding
sinfulness attaches to those who reject such an
uracle, and despise the counsels and entreaties of
redeeming love. Best of all, he promises his
Holy Spirit, who will work within us to will and
to do lﬁ the good pleasure of his goodness.

INGENUITY IN DOING GOOD.
MR, BUDGETT'S TEA PARTY.

‘WE remember to have once heard a gentleman
remsrk on hearing the twelfth and thirteenth
verses of the fourteenth chapter of Luke's gospel
read aloud: “Well, that is a precept to which
{ion::er knew even religious people pay atten-

We do not now to inquire whether
this person’s observation admits of too general
an application, but hasten to the pleasanter task
of recounting an instance in which the com-
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mand of Jesus thus referred to was simply and
literally obeyed, and with such happy results as
seems to say to those who hear it, “ Go thou
and do likewise.”

It is related of that Christian merchant, the
late Mr. Samuel Budgett, that returning home
one Sunday evening from a village where he had
been about his Master’s work, he saw a number
of youths idling in a lane, with every appear-
ance of being persons of the worst habits. He
thought how they had been spending that lovely
summer sabbath, and his benevolent heart
grieved for their state of moral destitution. He
went to them, and, in his own kind way, entered
into conversation; he said he wished to see
them happy. “You have minds, and I should
like to see you improve your minds; you ought
to have something to think about, and to employ

ou usefully.” After chatting with them till

e gained their attention, he said: “Now, if I
gave you a good tea, would you like to come
and take it P”

“Oh yes, oh yes!” was the reply.

“Then come up to the vestry of Kingswood
chapel to-morrow evening; we are gong to
hav? a little meeting, and you shall have a good
tea.”

This invitation, which was to a tea-meeting of
tract distributors, was accepted. He paid for
tickets for his new friends, who did not fail to
attend, and do ample justice to the fare provided.
He then came up to them and said, “ Well, have
you had a good tea ?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“I suppose you know many young men just
of your own kind, who go about the lanes on a
Sunday night, like you ?”

“ OIZ, yes.”

“Do you think if I promised them a good tes,
they would come £*’

e answer encouraged him to hope for their
company on such terms. One hundred tickets
were soon after distributed to the worst young
men in the neighbourhood, with a promise of a
bountiful treat if they came to Mr. Budgett's
large room on a certam evening. This gentle-
man’s character was too well known for them
not to be aware that he had some religious end
in view; still they did not like missing the
feast; so they compromised the matter by re-
golving that the moment they had finshed
the tes, they would go away before they could
be involved 1n a religious meeting, or anything
of that sort.

But Mr. Budgett was a match for them; he
met their stratagem by one of his ownj; his
heart yearncd for these poorlost sheep, to bring
them to the Good Shepherd, and, like the apostle,
“being crafty, he caught them with guile.” Above
a hundred of these onteasts of society assembled
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on the appointed evening; the room was
crowded, ang seldom was there so extraordinary
a company gathered under a decent roof. In
one corner of the apartment, especially, it
seemed as if the ringleaders had fixed them-
selves; and to this point one of Mr. Budgett’s
sons, who was in the plot, immediately betook
himself, made one of the party, and talked
familiarly with their chief.

Just as the repast ended, the preconcerted
move began to be made; but Mr. Budgett ran
up into the desk and said: “I asked you to come
here for the purpose of doing something for you
—something that will be of use to you. Now,
just as a start, I will give among you, fifty
pounds, and you must make up your minds what
you will do with it.”

The “wild rogues,” as the narrator of this
interesting incident calls them, were quite thun-
derstruck. It is easy to run away from a
prayer-meeting, but it is another matter to run
away from fifty pounds. Hats were laid down,
and some who had got as far as the door turned
back. One of Mr. Budgett's sons, he who had
identified himself with the strange visitors,
called out, “ Fifty pounds!—that’s something;
why there are about a hundred of us, and sup-
Kosing we divide it amongst us, there will ll))e

alf a sovereign a-picce.” Another, who was
also in the, secret, at once rose and objected,
saying, it would be foolish to throw away such
a sum as fifty pounds in that way; they had
better put it to some use that would do them
good for a long time to come. This was argued
until all seemed to agree with that suggestion.
It was then proposed to found a society for
study and mental cultivation, to be called the
“Kingswood Young Men’s Association.” This
was carried by vote, and Mr. Budgett appointed
treasurer. committee was formed, and, in
accordance with the tact whereby the whole
matter was managed, some of the wild youths,
to their great delight and cxultation, were placed
upon it. Weekly meetings in the vestry were
then arranged for Sunday evenings, after service.
This secured Mr. Budgett's object of withdraw-
ing them from their demoralising rambles on
sabbath evenings, and getting them to the
house where Christians meet to pray and hear
the word of God.

The result of this happy tea-party was that
about sixty of these young men attended
regularly, and were met with on Sunday nights
after service for religious instruction, and in
the week for secular instruction. The original
donstion was laid out in s good library, and
year after year, & tea-meeting was given, at
which very substantial books were given as
rewards, ]

‘A similar association for young women was
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afterwards mstituted by Mr. Budgett, which was
blest with similar success. These associations
cost him annually about fifty pounds; but he
had his reward in the improvement of many and
the clear conversion of some. -

To the life of this remarkable man, which we
would earnestly recommend to the attention of
our readers, the most appropriate motto would
be these words: “In every work that he
bega:il’ he did it with all his heart, and pros.
pered.”

THE SIEGE OF MANSOUL.

‘War! hateful, destructive war! who can
of thee unmoved ? thou desolator of humanity!
thou frenzy of sin! thou jubilee of the fiercer
iassions! thou giant enemy of men’s souls!
ives there the man who, though under the
strongest opinion of its sad necessity, does not
deplore the terrible effects of war? Eepecially
what Christian can regard the destructiveness of
its ravages, without profound and awful grief ?
Industry tells of the iron heel which treads down
its progress! Chvilization recounts its obstructed
triumphs! Pity mourns over scenes of anguish
it scarcely dares to contemplate! Morality de-
nounces abominable outrages committed against
its laws! and Religion, whilst it thinks of Him
who came “ not to destroy men’s lives, but to
save them,” shudders at the calamities which
war occasions ; abjures the abuse of its own
sacred name; weeps over the hecatombs of
victims immolated at the shrine of mad ambition,
and denounces, with utter abhorrence, the selfish
tyranny and incredible unconcern for man’s
eternal interests involved in every act of unpro-
voked and aggressive conflict !

It was a painful truth, uttered by Solomon,
when he said, “that which is done is that which
shall be done,” and predicted thus, under Divine
inspiration, how much, in its general features,
one age of the world would be like another. He
little dreamed how innumerable the illustrations
would be to confirm his doctrine! Yet what
presents its truth more than war? “From the
earliest dawnings of policy to this day,” says
Burke, “ the invention of men has been sh: -
ing and improving the mystery of murder—from
the first rude essay of clubs and stones, to the
gresent perfection of gunmery, cannoneering,

ombarding, and mining.” The fashion may
vary—the general principle is the same! As
little did Bunyan think, when, within his prison,
he dreamed his second dream of the * of
Mansoul,” that it might possibly be mgs by
British soldiers in the hospitals of Comstan.
tinople, or by the watch-fires of a then unknown
Sebastopol.
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. Tt is.generally agreed, that the second siege of
Ioeleentg'e?n 1645, at which Bunyan was present
a8 5 soldier in the besieging army, and where he
escaped death by an occurrence almost miracu-
lous, furnished the materials ineorporuted in his
“Holy War.” Had he written a httle earlier—
before the invention of cannon—the points of
resemblance to existing warfare would have been
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verse,” built by “Shaddai” (the Almiglxtyg, and
constituted “ {\e mirror and glory of all that he
made, even the top piece, beyond anything else
that he did in that country ;" goodly to behold,
and mighty to have dominion over all the
country round ‘about.” In it was reared up “a
famous and stately palace; for strength it may
be called a castle; for pleasantness, a paradise;

less striking. As it is, the incidents of the siege : for largeness, a place so copious as to ¢ontain all

now being u})roaecuhed in the East, present a |
general counterpart to those de-, of such strength as to be invincible except by

very faithfi

picted in the siege of Mansoul. The city shut |

1n by surrounding walls, and only to be entered
through a few gates—the planting of various
hostile forces around it—the levelling of cannon
against it defences—the privations endured in
the course of the siege—the heart-burnings
and mutinies within the city—the commissioning
of the son of the prince to animate the soldiers,
are points corresponding with to-day’s history.
But we anticipate.

The germ of the ideas which form the material
of “The Holy War” may be clearly distin-

ished in ite precursor, “ the first part of the

ilgrim’s Progress.” The castle, whence arrows
were shot at Christian as he knocked at the
wicket-gnte, and Doubting Castle, where Chris-
tian and Faithful were seized by giant Despair,
were indications of the more matured after-
thought. If “the Holy War” cannot be re-
garded as entirely equal to its predecessor, we
must remember that such a thing would be
scarcely possible when the subject of hoth
religious epics is substantially the same. Chris-
tian is, to the reader, like a real person—a friend
~—a brother; and “The Pilgrim’s Progress” is
his biography. From the nature of its plan,
“The Holy %u” wants this pepsonality. But
it js extremely fascinating ; its touches are often
inimitable ; 1t abounds with geniuns, and its
uniform tendency is towards the highest style of
devotional and practical piety.

Bunyan was born in days when the strong-
holds built by the feudal nobles, as places of
security during civil war, were not yet de-
mwlished, and such an imagination as his would
remiilyl' conceive the notion of likening a well-
encircled and well-guarded town, such as Lei-
coster was then, such as York now is, to the
soul of man. There were some difficulties in the
way of bringing out this first conception. But
Macaulay is unquestionably correct when he says
% We do not believe that any man, whatever
might be his genius, could long continue a
figurative history, without falling into many in-
consistencies;” and our object is not literary
emticism,

The allegory commences by a description of
the position of Mansoul—“a fair and delicate
town,” situated in “ the gallant country of Uni-

the world.” The walls of this city-fortress were

the treachery of its inhabitants. “ For here la
the excellent wisdom of them that built Manso
that the walls could never be broken down nor
hurt by the most mighty adverse potentates,
unless the townsmen gave consent thereto.”

The emblem is most apposite; and wonderful
truly is that production which corresponds with
the allegory! The soul! the greatest of God's
works below ; brought forth amidst the applaud-
ing shout of the soms of light; possessing
dominion over the movements of this lower
world ; our only true notion of the great Creator;
“intended for God himself, and not another with
him.” And in the midst of it, the heart—the
combined affections and emotions, which, fixing
upon worthy objects, might become sources of
unspeakable and infinite delight! This soul,
moreover, so formed as that, whilst not inac-
cessible by temptation (for if it had beenm, it
could not be free, and could not choose), it was
compelled by none—for nothing could force it to
sin: and whilst the Divine Being permitted the
evil as well as the good to exhibit themselves
before it, he, formed “ Mansoul” indestructible,
except by its own voluntary act.

“This famous town of Mansoul had five gates,
at which to come out and at which to go in”—
the senses, through which all impressions are
conveyed to the mind; “and these were made
answerable to the walls, to wit, impregnable, and
such as could never be opened nor forced but by
the will and leave of those within. The names
of the gates are these—Eargate, Eyegate, Mouth-
gate, Nosegate, and Feelgate.” Is there any-
thing about man’s material constitution which
more astonishingly illustrates the contrivance of
God than the t%rmntion and adaptation of the
organs of sensation? What architect does not
study, with especial care, his entrances, which

ive symmetry and utility to his whole building P
%Vhat we the human countenance is but a
combination of many such entrances; and what
extraordinary resources are developed in har-
monizing their form, and fitting, them for their

iar service! The eye, which, rolling in its
orbit, reflects the objects of the world without
upon the mind within; the noss, covered within
with a coating of reticular nerve-work sensitively
adapted to receive and to jransfer the impres-
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sions of smell; the mouth, with its elaborate and
varied apparatus of taste and speech; and the
ear, delicately adjusted to catch every passing
sound, and to transmit it uninjured to the
brain. 'What can more appositely describe these,
together with the other instruments of sensation
placed in the body, than the idea of gates, form-
ing avenues of entrance to an extensive fortress,
opened and closed at the pleasure of the inhabi-
tants, and decorated so as to become objects of
beauty as well as of use! O man! how little
dost thou estimate the priceless value of the

owers with which thy God has endowed thee!
%ow wantorfly, how wickedly, dost thou turn
into instruments of sin those noble faculties with
which Infinite Benevolence has furnished thee
for purposes ‘of holy thought, enjoyment, and
beneficence!

The allegorist proceeds to state how this
town of Mansoul was largely provisioned, placed
under the regulation of * the best, most whole-
some, and most excellent law that was then ex-
tant in the world ’—free from the presence of any
“ rogue, rascal, or traitorous person within its
walls,” and blessed with the favour and pro-
tection, 8o long as it remained innocent, of the
king its master.

And now comes forward the great adversary
of God and man—Diabolus, (“ that old serpent
the ',i_eyi],"‘) full of mischievous designs against
the town pf Mansoul! None knew better than
he who aforetime had painted Apollyon in such
viyid ‘colours, what the fierceness of Satanic
temptation wig! With googd judgment, Bunyan
does not now dwell upon any horrific appear-
ance of the arch-plotter, which, *though it
might terrify weak minds, would add nothing to
the feeling of ‘spiritusl ‘danger. (How many
tremble at the person of Satan who have no fear
of nl) He says simply, * This giant was one
of the blacks or negroes, and a most raving

rinde he was.” Even this ig allegorical.
t Satan’s form is, we know pot; but we
well know that he tempts to black ingratitude,
black t: ery, black disobedience, blacfrdespon-
dency, black despair! and why should we, who
believe in personal | yq::%oters cruglty, to licen-
tioysmess, to a.mbitgonl, dishonesty, refuse to
admit that a fallen angel may be's superior
promptér to all sin in general, not because he is
gossesaed of either omniscience or omnipotence,
ut because he is characterized by an incredible
and ceaseless activity, which yet, blessed be God,
commits continual error and oftentimes over-
reaches itself. The presence of so dangerous
an agent may well cause us to beware “lest
Satan should get an adva.nta&'e over us, for we
are not ignorant of his devices.

This Diabolus and his tributary chieftains re-

solve upon gaining, if this be possible, the
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stronghold of Mansoul, and they proceed with
characteristic subtlety—not by assault, but by
intriguing artifice. In disguise, accordingly,
Diabolus presents himself before the fortress, and
seconded by invisible myrmidons, plants himself
before Eargate. His only personal companion
was lil-pause (the spirit who ades men to
parley with temptation), and the design was, to
remove out of the way Mr, Resistance (in other
words, to break down the resolution by which
alone man’s uprightness could be maintained).
The summons of Diabolus brings down to the
gate (from the top of which in bel d
towns all mel were received and u}f:ieﬁ)
the chiefs o£ Mansoul, “ such as my‘zprq In-
nocent, my Lord Will-be-will, my Lord Mayor,
Mr. Recorder, and Captain Resistance,” for the
last of whom the plot was laid. The meaning is
obvious. Implicated in every course of tempta~
tion are innocence ; the will, which says yes or no
to all suggestions of evil; the understanding, to
whose dominion in'the original man all other
powers are tributary ; the consciencs, that moral
sense which condemns or approves each action;
and the resolution, by which alone evil insinuations
can be overcome. Though a modern philosopher
might have formed a somewhat different classi-
fication, the meaning of “ the great dreamer’™
is sufficiently obvious. In this crisis, Diabolus
obtains a hearing ; or, according to the allegory,
one of his unseen attendants “ shot at Captain
Resistance where he stood on the gate and mor-
tally wounded him in the head.” That first loss
was of ill omen. He who parleys with tempta-

tion is sure to fall. “ Resist the devil, and he
shall flee from you,” is the infallible preserip-
tion applicable to. all forms of evil. }')l‘he tale

roceeds. lnnocence suffers the same fate as
Resistance. The inhabitants waver in their al-
legiance ; in short, « they open the gates, both
Eargate and Eyegate, and let in Diabolus with
all his bands, quite forgetting their good Shad-
dai, his law, and the judgments that he had an-
nexed with solemn threatenings to the breach
thereof.”” The conquest is complete—Mansoul
is lost !

And now Diabolus, to render his power sure,
and in accordance with all the maxims which
sin has rendered current in the world, endeavours
to silence the voice of reason by perverting its
operations, and to render that of conscience nu-
gatory by throwing contempt upon its utter-
ances. To use the language of the “ Hol
War:” “As for my Lord Maror, (the Beasons
though he was an understanding man, and one
too tiat had complied with the rest of the town
of Mansoul in admitting the giant into the town,

et Diabolus thought not fit to let him abide in
iis former lustre and glory, because he was a
seeing man, wherefpre he darkened him, not only
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shake witb bis voice; and therefore the new
king of Mansoul could not abide him. . . Since,
therefore, the giant could not make him wholly
his own, what gl th he do, but studies all that he
could to debauch the old gentleman, and, by de-
bauchery, to stupify his mind, and more harden
his heart in the ways of vanity. And as he
attempted, so he accomplished his design ; he de-
bauched the man, and, by little and little, so
| drew him into sin and wickedness, that at last
he was not only debauched as at first, and so by
consequence defiled, but was almost (at last, I
say) past all conscience of sin. And this was
the farthest Diabolus could go. Whercfore he

%, | bethinks him of another project, and that was,

THE TOWN OF MANSOUL.

by taking from him his office and power, but by
building a high and strong tower just between
the sun’s reflections and the windows of my
lord’s palace; by which means the house and
the whole of his habitation was made as dark as
darkness itself; and thus being alienated from
the light, he became as one that was born
blind.” Again: “ As for Mr. Recorder, (Con-
science,) before the town was taken, he was a
man well read in the laws of his king, and also
a man of courage and faithfulness to speak truth
on every occasion, and he had a tongue as
bravely hung as he had an head filled with
judgment. ow this man, Diabolus could by
no means abide; because, though he gave his
consent to his coming into the town, yet he
could not, by all wiles, trials, stratagems, and
devices that he could use, make him his own.
True, he was much degenerated from his former
king, and also much pleased with the giant’s
service and many of his laws. But this would
not do, forasmuch as he was not wholly his; he
would now and then think upon Shaddai, and
have a dread of his law upon him, and then he
would speak against Diabolus with a voice as
great as when a lion roareth; yes, and would
also, at certain times, when his fits were upon
him, (for you must know that sometimes he had
terrible fits,) make the whole town of Mansoul

| to persuade the men of the town that Mr. Re-
corder was mad, and so not to be regarded.
And for this he urged his fits, and said : ¢ If he
be himself, why doth he not do thus always?
But,” quoth he, ‘ all mad folk have their fits, and
i in them raving language; so hath this old and
' doting gentleman.” Thus, by one means or

, DIABOLUS AT IIARUATE.

| other, he quickly got Mansoul to slight, neglect,
[ and despise whatever Mr. Recorder could say.”

| What a masterly comparison! And thus the

sinner, who has learned to impose upon his un.
derstauding by false representations, and has
grown indifferent to the remonstrances of his
conscience, is travelling post haste to destruction !



THE PULPIT IN THE
FAMILY.

THE UNTRIED WAY.
“Ye have not passed this way heretofore.”—
Jushua i, 4.

Tur apostle Paul, speaking of the
various trials and experiences of the
people of lsrael when journeying tkrough
the wilderness, tells us that*all these things
happened unto them for ensamples, and are
written for our admonition, upon whom the
ends of the world are come.”” We have,
therefore, inspired New Testament authority
for taking up the eventful history of that
peculiar people, and looking into it for cir-
cumsiances analogous to our own—circum-
stances under which the precepts or the
warnings addressed to them may be “ profitable
unto us for doctrine, for reproof, for correction,
for instruction in righteousness.” Such would
seem to be the case in the instance to which our
text refers.

The people of Israel had at length arrived at
the borders of the land of promise. They were
about to cross the deep though narrow stream
which swept between them and the long-sought
home of their inheritance. Their forty years’
experience of the trials and privations of the
wiﬁemesa had terminated, and their arduous
and protracted conflicts with the inhabitants of
Canaan were about to begin.  Thus a new page,
as it were, was being turned over in the won-
drous life-time of the mation; and to impress
them with a sense of this peculiar novelty of
their situation, we are told, (verses 2, 3, 4,)
“officers went through the lost, and they com-
manded the people, saying, When ye see the ark
of the covenant of the Lord your God, and the
priests and the Levites bearing it, then ye shall
remove from your place and go after it. And
there shall be a space between you and it, about
two thousand cubits by measure. Come not
near unto it that ye may know the way by which
yo must go; for ye have not passed this way

eretofore.”

There are, doubtless, many occasions when,
amidst the changes and chances of this mortal
life, we may find ourselves in circumstances very
similar to these—occasions upon which the tenor
of our existence assumes a character and aspect
altogether different from what it previously has
worn; when the place of our habitation, the
nature of our pursuits, our friends, and our

< »}?}“{QJQ“
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associates, are for the future all to differ widely

from those of the irrevocable past. But, without
reference to these marked and memorable epochs,
which usually occur but ouce or twice within
the history of an individual, surely our position,
often as we stand upon the threshold of a com-
mencing year, has in it sufficient features of a
resemblance to that of Israel at this time to
make the counsel then addressed to them most
suitable to us. One of those larger periods into
which the Most High has in his wisdom por-
tioned out our being, by the revolution of the
heavenly bodies, has just terminated, and another
has, like a giant, begun to run his race. We
know of the year which has gone by that it
brought with it, to ourselves and to others, joys
and sorrows, casualties and vicissitudes, such as
neither we nor they could by any possibility
have anticipated. %Ve must know, therefore,
that the year on which we enter is, in like man-
ner, fraught with coming events, which have cast
as yet no shadows before them.  Joys, perhaps, it
may have for us in store; sorrows, it is more than
%robab]e, are folded up for us beneath its wings;

ut neither its joys nor its sorrows will be those
of the years which have preceded it; there will
be something distinctive, something peculiar in
each of them. The health or the wealth which,
it may be, arc ours at ils commencement, may,
one or both, have vanished ere its close. The
grave—unseen but near—may be, for aught that
we can tell, amidst its allotments for ourselves,
or for those who are dear to us as our own souls;
it will be so for multitudes, and what reason has
any onc amongst us to assign why it should not
be so for him or for her?  Surely, surely thero
hangs enough of dark uncertainty around 1t, there
lurks enough of unexpected casualty for each and
all within it, to render solemnly and universally
applicable the admonition, “ Ye have not passed
this way heretofore.”

