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FLOWERS AND PLANTS OF SCRIPTURE. 

“ Flowers worthy of Paradise, which not nice art, 
Tn beds and curious knots, but nature boon 

Pour'd forth profuse, on hill, and dale, and plain, 
Both where the morning sun first warmly smote 
The open field, and where the unpierced shade 
Embrown’d the noontide bowers.” 

One striking feature in the poetry of the Bible is its 
continual reference to. the imagery supplied by the 
material world. Coming forth from the inmost heart 

of the inspired writer, and destined to influence every 
human faculty, the words of Holy Writ appeal to the 
sentiments and affections, as well as to the under- 

standing of man, in all ages. They call his attention 
to the beauty of the world around him, and render all 
outward loveliness subservient to holy and devout 

emotions by the vividness with which it. depicts eternal 
truth. The flowers of the field, fading so quickly; the — 

grass, withering even before it grows up; the shadow 
that declineth, are all remembrancers of man’s mortality. 

The trees and high hills were not looked on carelessly 

by the inspired writers. They understood all their 

meanings, and from them, as from the voice of the 

turtle, and the coming of the crane and the swallow, 

they gathered thoughts of God. 
B
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And so it is now, that when we walk abroad in fields 

and gardens, by river side, or on mountain summit, the 

reader, familiar with his Bible, is reminded of its truths 

by innumerable associations. God never meant, when 
he inspired these lessons, that we should be inattentive 

to the objects whence they were drawn. Besides the 
various references made, in the pages of Holy Writ, to 

natural objects in general, there are more than three 
hundred places in which plants are mentioned. Some- 
times they occur in Scripture narratives, and tell us of 

ancient usages; often they remind us of the character, 

soil, and climate of the scenes of some of the most 

solemn events of history; in some cases they serve to 

identify the spots on which they once flourished, as 
those on which they flourish still ; but more often they 
are emblematic, and are types of persons or of events, 

or serve as figures by which the feelings of the reader 
shall be raised from things seen to those which are 
unseen. But they were never intended to be regarded 
merely as ornaments of poetry. They had all their 
lessons, from the lily of the valleys and the rose of 
Sharon, which foreshadowed a coming Lord, down to 
the thorn and thistle, which tell us, even yet, of man’s 

sin and sorrow. 
We are not idly employed when secking to identify 

with the descriptions of the sacred writers the various 
trees and flowers to which they allude. In many 
imstances this must be the labour of the learned man, 
and requires patient thought and investigation, as well 
as much skill in ancient languages, and in the botany 
of eastern lands. But every patient study of God’s 
word is sure to bring valuable results, and to show not



FLOWERS AND PLANTS OF SCRIPTURE. 3 

only how well fitted for illustration were the: emblems 

employed, but also how true to all that recent science 

has discovered. are its statements; while the labour of 

one man on the subject may serve to enlighten the 

thousands whose time and toil must be otherwise em- 

ployed.: A great deal has been discovered, during the 

last few years, respecting the botany of Scripture; and 

though much remains so uncertain that we wish we 

could read the volume of the wise man, who spake of 

them, from the cedar of Lebanon to the hyssop of the 

wall, yet is our knowledge of the subject far more accu- 
rate now than at any former period of modern. times. 

Coming years and further study may teach us more ; 

for that Bible in which the way of salvation is made so 

plain as that a little child can understand it, has yet its 

depths, to be explored. by the Christian philosopher and 

the man of science. 
The rose, the lily, and the vine, are Sete the most 

interesting of all the plants of Scripture, for they have 

all been given us as figures of Him who was not only 

the Lord of nature, but the Lord and Saviour of im- 

‘ mortal souls. Jn all times men have desired to know 

which of the flowers of the Hast was the rose of Sharon. 
Yet even now we are not certain of its identity... Older 

writers thought it was a large and deeply-coloured rose. 

| Later writers have thought it was the rose of Damascus. 
The plain of Sharon is still beautiful, with its bright 

grass and numerous wild flowers; but no thorny rose- 
‘bush is there. All over its plains and grassy slopes, 
however, may be found numerous clumps of the rose- 
flowering cistus, whose rich pink blossoms, shaped like 
those of our wild brier, are thought by some writers to
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be the rose of Sharon. But when we consider how, 

from earliest ages, the true rose has been the favourite 

flower of the Kast, and that in other parts of Palestine 
wild roses are blooming still, we can hardly doubt that 
the rose of Sharon, though it grows there no longer, 
was some one of those lovely roses which yet grow 
wild, or are cultivated, in the Holy Land. 

Neither can we exactly tell which was the lily either 
of the Old or New Testament, though, in the account of 

Solomon’s temple, in the Canticles, and in the references 
of the prophets, we find it frequently mentioned. 

Dr. Royle thinks that the lily of the Old Testament 
is not the same flower as that on which our Saviour 
looked when he reminded the disciples of God’s un- 
ceasing love and care, and of their duty of unwavering 

faith and hope. The former flower has been thought 

to be the violet, or the jessamine ; but the use of it, as 

forming an ornament of molten brass for the pillars and 
brazen sea, as well as the reference, in the Canticles, 

to “feeding among the lilies,” induces Dr. Royle to 
believe that the lily was the beautiful lotus once so 
plentiful on the waters of the Nile, and still so common 
on streams of the East. Amidst the many opinions 

formed on the subject of the lily alluded to by the 

Saviour, the most likely seems that which concludes it 
to be the Martagon lily of our gardens. 

But if we are not certain of these two flowers, there 

are many plants of Scripture on which we can entertain 

no doubt. The vine of Eshcol yet grows in the 
neighbouring Hebron, and many of the hill-sides of 
Palestine still resound to the shouts of the vintage. 
The tall cedars of Lebanon are green as they might
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have been when David looked on them exultingly, and 
compared them to.the righteous man; and these vege- 
table monuments of past ages yet send forth, at eventide, 

the “smell of Lebanon.” Sweet ‘valleys lying among 
the hills of Judah are fragrant now with the myrtle- 
bough, and far away over the spring landscape the 
flowering almond-trees are beautiful to look upon. The 
broad shadow of the sycamore flickers on the ground 

_ of the wayside, and might serve to conceal the listener, 

as once it hid Zaccheus; and the fig-tree, whose fruits 
formed a chief source of the food of Israel, is there still 

to shelter and to nourish the tribes who wander under 

its shade. The rich blossom or fruit of the pomegranate 
reddens among its verdant branches, and the rarer 

bay-tree now occasionally reminds the traveller of the 
moment of sadness in which the Psalmist once looked 
upon it. The willow waves its grey-green foliage by 
several streams of the Holy Land, and still fringes 
the waters of the Euphrates and the Tigris, where 

captive Israel once uttered their lament in strains 
of sweet poetry. The garden has its rue, and anise, 
and mint, and cummin; and the modern traveller yet 

looks on the lodge of the garden of cucumbers, in which 
the watcher dwells. The palm-tree, once so charac- 

teristic of its scenery, is almost gone, but the wheat 

and the barley are still in Israel’s land, but not in glory 

and richness as in the day when his was the land of 

corn and of wine. Pleasant now to the Christian’s 

memory are the thoughts suggested by the olive hills, 

yet scattered over with those old trees, on which David 

looked when he went up the mountain sides in sorrow, 
and which still cluster at the foot of the Mount of
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Olives, in the garden which witnessed the agonies of 
spirit of the blessed Saviour. But more striking than 
all are the thorns and thistles which abound in Palestine, 

rendering some of her hills impassable, and entangling 
the foot of the traveller on spots once rich in culture. 
God was angry with that land, and he smiles not on it 
as once he did; yet it still waits for the glorious time, 
when, literally and figuratively, its deserts shall again 
rejoice, and blossom like the rose. 

A. P.



THE LILIES OF THE FIELD. 

Marr, vi. 28, 29. 

Frowzrs of. the field! *tis yours to preach 
Lessons of truth, and humbly teach 

The faithless and the proud : 
Array’d in garb of lovely hue, 
Our Fatuer’s care we trace in you; 

And still to Him who made you, true, 

Ye warn the thoughtless crowd. 