But there was special counsel given to the
people of Israel, by reason of their having thus
to travel upon an untried path. “When ye see
the ark of the covenant of the Lord your God, and
the priests the Levites bearing it, then ye shall
remove from your place and go after it.”” TFhey
were to follow after the ark of the covenant, and
they were to leave a space between them and it,
that they might be able to observe it the more
closely, to mark cach turn that it took, to stop
when it stopped, to advance a8 it advanced, that
it might be their guide and their forerunner upen
every footstep of that hitherto untrodden way.
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Now the ark of the covenant was, we know, the

iar symbol of Jehovah's presence, and as
such, a special type of the Lord Jesus Christ.
In it were laid up the tables of the law, consti-
tuting it the representative of him of whom it is
written, “1 delight to do thy will, O my God;
yea, thy law is within mg eart.” In it, too,
was the pot of incorruptible manna, typical, it
would seem, of the resurrection life of Him who
is “ the bread of life,” and who is * alive for ever-
more.”

Nor is this the only occasion upon which we
find the ark of the covenant spoken of as the espe-
cial guide of the people of Israel. We read in
Numbers x, 83, “And they departed from the
mount of the Lord three days’ journey; and the
ark of the covenant of the Lord went before
them in the three days’ journey, to search out a
resting-place for them.” Is there not in this
an example and an admonition that we should
take the Lord Jesus Christ for our guide? Are
we not thus taught that our security—more
pa.rticu.ln.rlt{ when we arc entering on a previously
untravelled path—consists in following after
him, in observing narrowly each turn of the way
upon which he has passed before us, as it is
mapped out for our nstruction in the pages of
God’s blessed word. “ When he putteth forth
his own sheep, ke goeth before them, and the sheep
Sollow him, for they know his voice.” * He has
left us “an example, that we should follow his
steps.”+ And there is a comprehensiveness in
the life and character of our Divine Redeemer,
moving a8 a man amidst his fellow men, which
will enable those who study it, with earnest
rayer for the teaching of God’s Holy Spirit, to

iscern in every position, however peculiar or
perplexing, in which they may at any time be
placed, the foot-prints, as it were, which indicate
the path that he has trodden, and upen which it
will be for their peace and safety to “forsake all
and to follow him.” -

These pages will meet the eves of the young
a8 the new vear is opening out before them. 1t
opens upon them, most probably, with much of
bright and glad promise in its aspect. Their
vigour will increase, their opportunities of
enjoyment will multiply, its spring-time will to
them be one of blossom, its summer will have
sunshine such as hitherto they have not known.
But can they prophesy that there will be no
thorns amidst its flowers, no cloud upon its
il;nﬁhli‘ne? }'Il'her«: d:!: many nowhpr?ud l;)f the

gh hopes, the rospects which it brings,
exulting in tl%: estill)nahon for talent, for
morality, and integrity in which they are held
by their fellow men; but upon whom its last
sun will go down bankrupt in hope and fortune,

* John x 4. 11 Peter ii. 21,
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dishonoured in ecredit- and in character, having
fallen before temptation which they did not
resist, or to which their feeble resistance proved
in vain. There is many a light heart now, which,
ere the year has closed, will have sunk down
crushed beneath a load of bitter disappointment
or of sudden sorrow. Young man, rejoicing in
your youth, may it not be even so with you?
“You have not passed this way heretofore.”
There is One, however, who has passed before
you through each successive stage from youth to
manhood: One who is “afflicted in all the
afflictions ™’ of his people, who “ was tempted in
all points like as we are,” who is “ touched with
the feeling of our infirmities,” and is “able to
succour the tempted:” One who has promised
to make “ his strength perfect in our wenkness,”
and that “as our day is, so shall our strength
be.”  Follow him in faith. Keep close to him
in prayer. Strive to be as he was in the midst
of an evil world, “holy, harmless, undefiled,
and separate from sinners.”  Look to him for
light to guide, for strength o uphold you; seek
to him for pardon through his blood, for sancti-
fieation by his Spirit, and be your tribulation in
this world what it may, in him you shall have
peace.

The middle-aged may haply spend some
portion of the leisure from engrossing toil which
the new year’s earliest sabbaths will afford them
in perusing what we write. The year for them,
perchance, yiclds prospects of increasing gains,
of larger opportunities for advancement and
aggrandizement to themselves and their families,
of added blessings vouchsafed, from the hand of
a too much neglected Giver, to “the basket and
the store.” But will they undertake to say
that with these there is no danger of increasing
love of the world, of greater hardness of the
heart, or of further neglect and forgetfulness of
him in whom they live and move, and have their
being ? Will they aflirm that there is no risk ot
riches proving deceitful, of expectations turnin,
out fullacious ?  Js there no souree from whick
calamity may come upon them, bereavement
overtake them, death break in upon the charmed
circle of their home joys and familiar faces, to
teach them that the cisterns from which they
seek to quench their thirst are “broken, and
can hold no water?” Alas! you are in utter
ignorance of the characters, whether dark
or bright, in which the record of the coming
year i8 traced upon the page of your destiny:
‘]‘{you have not passed this way heretofore.”

eep, therefore, the eye and the heart towards
him who, while “in the world, was not of the
world ”—who had his own heart and treasure.
and would lead you to have yours, where nc
moth corrupts, nor worm destroys— who would
give unto you the true riches—who invites you,
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when weary and heavy laden, to come to him,
that he may give you rest. e is the true ark
of the covenant; “in him all the promises of
God are yea and amen, to the glory of God by
us,” Follow him, therefore, as the children of
Isruel followed their ark upon the heretofore
untrodden way; and that way, although long
and dark and toilsome, will eventually prove
itself to have been the path of the just, that
“ghineth more and more unto the perfect
da .,1'

y('Jnce more, this page will open as the new
year opens before the eyes of the old—of those
to whom declining health and strength must
be, and death most probably may be, upon the
way on which that new year summons them
to enter. ¢ They have not passed it heretofore.”
They have not, as yet, experienced what it is to
feel that earth and all which it contains is
indeed fast crumbling from beneath them, and
that the untried and measureless eternity is
close at hand. They have not, as yet, ex-
perienced what it is to be within the actual grasp
of death—within the very hearing of the
summons to the judgment. Now if ever—now
far more than ever—do they require a guide;
and here he is_provided for them, placed within
their reach. The people of Israel were about to
cross the turbid watcrs of the Jordan, the deep,
dark stream which rolled between them and the
promised land. They followed, upon that un-
tried and peculiar way, the ark of the covenant.
And what was the result? No sooner did the
feet of those who bore the ark before them touch
the waters, than they were divided, and all—the
ark, and those who bore, and those who followed
it—passed over dry-shod, and stood unharmed
on the further shore. Tven so the promise
stands on record, needing only to be tested by
those who follow Christ.  “ When thou passest
through the waters I will be with thee, and
through the rivers they shall not overflow thee.”
“Yea, though 1 walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou
art with me.” Even so, a risen and glorified
Redeemer stands revealed to the eye of faith at
the other side of death’s dark river, and points
to its divided waters, where his way has been ;
bidding hie followers to “fear not, for he is with
them ; to be not dismayed, for he is their God ;"
assuring them that he will “swallow up death
in victory, and will wipe away tears from off all
faces, for the Lord hath spoken it.”

. ".~—Morality shreddeth sin as a garden knot;
religion stubbeth it up by the roots.—Crook.
MERCIES.—As they are loadstones to love, so they are
whetstones to obedience.— Watson,
lhnnAmn,—-Be-dmg may bring a truth into the
head; meditation brings it into the heart.—7b. .
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ILLUSTRYOUS MOTHERS.

PART II.
MONICA AND HER OHILD.

Tz first great work which the Lord of the
vineyard had given Monica to do was, the train-
ing of her husband to be a fruitful vine. And
while she was engaged in this work, another
duty, more difficult still, was laid before her.
This was the education of her eldest son, who
was destined to be one of the brightest lights of
the century in which he flourshed. Indeed,
the influence of this man has descended to our
own times—for the reformation of the sixteenth
century was very particulnr]lg' indebted to his
writings; and next to the Bible, the works of
Augustine were the source from which Luther
drew the rich draughts of living water which
refreshed s0 many a w soul. Aurelius
Augustine was the name of this firstborn son.
Gold and glory were the two ideus in the
father's mind, as he gave these names, for the
child was born in the year 354, consequently
while Patricius was still sunk in heathenism,
and seventeen years before his baptism. The
second son received the more modest appella-
tion of Navigius, or the boatman.

In his childhood, Augustine was not baptized.
The father would not have prevented it, but the
notions of that time were that it was good for
a child to defer baptism. Many fancied that
baptism washed away all the sins that were

ast, and, therefore, postponed the sacrament till
ater years, or till near the approach of death.
Monica was not free from this notion; and it is,
indeed, difficult even for great and good minds
to rise above the errors of their time. The
young Augustine was once dangerously ill, and
he demanded baptism ; the mother hastened to
make the necessary preparations, but, on the
child recovering, the ceremony was still deferred.

There is, perhaps, no other man of whose
errings we know so much, and it is to his own
ﬂen wo are indebted for that knowledge. After

¢ had learned to hate his sin, and to overcome
it by the grace of the Holy Spirit, he was not
ashamed to tell the world how deeply he had
fallen, and from how great a depth he iad been
delivered. Those who have cast stones at him,
are only such as have never discovered the real
state of their own souls, and have never learned
to look on tmmgreuion in the light which
streams from Gethsemane and Golgotha, where
the Son of God wrestled, bled, and died for sins
not his own. .

The struggle between right and wrong began
early in the mind of Augustine, In some
children, indeed, there i8 no struggle, the heart
being wholly given to vanity; but Augustine
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had a mother who instilled early into his mind
the truths of Christianity.

The school had little attraction for the child.
‘What he remembered well from his childhood,
however, was the history contained in the Old
Testament, and the life and miracles of the Lord
Jesus, a8 recorded in the Gospels, dropped as
they were into his ear by a mother who mixed

rayers and tears with the narrative. Mothers
go not always know how carly their words of
peace and love sink deep into the heart, and
form the character. In the midst of all his
errings in later years, the boy never forgot the
impressions received while sitting on that
parent’s kuee.

At school, Augustine read in Virgil, and wept
over the misfortunes of the imaginary heroes of
the Aneid; but when the task was done, his
wild and impetuous temper carried him to scenes
which he afterwards bitterly loathed. Still his
mother did not despair, but bent the knee and
eried, “ Oh, God, convert my son.”

To study rhetoric, he went to Madura. Here
he was far from Monica’s eye, but her prayers
were around him, and in the midst of all the
heathenism of the place, he felt an invisible bond
chaining hima down, an unseen hand holding him
back, and a silent monitor warning him to turn
and be safe; it was the talismanic power of that
unceasing maternal prayer, “ Oh, God, convert
my son.”

He returned to his father’s house in his six-
teenth year, and here his mother saw the depth to
which heathenism had brought him. She warned,
but all in vain. Under a mother’s eye, he
R}‘unged into a career of gross sensuality, but
Monica’s hope and faith did not fail. Like a
sailor’s mother, pacing the beach, expecting the
return of her son, and with clasped hands singing
to the raging surf, so stood the mother of
Augustine, waiting till the storm of passion
should calm, and her son should enter the peace-
ful harbour.

The substance of her prayer was, first, that
he might find no peacc in sin; secondly, that he
might never cease to be ashamed of hissin ; and,
thirdly, that the voice of conscience might never
be hushed. Mothers! who have waited long
for the conversion of your children, have 7ou
borne as much as Monica, and prayed as often
as she did, ¢ Oh, God, convert my son ?”

In the midst of all her trouble for Augustine,
Monica’s husband, Patricius, died. How strange
are the ways of Grod! One would have thought
that as the father had so long neglected his duty
to his family, and was now become a Christian,
he would have been spared to make up for all
neglects. Not so was the Divine plan, The
sheaf was ready, and the great Husbandmtun saw
storms coming, aud hastened to secure the ripe
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in the granary. The father had resolved

o send his son to study at Carthage, and bad
denied himself many a gratification to gain this
end, and Monica determined to carry out the
Elan. No self-denial was too great to enable

cr to collect the requisite means. She was,
however, assisted by a wealthy relative, and the
youth of seventeen years was accordingly sent
alone to Carthage, the city next in splendour
after Rome and 6onstn.ntinople, but wholly given
to idolatry. The fascinations of the world were
now to be felt by the youth, and their emptiness
exposed to him. Ho frequented the theatre,
but that amusement soon palled upon his taste.
He turned to the Scriptures, but he did not un-
derstand them; so he laid them aside, and
sought next for comfort among the heretical
sect of the Manichmans.

He returned to his mother with a mind filled
with erroneous tenets, and unmistakeable marks
of profligacy, the appropriate fruit of corrupt doe-
trine. The mother at first refused to see him,
So sorely was Monica’s heart bowed, that she
who had borne for so many years the unfaith-
fulness of her husband, now sank under the
grief inflicted by her first-born son. The citizens
of Tagaste heaped honours on Augustine, but
they lay heavy on him, cxcluded as he was from
his mother’s house. Monica went to the bishop
of the place, to beg him to use his influence to
bring her son back from the heresy into which
he had fallen. The carnestness with which she
begged for him, moved the bishop to tears,and he
gave her the memorable reply, ¢ A child of so
many prayers and tears cannot be rejected of
God.” Sic believed his word, and returnced
home to pray again with renewed faith, “ Ob,
God, convert my son.

Honour, fame, talent, sensual gratification, all
the delights of the sons of men, had meantime
been tried by Augustine, and found lighter than
vanity. Friendship, that pleasure of a refined
mind, was next tried. He found a companion
in a young man who had grown up with him,
and without whom he often said he could not
live. This youth, however, was torn from his
side by death, and thus another of the cisterns of
happiness which he had fondly hewn out for
himself was broken. Still he remained ignorant
of the true way of peace. How much, mean-
time, the mother’s mind was occupicd with her
darling son b dn{,nmight be seen from her
dreams by night. sleep, her faith and hope
took bolder flights than in waking hours; and
she saw, in dreams that were to prove waking
realities, Augustine already one in sentiment
with herself.

On the death of his friend, Tagaste had become
a wilderness to Augustine; so he went to Car-
thage, in the twenty-second year of his age, as
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frofeseor of rhetoric. Here he studied astrology,
earned to distrust Manichaism, and discovered
more and more what a waste howling wilderness
& soul devoid of Christ is.

His mother followed him to Carthage, and
found him preparing to go to Rome. She begged
him to give over the plan. By a trick, however,
he escaped her vigilance, and was gone. She
stood on the shore and watched the receding
ship in which he fled from the coast of Africa,
and if ever she felt disposed to complain of God,
it was at that hour, when her prayer that her
son might be kept in Africa had not been heard.
Poor Monica! we will not judge you hardly.
You did not know that this was the %)ivine plan
of answering the prayers of your whole life.
‘What mean you, og woman greatly beloved, to
weedp and to break your heart! Do you not
read in your Bible, “ This is the confidence that
we have in him, that if we ask anything accord-
ing to his will, he heareth us. And if we know
that he hear us, whatsoever we ask, we know
that we have the petitions that we desired of
him.” Go home, then, gentle mother, and dry
your tears.

THE UNEQUAL YOKE.
PART II.

TuE manuscript referred to in our last chapter
having been brought, Mrs. Chester gave it into
her daughter’s hands, who read as follows.

It was a beautiful morning in June; the sun
awoke me by darting his rays full upon my face.
I jumped up in my little white bed, and remem-
bered that 1t was my birthday! .

“T am six years old to-day; oh! how happy I
am! how I love my birthday!” And then 1
looked out upon the beautifu}l’ scene before me,
the landscape bright in the glowing sunshine,
and my heart beat with joy—a child’s joy, so
earnest, true, and cloudless.

“ Oh! how happy I shall be to-day; it is my
birthday !” and T clapped my little hands in glec.
Alas! alas! before the sun set upon my sixth
birthduy, I had tasted the first bitter drop of
that cup from which, more or less, through life,
all earth’s children partake. I jumped into my
little bed again, and taking my favourite doll in
my arms, sat up and tolg her that I was six
years old, and that I was so happy; and then I
dressed her in her new clothes, to be ready to go
down into the garden with me, when Susau, my
nurse, should come and dress me. I talked to
my dolly, and kissed her, and told her how happy
1 was, and how happy I was going to be, and

how much I loved her, and what pleasure we , it to me. “
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and Neptune, the great Newfoundland dog, and
that I was sure mamma would have some nice
present for me; and over and over again did I,
in my childish glee, tell dolly that I was six
years old, and to-day was my birthday!

At 1ast I heard the door gently open, and my
nurse came in to dress me.

“I am six years old to-day, Susan; it is my
birthday.”

“Yes, dear, and I wish you many happy re-
turns of it,” she said, kindly. I thought she
looked sad; but it was my birthday, and I was
50 happy that I had not time or care to notice
another’s grief. I was soon dressed.

“You will not forget your prayers, Miss
Helen,” said the maid.

“I will go and say them to mamma, please,
Susan.”

“ Not to-day, Miss Helen; mamma is not so
well this morning ; she has had a bad night, and
is trying to get o little sleep; so say your
prayers, and come down-stairs very quietly that
you may not wake her.”

I knelt at my little white bed, and how well I
remember that morning, that sweet June morn-
ing! I knelt, and clasped my little hands, and
thanked God for his kindness to me, and prayed
for a new heart, and that he would make me his
own little child. I prayed for m‘f father, and
then for my own mamma, that'God would make
her better and happy. 1t was the last tims that
I knelt at that litile white bed, with a cloudless
brow and a light gladsome heart! I went softl
down stairs, and passed out into the garden.
was soon at my frolic on the lawn; the sweet
fresh air, fragrant with a thousand different
flowers, fanned my cheeks. I gambolled with
delight, chasing my fet dog, and carrying my
doll in my arms. visited my en, and
gathered a bouguet of my choicest flowers to pre-
sent to my mamma. The breakfast-bell rang
while I was busy with my flowers, and I hurried
to the house, dreading a rebuke from my father
if I delayed. I was disappointed when I did not
see mamma, though many morninghsII bad missed
her from her accustomed place. My father was
reading when I entered the room ; I stole quietly
to his side, but did not speak to him, for he was
a silent, reserved man, and seldom talked with
me. I stood by his side, and looked up in his
face; at last the book was laid down, and he saw
that I was near him.

“ Helen,” he said

I looked up in his face with a half-smile: « :1[3
is my birthday, papa; I am six years o
o dag » Y, pap

“8So you are; I had forgotten it.” But he
took from his pocket a bright sbilling, and gave
ere, my dear, you shall go into

would have with Flora, the Blenheim spaniel, |the village this morning, and buy what you
1
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please. I had forgotten your birthday, or I
would have got a nice book for you.”

1 sat down in my chair; my father opened his
book, and read on; my little head was full of
thought, my little heart of feeling. I was but
six years old, and I could not understand how it
was that my father, or any one else, could forget
that it was my birthday ! “ Mamma has not for-
gotten it, I am sure—dear, dear mamma!”

The sun was just setting, and casting his rays
over one of the most lovely landscapes in that
beautiful county, Kent (for it was there my
father lived) ; I was seated at my mother’s knee;
and though years have passed away, and I have
gazed upon many scenes, that evening with its
cloudless sunset, that landscape with its many
varied features, is still present before me, and
that sweet, soft voice even now sounding in
my ear, as it then fell in gentlest, tenderest ac-
centas.

“ Helen, my darling, come to me; I wish to
speak to you.”

I rose from my seat, and taking ome of my
mother’s hands in mine, I looked earnestly in
her face; I saw that she had been weeping.

‘ Helen, you are six years old to-day. Put
away all those pretty things, and listen while I
speak to you, my darling child.” And arush
of tears, such as I had never seen before, flowed
down her cheeks; but she was soon calm, and
gressing me to her heart, she fervently prayed
or wisdom and strength to be given her to
speak to me aright. She told me that she was
very ill, and that God was going to take her
away from me: that I should very soon have no
mother; that T must love Jesus, and look to
him who cared for little children and felt for
their sorrows. She told me of my faults, my
pride and waywardness, and earnestly begged
me to seek the Saviour while I was a little child,
and he would lead me and guide me when she
was taken away. She gave me her own Bible—
that Bible I had so often seen her bending over
—that Bible she had taught me to read from—
and kissing me, oh! how fondly, told me never
to part with it. She pressed me again to her
bosom, prayed with me, and commended me to
the care of that Saviour whom she had loved
and trusted from her earliest years. She then

bade me kneel and repeat my evening prayer; ;

but when T began to utter that petition, “ Make
my mamma better,” the truth of what she had
been saying to me of her illness and death
flashed upon me, and I cried out in agony—a
child’s helpless painful agony. It is true, as yet
I knew nothing of death, nothing of sorrow;
my mother’s gentle love had shielded me from
this; but a fearful sense of coming desolation,
such a8 the motherless only know, came upon me,
and from that moment tl{e whole current of my
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lifo was changed. I kissed her pale cheek and
thin white hand as she bade me “good night;”
I saw the tears t'remblin%l in her eyes; but her
calmness did not forsake her even at that trying
moment.

It.was not many days after that I was called
from the garden to my mother’s room; she had
never left it since that evening. My father
was by her side; he drew me towards her bed,
and hfting me up, placed me close beside my
mother. I saw that she was deadly pale; she
opened her eyes and smiled kindly upon me;
sll;e then turned with a look in which sorrow

and love were mingled—a look which a mother
only can give when about to leave to the care of
others that most precious of earthly treasurcs,
the little infant they had laid upon her bosom.
Until that moment I was unconscious of its
existence ; but the remembrance of my mother's
words, that death would soon separate us, pre-
vented any fecling of joy from entering my
heart. I stooped down and kissed my mother’s
cheek, and laid my own close upon it. I saw
. the large tears flowing from her eyes, and they
i trickled down upou me as she slowly and faintly
| whispered :—

“Helen, remember to follow Jesus, and to
| pray for the leadings of his Holy Spirit. You
- will love your brother; be a sister to him, and
| remember " that I hope to meet you both in hea-
‘ven.” Her life was ebbing fast away, and in a
! few hours we were motherless.
¢ Time passed on, and my little brother grew
in loveliness and strength. It was my constant
delight to be near him; I had no happiness but
in tﬁxe nursery, and all my love was centred in
this darling child. To watch him, to wait upon
him, was my delight; and when he began to
notice me, and laugh and crow, something of my
former cheerfulness returned ; but oh, the
dreadful blank, the crushing heart-sorrow that
I felt when I turned at night from the nursery,
where baby was put to sleep, to my own little
desolate room. How often, long after I had
been placed in my bed, unable to sleep, would I
rise, and sitting at the window, look out at the
beautiful starry sky, as if I would pierce into
the far distant heavens in search of my lost
| mother. I had no young companions, and was
seldom with my father, who did not care for the
society of children. How often did my little
trembling heart yearn for some expression of
kindness, such as I had received from that dear
B:rent of whose tender care I had thus early

en deprived, but, alas! I looked and longed for
it in vain.