Let those of feeble faith, whose breast 

With doubts and fears can never rest, 

Consider how ye grow: 
Ye toil not with perplexing care: 

Ye do not spin the coats ye wear, 

Nor paint those colours bright and fair, 

In which ye sweetly glow. 

The hand of Him who built the skies, 

. Adorns His flowers with varied dyes, 

And clothes each beauteous plant ; 

Th’ Eternal One, whose sovereign power 

Can make earth’s haughtiest. despot cower, 

Stoops to regard the humblest flower, 

And tend each little want. 
Rev. J. 8S. Broan, M.A.



THE FRENCH CONSCRIPTS. 

Tue burning sun of the South of France had just 

gone down, and a weary soldier, who trod languidly 

along the bare and dusty road that led from the great 

sea-port of Marseilles to a small and pleasant town, 

about a day’s journey from the former place, rejoiced in 

the cooling air of evening. His aspect bore traces of 

the hardship and fatigues of war in a forcign clime: 

his face was browned by an African sun, and it seemed 
as if his health had suffered by the same. 

It was, in fact, the time when the French were at 

war with the Algerines, and Eugéne Dupré had com- 

pleted his term of seven years’ service in what is called 
“the army of Africa.” His service had been performed 
with credit to himself, and he had obtained his congé, 

or dismissal, after having been rapidly advanced to the 

rank of sergeant. 

And now some hills, yet at a couple of hours’ distance, 

rose to his sight, and close to them, Eugéne knew, was 

the home of his youth, his father’s house, where he 

hoped his mother’s arms would receive him, and his 

fond little sister’s smiles make him forget his trials 
and sufferings. Although he had been a good soldier, 

and gained as such the regard of his superiors, Eugene
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was glad to leave the army of Africa; while with it he 

had beheld and shared in many a dreadful scene. The 
fierce war in Algeria he was well satisfied no longer to 

bear a part in. There are some minds which will perform 

well whatever duty they undertake; and that of a soldier, 
though well performed by Eugéne Dupré, was not that 
which was most agreeable to his own disposition; the 

law of conscription in France compels all men, after 
eighteen years of age, to serve in the army for seven 
years, should the state require it; and Hugéne had 

entered the army against his own inclination, as a 

conscript. This had been peculiarly trying to him just 
then, for he had been long attached to a young female 
who lived in his neighbourhood, and circumstances had 
appeared to promise favourably for their marriage; but 
when Eugéne was obliged to depart for the army, her 
father would no longer listen to the proposal; he-even 
made the young man promise not to attempt to form 
any engagement with his daughter, or even to write to 

her as long as he was a soldier. 
Eugene kept both promises: he had never heard from 

Annette during his long absence from his home; and 
now, as he was returning, and drawing nearer to it, he 

was thinking if he should find all his friends as he had 
left them, and laying before himself some pictures of 
happiness, peace, and quiet, which were very pleasant 
to the weary soldier’s imagination. What busy thoughts 
filled his mind as his native village came in view! 
Would Annette be changed—was she already married 

to another ?—had his father grown much older ?—was 
his mother’s kind face the same as ever P—and his little 
sister, who was only ten years of age at his departure,
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was she as pleasing, as playful as she had been? Then 
there was another old friend, though one much younger 
than himself—Henry Vincent—who had made himself 

so useful to his father during his absence, and had been 
his little sister’s companion and friend: he thought of 
him, too, and wondered if Henry had grown up to be as 

good, as generous, as truthful, as he promised to be 
when a boy, and as his fine open countenance had once 
declared him to be. 

But while thus thinking, some weary, yet more hasty 
steps led him into the village street, and he stood before 
the draper’s shop which his father kept. The shades of 

evening fall suddenly ina southern clime ; it was almost 

dark when he paused at the well-remembered door. 
And then he recollected how, in former days, he used 

to dislike to stand behind that counter, waiting for 

customers, and how Henry would take his place, and 
make himself so useful; and though he did not feel 
more disposed to like shop-keeping now than he had 
done formerly, he felt he had been wrong then, and 

owned in his heart that it is both wiser and happier 

to be content with that state of life to which it has 

pleased God to call us, not knowing but that to which 
we should prefer to call ourselves would be found still 

more unsuitable to us, Then, suddenly entering the 

house, he crossed the passage, and there, assembled 

round the wide kitchen hearth,—for the evening had 

grown chill,—he beheld all the objects of his thoughts, 

with the exception of Annette, to be sure: she was 

not present. But there, at opposite corners of the wide 

hearth, sat an elderly man and woman, silent, with their 

figures bent forward, their arms on their knees, their eyes



THE FRENCH CONSCRIPTS. AL 

fixed on the fire before them. Between them, in the 
middle space, was a pale but interesting young girl, with 
tears upon her cheeks; and «young man, of a kind and 
open countenance, the pleasant expression of which was 
darkened by some sorrow, and whose attempts to console 
the girl at his side only seemed to increase her grief. 

In surprise Hugéne, gazed at the scene before him. 
But his step was heard, and his father, thinking a cus- 
tomer had entered, rose to attend the shop: Henry 
sprang up to save him the trouble. 

“ Leave him, my son,” said the old woman to Henry, 

“leave him to attend to his business himself: he must 
soon do so without assistance.” Eugéne, seeing he was 
not recognised, requested permission to rest himself. 
Even his voice was changed, and the father, saluting him 
as a stranger and traveller, pulled off his cap, and politely 
requested him to be seated at their hearth. But the 
mother looked at the war-changed soldier, and with a 
cry, opened her arms, and fell on the bosom of her son. 
Then Eugéne was clasped to his father’s breast, and 
then his loving sister’s tears ceased to flow, or their 
cause was forgotten in wonder and joy.. And Henry 
stood with ‘smiling eyes and countenance, waiting for 
his embrace to come. And now how happy was Eugéne 
Dupré! All that had passed, vexations, and hardships, 
and dangers, were quite forgotten: or actually converted, 
in retrospect, into pleasures. It was pleasant to tell of 
them; pleasant to see the interest with which they were 
listened to; pleasant, above all, to give God thanks for 
deliverance from them—to hear his parents do so. 

Then he was rested and refreshed; his mother and 
sister relieved his aching feet, and set out the neat
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reviving supper, consisting partly of the fine rich grapes 

of Southern France. Oh! how happy was the soldier’s 

return; how devout his thankfulness ! 

However tired a traveller may be, yet if he returns 

to an affectionate family, it is usually late before he 
retires to rest; there is so much to be told, and when 

all is told, there is so much to hear. 

Eugéne, unlike most returned travellers, wished to 

hear first; so when the supper was over, he asked his 

sister Violette, whom he was surprised to find grown 
into a young woman, to tell him of all the changes 
that had taken place among their old friends. 

“Oh! there have been many changes since you left 
us, my brother,” said Violette ; “old Menon, whom you 

remember so well, is dead, and your friend André 

married his daughter Elise, and keeps the house now; 
and my old companion Julie has left this place, and 
gone to live with a lady who travels very far, so they 
say Julie will be likely to see even Paris before she 

comes back.” 
“That is surprising,’ said Hugéne, smiling; “but 

have you no more interesting news to tell me ?” 
“Why, yes; there is poor Antony and his lame 

mother.” 

“Oh!” cried Kugéne, interrupting her, “ that may 

be all very interesting, I confess; but then—in short, 
why do you not mention those who are most interesting 
to me ?—Annette, for instance, my old friend: you have 
said nothing of her.” 

“No, indeed, nor is it likely I should have done so; 

you asked me to tell you of changes, brother ;—now no 
change has taken place with regard to Annette.” 

>
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« Ah! [thought she might: be married! Well, I must 

go and see her to-morrow morning,” said Eugéne. 

* No, sheis not married,” his sister replied, “ and 

whenever she makes some purchase at the shop, she 
always asks about you—and oh! brother, when we got 
that dreadful letter to tell us how youhad been wounded, 

and nearly killed by the Arabs, and how you suffered 
from the climate—ah!”—hissister looked at Henry, who 
was listening to her, and stopping short in her speech, 

put her hand over her eyes and burst into tears. 

Eugéne, thinking it was the recollection of his suffer- 

ings that caused these tears, began to laugh at them, and 

then, to divert her, commenced telling of many greater 

hazards he had run, of wild scenes he had witnessed, 

and fearful perils he had passed. 

He was interrupted by his sister’s sobs, and by a 

request from Henry that he would not alarm her more. 

“ Ah!” said Hugéne, “it cannot be on my account 

she is alarmed, else she would smile now that I am 

safe. Look atme, my sister,” he said, trying to remove 

her hands; “ tell me what is the matter.” 

Violette could not speak, and Eugéne, turning to his 

father and mother, said, “I saw Violette in tears when 

I came in, but I forgot that in the general joy; I am 

sure something is wrong; tell me, I pray you, what 

it is.” 
* Not till to-morrow, my son,” said the mother; 

“ you require repose.” 

“ Bugéne will not sleep while he is in doubt,” said 

the father ; “itis better he should know all now.” Then 

turning towards his son, the old man continued :-— 

“ You see Henry, my son, who sits beside you ; well,
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when you had left us, Henry supplied your place ; only 

less dear than our own son, he was asa son to us. I had 

no need in the morning to regulate the shop, for Henry 

was there, and all was done before I appeared. In the 

evening, I had no trouble with my accounts, my books 

were settled for me. His only amusement was to take 

out Violette sometimes for a walk in the country. You 
will not marvel that he became very dear to us; and 
when he asked us for our daughter in marriage, we were 

glad, for we thought we should live with our children 

and children’s children, and go down to the grave in 

peace with their love and blessing.” 

“Then are these tears of joy and happiness?” asked 

Eugene, kissing his sister’s cheek: but her head drop- 
ped on his shoulder, and she looked pale and faint. 

“No, my son; you must hear the rest ;” said the 

old man. “ Henry’s name was enrolled in the con- 

scription list, for men wanted for the army of Africa,— 
the army you have left. Only yesterday, he drew a bad 

number,—Henry is a conscript,—he must leave us for 

Africa.” 

A silence followed. 

« But a substitute,” cried Eugéne,—“ he can buy 

one,—I have money, if you have not.” 

“A substitute for Africa cannot be got,” said his 

father; “ the time, too, is short; Henry must go.” 

« But I will return, father Dupré,” cried the young 
man, Henry: “ we must hope and trust :—courage, dear 

Violette,” he added, but his voice was broken, and his 

eyes dim with tears. 
Eugéne sat silent, his eyes bent down, and a look of 

painful thought upon his brow. ‘“ Mother, I am very
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weary,” he said at last, “I wish to repose.” He kissed 
his sister’s youthful brow, and whispering the word 
“Hope,” was conducted by his mother to the chamber 
that had been his in boyhood. ‘There, as soon.as he was 
alone, the returned soldier fell on his knees, and prayed 

long to God,—he wanted help and courage,—wanted 

them more than in the hour of battle. He wanted 
to form a resolution which he believed to be virtuous 

and right, but which most strangely and unexpectedly 
crossed all his expectations, all his hopes and plans. 

He rose strengthened. in it, for those who seek shall 
find ; and Kugéne Dupré had sought for grace and power 
to conquer the natural selfishness of the human. heart, 
and to follow the. example which Christ left us, when 
he loved us and gave himself for us. 

But during that wakeful night,—for not even bodily 
fatigue could prevent it from being wakeful,—some 
painful thoughts would dart across the mind of the 
released soldier. 

“ Ah!” he would say to himself, as he impatiently 
tossed on his pillow, “ I was so happy ; I believed myself 
so free; I was thankful to Providence for leading me 
back in peace to my home, my family, my friends; why 
am I then thus tried, why so sorely disappointed ? Why 
is the cup of mortal happiness just.presented to us, and 
dashed away almost before we can taste it?” 

- Eugene could not answer these questions then; but 
he remembered some words spoken by Christ to his 
apostle Peter; “ What I do thou knowest not now, 
but thou shalt know hereafter ;” and saying to himself, 
“ Perhaps even I, insignificant as I may well judge my 
concerns to be in the view of the Almighty, even I may
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one day know the meaning of all this, and find it has 

been for my good. At all events, as a soldier, when I 
knew my duty I was bound to do it; as a Christian, 

I can do no less.” 
Tired as he was, Eugéne rose soon after the sun, and 

went out. He walked through the village, and turned 
towards a neat and comfortable looking house, with a 
vineyard and garden around it, standing on the slope 
of a hill, just beyond its outskirts. He looked at it, 
but did not go there, as he had told Violette the night 
before he would do. That house belonged to Annette’s 

father; Eugéne would not now go to see her, “ there 
would be no use, but perhaps mutual pain in doing so,” 
he said to himself, as he passed it. “I want to be 
strengthened, not made weaker.” 

So he went on a little further, until he came to a 

humble dwelling, occupied by the good old pastor, who 
had been his teacher and guide in childhood, whose 

lessons of piety had preserved him, by God’s blessing, 

from many of the temptations of the ungodly, from 

many of the sins to which his life had peculiarly 

exposed him. 

He met the old pastor up, and, early as it was, 

walking abroad, after the custom of France, with a 

book in his hand. The conversation which passed 

between the pastor and the soldier might be inte- 
resting, but as we shall find its results in the scene 

which followed, we shall pass over the recital of 

their discourse. On his return from the pastor’s 

- house, Eugéne called on the authorities of thé town, 

or village, and having made all his arrangements 

without announcing his intentions to his family,
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he went back to meet them at their simple morning 
meal. 

The mother was preparing the breakfast; Violette, 
pale as death, but having taken a strong resolution to 
be ealm in her newly arrived brother’s presence, was 
endeavouring to assist her, but in reality did what her 
more active mother had toundo. Henry was arranging 
some bills for Father Dupré, as the old man was called ; 

and Father Dupré himself was sitting in his large 
chair, doing nothing, but looking as if he thought a 
great deal. Into such an assembled party came the 
returned soldier; his knapsack, which he had carried 

the day before, once more packed up, and his cloak 
strapped on it. He flung it on a chair as he entered, 
laid his stout stick beside it, and having pulled off his 
cap, and saluted the whole family round, beginning with 
the mother, he inquired, in a manner too evidently 
careless to be quite natural, if breakfast would be ready 
ere the sun were much higher. 

“Tt is ready, my son,” said the mother. 
“One would think, brother, you were going on the 

high road again to-day,”’ said Violette. 
“And they would think rightly, my sister,” said 

Hugene, seizing, as if in haste, on some of the pro- 
visions of the table, but only to divert or conceal a 
rising agitation. ' 

“Tow—why? the first day of your return? where 
are you going ?” said both father and mother. 

“Yes, tell us where you are going,” said Violette, 
trying to smile, “you said you would go to see Annette 
to-day; it is not so far, you will not require your 

knapsack or walking stick.” 

c 
-
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“Tam not going to see Annette, my little sister, I 
do not intend to go to see her. If you see her, tell her 
I think the same of her as ever—that is all.” 

“Where then are you going ? is it a secret ?” 
“No; I go to Marseilles first, then to Africa—to 

Algeria, where I came from.” 
No voice echoed his words; they seemed to have 

struck the whole party dumb and motionless. With 
lips apart, yet moveless, and eyes fixed in wonder and 
almost in fear upon the speaker, sat father, mother, 

sister, and the young conscript Henry. Eugene 
coughed to clear his own voice, and after a moment’s 
effort, spoke calm and firmly. 

“Yes, my dear parents,” he said, “all the arrange- 

ments are made; you must not be left without Henry ; 
he is more useful to you than I ever was, or now ever 
could be, for I know nothing of your business. Yes, 
Violette, you must not be deprived of your betrothed 
husband; his is not a constitution to stand the fatigues 

or the climate of Africa. Yes, Henry, you shall not lose 

the reward dueto your love and attentions toour parents. 
Tam your substitute, only too happy that I arrived in 

timeto make myself such, and to saveus all such sorrow.” 