Another birthday came; the sun again awoke
me; the birds again carolled their morning lay;
the air was again filled with a thousand delicious
sweets ; but I was no longer the merry-hearted
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child,. Oh! what a short year of sorrow had
done! I kneeled and prayed, for, blessed be
God, my sorrows had taught me the precious-
ness of prayer, and I rose from my knees happier
than I had felt before.

“J will not tell any one it is my birthday,
and no one will remember it,” I thought. I
was right—it gassed away, and I felt that I was
forgotten; and then I thought of dear mamma
in heaven, and wondered whether she was look-
ing down upon m:

A short time passed; it was a bright October
day; a more than usual bustle was to be scen in
the village, und the bells wero ringing out a merry
peal. I wondered why my black dress was
taken away, and why they were dressing me in
white. My brother’s nurse took me by the
hand, and led me {0 the lawn. Ile crowed and
jumped with delight, as the merry pealing bells
resounded through the clear air. At length a
carriage drove rapidly ué) to the door, and my
father and a lady alighted from it.

“ That is your new mamma, Miss Helen,”
said the nurse, as she led me and carried my
brother towards the carriage. I saw the lady;
she was very beautiful gfor a child can disccern
beauty) and very stately, but there was no
kindness either in her tone or manner as she
patted me on the cheek, and said, “ We shall be
good friends by and bye, I dare say;” and then
turned from my silent form to the crowing glee
of the beautiful baby, who, happy for him, had
no remembrance of a fair-haired, gentle, loving
mother, to make it difficult for him to call an-
other by that sacred name.

It was not long before a great change was
made in my father’s house. The old familiar
furniture was removed; my mother’s picture,
which had hung in the library, was put away
into an almost untrequented room; and, sadder
still for me, my dear nurse, Susan, was sent
away. I wept bitterly at this; but it was of no
use. Time passed on, and another little infant
came to gladden my heart. It was a sweet little
girl, and now I thought, I shall be quite happy
with my little sister.”” I wished my father’s
wife to love me, and by many little acts of at-
tention [ tried to gain her love. I was mild
and obedient, but she was (oh! how unlike many
step-mothers I have since known, who have been
mothers indeed) a stern, proud woman, and [
soon found that she disliked me; and in a few
weeks after the birth of my little sister she told
my father that it would be better for me to be
sent to London to a boarding-school, as she
could not attend to my education, and that I
was alinost ruined for want of proper discipline.
At eight years of age, therefore, I left my
father’s house, never again, as a clild, to find a
home or shelter in it.
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BLIND NURSE.

Dear children, we must turn this way,
To visit blind nurse, Phaebe Gray;
We need but take a fow steps more
To bring us to her cottage door.
See, hiere's her humble wicket gate;
Quick, children, or we shall be late!
How snug and warm she looks within;
The close mob eap beneath her chin;
In the same dress she used to wear,
And seated in the old arn-chuir,
Look, there her little grandcluld sts,
With pussy in her lap, aud kaits;
And here comes too the feather'd pet, B
The scarlet-breasted robinet,
To perch upon her outstretched thumb,
And feed upou the otfer'd cruwmb |
““That’s right, nurse, keep a cheerful bluze
To warm you these cold wiutry days!
Sharp frost imprisons the h&r«.{ ground,
And snow-flakes soon will fall around.
Al, there's your cricket on the hearth,
My children love its song of murth;
And I bave brought them with me here,
Just as you wished me, Pheebe dear,
Feel thus warm cloak they’ve made for you,
And bought with their own money, too!
But it is getting lato to-day,
We must not any louger stay.”
‘0, ludy dear, den’t burry so,
Read in God’s word before you go,
Of Hiw who sight gives to the bliud,
His presence in the dark to find,
And comes, my lamp within to trim,
To keep its light frowm growing dim;
So that I cheerfully can say,
He turns my darkness into day.
Dear children, could you happy be
If, hike blind nurse, you could uot see t
By nature ull of us are blind,
And grope our way in vain to find,
Till Christ descends, with light divine,
Upon our darken’d hearts to shine.
O may he fit us, by his grace,
For that eterual dwelling-place
‘Where the ¢ Great Sun’ burns ever bright,
And day will never see a night 1”

ELLEN ROBERTS.

BIBLE QUESTIONS,

9. Was fear, resulting from a guilty conscience, ever
threatened by God as a punishment upon his people ¢

10, Nawne some occasions on which Jesus exhibited at
the same time his two natures.

11. What two similar acts of Jesus marked the com-
mencement and the close of his ministry ¢

12, Prove from Scripture that Jesus shares his people’s
SOITOWS.

13, Whence does the sympathy of Jesus arise ?

14, Qive an example of a faithful reproof taken ina
becoming spirit by a servant of God.

15. Give an example of impatience under reg:of.

16. On what two ocoasions do we read of the displeasure
of Jesus being excited ?

17. What should be the t of a Christi

quoting and misapply~

woman !
18. Give an ple of the
ing of a passuge of God’s word.
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DAILY THOUGHTS.

“Seest thou a man wise in his own conceit ? there is
more hope of & fool than of him."—£rov. xxvi. 12.
‘WHAT is it to be wise in our own conceit ?
I am afraid ohildren as well as grown persons know
something of this sort of wisdom. To be wise in
our own eyes is really folly, and sin too in the sight
of God.

Two men, brothers, were travelling together on horse-
back over & dangerous and difficult road. It was winter
time, and there had boeen a great deal of snow. They
stopped at a road-side inn to rest their horses, and
whilst they ate their supper they called the master of
the house to tell them the best way to the next town,
which they wanted to reach that night,

He directed them very plainly, but John, the elder
brother, said it was a long way round, and he thought it
must be much better and pleasanter to take the road
across the hill rather than that which the landlord
poirted out. ¢ You can plesse yourself, sir,” he said,
“‘but the snow may have drifted on the road you speak
of, and I can toll you that if you once miss your way
there you may spend a whole night in trymg to find it.
There are s0 many paths that it is very easy to make a
mistake.” John was a young man, and quite a stranger
in those parts, but he had read, he said, in the Guide-
book that the hill road was the pleasanter and shorter,
and he quite laughed at the idea of danger. He thought
himself very wise, and said that there was no need to
warn him. Henry, the younger brother, who was con-
sidered far from clever, and who certainly was not so
bright as John, tried in vain to persuade himn to take the
man’s advice ; and when he failed, he said, *“ Well, John,
[ shall go by the high road and you may please yourself.
Tell me what inn to go to in the town, and I will wait
there for you.” John laughed, and called Henry a
coward, but Henry was used to being laughed at, and
still said he should take the landlord’s advice. So the
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brothers . e man, ‘‘wise in his own conceit,”
took the tain path, the younger brother the safe
high road. lenry had a pleasant journey, and urrived

safely at the inn of which his brother had told him
before dusk ; but John missed his way, and found the
snow 80 deep that he was obliged at last to give up
altogether, and sitting down under a bank of snow,
;xpected to perish before morning from cold and
unger.

Il:.gfmd been dark for some time, and was now past ninc
o'clock, when to his joy he heard voices, and saw a
lantern. The landlord had come after him, heing very
sure that the headstrong youth would never reach his
journey's end safely. John was much ashamed, and was
very humble and quiet on his way back. The parting
advice of the man was, not to be too wise in his own con-
ceit for the future, nor to laugh at his brother,

A man wise in his own eyes despises God, and is
very ready to think that there must be some way of
salvation ns good and as safe as that which he has pro-
vided in his word, but he will find, as John found, that
there is ope path only that is really safe. Be humble,
therefore, dear children; and, above all, believe God
when he says, ‘‘ There is none other name given under
heaven among men, whereby we can be saved, but the
name of Jesus.”

the “uany.

“ Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth, while the
evil days come not, nor the years draw nigh, when thou shalt ssy 1
have no pleasure in them.' — Eecles. it 1.

Itis very strange that we should need such a warning as
not to forget him who made us, our Creator who preservea
our lives, who gives us food, health, and clothing. But
man dooes forget God ; he is content to eat and to drink,
to sleop and to enjoy his gifts, and yet to think nothin
of him from whom all blessings flow. Now we are tol
in this text to remember our Creator, and to remember
him in youth.

Two old men sat in the ghado of a chestnut tree one
hot summer's noon. Their hair was white and their
faces full of wrinkles ; they had but little strength left,
and their figures were bent and feeblo. They talked, as
they sat, of old times, for they had always lived in the
same village, and had known one another for sixty years
or more ; and while they talked a fine boy of ten years
old, with rich brown hair and a bright rosy colour, came
springing up to them, and, out of breath with play and
laughter, sat down at their feet. He was the grandson
of ane of the old men, and a happy joyous child he was.

‘It is my birthday, grandpapa,” said the boy; “I have
80 many presents ! a top, and a ball, and some books."”

His grandpapa looked sadly at the child and said, ‘I
hope you will grow up a wise and good man, Arthur, and
a happier man than I have Leen.” “ Why, grandpapa "
asked the boy. *‘1did not remember my Creator when
I was young, my boy. I was always putting it off till
another day, and when my friend here used to say that
youth was the best time to think of God and to give my
heart to him, I would say there was time enough {’et,
and I forgot God in whose hands my life was. Then
came the cares of life, and I scemed to have no time.
I had to work for my living, to toil all the long days,
and sometimes nights, in my counting-room at my books,
and I found it diflicult then to think of God. At lastI
was very ill 5 God took away the health for which I had
never thanked him, and the strength which I had
thought was all my own ; butin illness and during nights
of pain and bitter suffering, I found I could not think of
God, nor study my Bible which I had neglected, nor
lcarn of Jesus whom I had rejected. God raised me np
again, however, but then I had other sorrows and cares,
and still scemed to have no time for religion, I have at
last, 1 hope, given my best love to God, but how sad is
the thought to me that I have nothing but a poor world-
weary heart to offer. I can do nnthing for God, for I
have go little strength either of mind or body, but I hope
he will save me and pardon me.”

The boy looked grave : his grmdiupu
ngn easy yoke that Christ bids us take.

ray "

‘Tt is indeed !"* said the other old man with a quiet
smile. ‘“Bear this in mind, dear boy, that while serving
God in youth saves us from many sorrows, it does not
take away from us one real pleasure. Don’t let your
birthday pass away without at least a prayer that God
would help you to remember him now in the days of
your youth.,” The child lifted up his heart, and God
heard his prayer.*

went on, “Ttis
Is it not, friend

* From ¢ Daily Thoughts for a Child,” by Mre. Geldart—a charming
Mtttle work, just published, which 18 sure to bo a favourite with tho
young.
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RETURNING FROM TIF. BATTLE

THE LIFE OF A PATRIARCH.

THE BATTLE.

Lor being now separated from Abrabam, it
seems that the purpose of God was fully accom-
plished in reference to the isolated ~position
which the Iatter was appointed to sustain.  He
was now dwelling alone, unmixed with other
familics ; and at this time, therefore, we have the
reﬁetition and expansion of the original promise:
*“ Look from the place where thou art, northward
and southward, and eastward and westward,
for all the land which thou seest, to thec will 1
No. 38 —PUBLIERED JANUART 18, 13566.

give it, and to thy seed for ever.” Here the
extent of the inheritance is ascertained. “I will
make thy sced as the dust of the earth.” Ilere
the number of his posterity is also declared.

A new scenc next opens before us, of which
but a few outlines are supplied. Much learning
has been employed to fill them up; and his-
torical theorics have been founded upon them,
which, we must confess, afford us little satis-
faction. In traversing this dim region of the
past, we shall avail oursclves only of such light
as throws a somewhat steady lustre upon the
objects we have to examine.

cre are three kingdoms mentioned, com-
Pruci (
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federate with each other, and engaged in war
with three other kingdoms. It is the first
distinct mention that i made of war, though it
appears highly probable that wars had ravaged
the world before.  Nimrod’s invasion of Shinar
(one of the countries here named) involved, no
doubt, some fierce battle; and before the flood,
we are told that “violence filled the earth.”
The sclfishness, ambition, and revenge of men
would early lead to sanguinary contlicts. The
same spirit which led Cain to stain {he virgin
so'l of this world with his Drother’s blood,
would prompt others of mankind to acts of cruel
aggression; and the individual coutest would
soon be followed by the banded fight, and
hostile armies, perhaps, encamped and met and
fought together on fields over which afterwards
the deluge rolled its waters, washing out every
vestige of the strife.

But the war mentioned here is the first of
which we are certain, the precursor of the
myriads of engagements recorded in history—
standing at the head of the long and fearful
series of bloody contests, down {o the battles
now waging in the East. Of the confederate
kings on this occasion, Amraphel, king of
Shinar, or Babylonia, is the first—an successor of
Nimrod, sovereign of the plain where that great
monument of human pride and folly was reared,
the tower of Babel.  Arioch comes next, king
of Ellasar—a place not satisfuctorily identificd,
some supposing it was situsted in Arabia,
others that it was in Assyria.  Then follows
Chedorlaomer, king of Elam, evidently the chief
of the confederacy. Nodoubt Blam, or Elymais,
was a country which formed part of what was
afterwards Persia—a southern teact, east of the
Euphrates. Some have cudeavoured o identify
this royal captain with onc of the kings of
Assyria; but as Elam is expressly mentioned
here as his dominion, the opinion appears utterly
untenable.  Nor do we find any historical
grounds for supposing that a Persian dyvasty at
this time swayed the Assyrian seeptre. — Tt
has been common with writers to speak of the
war with the Canaanitish kings, a8 an invasion
by the Assyrians, who, it iy imagined, were 1hen
spreading their cipire far and wide.  Judeed
Josephus represents it as an Assyrian attempt ;
and he speaks of that people, at the time, as
having dominion over Asiu.  But ihe Assyrian
history is so full of fables, of the most wild and
incredible character, and the methods adopted
to reduce them to something like the appearance
of truth are so conjectural, that we caunot sce
our way to any conclusions on the subject at all
satisfactory.

Tidal, king of mations, is the fourth king
mentioned. Some suppose that his territory
was what Seripture “calls “Galilee of the

|
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Gentiles,” on account of the mixed population
of the country; but here again we have only
conjecture. Thus much is certain, that there
were four kings united together to make war
with the cities on the banks of the Jordan— that
Elam was at the head of the invading party, and
that Chedorlaomer was the mililary lcader.
Whether they were independent states, or
whether the rest were tributary to Elam, does
not appear; perhaps the latter might be the
case, and we have then in that old oriental prince,
and his dominion, the rudiments of a growing
empire.

The five kingdoms against which the fore-
going kings made war were cvidently very
petty states, like those which in later times
abounded in Canaan, at the time of Joshua's
invasion. The vale of Siddim, which comprised
the confederacy, did not exceed a small English
county; whence we may conclude how insig-
nificant each of them must have been. “The
slates of the Canaanites,” says Dr. Kitto,
“gugeest o comparison to our own baroughs,
consisting of a town with dependencies of fields,
and perhaps villages; and the comparison
perhaps holSs further, for the melecks, or kings,
of those tiny kingdoms do not appear to have
been more timn chief magistrates, or patriarchal
chiefs, with very limited powers.” These states
had been tributary to Chedorlaomer twely

ears, but had now rebelled and sought to gain
mdependence.  Hence avose the war.

The confederates, under Chedorlaomer, re-
turned from their vietorious expedition in the
south, by way of the vale of Sic{dim, and there
chastised the five kings for their revolt.

Three remarkable eircumstances are recorded,
which we may notice.  The soil of the country
was bituminous. It was either rent into chasms,
or it was spread over with soft yielding bogs,
into which chasms or bogs it is said that many
of the conquered fell, and probably perished.
This is a characteristic of the soil of Siddim, to
be remembered when we reflect on the awful
catastrophe which afterwards happened there.
The second notable eirenmstance 1s the flight of
the people 1o the mountains—a practice still
common in the East, in cases of invasion, of
which travellers give examples which have
ocenrred under their own notice.  And the third
incident—the removal of the goods and pro-
visions from these cities—illusirates their limited
size, while the probability of the towns not
being burnt shows that the usages of war were
less barbarous than they afterwards became.

Dut where was Lot, who had chosen the
fertile part of the valley for his dwelling-place ?
It wourd seem that, from a nomad shepherd, he
had become a citizen, and had taken up bis abode
in the town of Sodom. Whether he shared in the
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battle is not stated; but in the capture of the
town, he and his family were taken captives.
'This was the first trouble (of which we have an
account) that overtook Lot in his new place of
habitation—one quite enough, we should
imagine, to make him repent of his misguided
choice.

Now it is that Abraham comes upon the scenc
in a new character. The pilgrim is a warrior.
Help is requested for the rescue of his nephew,
and with generosity and promptitude he arms
his followers, 318 men born in his houschold, a
circumstance which indicates how numerous his
family had become; for these 318 persons were
only those able to bear arms, leaving us to
conclude that there must have been some
hundreds of persons besides, including women
and children; so that altogether by this time
Abraham’s must have been a very large encamp-
ment on the plains of Mamre.

‘With Abraham werc associated in this expe-
dition three wneighbouring chiefs, Mamre,
Esheol, and Aner, with their respective clans;
and these troops being marshalled, amounted
perhaps to some thousand in 1mber.  They
were led on in hot pursuit after the eastern
kings, who were wending their way home with
the captives and the spoils. They came to Dan—
called at that time JTaish, a town in the north
of Palestine—and there they smote them, pur-
suing them afterwards to the neighbourhood of
Damascus. From the mention i the sacred
narrative of the attack being made by night,
we should conclude that the cnemy must Lave
been taken by surprise, and this conclusion
agrees with the story of it as given by Josephus.

There can be no doubt that the forees of
Chedorlaomer far execeded in numbers those of
Abraham and his friends; and from the ex-
perience they had had in war, and from their
long and victorious expedition on this oceasion,
they must have been better soldiers ; but still we
must not bring to the transaction our modern
notions of warfure. 'We must not look on it ns
a regular battle between two great armies, but
as an irregular kind of conilict between a rude
army of oriental soldiers on the ouc hand, and a
party of wandering tribes on the other, over-
taking them by surprisc, in the dead of night,
and filling them with a sudden panic.

Abraham, who we may infer proved him-
self on this occasion a valorous soldier, re-
turned victorious with the reeovered captives
and spoils. One ean sce him marching homo
in trimoph, and coming towards the fair and
fertile banks of Jordan, where two princes come
forth to meet him. The scenc of the interview
was Lhe valley of Shaveh, or the king’s dale,
supposed to bo the valley of Jehoshaphat, on
the eastern side of Jerusnlem—that sacred
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valley where the dust of so many of Judah’s
kings now lic buried in their rock-graves,
where multitudes of Abraham’s seed are slum-
bering, and where many a Jew still desires his
bones may rest. The king of Sodom was full
of joy at the deliverance of the captives, and the
victory achicved by Abraham, but he had no
refreshment to offer, being some distance from
bome, and, moreover, being deprived of pro-
visions by tho recent attack on his eity. But
another king, sovercign of Salem, occupying
perhaps the site of what became afterwards
the city of Jerusalem, supplicd the deficiency,
and brought forth bread and wine.

This Mclchizedek was a remarkable person.
He is mentioned in the 110th psalim, and also by
St. Paul in the 6th and 7th of llcbrews, in
connection with the Messiah, and in such extra-
ordinary terms as to have led to a number of
conjectures respecting his person and history.
Seven strange bypotheses respecling this }Fer-
sonage are now before us. He was the Holy
Spirit, say some.  He was one of the “ Powers™
of God, emanating from him, superiorto Christ,
and after the model of which Christ was formed.
e was the Logos, the Son of God, the same
who appeared to Abrabam and the patriarchs.
e was an angel. He was a man formed before
the ereation, out of spiritual not carthly cle-
ments. e was Enoch, sent to live on ecarth
again. e was Shem, the son of Noah.
These opinions aro so utterly improbable, so
entirely unfounded, that oue might wonder at
their being adopted, were it not that history
and theology abound with vain  conjectures.
What a waste of time and learning and skill do
we see in all such hypotheses; and what an
example do they aflord of the inquisitiveness of
the human mind, of its restless curiosity, of its
panting for full and connected views of things!
so that there are few points of history, few
allusions, however brief, which men have not
sought with more or less success, to clucidate
and bring into shape and form.

Looking at the narrative before us, Mel-
chizedek appears simply as the king of Salem,
the city of peace; his own name importing pro-
bably, on account of his excellence of character,
king of rightcousness, or the just king. 1lle
appears to have associated the priestly with the
regal office, as did other chiefs in those ecarly
days; Abrabam himself being at once the prince
and priest of his tribe, ruling over them, and
offering sacrifice in their name. The peculiarity
in the case of Melchizedek, seems to have been
that he was no idolater, but of the same pure
religion with Abraham himself,

Taking the 110th psalm and the 7th of He-
brews into connection with this passage, Mel-
chizedek rises into & type of the Messiah. 1lis

D2
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name —king of rightcousness: his city —
king of Salem: his combination of the offices of
priest and king: his unrecorded descent, no
gencalogy of him being supplied, his name stand-
ing alone, the time of his birth and death not
being related—point significantly to him who is
the righteous Lord—who is the prince of peace
—who has made the great sacrifice for sin, and
sways a regal scepire over all the earth—who
is the mysterious and ineflable Son of the
Eternal Father — who has a nature that is
without beginning of days and end of years—
—whose character, office, dominion, and titles
are unique—who infinitely surpasses Aaron and
his sons, and is constituted a priest, not after
the law of a carnal commandment, but after the
power of an endless life. Towards the typical
Melchizedek, Abraham evinced veneration; to
him he offered a testimony of homage in the
bestowment of a tenth of his substance; while
on the father of the fuithful that illustrious per-
sonage bestowed his solemn benediction in
terms expressive of his enlightened faith and
large views of God's government and merey:
“ Blessed be Abram of the most high God,
possessor of heaven and carth: and blessed be
the most high God, which hath delivered thine
enemies into thy hand.” The glimpses of piety
and devotion here caught amidst the shadows
of that remote aztiquity, and amidst scencs of
confusion and strife, are very beautiful; and
while in life’s rough battle with confederated
powers of evil, worse than Chedorlaomerand his
allics, we arc taught to be as couragcous as
Abraham; while, too, in the moral fight we are
1o think of the freedom and safety of others
as well as of our own, and to be ready to take
up the weapons of truth and righteousness in
behalf of the oppressed; we have further a
checring symbolic picture of the end of our
spiritual warfare, when returning triumphant
from ¢ the slaughicr”” of what is cvil, the Lord
of righteousness, the king of the city of peace,
shall come forth to meet us to give us welcome;
and we shall sit down with him at his table, and
drink new wine with him in his kingdom.
After the victory, and the interview with
Melchizedek, we are informed that the king of
Sodom said to Abraham: “ Give me the per-
sons (those .who had been taken captive) and
take the goods to thyself” Tt is to th
day, we are told, a law of the desert, that if one
tribe defeats another, which has plundered a
third, the conquering tribe is bound to liberate

the persons belonging to the latter, but is en-
titled to retain all the booty. If that law pre-

vailed at the time wunder review, Abraham
obeyed it in liberating the captives, and would
not have broken it had he retained the spoil.
This the king of Sodom proposed he should do.
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But Abraham replicd, with a generous inde-
pendence : “ I have lifl, up mine hands unto the
Lord, the most high God, the possessor of
heaven and earth’; that I will not take from a
thread even to a shoe-latchet, and that T will not
take anything that is thine,lest thou shouldest
say, 1 have made Abram rich: save only that
which the young men have eaten, and the por-
tion of tho men which went with me, Aner,
1!‘.lshcol, and Mamre; let them take their por-
ion.”