Still for a moment there was no voice to reply, but 

the silence was broken by a cry from Violette. Springing 

from her seat, she threw her arms around her brother, 

and held him convulsively embraced, as if such a restraint 
must be sufficient to retain him amongst them. Henry 

then came forward. 
“This is well, Eugéne, on your part,” he said, “but 

if you think me capable of accepting such a sacrifice, 
you are mistaken.”
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“Forbear, young man, to prevent it,” said a mild, 
yet solemn voice from the door: they turned and saw 
the old pastor. “Young man,” he repeated, “beware 
how you tempt the goodness of a gracious Providence, 
who in so singular a manner appears to have interposed 

to save you, perhaps, from death, this young girl from 
a life of piming sorrow, your aged father and mother 
from years of anxiety, toil and grief. Would you 
have them left to mourn over the blighted life of their 

only daughter, daily to witness her fears, and to have 
their latter days harassed by cares which they hoped 

now would devolve upon you?” 
Henry bent his head before the pastor; the eyes 

which had sparkled with a pride that refused to accept 
so noble a sacrifice on his account, now filled with 

tears, as he felt the truth of what was said. 

“These considerations,” the pastor continued, “ in- 
fluence Eugéne ; his constitution is prepared, his duty 
is known, and a return to it will be both less irksome 

and less dangerous. He feels that his departure from 
the army left a vacancy, and that he might thus 
look upon it as the means of your being a conscript. 
He would suffer if he were to witness the sufferings of 
those he loved. These are considerations to induce 
you all to submit to lose again him who so lately was 
found; but if they are not sufliclent—still I say, beware 
—beware how you interfere to stop the performance 
of a good and noble purpose. My friends, your son and 
your brother is a Christian; Christ is his great com- 
mander; he would follow where Christ has led; the 
Saviour loved us and gave himself for us, He was our 
substitute, our. sacrifice. In an inferior manner let his
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servant follow our Divine Leader ; God will bless this 

brother’s sacrifice—” 
‘And you too will bless me, my parents,” cried the 

soldier, sinking on his knees before his father and 
mother. ‘Let me take your blessing with me, for I 
must be gone—by making speed I can regain my place 
in my old regiment, where my loss was regretted ; my 
former rank will I doubt not be restored to me.” 

But the parents could not speak ; they threw them- 
selves sobbing on his neck. At that moment an excla- 
mation of terror from Henry drew all their attention to 
poor Violette, who had fallen from her chair in a faint. 

“This is well,” said the pastor, in a low voice to 
Eugene, “let Henry carry her to another room, and 

leave the domestic and him to attend her. She will 
soon recover.” 

“ And I meantime may depart,” said Hugtne ; but a 
pang shot to his heart, even as he saw his wished-for 
departure expedited. “Give me then thy blessing, 
sir,’ he added. “Let my father’s, my mother’s, my 

sister’s, and her husband’s, follow me where Igo. Give 

me thy blessing, and pray that the blessing of God may 
go with me.” 

The old Pastor blessed the young soldier in the name 
of God. 

‘And thou shalt be blessed, my son,” he added: 

“whatever be the temptations, trials, perils that beset 
thee, the grace and blessing of God will be a shield for 
thee; he can cover thy head in the day of battle. 
Jacob served seven years for a wife, and they seemed 
but as a few days from the love he bore her: thou 

wilt serve a few years for a sister, a father, a mother.
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I know thy sacrifice is great, but should it ever appear 

painful, think of the sacrifice that was made for thee 

when the Son of God left the glory he had with the 

Father, and suffered banishment, toil, pain, and death in 

our miserable world, for us men and for our salvation.’”’ 

Then the Pastor saying, “Let us pray,” the parents and 

son knelt, and peace came to their hearts. They rose, 

and tottered with outstretched arms to their noble son; 

they pressed him to their hearts; they wet his head 

with their tears; and while they lifted up their voice 

and wept, they found words to bid him go and do as 

his brave and unselfish heart dictated. Soothed by 

their consent, the soldier departed as he had come, 

from his home and native place. 

When Henry heard he had gone, he muttered, almost 

angrily, “No matter, I shall get to Africa almost as 

soon as he.” ' 
Tt was at first his resolution to start off, and super- 

sede the necessity of his brother’s sacrifice. But this 

resolution soon became less firm, and gradually melted 

away, when he found himself called upon to comfort 

Violette, and assist her father. 

Well, years passed away: long years— perhaps 

longer in the judgment of Eugéne Dupré than in that 

of either Henry or Violette. Time, however we may 

seem to reckon it, moves, notwithstanding, in the same 

equal pace, in joy or in sorrow, in pleasure or pain. It 

passed on, and more than the term of service passed. 

away. One summer, in the south of France, was ex. 

cessively hot ; ‘even the vines and olives that cover the
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fields, much as they love the sun, looked as if they had 
had too much of its beams. 

Most people preferred travelling at night, and indeed 
it was at night, and very early in the morning, that 
people most went abroad. On one of this summer’s 
bright mornings a traveller entered the village, where 
the family of Dupré resided, at a very early hour; it 
was not yet five o’clock, but the Place—as the planted 
piece of ground, allotted for the recreation of the inha- 

bitants of French towns, is usually called—was already 
occupied by early risers, enjoying the cool of the 
morning by walking, or sitting on the seats beneath 
the shade. 

A young happy mother occupied a large chair on 
this Place; a child, of about a year old, was creeping 
round her knees, with one hand leaning on them, the 

other ‘stretched to a little urchin of about double its 
age, who was tempting the little sister to trust her 
tottering steps, and run to catch the delicious bunch of 
grapes he held provokingly to her and withdrew again. 

The traveller had dismounted from his tired horse, 

and led by the bridle a fine animal, which would have 
been coal black, except for streaks of foam plenti- 
fully scattered over its shining coat. Pitying its heat 
and fatigue, ‘the traveller stopped to loosen the saddle 
girth, and the animal suddenly shaking itself, scattered 
a shower of foam over a fine boy of perhaps five years 
old, who stood admiring and wondering beside it. 
‘Come here, Eugéne, come here directly, my son,” 

cried the young woman, who sat with the two younger 
children. The traveller, who wore the military undress 
of an officer, turned, and throwing loose the bridle of
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his horse, which was too well trained to stir, caught up 

the little boy, and kissed him warmly, then running to 

the young mother, cried aloud, “ Violette, Violette, my 
sister—is it not?” 

The voice was the voice of Eugéne Dupré; but the 
face, the figure—ah! both were changed: the one was 
sallow and sharp, the other was wasted. Violette at 
first doubted; doubt soon gave way; but joy, grief, and 
gratitude strangely mingled, as she clung to her restored 

brother, weeping and laughing, pressing her little chil- 
dren into his arms, and calling him to look at Eugéne, 
his namesake, whom she flattered herself would be like 

him ; her firstborn, whom she called after the brother 

who had sacrificed his own happiness to her’s. 
“Not sacrificed, I trust, my sister—only delayed,” 

said Hugéne, as holding his little nephew’s hand in-one 
of his, and leading his horse with the other, he walked 

with Violette and her children to his father’s house : 

the boy touching his sword, gazing into his face, 
admiring his horse, and wondering if this tall, grave- 
looking officer were the uncle whom his grandfather 
and grandmother, and his own parents, had always told 
him he must try to be like, because he was so good, 
and loved the good of others. 

And now Eugéne Dupré was at home again; the 
soldier had become an officer, for such an event is not 

uncommon in the French army; and in his home he 
found that all was peace, and comfort, and happiness : 
there he had been the means of promoting these bless- 
ings, and there he now returned to enjoy them. And 

who can tell what joy and wonder, love and exultation, 

filled the humble abode of father and mother Dupré,
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when it was inhabited by their always loved, and now 
honoured son. But before the mother had done ad- 

miring, and pitying, and caressing him, Violette drew 
near, and whispered, 

“ Dear brother, in your last unhappy visit——” 
Oh! do not call it unhappy, sister; say, rather, my 

last blessed visit: look at your children, your husband, 
our dear parents——” 

“ God, indeed, has blessed a brother’s sacrifice!” 

said Violette, as her tearful eyes wandered round the 
group he named. 

“But, brother, I only wanted to tell you that in your 

last—yes, I will call it, blessed visit,—you left me a 

message for Annette—poor, dear Annette! TI gave it 
to her, and Annctte is not changed.” 

* And I am not changed,” said Eugtne smiling. 

Scarcely more than an hour afterwards, Eugine Dupré 

stood leaning his arms on a small wooden gate, which 
opened into a sort of yard at the side of that farm-house 
in the vineyard, on the slope of the hill, just outside his 

native village. A neat and modest-looking woman came 
out, with a flat basket in her hand, containing food for 
a variety of fowls which were kept there. They flew 
fluttering about her. She was not young—thirty years 
is considered a good age in France—and she was not 
remarkably pretty, but her countenance was very sweet, 

and gave the beholder an idea of one that might he 
trusted in. 

She was surprised to see an officer leaning against 

her father’s gate; but, perceiving that he looked ill, 
she supposed he was fatigued with walking up the hill, 
and, advancing to the gate, politely asked him to walk
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in and rest. Eugene perceived that he was not known; 
he almost feared that he himself was forgotten, although 
he knew well his person was greatly changed. He 
wished to know this. 

“There was a soldier in my regiment,’ te said, 
‘who knew you, Mademoiselle.” 

“ Ah! was it Hugtne Dupré?” said Annette. 
“ You have not forgotten him, then, Mademoiselle,” 

said Hugéne, rather slyly, “he has not forgotten you.” 
“T have never heard from him,” said Annette, pong 

surprised. 

“ Because he promised your “father never to write to 
you while he was a soldier ;—but he promised you, too, 
never to forget you. He has kept both promises for 
many long years :——dear Annette, do you not know 
me? Eugéne Dupré is a soldier no longer.” 

And Eugéne was happy, and Annette was happy.; 
the whole family of Dupré were happy; and, last of 
all, the good old pastor was happy, 

The brother’s sacrifice was ended; the old man felt 

that his prayers had been heard, and the blessing he 
asked for had been given. He was soon called to assist 
at a happier scene than that of Hugéne’s departure for 
Africa: he married him to Annette, and saw them 

established, with her father’s full approbation, in the 
pleasant farm-house which he thenceforth resigned to 
them. 

Eugéne’s father and mother, brother and sister, re- 

joiced in the joy of him who had sacrificed his happiness 
to theirs. Little Hugéne loved to sit at his uncle’s side,
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and listen to tales about wild Arabs, and tried to re- 

member that his mother constantly told him, it was 

far better to try to imitate his uncle’s virtues, than to 

wish to share his adventures. 
Was there ever a selfish heart made so happy as that 

of Eugéne Dupré? No, a purely selfish heart is a 
miserable, a barren, a forlorn one. Selfishness is the 

characteristic of our nature—a fallen nature. Christ 
came to raise and restore that nature: his character 

was the only entirely unselfish one ever seen or known 

in this world :—He became poor, that we might become 
rich—He died, that we might live. 

It is wrong to believe that any human virtues, any 
self-denying actions, can entitle us to the favour of 
God, for that favour is procured to us through his well- 

beloved Son alone; but it would be wrong, also, to 

think that these are not acceptable in his sight; and 
that his blessing is not sure to come upon those who 
set Christ Jesus the Lord alway before them, and 
endeavour to follow in the steps of his most godly 

life. 8. B.



 



WILD FLOWERS. 

“ Beautiful things ye are, where’er ye grow, 
The wild red-rose, the speedwell’s peeping eyes, 
Our own blue-bell, the daisy, that doth rise 
Wherever sunbeams fall or winds do blow, 
And thousands more of blessed forms and dyes. 

T love you all.” 

Win flowers, how much do we owe them! Scattered 

by millions on our pathway, they are little heeded 
by some who tread them down without one look at 
their beauty, without one thought of the skill by which 
they are fashioned. And yet to many hearts what a 
tale of blessing do they bring! The busy man is 
toiling onwards; the curse pronounced in Eden when 
man fell, that by labour he should eat bread, falls 
heavily upon him. His heart is full of cares, not for 
to-day only, but for to-morrow; but some little wild 
flower catches his eye, and he remembers that, like the 
lily of the field, he should walk hopefully and trustingly 
on the ways of life. The wanderer travels on alone 
and cheerless, but a wild moss is springing at his foot, 
and he feels that God is everywhere. The stranger in 
some strange land sees a daisy, and home and its sweet
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remembrances come vividly before him, and the voices 
of those who loved him in childhood, and who love 

him still, seem there to cheer him. And the sick man, 

as he looks out upon the green blades of the spring 
cornfield, likens it, with the apostle, to that glorious 

body which shall arise from the seed about to be sown 
in God’s garden, when he too must lay him down to die. 
Thoughts of sweet scenes and sweeter voices; of 
childhood, and its innocent delights; of the sounds of 

trees, and the rippling of waters, and the rustling 
corn; of the noonday sun and the evening twilight, 
are often brought before us by the sight of a wild 
flower. 

Truly God gave us a source of great enjoyment 
when he made them so plentiful, when he gave them to 
man as common things. If we wander by the stream, 

listening to its soft music, there we find them clustering 
on its surface, or crowding among the verdant sedges and 
grassy banks through which it flows. And white crow- 
foots lie in patches, and rich blue forget-me-nots peep 
up from the waters, and the tall yellow iris waves like 
a banner, and brooklimes, and water-violets, and water- 

cresses, show their blue, and lilac, and snowy blossoms. 

On the banks the yellow flowers of the silver-weed 
glisten among the grey green leaves, and the sweet 
odour of the queen-of-the-meadows is wafted far away 
over the land, like a sweet strain of melody; and, as 

we linger, looking on the beauties of the crystal 

streamlet, we see that we are not the only beings who 
delight in its flowers, though to man alone has God given 
the intellect and the imagination fully to enjoy them. 
Yet among these pond-weeds and duck-weeds which lie
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on the stream, and among the crowding leaves of those 
alders and willows which throw their shadow over it, 

are countless living creatures, revelling in activity and 

joy; and little shell-fish lie hid there, and birds and 
winged insects stoop there for their meal; and the stately 

swan or moorfowl glide calmly among the plants to 

satiate their longings. 
We turn away from the stream to look on the green 

meadow, only to see the abundance of Nature. Grasses 

of many kinds, each well marked to the botanist by its 
form of leaf, and stem, and flower, so constant in the 

most minute particulars as never to mislead him, are 

erowded there? Who shall count the number of those 
blades of grass which form the green carpet? which 
are not alone delightful to our tread, and soothing to 
our sight in all their variations of sun and shadow, 

but on which the flocks and herds find herbage and 
resting-places. They are bright and beautiful, in mass 
as well as in detail, as, speckled in spring by their 
millions of daisies, and buttercups, and speedwells, and, 

in the later year, by the golden hawkweeds, they lie 
stretched out before us; while not one of all those 

erasses or flowers, beautiful as it seems to us there, 

has not also an unseen beauty,—a beauty which it 

needs the most powerful microscope to reveal to us. 

We gather it and examine it minutely, and we may 

perhaps see its delicate ‘petals, as well as its green 
leaves, fringed and studded with minute hairs, which 

serve to keep them warm and to collect the dews from 
the atmosphere; and little glands which we saw not 

before, disclose where its scent lies hid; and the won- 

drous contrivances of its pistils and stamens show
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how its seed is perfected; and the very seed-vessel 
which holds those seeds is, in its form, fitness, and 
arrangement for the dispersion of its contents, in 
itself a history,—a history of power and exquisite skill, 
compared to which man’s ablest invention seems poor 
indeed. And when the heat of the sun bids us seek 
the woodland shadow, we find there the flowers fitted 
forthe shade, and which would grow there only. That 
sunny meadow would not have suited the sweet lily of 
the valley, which, enwrapped in its broad green leaves, 
hides beneath the bough of the tree, any more than the 
crowds of buttercups could have flourished without the 
full rays of the sun, and amidst the frequent drippings 
and moisture of the trees. 