‘We sce Fere the magnanimous gencrosity and
the divine faith of the Hebrew pilgrim and war-
rior. It was not for selfish ends that he had
fought ; not for silver and gold and apparel; not
for flocks and herds; but for the sake of justice,
and for the protection of those whom the God
of naturc had bound to him in tender ties. He
had heen called out by God to be a witness
for him —a witness to his Almighty govern-
ment and paternal care.  He would, therefore,
permit nothing which might throw a suspicion
on his confidence in the Lord of all. He would
not have it said, that the king of Sodom, who
was no servant of the living God, had made him
rich. Riches he would accept only in such a
way as would show that he believed they came
to him as gifts {from heaven.

A PROMISE TLLUSTRATED.

Rrivers and streams in our own country occa-
sionally change their character, diminishing or
swelling in their volume, becoming feeble or vio-
lent in their flow, according as the showers are
few and far between, or the rains are heavy and
abundant. The variation is, however, rarely so
marked as to occasion practical inconvenicence.
It observes, also, no stated periods, and years
may pass away without any rctrenchment or re-
dundance of note in the natural irrigation. But
in the Holy Land, and tropical regions in. gene-
ral, a similar change, with much more decided
features, is of annual occurrence, owing to the

eriodical alternation of dry and rainy seasons.

uring the hot months of summer, or from the
beginmng of May to the close of September,
the showers are suspended, when drought and
heat combine their influence to diminish the run-
ning waters. Brooks like the Kedron altogether
fail ; streams like the Kishon become insignifi-
cant; and the Jordan contracts its breadth and
relaxes its current.  On the other hand, upon the
commencement of the rains in autumn the chan-
nels gradually resume their fulness, and in the
ve season, when the showers are torrent-
like, and the snows are melting in the Lebanon,
many & watcrcourse which has been dry is vhe
bed of a furious flood, while brooks, streams
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and rivers overflow their banks and inundate
the adjoining lands.

In various parts of its course the Jordan is
readily fordable in summer on horseback. It
may be passed, also, at a few points cven on
foot. But in winter, the number of thesc fords
is much less; and the river is generally impass-
.able either way in spring, when at high-water
mark. Hence a powerful and enraged enemy is
compared by the prophet to the “swelling of
Jordan,” dislodging the wild animals from the
thickets and brushwood on its banks. TFatal
accidents have happened to the Greek and Latin
pilgrims, who have been overcome by the cur-
rent while superstitiously bathing in its waters.
The Kishon also, which ordinarily wanders as an
inconsiderable stream through the plain of Es-
draclon, and is crossed without difficulty, as-
sumes a flood-like aspect when swollen by tem-
porary feeders from the neighbouring hills, which
the violent spring rains originate. It compels
the traveller to mnake long detours in order to
pass from bank to bank, or await the subsidence
of the waters, the usual fords being either im-
practicable or perilous. The lost of Sisera
perished in attempting to make the passage in
the flood season: *The river of Kishon swept
them  away, that ancient river, the river
Kishown.”  Judges v. 21.

This condition of the strcams is referred to
in the promise: “When thou passest through
the waters, T will be with thee; and through
the rivers, they shall not overflow thee.”  TIsa.
xliii. 2. The pious among the Jews would well
understand the point and force of the allusion,
interpret spiritually the assurance, and take
comfort from it. So may the Christian. The
troubles of life are irying to his patience and
fortitude. Its temptations are perilous to iu-
tegrity. Amn encounter with them is an inevi-
table incident of his pilgrimage, aptly compared
to the difficult and dangerous crossing of rivers
when the water is high and the current violent,
a common event ab certain seasons in an oriental
journey. But God is mindful of his own. He
sces their wants and knows their fears. He
gwves grace to bear and to resist, according as
ihere is a needs be for it, and will not suffer
those to be injuriously affected by outward ills,
howcver exposed to thir influence, whose minds
are stayed uponhim. Trouble may wound, but
it shall not harm; and temptation may assail,
but it shall not succeed. The statement, *1
will be with thee,” has this blessedness of
menning.

During the dry, hot months of Palestine, all
the minor vegetation, apart from the permanent
watercourses, becomes entirely parched. The
natural grasses and rank herbage are as hay or
stubble, susceptible of being ignited upon acci-
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dent or intention supplying a spark. This is
sometimes done purposely in order to clear the
ground. But the process is not without its
danger, as the limits to which the conflagration
shall extend cannot be exactly determined, and
the rapidly-spreading flames may encircle a way-
farer or encompass a habitation. To this prac-
tice, and the peril incident to it, the last clause
of the promise refers, with the same gracious
significance as tho preceding one: “ When thou
walkest through the fire, thou shalt not be
burnt, neither shall the flame kindle upon thee.”
Beautifully bas thc hymnist versified the truth
of the whole promise as exemplified in Christian
experience.

¢ When passing through the watery deep,
T ask in faith his promised aid ;
The waves an awful distance keep,
And shrink from my devoted head :
Fearless their violence I dare ;
They cannot harm, for God is there !

To him mme eye of faith I turn,

And through the fire pursue my way :
The fire forgets its power to burn,

The lambent flates around me play ,
I own his power, accept the sign,
And shout to prove the Saviour wmine.

Still nigh me, O my Saviour, stand!

And guard in fierce temptation's bour;
Hide 1 the hollow of thy hand;

Show forth in me thy saving power;
Stall be thy arms my sure defeuce;
Nor carth nor Lell shall pluck me theuce.”

TI[E SIEGE OI' MANSOUL.
PART II.

How intently all eyes are fixed at this moment
on the scenes of the distant Crimea! What
hearts are beating at the intelligence which
every fresh newspaper reveals! The road from
Balaklava to the camp, now deep in mire from
incessant rain, and crowded with materials borne
to supply the departments of the commissariat
or the ammunition; the now fortified heights
which overlook tho valley of the Inkermanm,
where the marks of the recent battle arc yet
visible; the buttcries of the French before the
town, or of the English before the dockyard of
Sebastopol; who is not familiar with these ?
‘Whose heart does not burn as ho turns to each
new communication from the spot? The wife
trembles for her husband—the sister for her
brother—the parent for her child—the man for
his fellows ! .
Nor is it only scenes of suffering which have
power to move men’s minds. Feelings of out~
raged justice have had their share in directing
the eyes of spectators to the spot. They have
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felt sympathy with the weaker as overrun by
the stronger—with the hapless inhabitants of
Purkey subject to an invasion which had no
right in it. Such at least are the sentiments
often avowed, nor do we question their sincerity.

But how few watch the position of another
fortress—a fortress which, if it be his own, is, or
oughit to be, incalculably dear to every man; or
if it be his neighbour’s, should awaken the deepest
concern on behalf of his brother; since spiritual
interests in their value transcend the temporal !
And though this fortress be wrested from its
first allegiance—though it be lost to all the pur-
poses for which God has made it—how few eare
10 observe its position, to mark its decadence,
or to record with indignation how it has been
villanously overrnn by a power which has taken
treacherous advantage of its weankness!

Deplorable is the condition to which the once
honourable town of Mausoul is now reduced!
Tts lord mayor dmprisoned—its recorder, if
not silenced, rendered contemptible in the eyes
of its inhabitants (though his occasional rav-
ings still greatly alarm and annoy them)—and
Diabolus the almost undisputed lord of the
whole domain.

‘What can be more dangerous and lamentable
than the state of that unconverted man, whose
understanding is darkencd, so that he mo
longer appreciates spiritual things at their true
value, or sees their intimate rclations to himself
—vwhilst his conscience sounds ouly in fitful
gusts, and instead of being his welecome com-
panion and monitor, is the dreaded utterer of re-
proaches which anticipate the just judgments of
(God, and which he cannot endurc to hear.
There is no war so distracting as civil war, no
dissension so gricvous as household dissension,
and no situation more desperate than that of a
man at enmity with himself!  The impossibility
of silencing such unwelcome, though seerct, re-
monstrances has often struck “a dart through
the liver” even of the gayest, and caused many
a Colonel Gardiner to exclaim, in the midst of
his carecr of dissipation, “ Oh! that I were that
dog!”

%iabolus might now boast of Mansoul as a
possession of his own. Let us see how he pro-
ceeds with it. He first sccures my Lord Will-
be-will, and constitutcs him, already in his
interests, governor of the strong places of the
town. “8o that next to Diabolus himself who
but my Lord Will-be-will in all the town of
Mansoul! Nor could anythine now be done,
but st his will and pleasure, throughout the
town of Mansoul! When this Will-be-will
was invested with power, he became desperate ;
he flatly denicd that he owed any suit or service
to his former prince and liege lord. This done,
in the next pllzwe he took an oath, and swore
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fidclity to his great master Diabolus, and then,
© " _ stated and settled in his places, honours,
and preferments, oh! you cannot think unless
you had seen it the strange work that this work-
man made in the town of Mansoul!” When the
will instead of being subject to the law of God
is corrupted and brought under the influence of
Satan, it becomes the instigator to all arts of
evil, the vzemy of God and of his laws, the per-
Ectmtm- of all kinds of moral outrage. So Will-

e-will maligns  Mr. Recorder—will never
endure to hear him speak—destroys every frag-
ment of the laws of Shaddai which yet remain,
excepting a few mutilated enactments in the
possession of Mr. Recorder and out of his reach
—complains of light, especially if it be near the
dwelling of the old lord mayor—and resigns
himself, in a word, absolutely to tho pleasure of
Diabolus bis lord.

The only remedy which the unsanctificd man
has against the remonstrances of conseicnce is,
the determination (the will) not to hear it
speak.  His resolution is, to abolish within his
heart all remains of God's legislation—to keep
the understanding in blindness—and thus to
remove all obstacles which might check the
sway of evil. Ever since Cain left “the pre-
sence of the Lord” after he had become o
guilty man, through the murder of his brother
Abel, the same sad story has been constantly
repeated.  Thought, and God appealing to
thought, is the great misery of unregencrate
nature. 1t is this which renders meditation so
distasteful to the sinner—solitary confinement
g0 intolerable to the eriminal. It accords with
the most natural laws, that to escape from such
remonstrances, the plunges into evil should
become deeper and more desperate, and that,
as the allegorist cxpresses it, “the image of
Shaddai should be defaced, and havoe be made
of all' remains of the laws and statutes of
Shaddai within the town of Mansoul;” whilst
the effect is to turn Mansoul into a brute, and
make it like to the sensual sow, and at the same
time to give liberty to “the lusts of the flesh,
the lusts of the eycs, and the pride of life.”

But, as it is necessary that some in the town
of Mansoul shall hold places of trust and
honour, Diabolus puts up, instead of my Lord
Understanding the mayor, and Mr. Conscicnee
the recorder, two substitules who might better
serve the purioses of his unrighteous dominion.
Instead of the former, therefore, the Lord
Lustings, and instead of the latter, Forget-good,
are installed in their place ; and to sum up the
whole, the following are appointed as chief
magistrates: “ Mr. Incredulity, Mr. Haughty,
Mr. Swearing, Mr. Hardheart, Mr. Pitiless,
Mr. Fury, Mr. No-truth, Mr. Stand-to-lies,
Mr. False-peace, Mr. Drunkenness, Mr. Cheat-
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ing, Mr. Atheism’” (Undowe is he who |
chooses fur the rogulatior. of his thoughts and :
actions any of chese magistrates of cvill) And, |
adds Bunyan, with inimitable truth,“ Mr. Incre-

dulity is the eldest, and Mr. Atheism the

youngest of the company.” e has grown

older, however, since this sentence was written.

Whatever other persons may hold places of

trust or honour within the town of Mansoul,

are in a greater or less degree related to these.

The defences of Mansoul are now strengthened, |
and several strongholds erected. The hold of
Defiance, entrusted to Spite-God; Midnight-
hold (because its object was to keep Mansoul
{rom the true knowledge of God), commanded
by Love-no-light; and Sweet-sin-hold, under the
authority of Love-flesh, “which fellow,” says Bun-
yan, “could find more sweetness in the sucking
of a lust than he did in all the paradise of
God.”

“And now Diabolus thought himself safe.” |
The original law of God impressed upon the i
mind is defaced—almost blotted out. God’s |
image is no longer there. The mind sces not |
the things which are excellent. It wills only |
perverse “things,  Conscience rarely speaks |
within it, or if it speaks, speaks only to ternify;
never to bless. Man is undone!  An eloguent

assage in the writings of a genius of the first
order may fill up the representation, though
under another metaphor.

*The stately ruins are visible to every eve
that bear in their front (yet extant) this dole- |
fal inseription, flere God once duwelt.  Enough |
appears of the admirable frame and structure of |
the soul of man, to show the Divine presence
did sometime reside in it; more than enough of
vicious deformity to proclaim he is now retired
und gone. The lamps are extinet, the altar |
overturned ; the light and love are now yvanished,
which did the one shino with so heavenly
brightness, the other burn with so pious fervour.
The golden candlestick is displaced, and thrown
away as an useless thing, to make room for the
throne of the prince of darkness. The sacred
incense, which sent rolling up in clouds its rich
perfumes, are exchanged for a poisonous hellish
vapour, and here is, instead of a sweet savour,
a stench, . . .. You come amidst all this con-
fusion, as into the ruined palace of some great
prince, in which you sce here the fragments of
a noble pillar, there the shattered picees of some
curious imagery, and all lying negleeted and
uscless among heaps of dirt. He that invites
you to take a view of the soul of man, gives you
but such another prospect, and doth but say 1o
you, Behold the desolation, all things rude and
waste. So that should there be any pretence
to the Divine prosence, it might be said, If Grod
be here, why is it thus? the faded glory, the

|
i
|
i
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dar}uess, the disorder, the impurity, the decayed
state in all respeets of this temple, too plainty
show ihe great inhabitant is gone.”*

Such is the state of every man, with trifling
variations, until a process, hercafter to be
described, shall have passed upon him. Such,
dear reader, if unconverted, is your own condi-
tion.

There is a communication, more rapid even
than the quickness of the cleetrie telegraph,
though ot this later iniention Bunyan kunew
nothing. 1t is that which carries intelligence
of the events of earth to the court of heaven.
The news of the treacherous defaleation of
Mansoul was known to ils master Shaddai.
With the view of rescuing thisimportant branch
of hig dominions from the possession of Diabolus,
“Bmmanuel,” the son of the king, (“a sweet
and comely person, and one that had alway:
great ffection for those that were in affliction,”,
“resolved Lo make at a time convenient, a war
upon the mant Diabolus, even whilst he was
possessed of the town of Mansoul, and that he
would by strength of hand drive him out of his
hold, his nest, and take it 1o himself to be his
habitation.”

But first a proclamation of the king’s intent
and of the designs of his son, is issued (the
Seriptures) “to the no little molestation of the
tyrant Diabolus,” who resolves (whether by
foree or Dy fraud—by papal rescripts or by
flattery of sin) to guard th town of Mansoul
from all invasions of its peace. With this view,
Ejyc-gate and Yar-gate, which were in the com-
mand of my Lord Will-be-will, were to be
resolutely closed.  And lest these means should
be insuflicient, Diabolus imposes on the inhabit-
ants an oath of allegiance to his government;
and to make all sure, empowers onc Filth (a
namo for fleshly lusts) to encourage and autho-
rize them to do all their pleasure.

The firat stops taken by king Shaddai to
recover his lown of DMaunsoul are strikingly
deseribed.  1le sends forth captains (br whom
Bunyan scems to have meant preacherse God’s
word).,  To cach of them the king gues a
banner—¢ First to Captain  Boanerges, for-he
was the chief, to him, 1 say, were given ten
thousand men.  His cnsign was Mr. Thunder;
he bore the black colours, and his scutcheon was
the three burning thunderbolts.”

“ The second captain was Captain Conviction ;
to him also were given ten thousaud men, His
ensign’s name was Mr. Sorrow; he did bear the
pale colours; and his scutcheon was the book of
the law wid e open, from whence issued a flamo

“The third captain was Capiain Judgment;

* Howe's *‘ Living Temple,” part ii, chap. 4.
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to him were given ten thonsand men.  His
engizn’s name was Mr. Terror; he bare the red
colours, and his scutcheon was o burning fiery
furnace.” )
The fourth eaptain was Captain Eaceution
o him were given ten thousand men.  His

ensign was one Mr. Justice; he also bare the
red colours. and his scutcheon was a fruitless
tree, with an axe lying at the root thereof.”
These oflicers accordingly, with a large arwy,
lace themselves before Ear-gate, whilst Captain
oanerges sends his trumpeter to summon the
town in the name of his master.

THE TRUMPETER 8 SUMMUNS TO

The message is sent once, twice, and a third
time, still more loudly, but in vain. At length
‘Will-be-will, “with big and ruffling words,”
comes to parley and carrics the message back to
Mansoul.

“When the utmost time was cone, Boanerges
was resolved to hear their answer ; wherefore hie
sent out his trumpeter asain, to summon
Mansoul to a hearing of the message that they
had brought from Shaddai; so he went and
sounded, and the townsmen cane up, but made
Ear-gate as sare as they could. Now when they
were come up 1o the top of the wall, Caprain
Boanerges desired to see the lord mayor; but
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my Lord lucredulity was the lord mayor, for
be came in the room of my Lord Lustings.
8o Incredulity came up and showed himself over
tho wall.  But when the Captain Boanerges
had set his eyes upon hiw, he cricd out aloud,
“This i not he; where is my Tord Under-
standing, the ancient lord mayor of the town
of Mausoul ? for to him I would deliver my
message.”

The four captains now issue their summonses
in succession. The description of their apgeur-
ance is one ol the best passages in the “ Holy
War.”

First Cuptain Boanerges (“ whose were the
black colours, and whose scutchcon was the
three burning thunderbolts,”) boldly summons
the inhabitants of the town. 'Then stood forth
Captain Conviction, (“ his were the pale colours,
ad for a scutcheon he had the book of the law
wide open,”) and he rcasons with them on their
folly and guilt, should they refuse {o accept the
gracious offers of Emmanuel. Captain Judg-
ment (“whose were the red colours, and for a

! seutcheon the burning ficry furnace,”) warns

¢ them of the imminence of their coming danger,
and causes even Diabolus to tremble; whilst
Captain  Exccution pronounces on them the
I'terrible sentence which  their disloyalty had
i descrved.
The author in these passages intends evie
! dently to indicate the appeals of his holy law, by
which God urges men to repentance for sin,
whether these varietics be cxhiLited by different
i preachers or by the changing utterances of only
one.
i Such summonses were, however, in vain. The
law alone is powerless to touch man’s cars or
to open his hearl. 1t makes him shudder—it
cannot rencw his nature. Mansoul refused to
hear; yet a sound did beat against Ear-gate,
though the force thereof could not break it open.
Tucredulity (the present lord mayor) and
Forget-good (the present recorder) were the
only persons found 1o reply, and both of them
spoke words of defiance. - My Lord Will-be-will
tukes special pains with the defences of Mansoul,
double locks the gates, appoints ome Mr.
Prejudice, with fifty deat’ men, captain of the
ward, and prepares for the most resolute resist-
ance.

And now commences in carnest the siege of
Mansoul.  Dear reader, is not thy heart this
garrison?  Art thou not summoned in the
name of heaven's King?  liast thou as yet
refused all appeals? resisted all overtures?
Doces prejudice blind thee P and a perverse will
arm thee against the truth? Have aﬁpeal——
remonstrance—warning—terror been hitherto
lost i}Jpon thee! Shall they be always in
vain




TIE PULPIT IN TIIE
FAMILY.
BELIGION NOT THE FOE OF

INNOCENT ENJOYMENT.

It cannot be supposed that it was by
\ mere accident that the Saviour
B began his miracles ab a wedding, rather
/ than at the grave of Lazarus, or the gates
of Nain. Ilis brief sojourn on earth,
after ho had entered on his ministry, was only
three years and a half. Now, consi cx'i.ng what
an eventful life that was to be, constituting the
New Testament history, forming the basis for
the opinions and feclings of all coming gencra-
tions with regard to him, it was, no doubt,
viewed by Infinite Wisdom as of the first im-
portance that all his public acts should be ar-
ranged with regard to the best effect upon the
great end for which he came into the world.
Thus, though his daily life seems wholly unpre-
meditated, his great works accidental, depending
only on his happening to mect this or that
object of compassion, we must suppose that all
was planned eforechand, and that it was the
suggestion of Divine wisdom and goodness that
he should begin his miracles ab a scene which,
more than any other, interesls every one, of
whatever time or nation. The Saviour takes hig
place by the side of a bridegroom and bride,
and at their wedding, in their presence, and for
their happiness, he first mavifests forth his
glory ; an(} his disciples, who had thus far be-
lieved through the testimony of John the Bap-
tist, now receive him and testify of him as the
Christ, from their own knowledge. He could
lave produced this effect on them and others,
by casting out a devil, or destroying a herd of
swine, or by curing ihe palsy, or opening a
grave. “How great is his wisdom, and how

reat is his beauty.”” He goes 1o a wedding;
gu meets the human race, whom he came to
bless, first of all, at a nuptial ceremony. He
mingles his sympathies with their joys, before he
mourns with them in their sorrows. He thus
tells them that he bas not come to look on the
dark side of their condition alone, but to take a
just view of it; to rejoice with them that rejoice,
as well as to weep with them that weep, recog-
nising the truth that there is much in this
world to make us happy, and nothing more so
than the love of kindred hearts, united in those
bonds which the benevolent Creator constituted
in paradise. Ho has come to deliver us from
hell, and he wishes us to know that there is a
heaven. We are subject to miscries innumer-

able and great, our danger is fearful, our liability
to cternal sorrow is alarming ; but other things
also are true—that God loves us with a benevo-
lent and compassionate love, sceks our perfect
happiness, and would restore us to that which
our first parents lost by the full ; and not only
would he make us happy hercafter ; he wishes
us to know that the ways of wisdom, here, are
ways of plcasantness, and all her paths are peace ;

that religion is not only consistent with present

happiness, but eminently promotes it; that

Christ and religion do not frown upon human

joys, but, on the contrary, purify them, hallow

them, impart a zest to them, and give with them

that richest and sweetest ingredient, a sense of

God’s approbation and love.