The cornfield, so rich with its bending grain, has, too, 

its own wreath of blossoms. The scarlet poppies tower 
amidst it, and rich purple thistles, and bright blue suc- 
cory, and pale lilac scabious, and deeper-coloured corn- 
cockle, and azure blue cornflowers, and many a blossom 
of the cultured field are there, to delight the lover of 
wild flowers, though they please not the cultivator. 
Even the sandy plain has the sandwort and spurry- 
flower, and rich gorses and brooms lend their golden 
beauty to the heath, with blossoms that seem like 
butterflies ready for a flight; while a sweet perfume 
rises from the heather-bells which are swinging in 
multitudes among their dark and delicate foliage, now 
in richest tints of purple, now arrayed in fainter rose 
colour. The tall and bushy ling, elegant both in flowers 
and leaves, serves, too, to shelter from the burning sun 

the little yellow tormentils and the graceful bluebells, 
which, on light stem, are bending beneath its shadow ;
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while the bee is telling amidst them all a tale of 
summer airs and blue heavens : 

“ He speaks to the ear, and they to the eye.” 

The very. cliff by the sea has its own blossoms, and 
pale sea-lavender, and pink thrift can find a home 
among its crevices; and the samphire, smiling’ far above 
the reach of the wave, looks down on the yellow poppy 
which gladdens the sand or shingle. Even the salt 
marshes have their flowers, from the tall lilac starwort 

and pale green southernwood, down to the lowly sea- 
side pearlwort. The bog on which our foot can scarcely 
tread has a whole store of wealth for the botanist ; and 

amid the large mosses, whose decay shall, in the course 
of centuries, form a firmer soil, the richly fringed bog 

bean, and the glittering sun-dew, and the yellow 
asphodel, and the orchis, and the large pimpernel, and 
the spearwort, and many another flower rises up before 
his view. -The old castle frowns down from the height, 
but the snapdragon, and the ivy, and the gay wall- 

flowers, have found a way to reach to its very summit : 
and the mountain peak glitters with snow, and yet, near 
to the eternal ice and frost, the blue gentian and the 

saxifrage lift their heads in fearless beauty; while all 

the way downwards on those heights wave pinks, and 

stonecrops, and other flowers, until we reach the green 

and luxuriant valley beneath. Nota spot is there on 

earth on which the plant can take root, but there God has 

sown it in beauty, as if to bid us learn everywhere, in 

all places, and in all times, a lesson of “the flower of 

the field.” - A. P.



BEAUTIES OF THE FIELD. 

Ye Field Flowers! the gardens eclipse you, ’tis true, 

Yet, wildlings of Nature, I doat upon you, 

For ye waft me to summers of old, 
When the earth teem’d around me with fairy delight, 

And when daisies and buttercups gladden’d my sight, 

Like treasures of silver and gold. 

I love you for lulling me back into dreams 

Of the blue Highland mountains and echoing streams, 

And of broken glades breathing their balm ; 

While the deer was scen glancing in sunshine remote, 

And the deep mellow crush of the wood-pigeon’s note, 
Made music that sweeten’d the calm. 

Not a pastoral song has a pleasanter tune 

Than ye speak to my heart, little wildlings of June ; 
Of old ruinous castles ye tell ; 

Where I thought it delightful your beauties to find, 

When the magic of Nature first breathed on my mind, 

And your blossoms were part of her spell. 

Ev’n now what affections the violet awakes ! 
What loved little islands, twice seen in their lakes, 

Can the wild water-lily restore ! 
What landscapes I read in the primrose’s looks, 

And what pictures of pebbled and minnowy brooks 
In the vetches that tangled their shore!
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Earth’s cultureless buds, to my heart ye were dear, 
Ere the fever of passion, or ague of fear, 

Had scathed my existence’s bloom ; 

Once I welcome you more, in life’s passionless stage, 
With the visions of youth to revisit my age, 

And I wish you to grow near my tomb. 
CAMPBELL,



THE FUNERAL AT THE GATE OF NAIN. 

It is hardly necessary to advert to the manner in 
which the circumstances connected with this incident 
have been recorded by the pen of inspiration. He 
who wrote a narrative so brief and expressive, emphatic 
in its conciseness, and most touching in its simplicity, 
must himself have been deeply affected; nor could he 
have been the man to impose on credulity. No 
fictitious scene is here-—We know that the young are 
not too young to die; that the nearest relations are 
not too close to be sundered; that the happiest heart is 
not secure against the pangs of sorrow. We have 
heard the lamentations of the widowed heart; we have 

sat down and wept by the side of the mother as she 
mourned in bitterness of soul over the corpse of her 
child; we have seen death making its resistless way 
into the mansion of health and peace—sparing not 
even the only son—until that once so happy wife and 
doating mother was left alone to tell the tale of woe. 
What an idea of sorrow is compressed in these few 
words ; “ There was a dead man carried out, the only 
son of his mother, and she was a widow!” Tt is all told 
as it happened: the gate of every city has furnished 
many a parallel to the funeral at the gate of Nain.



THE FUNERAL AT THE GATE OF NAIN. 35 

The door of the sepulchre has not yet closed. over the 
human family—ere long we may be carried out and 
borne to the house appointed for all the living. Hence 

the interest we necessarily take in a narrative attested 
by every day’s observation of human life; embodying 
no indistinct idea of the toils and trials and issues 

of our common humanity; recalling to many a grief- 
stricken heart the facts in its own bitter experience, 
and teaching lessons of urgent moment to every dweller 
in this vale of tears. 

Whatever diversity there may be in outward circum: 
stances, as the social affections of our nature open an 
equal source of pleasure to all, we may suppose that 
this woman, to whom our subject in part refers, had - 

vested her happiness in the domestic relation. But 
when her dream of conjugal bliss had vanished, so far 
from. realizing that she herself had become a living 
witness of the instability of all earthly happiness, her 
heart turned with a warmer grasp to her only son. 
With what intense affection does she scan those 
features, which image to her mind, as in a mirror, the 
face now shrouded from her view! How do his ex- 
panding faculties and budding promise elate her heart! 
He is to cheer the gloom of her loneliness—to support 
the feebleness of her declining steps; and when she 
herself shall be laid upon a dying bed, he will be by 
her side to perform each little act of filial kindness, 
and to attend to her last request; to see her body 
consigned to the selected spot, and to water her grave 

with his tears. Such was the dreaming language of 

the widow’s heart. Though we may see the approach 
of death toward others, we have little apprehension
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of its invading our own circle. The more we love, 
the less can we admit the thought of being severed 
from the objects of our affection. The child, for 
example, is so entwined in the mother’s heart—so 

blended with all she either proudly hopes for or fondly 

anticipates—that she cannot realize its mortality. Even 
when the breath has parted from its lips, she cannot 

feel that the clay-cold form she presses to her bosom 
no more contains the living spirit of her child. Long 
is it before we come to realize the sad breach which 
has been made in the circle of our affections ; and then, 

awaking as for the first time to the perishable nature 
of all our earthly comforts, we feel that at any moment 
another object of affection may be cut down—that the 

morrow may again summon us to entomb the cherished 

hopes and joys of years—that we may yet be found at 
the very hearth where now so many endearments 
cluster, solitary and forlorn. Thus is it also in our 
relation to riches and honours: though we may have 
been often told that honour is a bubble, and that riches 

take to themselves wings, yet in the time of our pro- 

sperity we virtually say, “I shall not be moved.” But 
how slight the circumstance which may strip us of our 
riches, and leave us shorn of our honours! Oh, the 