So that if' any are tempted to look upon
religion as an enemy to innocent pleasure, and
fecl that to be followers of Christ 1s to take the
veil; that to enter the Christian church is to
shake hands at the door with every innocent
enjoyment ; that putting on the new man is to
put on stiffness and austerity; that being con-
verted is being made unfit for social life; and
that religion means the surrendering of every-
thing and gaining nothing ; they may sce their
errur corrected by this testimony of Christ our
Saviour, in fuvour of human happiness, in his
being present at a wedding, and in his begin-
ning the work for which be came from heaven
by contributing to the hilarity of a wedding
feast. So far from being unfriendly to human
happiness, religion alone warrants and enables
us to be perfectly happy in this world. The
church of Christ is spoken of in the Bible as the
only portion of the human race that has claims
to perfect happiness. Christians are represented,
by this same figure of marriage, as raised to the
Leight of earthly happiness, in being the bride
of Christ. Is this an austere, melancholy
creature, that comes floating by us on the wings
of fancy, to whom are addressed such words as
these: “ All thy garments smell of myrrh, and
aloes, and cassia, out of the ivory palaces where-
by they have made thee glad.”” “The king’s
daughter is all glorious within; her clothing is
of wrought gold.” Though spiritual things, it
might be said, are designated by these metaphors,
which describe the church of God in its holiness
and happiness, yet if such cffects, pictured by
such images of beauty, can be the result of
religious joy, surely religion is eminently favour-
able to the highest Dliss.

But religion, it is said, forbids us to frequent
playhouses, and frowns on dances between the
sexes. There is a great mistake here. Religion
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18 not responsible for making these things ob-
noxious. Must o man or woman be a Christian
in order to fucl disapprobation of waltzing ? Do
none but Christians think that such a thing is
unsuitable ? Do we need to be converted beforo
we can disapprove of things which the devotees
of Juggernaut’s temple, and before his blood-
stained car, practise ; are Christians alone blessed
with the light of nature, to disallow things which
the light of nature surcly condemmns? Were
we to argue against theatres, we would not, or
we need not, quote one passage of the Bible;
for even many individuals not in the Christian
church are among the very best authorities
as to the pernicious effect of Fluy-acting; and
with regard to romances—which are pernicious,
not from the use of imagination in them, but
from their exaggerated and false views of things,
and from the bad effect, even when they are true,
produced by dwelling too much upon fictitious
scenes—if one, we say, were to preach against
reading such compositions, and should quote
the Bible, he might perhaps, first of all, cite
from it a quotation which Paul makes from a
heathen poet; for he quotes Euripides, or Me-
nander, who both have it, when he says, « Evil
communicatious corrupt good manners.”

Let not the friends of promiscuous dancing,
and of theatres, and of certain novels, lay their
condenmation at the door of religion; they are
tried and condemned, as it were, in the common
f)len.s of moral sentiments, not first of all in the
higher judicatory of religion; though if they
take their appeal to that, the judgment of the
lower court will certainly be confirmed against
them.

‘While with their knowledge of their own
hearts, compared with the holiness of God, and
with their scli-disapprobation, and with opposi-
tion from the world around them to that which
they hold most dear, Christians, if in this life
only they had hope in Christ, would of all men
be the most miscrable; yet, with the hope of
future blesseduess, which eiters greatly into all
their present joys, and assures them that their
faith is not in vain, Christians are of all men the
happiest, and the most to be envied. Take
them in the moments of their highest carthly
joy, when their best earthly aflections are
crowned with all that heart can wish, A Clhris-
tian, from those heights of happiness which, to
an unregenerate man, arc the highest coneeivable,
can say, There is happincss, now, and hereafier,
which is superior to this. “ O God, hou art my
God.” “Whom have 1 in heaven but thee ? and
there is nonc upon ecarth that 1 desire beside
thee.” Sometimes, in the midst of the highest
carthly joys, we are visited by this feclmg—
 After all, this does not satisfy me; my soul
craves something clse.,” It may {e said of every
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form of earthly pleasure, “ Whoso drinketh or
this water shall thirst again.” And is there
anything else more satistying than the highest
carthly joy?  Yes, and something which loaves
no desire unsatisfied. And here we have the
explanation of those wonderful words of Christ,
which none can properly understand till they
experience the truth of them: “I am the bread
of life. He that cometh to me shall pever
hunger, and he that believeth on me shall never
thirst.” Religion alone satisfies the wants of
the soul; it 1s an addition to every form of
human happiness; there is not one human joy
which is not made richer and sweeter by the
consciousness that, with it, we have peace with
God. Then, too, the thoughts of change, and
decay, and the end of every fond enjoyment,
will come unbidden into every bower of car'hly
happiness ; and the Christian alone can triumph
over such thoughts, knowing that the happiness
which is above all to him, is superior to timeo
and change and death; for “things present
and things to edme all arc yours, and yo aro
Christ’s, and Christ is God’s.”

We have not followed cunningly devised fables,
and we have no private end to secure, when we
say to you that, if you would be truly happy in
this world, you must be a Christian. We would
select some young fricnd, whose prospects are
the fairest, and whose present happiness is all
which the world ean ever give, and would say to
that young friend: “ Your happiness is greatly
deficient, One thing thou lackest.  Thousands
like you have ‘clasped these phantoms, and
have found them air”  Jesus said to the people
around him, * Your fathers did eat manna in
he wilderness, and are dead.”  So we may say
to you, Thesc joys seem to you like angel’s food,
but all before uz, who have fed upon them,
1evertheless are dead.  All like you who have
ad the world for their chief good, ¢did cat
mauna in the wilderness ;7 and what are they
the better for it ? They had not that bread from
heaven, but Christ giveth you that irue bread
from heaven.”

It is decply affecting to think of those who
had this world for a portion, and lived in pleasure,
finding, in another world, that Christians were,
even In this life, happier than they; that they
received their goo& things, as they estecmed
them, and likewise Christians cvil things in
their conflicts with evil, but now they are com-
forted, while the sinner is tormented. What a
different thing religion will scem to many in
another world.  Hero they connect it only with
austerity, sclf-denial, weeping; all seems cold
and repulsive to them.  How will it scem when
the beauty of the Lord our God is upon us, whon
every formn and every faco is angelic—nay, more
than this --like Christ, for “we shall be like
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him;"” when our dwelling-place is the New
Jerusalem, where the God of creation has
lavished the cxceediyg riches of his power
and skill; “where angels walk and seraphs
are the warders;” where we may have music,
and cloguence, and genius, and landscapes,
and travels, and socicty, and friendships, and
great congregations, and homes, and friends
restored to each other; and the walls, and
foundations, and gates, and pavements of our
lace of habitation shall be of prodigal afflucnce,
Lut forgotten by us in the incomparable joys of
the heart and mind? 1s this the Christian’s
heaven? the lost sinuer, the devotee of fashion,
the voluptuous man, will say; have Christians
gained all this by their religion?  Their happi-
ness, in full tide, is just beginuing for eternity,
and ours is ended. Then they will lic down m
sorrow ; but they were forewarned of this, and
were assured that godliness has “the promise of
this life and of that which is to come.”

And yet the Saviour himself complained that
while he tricd to make men {feel that religion
was something cheerful, and fitted to make them
perfeetly happy, he was repulsed by them, as
much as when he warned them of the conse-
quences of sin.  “ Whereunto,” he says, ¢ shall

iken this generation ?” Ior the burden of
John’s mission was repentance and reformation ;
and he enforced it by his own austere life; but
this repulsed them, when the excitement of
novelly was over, and they said, “He hath o
devil; he is so 1)cculi:1r, such a bigot, frowning
upon every worldly pleasure, denouncing us with
such vehemence, and living in such a super-
natural way, that he must be possessed.”  The
Son of man came ecating and drinking, that is,
like other people ; he began his public ministry
at a wedding, and the first thing which he did
was to create the means of a festive cutertain-
ment. Did he suit the tastes and wishes of
men any better? “And they said, Behold a
man gluttonous, and a wine-bibber, a friend of
publicans and sinners. But wisdon is justified
of her children,” Every onc who is truly wise
will appreciate the wisdom of his course in
trying to conciliate men by being cheerful and
kind, though, alas! to no purpose. But let the
disposition of Christ, as presented to us in this
narrative, convince every one that the nature of
religion is cheerful and intended to make men
happy ; that the Jmth of the just is like the
shining light; and that a happy Christian life,
with heaven at the end of it, is better than a
life of sin with hell for its roward. 1f you will
begin a religious life, if you will make Christ
your friend, and be a friend to him, he will
surprise you with the blessings of poodness, and
with his power to make you happier, infinitely hap-
pier, even in this life, than the world can ever do.
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See that bright and cheerful face of the ruler
of the feast, at the head of the table, after he
has tasted Christ’s wine. e beckons to the
bridegroom, and compliments him upon his
afAuent, generous conduet to his guests. Thus
many a friend of yours gets praise from you,
and gratitude, for goodness and kindness which
are Christ’s doings. Oh that you could see his
hand and his heart in all that makes your life
happy, and be persuaded that he is the best of
friends, and that to be a friend of his is the best
relation and character which you can sustain.

ILLUSTRIOUS MOTHERS.

PART IIIL.
MONICA.

AvaUsTINE arrived in Rome, and the first thing
he experienced was a long and dangerous sick-
ness. As he tossed about in feverish excite-
ment, his mind wanted other comfort than what
Manichzism could grant. "When he recovered,
he became acquainted with the leaders of that
scet, and Monica’s son required no more to con-
vinee him of the hollowness and heartlessness of
the system.  1fe was sick of Rome, he was sick
of the Manicheans, and he wes tired, too, of him-
sclf.  “Oh God,” he cricd, “give me a man
acquainted with thy word, to guide me to
peace!”  And his prayer was heard.

Symmachus, the governor of Milan, wanted a
teacher of rhetoric for that city. Augustine
was reconmmended, and, having delivered a trial
discourse, he received the appointment.

In Milan, there lived at that tune the venera
ble Ambrosius. Who could worthily deseribe
this man? He had been unanimously chosen a
bishop, and as such gave all he possessed 1o the
poor, except what was necessary for the support
of his beloved sister, Marcellina.  lle it was
who refused to dispenso the Lord’s Supper in
the presence of an emperor who had with
cruclty shed innocent blood, and he had
debarred the same exalted personage from
admission to church fellowship, till he had sub-
mitted to the ceclesiastical discipline which was
required from the meanest of his subjects. The
dn?l food of this excellent man was the word of
God, and the modcl of his whole life was the
Saviour of Nazareth.

Aungustine heard him preach, and was won by
his eloquence. e wished tomake his acquaint-
ance; but once when ho entered the bishop’s
room, and saw the good man so earnestly
engaged in reading the Scripture that he had
not obscrved him, he could not disturb him
again and again he came, but invain. He, how-
ever, often %mard Ambrosius preach, and loved

im '
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Meanwhile, beyond the ocean, Monica had no
rest. She woke up ab night with the cry, © Oh,
my son Augustine! Oh aod, convert my son!”
and the morning star often found her on her
knees at her bedside, crying, “ My son, my son !"’
An inward impulse said, Go, seek yourson; and
with Navigius, the second son, she took o ship
to sail to Rome.

Fear not, thou wrestler with God, thou shalt
yet have success. During the voyage, a storin
came. The sailors were in despair, but Monica
cried in the midst of the tempest to Him who
has the wind and the waves under his control.
Like Paul, she knew that she should reach the
shore in safety; God had given her soul that
assurance in the hour of peril. Before such
faith, the wildest waves have no power, and
must be still.

She is once more at the side of him whose
name she had so often mentioned in prayer.
She discovers, to her great joy, that he has com-

letely broken loose from the Manichipans.
%Vith two friends, he is seeking carnestly after
truth. There was, however, still something in
the way which barred every door by which
peace could enter. He was yet living a life of
dissipation and sensuality, and till he broke
loose from this, it was impossible for him even
to comprehend the truths of the gospel; for
nothing so effectually bars the door of the heart
against serious impressions as sins of licentious-
ness. Monica, however, arranged that the
partner of his sin and the mother of his boy
should leave him and return to Africa. Augus-
tine was now in his thirticth ycar. He had
learned where peace was to be found, but he
was not willing to enter through the strait gate
—at least not yet. He saw others forsake all
to follow Christ, and he guashed his teeth with
rage at himself that he could not follow their
example. In great excitement, he retired to
a garden to pray and weep, and while thus
engaged, he heard a voice as of a child singing
in a neighbouring window, and the burden of
the song was, “ Take it, and read! take it, and
read!” ~ He arose, toolk up the New Testament,
which was lying open, and read in silence. The
first words on which his eye fell were, “ Not in
rioting and drunkenncss; not in chambering
and wantonness ; not in strife and envying ; but
put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make not
provision for the flesh to fulfil the lusts thereof.”
It was enough. He soon stood beside his
mother, and told her his manly resolve; he told
her that he had forsaken the world to follow
Christ.

In a few weeks he retired unostentatiously,
with his mother, to a country residence, where
he was joined by a few faithful friends. Ifere
he spent whole days and nights in the study of
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the Scriptures. Monica’s experience tended to
soften the fiery sallics of the son’s imagination.
‘What a treasure to him it was to have such a
mother now! The professor of rhetoric and his
friends felt that she knew more than they all,
for she had been long under the teaching of the
Holy Spirit, and her words fell like dew on their
souls. In the i)lrear 387, Augustine returned to
Milan, and with many dear fricnds was baptized
by Ambrosius. He then resolved to go to
Africa with his mother. At Ostia they rested.
The mother’s heart was too full of joy. ~ “ What
do I want more,” she said, “on earth? My
hope is fulfilled, my prayer is answered; you
are set free from sin to serve the living dod
‘What morc do I want on earth ?” Adopting,
with slight modification, the aged Simeon’s
language, she might have said, “ Lord, now let
thy servant depart in peace, for my son has
scen thy salvation.”

Five or six days later, she was scized with a
fever. Her work was done, and she was called
home. ¢ @ive yourselves no trouble about my
burial,”” she said), “my Saviour will kuow where
to come to awake me on the resurrcetion morn.”
It was in the fifty-sixth year of her age that
Augustine closed his mother’s eyes. Ie could
not weep nor sorrow as those that have no hope.
When all was still, his fricnd Evodius took a harp,
aud sung the 101st Pralm: “T will sing of mercy
and of judgment; to thee, O Lord, 1 will sing.”
Far from the ashes of her husband, and far from
the spot where she hoped to rest, the dust of
this illustrious mother was committed to the
earth, in the hope of a glorious resurrcction,
Eoglish mothers! are you praying for your
children as Monica prayed for her's ?

THE UNEQUAL YOKE.

PART 1II.

TeN years passed away, and my education was
completed. ~ Happily for me, the ladics under
whose care I had been placed were talented,
judicious, and decidedly pious. They had always
taken a great interest in me, and had faithfully
endeavoured, not only to perfect me in ail
necessary accomplishments, but to form my cha-
racter, and prepare me for life’s duties and
trials. Ircturned for a few weeks to my father’s
house, to spend the summer vacation with my
brother, who had by this time grown a fine boy.
My father, I may observe in passing, in spite of
all his coldness and reserve to others, indulged
his son.

A short time after my brother’s return to
school, I went to London to visit an old friend
of my mother’s. It was late in the evening
when' I arrived at Mrs. Wentworth’s mansion,
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T bad never seen her, and though I was not
naturally timid, 1 felt a degree of trepidation as
I ascended the handsome staircase which led to
the drawing-room. It was autumn, and the
weather was rather chilly, but a bright fire threw
an air of comfort around; cverything in the
room betokened wealth and elegance. Mrs.
‘Wentworth soon entered, and drawing me close
to her, imprinted the warmest kiss upon mdv lips
that I had ever received since I was a child.

“I am glad to see you, my dear;” and smiling
kindly upon me as she removed my bonnet, and
let the thick clustering curls fall upon my
shoulders; “ you are your mother’s child, the
same as I knew her when she was your age.
God grant that you may resemble her as much
in heart and character as you do in person.”

There was something inexpressibly sweet and
winning in Mrs, Wentworth’s manner. She
was tall and graceful; her hair was white as
silver, her eyes dark and lustrous, although she
had alrcady reached her seventy-second year.
She was dressed with great clegance in decp
mourning, for she was a widow. Many subjects
were discussed during that evening.  She asked
me of my mother, and her death ; of my brother;
of my school-girl days; but cautiously avoided
saying much of my father or step-mother. 1
retired carly to rest.  The room that was given
to me for my use during my residenee with her
had every comfort in it that T could desire, and
it was with a lighter and a grateful heart that 1
kneeled that night, and blessed God for his
kindness to me. When I awoke in the morning
the sun was shining cheerfully into the room. I
rose and dressed mysclf; and after reading in
my mother’s Bible, I sat down and mused on the
events of my past life, and my present condition,
and was almost beginning to weave for mysclf @
Sfuture, when T was summoned to the breakfast-
table. Mrs. Wentworth was there; the scat at
the head of the table was vacant, and when 1
entered, she snid, “ While you remain with me,
my dear, I wish you to assist me as much as
possible, for your own good as well as for my
comfort; you will, therefore, preside at the
table.”

To be brief, my time here was spent happily
and profitably. ~Among the number of Mrs.
‘Wentworth’s favourite friends was a young man
who was studying for the ministry; he was the
son of a dear friend, and in him s{e had always
taken o deep interest. He was seated with
Mrs. Wentworth one evening, reading to her,
when I returned from spending a few hours with
& young companion. He rose when I entercd,
and bowed gracefully as I advanced to meet him.
I was at once struck with his appearance, as I
met his kind smile. Tho expressive eyes, the
broad fair forehead, the determined brow, and
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finely-formed mouth, indeed the whole face, told
at once of power, firmness, and kindness. We
were soon seated side by side; and after some
little pleasant conversation, Mrs. Wentworth
asked me to sing to her one of my favourite
sacred pieces. The piece was sung, another,
and then another fol}:)wed; and then William
Douglas read to us, interspersing his reading
with conversation, that not only displayed a
cultivated mind, but one deeply imbued with
religious truth, and a heart devoted to the
Saviour. The cvening thus occupied, passed
rapidly away, and we separated.

any such cvenings came, and passed; the fogs
of November had succecded the clear days of
autumn, and I was still with Mrs. Wentworth,
and William Douglas continued to be one of her
most constant visitors, developing at each inter-
course a character that was calculated to win
regard. Six months thus passed away, and many
more might have passed but for one sad event.
The health of my friend had for some time been
visibly declining, yet not sufficiently to alarm
any of us. ‘We had spent a ver%hnppy evenin,
together — Mrs. Wentworth, William, and I
She scemed feeble when I led her to her own
room; and as I was leaving her, she ealled me
back, and again kissed me and blessed me. In
the morning, when her maid went to awake her,
she was dead! She had died in her sleep, without
a struggle, for her face was sweet and placid,
even as it was in life,  William was soon at my
side, and in that hour of deep sorrow, he poured
forth all his heart, and fondly did I return that
affection. A new existence seemed opening
before me, T had found-—

¢ Something to love,
To clasp affection’s tendrils round,”

and that, too, with an affeetion refined and
sanctified. My childhood, with its sad remem-
brances, my still more lonely girlhood, appeared
now as nothing: all were gone for ever, like the
remembrance of a sad dream.

The sad day of Mrs. Wentworth’s funeral
came and passed.  The evening of that day I
spent alone with William, when he took ocea-
sion to relate to me all his early history—
the struggles he had passed through befure he
could advance thus far in his profession—what
his prospects were for the futurc; and_ then it
was that I promised, faithfully promised, to be-
come his wife. I now returned home, and in a
fow days I informed my father of my en'fnge-
ment. I was prepared for opposition and delay,
because Mr. Douglas was not yet settled in life;
but I did not anticipate the withering scorn
that met me at the avowal of his “low birth,”
his “poverty,” and, above all, because he be-
longed to the hated and despised class of “evan-
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gelicals;” for in those days such as held decided
views of gospel truth were often branded with a
reproach, of which in later and more favoured
times we can form but very imperfect notions.
T had never scen my father in a passion before;
he was cold, sarcastic, and bitter; no wonder,
then, that I trembled with fear as he said, “I
give you one week to consider, IHelen; and if
you are not prepared then to promise that you
will never sce that man again, and break off’ all
councction with him and his, that moment you
leave my house, and for ever, to provide for
vourselt ns you best can.”

T wrote to William at once, and begged him
to come and see me. His answer was like
himself—so noble and straightforward: “1 will
meet you, Helen, in your futher’s presence.”

We met accordingly. There was something
so attractive in William’s manner, that 1 thought,
could they meet, he would move even my father;
but I was mistaken. I am an old woman now,
and I have passed through many scenes of fear
and trial, but the remembrauce of that short in-
terview is as if it were even now passing. | see
now the calm composed dignity and earncstness
of my lover, contrasted with the cruel taunting
bitterness of my father. I besought him au(Li
cntreated him; I promised that we would pa-
tiently wait until years had passed, and sue-
cess had erowned his efforts; but all was of no
avail.  “Choose now, promisc now, or go—go
~ith your drivelling Methodist.”

‘Well, I promised ; and that one little word,
“I will,” scparated those two loving hearts;
otherwise uttered, it would have bound them to-
gether ! Sadly we parted; onc hurried sentence,
one sad embrace, and we parted, never again to
meet in youth and in hope! 1f my home were
unhappy before, it was now doubly so; my
father treated me with more colduess than cver;
my step-mother with positive insult; even my
brother had caught something of their spirit,
and would often taunt me with my love for the
“ Methodist parson.” This I felt most keenly,
for I loved my brother; he was wayward and
thoughtless, but he had a kind heart ; and once,
after somo careless jest, 1 bared mine to him,
and told bim what I had suifered; he then pro-
mised te love me and care for me, and that we
would live for each other.

Time passed on; my brother, who had stu-
died as a surgeon, had now commenced practice
in London. I went to visit him, and arrange
his hoime. 'We were very huppy together, and I
had great influence over him.  He was fond of
company, gny, and thoughtless, but my per-
suasions and influence kept him from negfecting
ihe sabbath. Tt is true he did not love it as 2
holy day of rest, and would rather wander from
place to place to listen to some favourite and
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cloquent preacher than attend any settled mi-
nistry. One evening we went together to hear
a young man of great promise, of whom he had
heard. 'We entered the place of worship, and
found it crowded to excess; but after some
little difficulty we obtained a seat. A few mo-
meunts passed, and then I would have given
worlds to have been away; for in the minister
who ascended to that pulpit, I recoguised one
whom I had hoped never to meet again on this
side the grave; but it was too late.

He rose: the voice at first fell upon my ear
like the sound of distant music; the words I
could not hear; but soon on they eame, first in
mild persuasion, then with burning eloquence, as
he pleaded with sinners and told of a Saviour’s
love.  One hour of deep and thrilling interest,
and all was over. I had seon him, and heard
him in his power and success, and all was over.
1le was lost to me, and 1 to him for cver.

“That mwan will be the first preacher of the
day,” said my brother, as we passed from the
chapel.  “What power, what eloquence, what
dignity ! 1le has just refused one of the best
city ehurches, I hear; he likes the country bet-
ter. 'What are vou thinking of, Helen ? has the
young preacher iinpressed your heart P’

At that moment he passed; it was com-
mencing to rain heavily, and my brother politely
oftered the stranger his own umbrella; he turned,
was about to tahe it, when our eyes met—oue
lvok—and he was gone.

“ Why, Helen, you have ?

 Hush, Charles, hush! that was William
Douglas,” was all 1 could say.

THE ARMY SURGEON AND THE IN-
CORRIGIBLE SUNDAY-SCIIOLAR.

Ix one of our happy English Sunday schools
there was one boy who seemed perfeetly deat to
all instruction. He had a good memory, and
could learn his lessons so fast that he bad ample
tune to plague his school-fcilows and grieve
his teacher’s heart.  1le was reproved, blamed,
unished, and at last expelled! His parents
loped change might be beneficial, and sent him
to another Sunday school, but with the same
results: hymus and chapters were speedily
transterred to his memory, yet they did not
affect his conduct, and again he was sent away
in despair. A clever and successful manager of
incorrigibles compassionately took him by the hand,
and gave him a third opportunity of gnining
good character, but all in vain; and with nueh
reluctance—for the sake of others—dismission
again was unavoidable. Thus left to himsclf, as
he passed through youth he plunged into all
sorts of low and degrading vice, and ere he
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reached manhood enlisted for a soldier. His
friends sorrowed, but had not the means of re-
leasing him, and he was ordered, with his re-
giment, for service in a distant country. They
were soon called into action, and the stoutest
were appalled by the scene of blood around,
The new recruit did not went for courage, and
stood his ground so manfully that he did not
fall 1ill picrced by many bullets—so many that
it is marvellous none were mortal ; for when be
came under the surgeon’s hands a consultation
was held, and it was deemed almost impossible
to extract the balls without sacrificing his life.
¢ was, therefore, left awhile, till several could
be at liberty to assist. The first surgeon who
came to prepare the soldicr for the operation
stood aghast at the nature of his wounds, then
bending down to his ear, said gently, ¢ My poor
lad, you have a fearful ordeal to undergo; Ku\'e
vou cver been to a Sunday school 2

“ Yes, sir, when I was a boy,” answered the
astonished soldier.

“ Well, then,” continued the surgeon, “I
dare say you learned some hymus and {exts of
Seripture ; try and recolleet them ; they will help
you to bear your suffering, and 1 hope prepare
you for the change which may be its conse-
quence.”

The young man’s thoughts were presentl
transported to the various school-rooms in whicflr
he had heard, with heedless ears, many an carnest,
appeal to his conseience, many a holy sabbath
lesson which he had neglected, or made game of|
to his teacher’s great diseouragement, Now,
however, all returned to him so vividly that he
scarcely regarded the torture of extracting the
musket balls, and as day after day the friendly
surgeon added a word of admonition or of coun-
sel, the sced sown in his childhood began to
yield its fruits. A Bible was easily procured,
and the tedium of convaleseence was pleasantly
beguiled by studying its holy truths, till the in-
corrigible Sunday seholar became ameelk diseiple
of the holy Jesus, rejoicing in the pardon of bLis
sms, and anxious as far as possible to repair
his youthful follies by a life of industry and holi-
ness.  As he was too much shattered for further
serviee, he was discharged and sent home, and
when I last heard of him, he had been for
several years maintaining his family in comfort
ag o cab-driver in one of our large cilies. and
had been long distinguished in his neighbourhood
by his consistent moral conduet, sincere picty,
and his refusal of all Sunday cab work!

Soar: of heaven's hest family pictures in this world are
humble saints under affliction, for they are most like the
origiual, who was a man of sorrows and ncquainted with
grief.—GURDON.

Pty
THE BEAUTY OF DEATI.

WraAP not the dying Led in gloom,
As though alone the sinner’s doom

‘Were being spoken there ;
Nor think thee, that the death-bed sigh
Is one, which heavenly watchers nigh,
Hear, and avert a saddened oye,

And mournful glances wear,

IL

The swan, as ancient Jegends say,
In death pours forth his sweetest Iny,

The finest note the last ;
As though to every hreeze he’d tell,
That music had a power to swell,
E’en on the bosom of the knell,

Of life’s tide ebbing fast.

11,

The dolphin, *mid expiring {hroes,
More exquisite in beauty grows,

As fades the strength of life 3
And tintings bright of sapphire blue,
And rainbow lights of every hue,
More exquisite each moment shew,

As fainter grows the strife.

Iv.
The sun has garments far more bright,
With all the Larmonies of light,
As he descends to rest ;
And then he secms to bid us gaze,
Undazzled, on his parting rays,
And softor far than morning’s blaze,
We love that time tho best,
v.
Thus, too, when antnmn's gentle breeze
Steals through the glade of forest trees,
With softly rustling tread ;
Skie whispers themn that they must wear
Their brightest dyes and vestments rare,
Most lovely they appear, and fair,
Yiclding themselves to death.
VvI.
’Tis thus the Christian bows his head,
And conqu’ring on his dying bed,
Tours forth his sweetest lnys ;
Thus have we seen the Christian die,
With hope assured, and glist’ring eye,
Flashing the immortality
Of countless holy days.
VII.
And as the spirit’s loos’ning hold
Shrinks from the uncongenial cold
Of the poor body’s clay ;
Beautics most exquisitely bright,
Rays of the true celestial light,
Fall on the tranc'd and new-born sight,
Opening on endless day.
VIIL
The spirit now, with choicest grace,
Arrays herself for that high place,
She owns in yonder sphere ;
And round her draws her nuptial dross,
Of heaven’s own perfect holiness,
The shadow of that loveliness,
She lets yo gaze on here. ¥.
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PRIDE AND ITS REWARD.

« Pride goeth before destruction, and a hanghty spirit before
afall,”  Prov. avi. 18

My dear young friends—These are the words of
the inspired Solomon; and the verse is one of the
niany warnings God has mercifully given to us,
- that we may know when and how we are displeas-
jng him—ywhen we are offending_agninsc his holy_ laws, by
indulgence in those passions which are the fruit of the
sinful heart, unrenowed by that Spirit who is himself of
perfoct holiness, and can look upon no iniquity. When we
read a warning from the word of God, if we think of it at
all, Satan is ever ready to whisper tous, as to Lve of old,
that the threatening will not really be fulfilled against
us, that God will not really punish us as he says, or that
nn;‘nethmg or other will happen to prevent it, even if we
do continue in evil. But let those who huve lived in
transgression, without seeking pardon through Christ, say
whether God is not just as well as merciful, It may be
that he will sometimes, in his wisdom, leave the punish-
ment of sin to o future world; yet happy are they who
arc visited here, if the chastisement, sanctified Ly his
Holy Spirit, lead the wandering child into the narrow
wuy., that is, to works of faith and obedience. . The fol-
lowing narrative, among many other untold instances,
will show you how “ Pride ges before destruction, and

a haughty spivit before a fall.” ]

Somie yeas ago thero lived in one of the most pic-
turesque parts of England a family who, but for one
member, would have been as happy as any for miles
around, They were not rich, but yet their means were
ample for every comfort in life. .

The description of their residence, though strictly cor-
rect, is like many others of which you may have read.
Their comfortable-lovking square brick house was built
in the middle of a very pleasant garden. The front was
pretily laid out with beds of lovely flowers; fine rose-
trees spread their branches to the windows of the second
story, whicl in summer time filled the air with fragrance,
and, as if inviting notice from the few passers-by, seldom
failod to win a word of admiration, Many & warbling
songster built its nest in the thick shrubberies, where was
fixed a neat arbour, adorned with the swectest 'wood-
bine, Beyond was a lawn, that often resounded with tho
joyous laugh of the children when their tasks for the day
were over. .

All were happy in this charming dwelling but one.
This was the cldest girl of the young family, about
fifteen years of age. Pride was the source pf all her sul-
Jenness, and her huughty spirit would at times spread a
gloom over the entire domestic circle. The scrvants
were particularly the objects of her scorn.  What ocea-
sion was there to regard their comforts or feelings, sho
would remark, when they were paid for what they did ?
There were, too, inferiors in position, over whom, if she
could not cxtend her authority, yet to whom she could
never bo induced to practise the gmgimm influence which
even aminhle persons invariably (insensibly indeed to
themselves) excrcise to all; while she herself all the time

ined for the eupty show of her richer neighbours. The
?ol]y of this conduct her indulgent but judicious parents
in vain endeavourcd to impress upon her, How often
has a toss of the head been the answer to a gentle whis-

per from her mother, Louisa, ¢ pride goeth bofore de-
struction, and a haughty spirit before a fall.””  How
often was a sncer returned to the words, “ With what
ueasure ye mete, it shall be meted to you again.” But
though unheeded then, how little did Louisa dream of
the destiny that awaited her.

A few summer months are gone, The churchyard is
now the home of the once indulgent head and devoted
father. Adversity and want visit the bereft family—grim
visitants, once so little expected. The quiet home of
now houseless ones is the scene of the bustling enjoyment
of the fashionable and gay. In the nursery of a strange
lLioure we next find Louisa. See how her once proud
spirit sighs, but gently, under the reproaches and taunts
of the fac-gimile of her former self. Twenty times a-day
insult is heaped upon insult, yet she answers not. Does
she not answer ! Yes, she answers, but unheard by
human ears, ‘’Tis my desert; ‘with what measure yeo
mete, it shall be measured to youagain.’ *Pride gocth be-
fore a fall.” ”  For two long years she suffered ; but at
length, in God's own good time —when pride is hum-
bled—when scorn and anger are subdued—when the once
rehellious spivit calmly and trustfully submits—when
another’s fanlts aro viewed with pity and love—when
overy faculty is devoted to zca} in God’s work
when the heart pants for the fulness of a Saviour's
peace—then, and not till then, docs the all-wise God ree
fit to assign to her another ealling. From a nureery
governess she is chosen to the useful sphere of a go-
verness in an important school, in which occupation she
is still engnged; nor does she forget to impress 11pon her
young charge the maxims which she has so fully expe-
rienced.

My dear young friends, do you believe what is here
related ? The once proud Louisa still lives—a monu-
ment of that grace and merey which the Almighty Judge
sees fit to excrcise in the correction of his erring chil-
dren: and she looks hack with heartfelt thankfulness on
the days of her suffering as the means by which she has
been brought to know the Saviour of all.

Are you giving way to feelings of pride, envy, malice,
hatred, revenge, and such like passions ¢ If so, may the
history of Louisa remind and assure you that, sooner
or later, ““ with what measure you mete, it shall be mea-
sured to you agrin.”

BIBLE QUESTIONS.

19, On what two occasions do we read of a miracle
wrought on the sun?

20. What similes arc used in Secripture to denote the
Christian's growth in grace?

21. What intimation was given to Peter of the man-
per of his death?

22, Which is the greatost Christian virtue?

23, Where is affliction spoken of as a cause of joy to
the believer in Christ?

24, What Jewish types specially prefigurod the manner
of Christ's death?

25. How was God's providence seen in fulfilling these?

26. By what differont names was tho sea of Galiles
gpoken of in Seripture?

27. What- remarkable events are recorded as having
taken place theref
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THE COVCXANT BY SACRIFICK.

LIFE OF A PATRIARCH.

THE COVENANT.

ABRATIAM, upon returning victorious from battle
with the king of Elam and his allies, again
rettled down in Mamre, which was near to Salem,
the territory of Melchizedec. With joy would

encamp once more upon the plains, under
the shadow of the terebinth or turpentine trees,
which flourished there—all the more happy for
being in the nei%]hbourhood of a prince w%o was
aldo. a priest of the Most High God,  Probably

No. 89.—~PUBLISHED JANTARY 25, 1855

| some little time afterwards he became depressed,
for he was “a man of like passions with our-
selves;” and sitting and musing by his tent
door, he might think of the Elamite bands which
he had scattered, and fear lest they might
collect reinforcements, and come sweeping down
upon the peaceful tenls and gﬁ_o.zmg flocks of
lfamre, to wreak revenge. 80, how ap-
ropriate and welcome the words which came to
Eim in vision from the Lord of heaven and
earth : “ Fear not; Iam thy shield.”
Nor was Abraham free from anxiety and
sorrow on account of his want of offspring, and
the difficulties that seemed to attend the fulfil-
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ment of the promise, “ Unto thy seed will I give
this land.” = “Yord God,” he exclaims, “what

W give me, seeing I go childless, and the,

_ of my house is this Eliezer of Damascus?
Behold to me thou hast given no seed, and one
born in my house is my heir.”” It appears to
have been night, or at Jeast eventide, when the
complaint was uttered, for the patriarch was in
consequence brought out from his tent, and
directed to look at the firmament, sparkling
with stars as it overarched Hcbron and the
adjacent hills.  “TLook mnow towards heaven,”
said the oracle, “ and tell the stars, if thou be
able to number them.” It is stated, in illustra-
tion of the immense multitude of the heavenly
bodies, that the Academy of Berlin once parcelled
out a zone of fiftcen degrees among twenty-four
observers, who were each to be confined, in
minute examination, to an hour of right ascen-
sion, and that he to whom the cighteenth hour

was confided alonereckoned seventy-fivethousand
of these ocelestial luminarics. “If this nunber,”

yemprke Sharon Turner, “ was ascertained to be
i ape part only of the ywenty-four, the amount
ip the other twenty-thyee portions of the zone,

i the rest of the heaveus, will reach a
i divina promise ta

waguitude that wakes tho divin
, 00t & emphqt;c sipatle, but an

. . bparisgpt? ﬁiL,ouk now towards heaven,
sud tell the stars, if thew git able to number
them. So wed be” Aund when
Abraham logked inte the depths of ~
space, an sed his eye along the
orbs then twinkling in every dircetion, would he
not feel that ig sueh & estation of Omuip
tence, there was ied ap argument to support

his faith in the mﬁqﬁ of pasterity, for he who
coveped the l:;g:{ens with orbz bof hh’ghg cgu;g
Taise WP $N4 ters to Abraham
Ahmh“fm beligved m the Lord.” 'The faith that
had trembled regained its wonted tone; that
which had been like a drooping bough, now
became like one of the beautiful terebinths
near the spot whereon he stood, full of tenacious
‘life and of luxuriant growth. It now triumphed
over sense, for contrary to that was it that an
old childless man should raise up such a progeny;
but his faith was only in harmony with reason,
for conscasnt to this was it that the Omnipotent
and faithful Jehovah should fulfil his word.

This faith, so signal, we arc distinetly told,
“was counted to him for rightcousness.” A
great theological truth meets us here, one clearly
expounded by the apostle Paul ‘in his epistles
to the Romans and the’ Gualatians, in which
exposition ho cites this passage. That truth
is, that man is justified by faith, and pot by
works; and it forms the grand keystone of
eyangelical religion. The passago in Genesis
just quoted cannot mean’that Abraham’s belief
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was tantamount to obedience to the law, for
then he wauld have been accepted on the ﬁround
of works, since faith so considered would have
been as much a work of meritorious obedience
a8 any other. To have his belief counted for
righteousness, must signify that he was accepted
only as if he had been righteous, that is, he was
gratuitously justified; and, accordingly, Paul
puts righteousncss by works in opposition to
righteousness by jaith. The story in the Old
Testament, taken in conncction with the com-
ment in the New, shows that Abraham was not
living under an economy of strict law, but under
an economy of free grace—the same economy in
principle, but not in fulness of revelation, with
that under which we.are placed. The basis of
that econmomy was then a secret. It is now
made manifest; and there is revealed in the
gospel, appealing to tho faith of every child of
Adam, the Son of God—the sced of Abrabam—
the incarnato Word—the atoning Lamb.

Abralum showed his faith; God encouraged
it. He reminded him of his first call to leave
Ur of the Chaldes, of the divine care experienced
iu his journeyings, and of his inheritance of the
land as the cxpress purpose for which he had
been brought mto it. And when he further
asks, “ Lord God, whereby shall I know that I
shall inherit it P he is ordered T .
arrangements preparatory to especip}
of the divine covenunt.

The following description of the angient
method of covenanting will throw light on this
singular incident. “In those days, when men
would make a most solemn covenant with esach
other, they procceded thus; they toak one of
every kind of beast, or bird, used in sacrifice,
being a heifer, o she-goat, a ram, o turtle-dove,
and a young pigeon. The Leasts they divided,
and laid the picces opposite each other, at such a
distance that o man could pass between them;
but the birds being small, and of the same kind,
were not divided, but placed entire opposite each
other. Then the party making the agreement or
covenant passed between the pieces, decluring;
the terms by which he bound himself to abide.’

In agreement with this custom, in conde-
scension to his servant, and for the strengthen-
ing of his faith, God directs Abraham to take a
heifer of three years old, a ghe-goat of three
years old, a ram of three years old, and a turtle-
dove and a young pigecon. He did so, and
divided them in the midst, and laid each piece
one against another, but the birds divided he
not; and therc ho watched them, driving off
* the fowls" that “ came down upon the carcases,
On the going down of the sun, it was announced
to Abrasham in a vision, that he should have

terity—that they should remain in servituds
four hundred years—that afterwards they should
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be released—that he should die in peace—that
in the fourth generation his descendants should
return to the land of promise—and that such
return would be consequent on the filling u};l) of
the iniquity of the Amotites. It should here
be observed, that it was four hundred years from
the birth of Isaac to the exodus from t:
during that period Abraham’s posterity dwelt
in Canaan 88 strangers, or in Egypt as slaves.
The prediction then received an accurate accom-
lishment : but it will be remembered that in
Exodus xii, 40, and in Galatians iii. 17, four
hundred and thirty years are given as the period
of sojourning. Now it shouili be noticeg that
the four hundred years mentioned in Genesis
relate to Abraham’s posterity only; “thy seed
shall be n stranger:” the period then could not
commence till the birth of Isaac. But the
four hundred and thirty years mentioned in
Exodus xii. 40, rclates to himself as well as to
his posterity, if we adopt the reading of the
assage in the Samaritan pentateuch and the
eptuagint. “ Now the sojourning of the
children of Isracl, and of their fathers, which
they sojourncd in the land of Canaan, and in the
lan og' Egypt, was four lundred and thirty
ears.” The sojourning, then, here mentioned
ins at an earlier date than the birth of lsaac;
it begins with the call of Abraliam, which hap-
ned about thirty years beforo Isanc was born.
om Isaac’s birth to the exodus, that is, the
sojourning of the seed, was four hundred years;
from Abraham’s call to the exodus, that 1s, the
sojourning of the fathers, was four hundred and
thirty years. How brightly does the divine
prescience here burst"fort?\. im was the future
to Abraham, as it is to us. The fate of a man’s
descendants and country for four centuries to
come was then, as now, a mystery baffling con-
jecture. But there is an eye to which the fu-
ture has ever been even as the past or present, no
less clear and luminous; and the prediction to
Abraham, with its fulfilment, is only a ropre-
sentative instance of the all-embracing govern-
ment and knowledge of the Most High—a fact
after the lapse of ages as interesting as st the
time of its occurrence.

And now imagine the eventide arrived. The
patriarch is watching the mangled victims, He
waits in faith, expecting some special manifesta-
tion of the divine presence. The sun is sinking.
His last beams have disappeared; darkness
overspreads the plains of and enwraps
the mountains of Hebron. And a luminous
phenomenon, like a smoking furnace, or a burn-
ing lamp, rises before him and glides along the
g:ix space between the divided beasts. Thus

ratifies his covenant even ss s man doth
with his fmend. And at the same time he said,
*Unto thy seed haye I given this land, from the

river of Egypt (probably the Pelusian branch of
the Nile) unto the great river, the river Eu-
phrates ; the Kenites and the Kenizzites, and
the Kadmonites, and the Hittites, and the Periz-
zites, and the Rephaims, and the Amorites, and
the Canaanites, and the Girgashites, and the
Jebusites.” -

Faith gave to Abraham substance to thi
hoped for—embodied them as realities before his
mind—gave them a ground and foundation, on
which they stood a3 on a rock. He looked down
distantt ages, and saw his family established in
the land, amidst smiling fields, fruitful vine-
yards, cities of habitation, and the arts and
comforts of civilized and settled life—another
Egypt, only blessed by true religion, and thereby
rendered a surpassing rivel of the growing em-
pire on the broad Nile banks. But mark! there
was no promise that he himself should ever see
the land so possessed by an immensely multi-
plied and prosperous posterity. He was to ﬁo
to his fathers in peace, to be buriedina good old
age. Not till four hundred years sed
away should his seed come into possession of
their inheritance. He, then, was to live and die
a pilgrim and u stranger. Did not his faith in
spiritual things take fire at this negation of all
hope respecting his own possession of the tem-
poral things? Did he not look beyond the
visible Canaan to an invisible heaven? Surely
now took place what Paul describes: “He
looked for a city that hath foundations, whose
builder and maker is God.” He and the heirs
with him of the same promise desired “a better
country, that is, an heavenly.; wherefore God is
not ashamed 1o be called their God, for he hath
prepared for them a city.”

s an oriental emir, as a nomad chief, going
from place to place, from valley to valley, from
pasture to pasture, as provisions failed, or as
seasons changed, Abrabam resembled other ori-
cntal emirs, other nomad chiefs ; but in a higher
sense he was a pilgrim, having faith in the mvi-
sible—havin (I;.ith in God’s revelation of the
future in relation to his posterity and his own
soul. And so still with Christians ; they resem-
ble other men in outward guise and temporal
circumstances: all are alike Y‘ilgrims in the
negative sense that here “ we have no sbiding
city.”” But God’s people are pilgrims in the
positive sense of desiring and travelling towards
“q better country.” The window onlz&uﬁnlly
unclosed to the Hebrews is thrown wide open
to us, and we can expatiate upon the prospect
of the “life and immortality brought to light
the gospel.” Do we often look out of the
beautiful window uﬁon the sunny seenes of the
eternal hills, and the goodliaitythere!’ do we
strive to catch the breezes which eome thence te
invigornte man’s drooping: faith? or, turning

x 2
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our backs on the glories of the future, are we
abiorbed by the present, in selfish toils or delu-
sive pleasures ? :

THE UNEQUAL YOKE.
PART 1IV.