vanity of the world and the creature! How many 
monitions have we that these are fading honours— 
perishing riches—dying comforts! Even the more 
secure we may feel in our possessions, the greater our 
danger—the more we love, the stronger, I had almost 
said, the probability of our speedy bereavement. God 
does not take from us what we can most readily spare. 
He knows that often no means short of a blecding
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heart can wean us from a soul-destroying world. 
Hence, the source of our securest income sometimes 

fails; the greenest wreath oftimes withers; the most 
beloved, the only son may be taken away. Such is the 
lot of mortals; our deepest afflictions are nurtured in 

the bosom of our warmest affections. We love, as it 

were, only to grieve—joy but to sorrow—hope but to 

despair. Shall we impeach the goodness of our 
Maker? The fault is not in God, but in ourselves: we 

enshrine an idol in the heart where God alone should 

reign; we seek for perfect happiness where it is not 

to be found. The troubles in which our earthborn 

affections involve us—the sorrows in which our earthily- 

joys terminate—the graves that open for our loves 
almost as soon as they ravish our hearts, all are ordered 
in mercy, to teach us that no gift. may exclude the 

homage due to the Giver; to remind us, as we are so 
apt to lose sight of our deathless interest, that the 

creature is not owr God—the world not our final 
home. 

If we are ever disposed to mourn over out siiis, it 

is when we see in our lost comforts, in our buried 

loves, the evidence of a sin-offended God. If ever 

disposed to give our hearts to God, it is when he has 
cut the cords which bind us to earth; when the voice- 

less lips of him with whom we were linked in bonds 
of love, are speaking to us as it were from the other 
world, bidding us to prepare for death and eternity. 

How does God illustrate the riches of his grace; what 

glory does he gather to his own name, when though 

stripped of our creature comforts we feel that our 
essential interest is undisturbed; though the rod has
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bruised us, we are enabled to bless the chastening 

hand of our Heavenly Father ! 

«Tis over now—and oh; I bless thee, Lord, 

For making me thus desolate below ; 
For severing, one by one, the ties that bind me 
To this cold world; for whither can earth’s outcast 

Flee—but to heaven ?” 

It is the Christian’s prerogative to triumph over 
losses which desolate the worldly heart ; to rejoice in 

hope amidst the darkest ills of life. Herein may be 
seen the beneficent adaptation of Christianity to the 

wants of our nature. No religion, for a being so 
constituted and conditioned as man, were worth a 

moment’s thought, which does not come to him with 

such bright discoveries of God and immortality, and 

convey to him such precious promises. 
Return we now to the “ gate of the city.” Affecting 

scene! He who bade so fair to live, is now stretched 

upon that bier, a wan corpse, borne along by strong 
men to its bed of dust. And there follows the widowed 
mother, slowly, sadly; her heart still yearning in its 
bitter agony over the remains of her only son. Ah, 
what grief is hers; such as no other earthly ill could 
have caused! She would have toiled through sleepless 
nights, or groaned in bondage, or gone down herself 
to the cold grave, to save her boy. And now, in less 
than one brief hour she may not even look upon that 
face so beautiful in its quiet sleep ; the damp, dark sod 
will press upon it, and she must go back to a lone 
hearth. What is life now to thee, poor, broken-hearted 

woman ? Who can share thy sorrows, or will heed thy 

woe? See how many pass by without one sigh of pity,
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so bent are they on their cold, selfish ends. The 

rich and the powerful may not deign to notice the 
lowly procession, much less pause to sympathize: so 
little do they reflect in their prosperity what life in its 
shanges may bring about for them. But there, where 
the dead man was carried out, is One who could not 

have turned away in cold indifference. It is Jusus, 
the Friend of suffering humanity; he might have been 
a stranger to her, but she is no stranger to him. Oh 

what love was blended with authority when he came 
and touched the bier! What tenderness beamed from 
his face as he said unto the afflicted mother, “ Weep 

not!” Jf no other instance of the kind had been 
recorded of our Lord, this alone would serve to prove 
that his was a tender, feeling heart—a well-spring of 
sympathy and love. Most remarkable is it, while 

serving to reveal to us in an attractive light the depth 
and tenderness of his sensibilities, that the power by 
which he could raise the dead was never exercised save 
in behalf of an only brother, an only daughter, and an 

only son. It was not that he lamented the dead; he 
felt for the living. He could not see misery without 
atear. He could not pass by suffering without tendering 

relief : such was the heart of Jesus. No wonder that 
our misery touched his heart, and brought him down 
from heaven to earth, and rendered him willing to 
suffer the humiliating death of the cross, that man 
might be saved from the bitter pains of death eternal. 
There can be no scriptural ground for either error or 

doubt as to the beneficent object of his mission: This 

is he who, before taking on himself our nature, gave 
that gracious charge to his evangelic prophet, “ Comfort,
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ye, comfort ye my people ;” who affirmed as he entered 

on his self-denying ministry of love, “The Spirit of 

the Lord God is upon me; because the Lord hath 
anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor ;” whose 
last command to his disciples was, that they should 
proclaim the glad tidings of great joy to every creature; 

who has himself gone to prepare a place for us, and 

who will come again “and receive us to himself, that 
where he is there we may be also.” 

In a world like this, where trouble and trial inevitably 
await us at some stage of our pilgrimage, and sin 
mingles its sad ingredients in every cup of earthly joy, 
what do we need so much, yet so seldom find, as 
sympathy and succour? “ The heart knoweth its own 
bitterness :” it may be the cold grasp of want, or the 
sharp anguish of calumny—the pangs of neglected 
love, or of bereaved affection—the struggles with some 
besetting sin, or the forebodings of unrepented guilt. 
But why turn to man, who, by your tale of sorrow, 
may be only awakened to a sense of his own deeper 
woes? We call it sympathy when the ear kindly listens, 
and the eye moistens into tears; and so it is. In the 
hour of trial, any one is welcome who brings not with 
him the heartless laugh or frigid apathy of the selfish 
worldling ; but what can sympathy avail, except to tell 
us that some other, from his own sad trials or boding 
cares, knows how to feel for us?—powerless is it to 
console, though it may afford a momentary relief to 
the aching heart. What, then, do we not owe to God 
for such a Friend as Christ ?—one who “bore our grief, 
and carried our sorrows.” Go tell Aim of your griefs, 
for he was the Man of sorrows; go lean your aching
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head on his bosom, for it is full of compassion. Oh 
that you could be induced to take him at his word! 
Weary ‘and heavy laden, I know that he would give 
thee rest. Poor stricken one! I know that he pities 
thee, and waits to bind up thy wounds. So great is 
his compassion, not only would he heal the broken. 
‘heart, but cleanse the polluted soul; not only console 

the mourner, but save the sinner. 

“ Weep not /”’—those words, uttered in the accents 
of Divime benevolence, methinks must have made their 

way to the heart of that sad, solitary woman, and 
stayed her tears. But, wonderful to relate! he who 
thus spake to the mother, said to the corpse of her 
son, “ Young man, I say unto thee, arrse!”—*“ And 

he that was dead sat up, and began to speak, and he 
delivered him to his mother.” 

We can image to our eye scenes more captivating 
to the fancy, or recal historic scenes of more thrilling 
interest to the earth-bound vision ; but none surpassing 
this in its influence over the mind, which, while sympa- 
thizing with the woes of humanity, pants after deliver- 
ance from the power of death. Even the resurrection 
scene at the mouth of the cave, though bespeaking the 
same Divine energy, and revealing the tenderness of 
the same sympathizing heart, is wanting in one element 
of pathetic interest: she who bare him is not there 
when Lazarus comes forth, to disclose the depths of 
a mother’s joyous love. But here—and yet we may 
not attempt to describe what can only be realized in an 
interval of serious, susceptible thought—a mother, but 
a moment since weeping over the bier of her only son, 
now clasping to her bosom that son brought back to
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life—the multitude filled with awe and wonder; and 

there in the midst of them, Hz who had wrought this 

miracle, oblivious of self, in his calm enjoyment of 

others’ happiness. Tell us, sceptics! is not a greater 
than Socrates here? or if you cannot withhold a 
tribute to his wonder-working beneficence, will you 
dare to class him with the prophets of old? Alas! 
that sunlight evidence, such as never irradiated the 
person of a mere prophet, can be rejected through 

man’s proud reluctance to bow to Him whose right 
alone it is to reign. What prophet ever exercised 
independent power ? It is worthy of emphatic remark, 
that in every recorded instance of restoration to life 
through human agency, the prophet or the apostle 

recognised his dependence, and invoked Almighty aid. 