‘WgEks passed away, and I was still with my
brother; he many companions who, like
himself, were fond of pleasure and ga.ietiy. As
the time drew near for my return to my father’s
house I grew more unhappy, and was slmost
resolved to try and remain with my brother,
when an une: event took place. Among
the number of my brother’s friends was a young
man who had recently entered a merchant’s
officc, and occupied a responsible situation. le
was the son of a very respectable gentleman,
and had been early left an orphan, under the
care of an uncle who possessed some property.
He was clever, witty, accomplished, but world/y.
From our first introduction he was pleased with
me, and paid me great attentions. Our evenings
were frequently spent together. He was en-
thusiastically fond of musie, and so was I. T
had naf y a fine voice, and great pains had
been taken to cultivate it. It was not long
before George Summers asked me to be his
wife. Alas!alas! I had become careless; I had
too much neglected secret prayer, and allowed
the sorrows I had known rather to stcel my
heart than to subdue it. I felt alone; my spirit
had been wounded, and though T could not but
fecl sure that I was treading in a dangerous
path, after some little hesitation and fear I
consented. I told him frankly of my former
attachment, and that I could not consent to ac-
company him to any places of amusement; he
loved and admired me, and faithfully promised
that he would regard my wishes in all things.
My conscience all the time was uneasy, but I
silenced it with the thought that I might per-
haps “ save my husband "' —that I was, moreover,
almost alone in the world, and needed a home;
aad so we were arried.

My husband took me for a fow days to visit
bhis uncle, who lived in a beautiful village in the
west of England; he was much pleased with
me, and was very kind; and when I left him he
presented me with & hundred pounds as a mar-

iage gift, I was much interested in the kind

old man; but my heart sunk when he told me

that I must watch my husband, and keep him

from bad companions, as he had been very

foolish and extravagant, and had wasted already

f 5 %etty little fortune.”

“Xou have taken upon yourself a great

4, my dear girl, to reform an extravagant,

” young man; may God grant you suc-
cess ‘
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I felt depreased at this disclosure; but youth
is hopeful, and I trusted thut.his love for me
would keep him right. Alas! I was leaning
upon a broken reed.

‘We returned to London, where my husband
had taken a pretty cottage for me as far re-
moved from the bustle of city life as his busi-
ness would permit. ¥or a fow months all went
on well; he returned home as early as possible,
and we walked out together, enjoying tge beau-
tiful summer weather. His evenings were al-
ways spent in my society ; sometimes he would
bring with him some of his young companions,
but as yet I had no cause for fear. Winter
came, and then the theatres were open, I ven-
tured to remonstrate with him upon frequerting
them, but in vain.

“J do not ask youio go,1lelen; but you must
not try to control me; no, no, that is too much.”

I soon discovered that my husband began to
be weary of his quiet home, and 1o long for
society and gaicty; his temper now became
irritable, and he was forgetful of me. I tried
by all my powers of pleasing to interest him and
make him happy, but it was useless, and it was
now often long after midnight before he reached
home.

I had been married a little moro than a year
when 1 was summoned to my father’s dying
bed. He had been in delicate health for some
wonths, so that 1 was not surpriscd when his
last illness came upon him. 1 was absent from
home a few days only, as I wus anxious about
my husband, and did not like him to be left
alone. 1 parted with my step-mother in more
kindness than I had ever done before: my
sister, too, was very friendly with me. Soon
after my father’s death they left England to re-
side in the south of France, and all intercourse
between us ceased for many years.

‘When 1 rcturned home, my husband, from
respect to my recent bereavement, was more
with me. I was not strong, and ho was anxious
that I should spend some little time in the
country, and it was during the few months we
were lodging there that I became a moiher.
The birth of this infant for some time wrought
a wonderful change in my husband’s habits; he
was again what he had been in our first days of
married life, kind and attentive to me, and was
accustomed to return home at once from busi-
ness. I was now very happy, and I hoped that
days of happiness were yct in store for me.

inter returned, and we left our summer home
for our own residence; but we had not 1
been there, before the same companions who
caused me 8o much uneasiness were again fre-

t visitors with us, alluring my husband to
scenes of folly and dissipation. Mr. Chalmers
was the one whom I most feared and disliked
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He waa an attorney’s clerk, a wild reckless man,
and very depraved. Ishunned his society, and
-treated him with marked coldness. But my
husband was infatuated, and the influence of
this man was daily becoming more powerful. I
had received at the time of my father’s death
two thousand pounds, my share of my dear ino-
ther's property. I was very anxious that this
money should be settled upon mg little boy, and
my husband promised it should be done, and
entrusted the management of it to Mr. Chal-
mers.

‘We were scated together one evening when Mr.
Chalmers called, to offer my husband tickets for
the theatre. * There is a fine play to be performed
this evening; will you not accompany your hus-
band, Mrs. Summers P

My husband looked at me to see what reply
I would give. I thanked him, but declined

oing.
8 ‘P§ am sorry that you will not go with your
husband, Mrs. Summers; it would keep him
from much evil if you were oftener with him.
I am sure the loss of your society must griove
him.”

“Do go, Helen, for once; come, please me,
and T \'viﬁ promise to go to church with you for
a month to come, and will not stay out so late

in as I have done very often,” said my hus-
band, in the kindest toue.

I was sorely tempted to yield, but my con-
science checked me. I never had so much diffi-
culty in refusing him, especially as his friend
was there, watching us; but sorrow and anxiety
had drawn me closer to God, and I was enabled
to remain firm.

“ T cannot go, George,” I replied; “ I would
refuse you nothing but what my conscience tells
me would be wrong; believe me, I am sorry to
refuse you anything, but I cannot, I dare not

"

“Then I will go without you; but do not be
surprised if I seek happiness elsewhere, and
other companions, when you refuse to make my
home a happy one.”

They went away together—the tempter and
the tempted—I knew full well to certain ruin.
It was three days before my husband returned
tome. But it was not for my husband alore
that my fears were excited. My brother, led
away by the influence of my husband and his
companions, became reckless and dissipated.
He neglected his patients, was constantly in
scenes agife amusement and folly, al!;j(:’ in t:_ree
years after my marriage, gave u ractice,
and joined a vessel which sailed fgr Indil;. How
bitterly now did I regret the step that I had
taken. I had sinned against God, and brought
rain upon my brother. We parted in deep
===, and with many bitter tears.

Another year g:sed away, during which time
my hnsba.ndy had become more reckless and dis-
sipated. He had quarrelled with his emfloyer
too, and was now without a situation. 1 ven-
tured to remonstrate, but all in vain; he would
not return to business, although the situation
was left vacant for six weeks, from respect to his
uncle. My boy meanwhile had grown in imtel-
ligence and beauty, but I often looked at him
in fear. Such children are rarely seen, and
when seen, what is it that makes us look, and
think, and fear ? Beautiful he was, but it was
not alone his rare beauty that made my heart
tremble when others praised it. His golden
curls, his vermeil cheek, the dazzling whiteness
of his skin, his deep blue eyes, at times so
strangely bright, his sylph-like form, with so
little of earth, and so mugix of what we associate
with heaven in it—all formed an attractive
picture for a mother’s eye. He played with other
children, and gambolled at his father’s knee ; but
there was a strange foreboding at my heart. «If
it be thy will, spare him.”” Oh! how often in the
stillness of night, from the depth of a crushed
and wounded spirit, did I utter this prayer, as
I listened to his soft breathings, so placid, so
calm, and hoped that there was no cause for

THE SCENE OF ELIJAH'S SACRIFICE
ON MOUNT CARMEL.

Aw1p the interesting localities of the HolyY.and
Mount Carmel stands out in illustrious pro.
minence, as the scene of a striking interposition
of Jehovah on behalf of a prophet, zealous for
the honour of God and grieved with the idola-
tries of his fellow-countrymen. Here it was
that the Jewish nation was called upon to de-
cide whether Jehovah or Baal should be their
Lord, and here the answering fire from heaven
witnessed God’s approbation of Elijah's appeal,
and discomfited those who had ungratefully aban-
doned themselves to a degrading and senseless
idolatry. Often as the spot has been visited by
Christian writers, it has seldom been explored
with more success than by the Dutch traveller
Vandevelde,* whose interesting volumes form & ~
treasury of Scriptural illustration. In the sub-
joined passage from his valuable work, which we
*:mve pleasure in again bringing under the notice
of our readers, it will be observed that he has very
ingeniously cleared up some of the details con-
nected with the scene of Eljish's mirdele, and
thereby silenced the cavils ot modern sceptics.

* Narrative of & Journey through Syria and Palestine
by Lisut, Vandevelde. Londan : Blagkwood and Sons.
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« Eafibh, 2ud March.
s been an important day. I have now
ho further-doubts with respect to the place of
Elgal’s offering. It was tgus we happened tc
{ind our way to it.

“¥rom this S?méh) we descended into a valley,
passed overa plain, and after that again ascended
another valley, all belonging to the finest parts
of Carmel. At every step the ancient glory of

_ Carmel now became more and wmore evident to
me. It was at the most inviting scason too, for it
was spring. The verdure is now fresh and
vivid; the vertical sun of summer has not yet
scorched it. The hawthorn, the jasmine, and
many another trec and shrub, whose sweetly
odorous and elegant bunches of blossom are
unkuown to me by name, are now in tlower.
Now it is thal the fir trec exhales its resinous

icles most powerfully ; the oak, the myrtle,
and the laurel, have tempered their durk winter
green with glittering leaflets of 2 lighter hue.
And what a variety of sorts of flowers are
trodden upon by the traveller on his way!
There is not one that I have seen in Galilee,
or on the plains along the coast, that I do
not find here again on Carmel, from the
crocuses on the rocky grounds to the fennel
lants and narcissuses of the Leoutes, from the
mtense red, white, and purple anemones of the
lains to the ferns that hide themselves in the
rk sepulchral caves. Yes; Carmel, indeed, is
still Carmel; the fruitful, the graceful, the
fragrant, the lovely mountain that he was in
the days of old. But his glory, his attire, is
hidden, is “ withered,” accordine to God’s word,
so that the traveller along the coinmon highways
beholds it not. No, it is not the radiance of tﬁe
riging or setting sun that constitutes the incom-
pmgle glory of Carmnel; it is the inner cha-
racter of his hills, their great fertility, that have
made him so remarkable that his name towers
above all the other mountains of Palestine.

“The Lord fulfils, in a remarkable manner,
every word that he hath spoken. Look now at
the of Qarmel, thus manifested to me in
this garden; and yet, it is true, this

ﬁloryi!dtied up and has withered away. All
ies waste—all is a wilderness! The utinost

fertility is heto lost for man, useless to man!

The vineyards of Carmel, where are they now ?

Behold the long rows of stones on the ground,

the remains of the walls on which there rested
in former days the rich heavy clusters; they |
will tell you that here, where now with difficulty |
you force your way through the thick entangled '
1ay 1n daysof old those incomparable vine-
yards to which Carmel is indebted for its name.

Oh! that the bride of Christ, the community of
his faithful, likened as she is to the top of Carmel,
may Hover be a wilderness like this mountain.

|

“ From DAlish, wo soon reached Eafich, sur-
rounded by extensive olive grounds, and situated
on one of the highest points of the mountain.
The Shech of ]§nﬁi§h received us with greut
kindness and hospitality. He would not allow
us to think of putting up for the night anywhere
but in his house; for, said he, after passing el-
Mohhraka you will find no suitable night-quar-
ters along the course you propose to follow until

ou get to Jenin, and that is too far for you to
{e able to reach to-day. We accordingly were
thankful to accept of his proffered hospitality,
and after having procured a couple of his vil-
lagers, two clever Druses, as guides, we rode on
to el-Mohhraka. 1ts distance from Esfith is
fully an hour and a-half, over a constantly un-
dulating table land, covered with the same dense
wilderness of natural timber trees and copse
that we had met with in the parts of Carmel
lying more to the west. The “burnt place”
could not have been visited for many years, not
even by the natives; for on our coming close to
the top of the rock on which our guides pointed
out the spot we were in quest of, they had to
~ut an opening for us through the copse before

‘e could reach it. 1s it not strange that this,
the most important part of all Carmel, should be
so negleeted by travellers 7 DPeople are fain to
spend a few days at the comfortable quarters of
the Carmclite monastery, to recover a little from
the fatigues of the travelling they have under-
gone, but never think of visiting the place where
the ever-memorable sacrifice was oftered. Yet
this does not altogether arise from want of ac-
quaintance with the position of the place ; for I
find it said in the descriptions of more than one
traveller, that on the south-eastern corner of
Carmel, the spot is pointed out where Elijah's
offering was consumed by fire from heaven,
The English officer of engineers, Mr. Symonds,
selected Mohhraka itsclf for one of his points for
taking observations; but the little that has been
published of the labours of that gentleman leaves
us in ignorance with respect to his researclies
thore, in conncction with the Bible history.
For ourselves, we were led by the perusai of the
18th chapter of 1st Kings to conclude, that
that place of sacrifice could be nowhete but on
the south-eastern cortier of Carmel. The su,
gestion (of Father Charles) that el-Mans
was the point appeared to us doubtful, though
not absolutely to be rejected. The name el-
Mohhralta seems to have been taken from the
miracle of the burning of the sacrifice, and the
sraditions of the Arabs are generally more to be
trsted than those of the Christisn inhabitants
of the country, who for the mowt part re;
whatever bas beon put into their heads by the
Latins and Greeks, themnelves strangers in the
midst of them. The two places, however, aro at



SUNDAY AT HOME.

no great distance from each other, and so we
determined on pnyinia, visit to both.

“ Here, then, are the details of what we ob-
gerved on ‘ the burnt place.’

“ Pirst, we found a rocky level space, of no
great circumference, aud covered with old gnarled
trees, with a dense entangled undergrowth of
bushes. 1n the midst of thisthere were the ruins
of an oblong quadrangular building, of which
the front wall and door, and both side walls,
are still partially standing. The large hewn
slones suggest an older date than that of
the Crusades. This ruin was probably one of
the many churches and chapels which that very
devout empress, Helena, erccted on the holy
places of Palestine; and as the altar of Elijah
mnﬁ have been standing somewhere on this
rocky level, it is natural to suppose that it must
have stood just where the oratory was built, that
is within these still remaining walls.

“ Having scated oursclves beneath the shade of
a huge oak, we once more npened our Bibles at
chap. 18 of 1st Kings, and examined what was
requirved in the place of sveritice, in order to its
agreemend with the account given in the Bible.
Aceording to verses 18th and 1gth, it must have
been ample enough in size to contain i very nu-
merous multitude. El-Mohlirahs mnust at that
time have been quite titted fot tlis, although
now covered with a rough dense g’tmgla. Indeed,
one can searcely imagine a sput better adapted
for the thousands of Isracl tu have stood drawn
up on than the gentle slopes. The rock shoots
up in an almost perpendiculat wall of more than
two hundred feet in height on the side of the vale
of Esdraelon. On this side, therefure, thero was
no room for ihe gazing multitude; Dbut, on
the other hand, this wall madc it visible over the
wholo plain, and from all the swrounding
heights, so that even those left behind, z2nd who

not ascended Carmel, wonld siill have been
able to witness, at no great distance, the tire from
heaven that descended upon the altar.  Accord-
ing to verso 80th, there must have been an altar
there before, for Elijah repaired “ the altar of the
Lord that was broken down.” 1t is well known
that such altars were uniformly built on very
conspicuous eminences. Now there is not a
more conspicuous spot on all Canel than the
abrupt rocky height of Molihraka, shooting up
so suddenly on the east. Verscs 3lst and 32nd
Eoint o a rocky soil, in which stones were to be
found w serve for the construction of the altar,
and yet where the stoncs must have been so loose
or 8o covered with a thick bed of carth, that “a
trench *’ could have been made round the altar,
whilet not of 80 loose a composition of sand and
earth as that the water poured into it would
have been absorbed. The place we were exa-
mizting met these requisitions in every respect ;
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it showed a rocky surface, with a sufficiency of
large fragments of rock lying all round, and,
bewdes, well fitted for the rapid digging of a
trench. But now comes the grand difficulty of
both believers and unbelievers, who have not
secn this place. Whenee could Elijah lave
procured so much water as to have it to peur
over ihe offering and the altar in barrefuls, so
that he filled the trench also with water, at a
time when, after three years of drought, all tho
rivers and brooks were dried up,and the king in
erson und the governor of his house divided the
and between them to pass through it, to see if
peradventure uny fountains of water might be
found, and grass to save the horses and mules
alive ? (ver. 1—06) o get rid of this difficulty
some pious travellers, with imagiuations stronger
than their judgments, have said : ¢ O, as for that
water, the thing speaks for itself; it must cvi-
dently have been got from the sca) Bub less
religions persons, who were sharp enough to
perecive that the place where Elijuh made the
offermg could not have been at the sea-side, have
righuly remarked, that it must have been im-
possible, frgm every other poiut of Carmel lying
more inland, on account of the great distance
from the sen, tu go thither and return on an
afternoon, much more 1o do this three scveral
times, as is expressly stated in the 84th verse.
Such persons, therefore, have rejeeted altogether
this absurd explanation, without however theni-
selves arriving at ahy better solution of the diffi-
cully; and this has led unbelievers in their
prejudiced haste to assert that the Bible narra-
tive is o mere fietion, that being the view which
best suited thelr purpose. Dr. Kalley and I
fult our nivuths shut in the presence of this
dificulty.  We saw no spring, yet here we were
certain the pluce must have been; for it is the
only poiug of all Carmel where Elijah could have
been so close to the brook Kishon, then dried up,
as to take down thither the priests of Baal and
slay them, rcturn again to the mouutain and
pray for rain, all in the short space of the same
afrernoon, after the Lord had shown by Lis fire
from heaven that He, and He alone, was God
(see verses 40—44). El-Mohhraka is 1685
feet above the sea, and perhaps 1000 feet above
the Kishon. This height can be gonc up and
down in the short time allowed by the Seri .
But the farther one goes towards the middle of
the mountain, the higher he ascenids &bove
the Kishon, because Mount Carmel rise$ higher
there, and the plain through which 4he river
flows runs lower down. Add to this that the
Kishon takes a course more and fuore divergi
from the mountnin, and the ravine by wﬁ:ﬁ
people descend to the river’s bed is exceedingly
difficult to pass through, so that three full hours
are thought necefsary for treversing the distanes
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—eme oo .. the stream, Nowhere does the
Xishon run so close to Mount Carmel as just
beneath cl-Mohhraka. Pious expositors, who
would transfer the scene to the seaward side of
the mountain, seem quite to have left out of
sight the required condition, that it must be
near the brook Kishon.

“Well, then, we went down to the Kishon
through a steep ravine, and behold, right below
the steep rocky wall of the height on which we
stood—250 feet, it might be, beneath the altar

lateau—a vaulted and very abundant fountain,
guilt in the form of a tank, with a few steps
leading down into it, just as one finds elsewherc in
the old wells or springs of the Jewish times. Pos-
sibly the neighbourhood of this spring may have
been the inducement that led to that altar which
Elijah repaired having been built to the Lord in
former times. Possibly, too, the water of this
spring may have been consecrated to the Lord,
so as not to be generally accessible to the people,
even in times of fearful drought. In such
springs the water
remains always
cool, under the
shade of & vaulted
roof, and with no
hot  atmospherc
to evaporate it.
‘While all other
fountains  were
dried up, I can
well understand
that there might
have been found
here that su-
perabundance of
water which
Elijah poured so
profusely over the altar. Yes, the more 1 con-
sider the matter, the more am 1 convinced, that
from such a fountain alone could Elijah have
procured so much water at that time. And as for
the distance between this spring and the supposed
site of the altar, it was every way possible for
men to go thrice thither and back again to obtain
the necessary suppliy.

“ Further, the place of Ehjah’s offering—the
same probably where he cast himself down upon
the earth, and put his face between his knees, in
offering thanks to the Lord for the divine power
he had hitherto displayed, to besecech him for
the further fulfilment of his promise, that of rain
for the parched ground—the place of Elijah’s
offering, I say, behoves to have been so screened
by a rising ground on the west or north-west
side, 88 to intercept a view of the sea; for he
said to his servant, ‘Go up now and look {o-
ward the sen.’ Moreover, the distance to that
heightinight not have been great; for the
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passage runms, ‘Go again seven times' (verses
42—44). Now such is the position of el-
Mohhbraka, that these circumstances might all
quite well have been united there. On its west
and north-west side the view of the sea is quite
intercepted bg an adjacent height. That height
may be ascended, however, in a few minutes, and
a full view of the sea obtained from the top.

“ Finally, Ahab’s royal chariot stood below at
the foot of Carmel, near the place where the
priests of Baal were slain. From thence it was
possible for the king to reach Jezreel that same
evening. But only from thence, for every half
hour more west must have taken him farther
from the capital of his kingdom, and too far for
him to accomplish the distance before being
overtaken by the rain. How plain does this
make the meaning of the words, ¢ Prepare’ and
¢ Get thee down.! The king was still standing
near Elijah. Not quite close, but so near that
the servant could take the message to him, while
the wind was rising and the clouds gathering.
Perhaps he was
near the fountain
quenching  his
. thirst. Any how,

he had to go down
from the hill and
make all speed to
Jezrecl, so as not
to be overtaken
by thoe fast rising
storm  of rain.
After three years’
drought all herb-
age must have
disappeared from
the  plain  of
Jezreel, and the
loose clay composing its soil must have been
changed into a deep layer of dust. Had time
been allowed for the rain to convert that dust
into a bed of mud, the chariot-wheels might have
stuck fast in it.

“Thus have we the Bible narrative clearly set
before us. It requires little stretch of imagi-
nation to figure to ourselves the thousands
of the tribes of Tsrael that had come up thither
from the hills of Galilee, from yonder plains and
hills of Zebulon and Issachar, and on the right
there from the hills of Ephraim, to choose
whether they would scrve Jehovah or Baal.
And methought I saw the departing Ahab in the
distance, between Carmel ancf the royal Jezreel,
although that seat of royalty is now rePresented
onlﬁlby the wretched village of Zerain."”

the preceding narrative we have another
illustration of the remarkable manner in which
the Lord furnishes, from age fo age, new and un-
answernble attestations to the truth of the Bible,
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It was a custom in former times
for men to make their sepulchres
AL in their gardens, that in the

midst of the pleasures of life they might be

reminded of geath, and admonished to seck
{or the better and more enduring pleasures of the
life to come. This was a custom scarcely in
harmony with modern taste; but it was said b
one to whom God had given wisdom, “1t 1s
better to go to the house of mourning than to
the house of feasting;”’ and so it is better to be
reminded, even at inappropriate seasons, of that
enemy, Death, who follows us and treads upon
our very heels, than to be overtaken by him
unawares, and smitten by him when wo least
expect his blow.

herefore, Christian reader, shrink not from
these “thoughts on death,” as if they were
needlessly distressing and might be lightly sct
aside. Death is an enemy that every one must
see, whether he will hear of him or not: it is
prudent, then, to make ourselves acquainted
with his aspect, to understand his power, and
to learn what remedy wec have against him.
David would not go forth to meet the Philistine
in armour which he had not proved, or with
weapons which he knew not how to handle;
nay, nothing less would satisfy him than the
armour of Grod’s protection, and the weapon of
God’s guiding, to be obtained by prayer and
faith. Let us arm oursclves with the same in-
struments, and let us learn to use them now, and
keep oursclves in practice as watchful and well-
ordercd soldiers, that whether our adversary
come to us by day or night, slowly “with pining
sickness,” or rushing suddenly “as a lion to
break all our bones,” wo may bo preparctl and
ready to meet him.

No man can plead ignorance of the universal
decree of God concerning the necessity of man’s
“It is appointed unto all men once

Every man may say ns ihe wise woman
of Tekoah, “ We must neceds die, and are ns
water spilled upon the ground.” There is no
age, estate, condition, or rank of men that has
not been overthrown by that invincible champion
death, who, riding up and down the world on
his pale horse for more than five thousand years,
has stricken down thousands daily, and with
impartial stroke laid all men low before him.
Some in their infancy have proved what it is to
dis, before they had time to learn what it is to

live; others have fallen in the strength and
pride of youth. Young men may die, and old
men must die; to be born and to die is common,
as Tpictetus told tho emperor, both to prince
and beggar. The proudest infidels, and the
most ignorant heathen, have been brought by
experience to the same conclusion as the inspired
David, “ What man is he that liveth, and shall
not sec death p”’

There are no medicines or cordials in nature’s
surgery that can fortify tho heart against this
king of terrors. The velvet slipper cannot
proteet the foot from gout, nor can the gold ring
ward off a whitlow from the finger. The richest
dindem cannot cure the headache, nor the purple
robe prevent a fover. DBeauty, strength, riches,
honour, friends, no one of these, nor all of them
together, can repeal that sentence, “ Dust thou
art, and unto dust shalt thou return.” Every
little sickness, every infirmity. or accident, is as
a skirmish with the adversary death, before
that last battle in which the weak mortal shall
be vanquished and led captive to his long
home : and when once the lines of mortality are
drawn upon the face of the fairest creature,
thero is no help for it, but those who loved and
desired it most before, must now concur in the
sentence, “ Bury my dead out of my sight.”

This inevitable neccessity, though confessed
and acknowledged by all, is practically so for-
gotten, that most men live as if they should
never die, and die as if they should never live
again: and when the time of their dissolution
comes, their rouls are rather taken away from
their bodies in despite of their own will, than
yielded to God in hope and glad obedience.

Indeed, to a wicked man, death is the begin-
ning of sorrows: it is a trap-door to let him
down to the everlasting dungeon of hell; but
the children of God, though ﬁ\ey cannot escape
the stroke, yet they arc free from the sting of
death : they can play upon the hole of this asp
without danger, ang welcome the approach of
this giant with a smile; they are frce from all
real danger, through the power of him who is
the Captain of the Lord’s host, who hath
“abolished death, and hath brought life and
immortality to light through the gospel;™ for
them the sting of death is plucked out, and the
suffering of it sanctifiel by Christ; and this
last enemy is made their friend, being but a
dark and gloomy messenger to lead them to the
glorious mansion prepared for them in heaven.
“When a man’s ways please the Lord, he
maketh even his enomies ta be at peace with
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him ” §6 death is made to -be at peace with the
believer; he is compelled to do him a greater
kindness, in bringing him to Grod, than an earthly
friend could have accomplished.

Now, as it is God’s decree, in tender merey to
his children, that their conflict and misery
should be temporary, but their triumph and
happiness eternal, it should be their first caro,
80 to pass the present timo of their sojourning
on which their future state depends, that they
may live ha,gpily where they shall live eternally ;
and since they cannot escape death, so to pro-
vide for it that it may have no advantage over
them when it approaches. Miserable is the
condition of that man who, when the terrars of
death make war upon him, shall have cause to
say, “ The Lord is departed from me.” Single-
handed he cannot cope with this enemy; ten
thousand of his fellow-creaturcs cannot help
him; and unless God be on his side, he must
perish body and soul for ever. But {o him that
18 wise to consider his latter end, death is by no
means dreadful: death may kill him, but it
cannot hurt him; it may frec him from temporal
misery, but it cannot hinder him {from everlast-
ing joy; it may carry down his body to the
grave, but it cannot fail to lead his soul up to
heaven into the glorions presence of his God.
Death is the last enemy that we have in this
world, and the last that a 17 ver shall encounter
anywhere. It separates the body from the soul,
but at the same time separates the soul from
sin; and therefore death puts an end to every
misery that can afflict the Christian, because
it puts an end to sin, from which all misery pro-
ceeds. Death is the child of sin; and by a
hap{)‘y parricide, it slays its own parent and
itself together, when it slays the child of God.

And as it is the last enemy of our bodies, so
it is the most powerful and the most incompre-
hensible. It has no respeet to ordinary circum-
stances or events of life: it comes to us at any
time, in any place, in any shape or form, with
any weapon; and when 1t comes, it conquers.
The most innocent gifts of nature become fatal
weapons against us in the haud of death. A
hair it his milk killed Tabius, a fly in his throat
Adrian, & smell of Jime in his nostrils Jovian,
the stone of a grape Anacreon, and a drop of
water, frozen, one mentioned by the poet
Martial. Sofrail and heliless are we crentures of
the dust, who ate “ crushed before the moth!”

‘Who that considers this will not muke it his
first care to be always ready for his end?
Death is at all times aw%ful; but most awful
when it strikes suddenly; when it lays low and
mingles with the sarth those who a moment
before stood upright upon it in the pride of
health, and strength; whén it drives forth the
tenant, without a moment’s warting, from his
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earthly tabernacle, sand takes him from the
midst of worldly cares and oceupations to the
Jjudgment seat of God. The work half finished,
the word half spoken, the thought but half con-
oeived ; this thought, this word, this work, with
every otlicr circumstance of the life so ended,
shall be naked and openin the sight of Him who
is the Judge of quick and dead. Those who
are in Christ Jesus necd not fear this serutiny ;
their sins, wnwillingly committed, heartily re-
pented of, shall never hurt them. But all
others, the cuemy that slays them once shall
hold them in his power for cver. The secona
death will but begin when the first is enided;
this will be ihe consummation of all misery and
woc ; a continual longing for that which never
shall be given them, and a constant groaning
under that burden which shall never be re-
moved.  Let us then prepare for death by
joining ourselves in a perpetual covenant to

im who has overcome death, and forced him
into his service to open the gates of everlasting
life to all his people; let us ensure an interest
in the atonement of Jesus Christ our Saviour;
let us put upon us the whole armour of God,
that we may be cnabled to “withstand ir the
evil day, and having done all, to stand.”

The following account of an instance of sudden
death, under very singular circumstances, is
added by way of comfort and cncouragement to
those who endeavour to live in this state of pre-
paration, and as a solemn warning to every
reader. It is extracted from an old sermon
which has survived its preacher and its hearers
more ihan iwo hundred years. Who that
preacher was, and who the subjeet of his simple,
touching narrative, is now known only in heaven,
Be it ours to rescue the history itself from
oblivion, that, though dead, they yct may speak.

“You have brought hither a dead body of a
very good neighbour of ours, whom I ever found
akind and loving friend: you have brought it
here to be laid up in the grave, in hope of a
blessed and jo 'fu} resurrection. I need not
speak much of ixis life: when it pleased God to
call me first to this place, twenty-six years since,
I found him then in the chief oigce of the
church. and divers times since he hath been in
it; and I have seldom known any more pai
and more industrious_and more honest in those
places than he was.  "Wo have all known him, a
man humble in his conversation, just of his
word, true in his promises, merélful in his
dealing, charitable to the poor, ready to every
good work. His life was such a life as the
apostle would have ours to be a life sober, just,
and pious, in this present evil world: pious in
regard of God, just in the regard of men, xober
inrefmlof himself. I can say no less of
and I will sty ’
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“ I know you desire to hear of his death: and
1t hath mucg aflicted me to hear what unjust
aspersions have been put upon the manner of it.
There was u sudden stroke, indeed, of God’s
hand ; and it was in my house: and seeing that
it so pleased God, I am glad that it was in my
presence and sight, that I might give the better
testimony of it. The suddenness of the stroke
made him liable to some misconstruction, and
hath given men occasion to pass a very uncharit-
able and unchristian verdict of him.

“ T beseech you let me give you a true naked
relation how it was. I never knew any men of
s0 peaceable a disposition, but there might be
sometimes some di&crence between them ; there
was between Abraham and Lot, between Paul
and Barnabas, and therc was between another
honest neighbour and him—both men of a
peaceable ﬁsposition. They did not choose to
go to law; they desired the matter might be put
to arbitrators; they chose four honest gentlemen
to take up the matter between them ; they made
me an unworthy umpire, in case- they” did not

agree. -

“ On Thuraday last they met, and each of them
pleaded his catige: and lot me say this, that if
this brother of ours had been judged to do any
wrong in that cause, if ke had uttered one word
of falsehood, if he bad wsed onc word of impre-
cation, wishing any curscigo himself; then it had
been, peradventure, o judi thing with, Ged b
have taken him at his wokd. -1¥ 2orhad sworn
one oath ; if he had uttercd but one uncharitable
word aguinst his neighbour; if he had showed
but any malice or spleen against him; if he had
been but transported with passion, as & man may
ensily be in his own cause—we are but men
—then, peradventure, some men ‘might have
thought it had been the stroke of Divine justice,
upon him. But let me tell you, I have the wit-
ness of honest gentlemen that wero the arbi-
trators, and will testify—

“ First, that his cause was good, and that
there was not one word spoken, but was con-
firmed by honest witnesses.

“ Next, that he used no kind of imprecation in
the world; no, not as I remember, so much as a
protestation : there was not onme oath sworn
either by him or by others that were present.

“ There was not one uncharitable word spoken
by him ; there was not any malice, or rancour,
or hatred, either on the one side or the other;
he was no way transported with passion. He
did plead his cause; but with that meekness of
spirit, with that quietness, with that sweet
temper, and that Christian moderation, as more

not be required in any saint of God. I
could not perceive that he was moved at any-
thing, he was not stirred, he was not carnest
his cause, Till it pleased God to touch him, and
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he had some sense and feeling of it : rising from
his stool, he stood rubbing of his cheek or his
neck with his handkerchief. He fell upon the
neck of o gentleman that sat close to him, who,
erceiving that he was not well, asked him.how
he did ? Lo was scarce able to give us an answer:
I perceived that he was smitten with the dead
puls%’r.
“Though it plensed God suddenly to take his
speech from him, yet 1 bescceh you know this
withal, he was pleascd not to take his lifo pre-
sently away, nor his understanding from ]fun
From Thursday, about four of the cTock, that he
was first stricken, ho lived till Saturday night or
Sunday morning, I know not whether, On
Friday night I was with him, and I perceived b
the lifting up of his hand that he knew me.
put Lim in mind of some gracious promises that
God hath made to us in Christ. I asked him
whether he believed those promises, and whether
he -Frood any comfort in those promises, and
tzen "8 Lifted up his hond. I asked him, and
desired him, if he found any assurance of God’s
fuvour in Christ to make the same sign ; he liftod
up his hand again. T asked him if T should pray.
with him: he desired it; sn’jv.'the period of
every petition, his hand went up to God; and
one thing I observed more, that in one petition
f mine, in that prayer for him, that it would
please God to deliver him from the malice of
Sutan, that would be most busy when we are
weakest, he held up his hand higher than before,
and continued holding it longer.

“And blessed be our good God, that we can
hold and kecp intelligence with him, not only by
speech, but with our very hands! That hf{
up of the hand, and those groans of his & mﬁ
make no donbt but they prevailed through
Christ at the hands of God. And so as he lived,
I make no question but heygied, a holy servant
of God; and be assurcd hid soul i8 now in
heaven ; and we are come to lay up his body in
the earth, fn the hope of a blessed and joyful
resurrection.”

TWO PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF
THOMAS HOGG.

Ix the height of the London season, one splen.
mmer day, about the year 1816, a fuir

worship. S oL
beau monds was sll alive and astir, driving in the
parks or fpx'omexmding in the walks; numerous
groups of pleasure-seekers meeting and convers-
ing on the themes that usually form the topics
amid such scenes. Among their number was a
party who wished to pay their respeets to'the
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Iady we have mentioned; they knew that she
was receiving her morning-callers, and on their
-way to the gardens, they stayed at her door, and
were invited to ascend the stairs to her drawing-
room. On entering the saloon, they wero sur-
prised and amused to see among the assembled
guests, one who was evidently an unwonted
visitant, whose dress and bearing excited atten-
tion and inquiry. The person who awsakened
this curiosity was a poor man, clad in a slop of
unbleached linen, very handsomely worked round
the nock and at the wrists. He was a short,
thick, elderly, ruddy-looking man, rather in ihe
decline of l.\ii His face was indicative of talent
and shrewdness, and his eye was bright and in-
telligent.

The mistress of the house introduced this in-
dividual to her guests as a poct, who had come
to read her some of his verses, and she believed,
she said, that the subject of his poem was
“Hops* The poor author eagerly camrgghed
her mistake, which had been occasien by py ths
peculiarity of his accent. The theme of” his
muse was “Hope,” and he expressed himself
willing to read some of his lines to the company
among whormp*eafound himself ; indeed, he had
come for that pifrpose, being introduced to Mrs.
Opie (for she was the lady of the house) by her
eccentric friend, Lady Cork. It soon appeared
that the laticr-lady had somewhere picked u
this poor man in a half-starved condition, andf
interested by something she discovered in lis
manner and appearance, she had resolved to
“ patronize” him. The handsome garment he
wore was her gift, and she was then busily re-
commending him to the notice of her friends in
the gay circle amid which she moved, hoping to
interest them for her profegé.

These particulars Mrs. Opie communicated to
her guests while Thomas Hogg was gono to
fetch his poem, wifch he had brought with him,
hoping to be allowed to read it, and which he

left below stairs. On his return, he com-
menced reading aloud from a as. book; but it
was soon cvident that he could not do justice to
his own production, for it was with difficulty he
read. The benevolent feelings of his hostess
induced her to come lo his assistance, and she
kindly offered todreacg hhis poem —an offer he
tefully accepted. e commenced the task,
5:: wu::y(she afterwards said) agreeably sur-
prised to find how good some of the lincs were.
Among them -were a few which may perhaps
interest my renders, as a specimen of the rest;
and they serve to indicate the feelings of this
poor man’s heart, and his acquaintance with the
true source of happiness, the hope of the
gospel:—
¢ There is a Rock where thou may’st safely pitch
"“Thy hiding-place ; whers sorrow cannot reach.
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There, when around is trouble, thou may'st ind:
Securitg of aoul and peace of mind.

Go tothy Father, in submission’s way;

Blessed are they who make his name their stay.
Hope is the throne on which mortality may sit,
And quiet rest amid this changing state.

Spring up, oh well! with living waters flow,

And swecten all the desert here below!

But what is Hope —'tis foresight of redress,

Prospect of ease, when troubles downward press;

A distant view of what is wrong amended,

Pleasure to be attained, or grievance ended.

From whence comes Hope ? and where, or how, begua !
1t comes from (God, as light comes from the sun.
Thou, oh my soul, when troubles strike thoe dumb,
Hold fust thy hope; thy kingdom is to come.

My fellow-toilers, who still onward prees,

Our hope is in ‘the Lord, our righteousness.” ”

It will be readily supposed that such verses
as these, even though read by the lips of a lady
and uttered in the tones of a sweet, melodious
voice, were not of a nature to charm the ears of
the gay company who had met for a few mo-
ments’ lively gossip and amusement. One by
one, the guests dropped off; and ere the poem
was ended, many of those who were present at
its commencement had slipped noiselessly away.
Their places, however, were supplied gy new
arrivals, whose curiosity was excited by the no-
velty of the scene, and who gazed in bewildered
surprise on it.

At Jength the task was ended, and the author
reccived his Ms. back from the hands of his
kadvingtess,  “ We got through the whole,”
she said,” “agrd .the poor man seemed much
pleased.” 1t is probable that his rhymes, thus
tavoured, sounded more flowing and somorous
on his ear than he had ever before heard them,
and he tasted for a moment the sweet satisfac-
tion of an author who rejoices in his own
duction.  So happy, indecd, was he, that he
refused to leave t‘\c party; he said he would

%emain there; and in reply to a message from

Lady Cork, requiring his immediate return, he
sent a prompt and decided negative, A second
messenger was despatched, with directions to
bring the truant back to her ladyship, who
began to fear that she was inflicting a seridus
annoyance upon her friend. But this m
cexcited the wrath of the indignant poet, who
cried, “She says I must come. I won't! tell
the fellow to be gone! I know my way back.”
This was rather too much for the politeness of
the other guests, and Mrs. Opie laughingly said,
“The poet of ¢ Hope' almost drove me to Lam-
—the despair of getting rid of him.” She had,
at length, recourse to a rusc to effect her pire
pose, and said it was probable that Lady Cotk
wanted him for the purpose of introducing hit
and his poem to others of her friends. ~This
tle reasoning prevailed, and, though with're.
uctance, he took his leave, never again to
trouble or amuse those amid whose company
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he had, for a moment, sc unexpectedly enacted
8

“J saw him no more,” said Mrs. Opie; “and
I think two days afterwards, the poor man, sick
to death of London and of being made a show
of, took french-leave, one morning early, and
disappeared, taking with him Lady Cork's gifts
———ag&mket and a.%)louse.”

At the time when this incident occurred Mrs.
Opie was o woman of the world, seeking her
happiness in the things of the present life, and
ignorant of the true source of sbiding joy and
peace. Some few years longer she pursued the
same career; but u time came when her course
was arrested, when she was made to hear the
heavenly voice, and to obey its injunctions.
Then she looked back to these duys of vanity
with regret, and with thankfulness too, that she
had been led to choose “the narrow path,” and
to walk therein with delight.

‘Writing to a friend in the year 1826, she said,
refprring to this great change in her feelings,
“1 am more cheerful to-day—more what I used
to be; in cheerfulness T mean, for never, never
mtl?' I in other respects resemble my former
self’! that thoughtless trifler along the path of
life Aere, 8o long forgetful of the only path that
is worthy to be trodden, and which leads to life
leregfter—the roud to Zion, that city of the
living Grod.”

en Mrs. Opie heard, long after, of the
happy death of the poor man who had thus for
a moment crossed her path, she expressed her
sincere pleasure at the tidings : 1t was, indeed,”
she said, “with much satistaction 1 read an
account of the Yoor wanderer’s having found
pious friends in his last moments, and that he
dicd the death of a Christian.”

It might be about two years after the time of |

the occurrences just rclated, when ono sabbath
day, in the month of January, n poor tattered
crenture, of squalid appearance, found his way
into the nave of a certain village church during
morning service. The clergyman who was offi-
ciating observed this stranger with interest, and
thought he saw about him an air of devout
seriousuess, which prepossessed him in his
favour, despite of n.l}’ the disadvaniages of his
exterior. On the following Sunday the same
person reappearcd, and took his place, as beforo,
near t!xe stove. He looked decrepit with age,
and his head rested on his bosom, which was
partially cxposed.  He wore a kind of frock or

p, under which was seen a soldier’s coat,
patched in various places. His whole appenr-
ance indicated .the lowest de of poverty,
but, ‘as before, his manner was devout and atten-

ve,
'Thg cler , after service was concluded,
made inquiry who the waa was, and found that
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he was a person recently come there, working at
a blacksmith’s shop in the village. His inform-
ant added : “ He is'a remarkable man, and carries
about with him a Bible, which he constantl
reads!” Not long after, the good pastor too
occasion to call av the blacksmith’s shop, and
there he saw the object of his solicitude, stand-
ing by the side of the forge, putting some links
of iron wire together, to form a scissors chain.
After a few words addressed to him, the clergy-
man proceeded to obtain some particulars of bi
history from the master of the shop, who said
that one dreadfully severc day tlus destitute
object had come to him, almost exhausted with
cold and fatigue. He begged permission to be
allowed to erect his little apparatus in a shed
adjoining the shop, and the benevolent master
of the premises granted him leave, and stationed
him near the forge, that he might pursue his
work close beside the fire. In the evening he
asked a shelter in the stable, and there he passed
the night on a bed of fresh straw. One of the
master’s children was sent to carry him sowe
warm cider, but he was reluctant to accept il,
lest he should be depriving sowe onc else of it.
The next morning, being asked how he was, he
said, “I am very happy.” During the night
the cold was so great that the thermometer
had fallen as low as 6° or 7° Fahrenheit. He
roxe from his straw-bed. and dressed himself,
for it appeurcd that he always took off his
clothes at night, and wrapped himself in a
blanket, which he said had been given him by a
lady of quality. Our readers will perceive
readily that this poor creature was no other
than Thomas Ilogg, wrapped iu Lady Cork’s
blanket.  Having made his poor toilette, he
soon placed himself at his post beside the forge,
and pursued his daily toil.  In this way his days
and nights were passed ; he industriously worked
at his employment in making chains and scis-
sors, by which, however, he was unable to earn
more than sixpence or sevenpence a day, even
when he succceded in selling his wares. His
food was, of necessity, scant and poor; but if
he were occasionally offered more refreshment,
he would decline it, saying, “I am grateful for
the kindness, but it would be tntemperate.”
These particulars, gathered from the master
blacksmith, greatly interested the Lind clergy-
man, and he determined to visit again the poor
stranger, and to couverse with him. He was
surprised to find that his manners, though
blunt, were far from churlish or uncivil § .and his
remarks were pertinent, and occasionally indi-
cated originality of character. There was a
good deal of archness, t00, about bim, as well
as natural liveliness. Whert questioned as to
his occupation, and what he was able to earn by
it, he iEowed considerable reluctunce to give



any particular details. At first it was sap)
that this arose from an unwillingness to tell the
amount of his gains, but it ‘afterwards became
evident that he wished to conceal his 8overty;
this desire arising from his habitual Christian
content. On being asked why he chose such a
vagrant life, he answered, that he was led to do
it by necessity ; “and besides,” he added, “m
way of life hns at lenst this advantage, that if
leave my friends behind me, I leave also my
cnemies ! An inquiry into his age drew from
him the uuswer,r:‘qI am often asked that ques-
tion, as though I were a very old man; why I
am a mere boy, only sixty-five years of age, sir;
and with a light heel and a cheerful heart, 1
hope to hold out a eonsiderable time longer.”
?ie seemed, indeed, always happy. His con-
tented, joyous spirit excited the surprise of all
who saw 1t ; andp it was soon apparent that the
source of his cheerfulness was religion. No-
thing ever seemed to damp his confidence in God.
His new friend, the clergyman, occasionally
visited him at the forge, and was increasingly
pleased with what ho saw and heard of the old
man, Some of his sayings he preserved; aund
one of then seems to me worthy of being still
remembered. They had been speaking together
on the divisions existing between good men,
heirs together of the same hopes, and members
of the one church of the living God. ¢TI la-
mented,” said the good divine, “ that there should
be any separation between men whose hopes
and interests are one.”’ Ho immediately replied,
in his usual sprightly manner, “No matter,
there are two sides to the river.” He saw that,
although severed for a time by the waters of
discord, the true servants of Christ would even-
tually meet in the same home of the redeemed.
The time was approaching when T