Thus Elijah “cried unto the Lord,” before the dead 
man was raised through his agency. Elisha “ prayed 
unto the Lord” that the Shunamite’s son might be 

restored ; and, in like manner, as became a mortal, 

Peter, before accosting Tabitha, “ kneeled down and 

prayed.” But Christ, as became the Arbiter of quick 

and dead, spoke in his own name; he relied on his own 

power; he uttered but a word, and it was done. 

« Arise,” said he; “ and he that was dead sat up, and 

began to speak !” 

To accredit the record, except so far as it embodies 

the supernatural, were to do violence to all the rules of 

historic criticism; and especially as it preserves the 
same lucid brevity and serene simplicity in reporting 

the most astounding with the most familiar occur- 

rences ; but to admit its authenticity, and nevertheless 
to deny the Divinity of the Mighty Actor in this



THE FUNERAL AT THE GATE OF NAIN. 43 

miraculous scene, is an inconsistency too egregiously 

palpable not to be intuitively detected, save by a mind 

which prejudice has blinded, or error hopelessly per- 

verted. Evidently no doctrine of Christianity is 

at once so interesting and elevating as that which 
reveals its founder in the twofold aspect of both God 

andman. I love to contemplate him in the mysterious 

constitution of his person—the blending of all that is 
lowly with all that is dignified ; all that is sympathizing 
with all that is commanding—tenderness without 

weakness, authority without sternness, stainless virtue, 

weeping benevolence, superhuman power—yes, God 
manifest in the flesh. If I am attracted by his tones 
of mingled softness and majesty, so am I awed by the 
sublimity of his deeds of mercy. If there is some- 
thing in those accents of love that wins my confidence, 
there is more in that mighty voice of his which 
commands my homage. I see in such a miracle not 
less the power than the compassion of God; not less 
the authority of a Sovereign Lawgiver, than the bene- 
volence of a Divine Saviour. I cannot doubt that 
he is not only willing, but able to give me the consola- 
tions I need; not only willing, but able to forgive my 
sins, to sanctify my heart, to save my soul, to rescue 

my body from the power of death, and make it like 
unto his own glorious body. Let me but know that 
I have a place in his heart, and I cannot doubt his 
infinite ability to relieve the wants and woes of my 
poor fallen nature. He who in the exercise of his own 
independent authority could cleanse the leper, open 
the eyes of the blind, stop the raging of the sea, and 
raise the dead, might without infrmgement on the
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rights of Deity say, “Thy sins are forgiven thee ! ”— 

without arrogance declare, “ Without me ye can do 
nothing ! ’—without any feigned or impotent sympathy, 
invite “ the weary and heavy-laden to come unto him 
for rest ;”—without any mockery of the woes of our 
nature, say unto us, “ Weep not?’ All power has been 
given unto him. He is the Consolation of Israel—the 

only Mediator between God and man—the Great 
Deliverer from the power of death and hell. 

But though we need relicf as well as sympathy, the 
scepticism of the natural heart may be at times de- 
tected even in its hour of trial. The bereaved think 
only of their loss—their heart is in the grave; even 

there, where others have been laid never more to 

return—where the earth-worm preys on the remains of 
their loved ones, and no miracle will now be wrought 
to restore their dead to life. Be it so; but why dis- 
turb that dust which sleeps so gently in the hope of 

a glorious resurrection at the last day? or why call 
back again to a life of sin and sorrow the already sancti- 

fied spirit of your friend? THe who afflicted you cer- 
tainly knows best what is most for your good. He 
who fills heaven with his gracious presence can fill the 

void in your heart. And what are a few more years 
of communion with an earthly friend, compared with 

preparation for a world of final reunion with the loved 
and lost on earth? Other and higher ends had Christ 
when he approached that bier, than merely to restore 

a son to his mother, or to furnish another proof that 
he was the Messiah sent of God: it was to proclaim 
to a dying world that death is not the end of man; 
that there is a life beyond the grave—another world,
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far above the sins and sufferings of this, where all his 
followers shall meet at last—parents restored to their 
children, and children to their parents, who here fall 

asleep in Jesus, there reunited in love and peace, never 

more to part! 
But, solemn, affecting thought, there may be an 

end even to the compassion of. Jesus Christ! -The day 

approaches when mercy will give place to vengeance— 
compassion to “the wrath of the Lamb.” He who so 

often said to the sons and the daughters of afflicted 
humanity, “Weep not,” will then say, “Depart, ye 

cursed!” Fearful truth !—there is power in Christ to 

destroy as well as to save; there is to be an exhibition 
of his power, transcendantly magnificent—infinitely 
greater than any this earth has witnessed. At his 
‘command, “ Time shall be no longer”—the dead, both 
small and great, shall rise and stand before: God— 
“the elements shall melt with fervent heat; and at 

the word of this same Being, the righteous shall enter 
into life eternal, and the wicked go away into everlast- 

ing punishment. Alas! for those who will not accept 

as their Saviour Him who will be their final Judge! I 
know that men in their devotion to the world are prone 

to ascribe all Christian solicitude in their behalf to 
ascetic views; but He who sympathized with a poor 

afflicted woman, could have had no heart to occasion 

unnecessary alarm; much less could he have made 
such tremendous announcements of coming wrath, un: 
less he uttered the “true sayings of God.”—Even so: 
every unbeliever is in danger of the judgment of the 
last great day. 

BR. W. DICKINSON.



A MIDNIGHT VISIT TO MOUNT VESUVIUS. 

“Great and glorious are thy works, O Lord God 
Almighty!” said the psalmist; and never have I been 
more impressed with all the feeling which the excla- 

_ mation indicates, than when I stood in the calm of the 

midnight hour in the desolate and singular region of 
Mount Vesuvius. 

Familiar as we all are from childhood with descrip- 
tions of that often visited volcano, my own view of 

it far exceeded any ideas I had formed of it; for my 
companions and myself did not see Vesuvius in that 
quiescent state in which so many travellers have ascended 
its cone, and even descended a portion of its crater. We 
saw it in a remarkable and splendid state of activity. 

When ‘first approaching Naples in the road from 
Rome, we beheld a white column of smoke rising high 
up into the pure and sunny atmosphere. “See,” said a 
gentleman who accompanied us from Rome; “there is 
Vesuvius.” 

We regarded it with curiosity, but with a strong 
sense of disappointment. It was curious, indeed, to 

see the smoke when we knew it proceeded from internal 

fire; but without that knowledge it would not have 
presented any extraordinary spectacle. 

The day had been intensely hot, and tired of so long
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a journey, we longed, on our arrival at Naples, for the 

shades of evening to refresh us. They came, and I 

went out upon a stone platform, on which opened the 
window of my room at the top of the house, to enjoy 

the freshening air and lovely view of the Bay, over 
which the softened light of retiring day was yet lingering, 
and blending gradually with the clearer one of the 

rising moon. Then first I beheld the fire of Vesuvius ; 
a dark red spot on the mountain side, issuing from an 
orifice near to the crater, but not from the crater itself. 

It was not a blaze, but a deep burning light, seen 
through and behind the mists which followed the depar- 
ture of the sun. 

I went to call my friends to see it: some delay took 
place in finding them, and when I came back to the 
platform, an exclamation of wonder and delight broke 
from us all. That dark red spot of light had, appa- 
rently, spread out, or flowed on into a long wide 
stream, to have descended the entire length of the 
great cone, and reached the plain below. It was only 
the increasing gloom that rendered it visible. 

LT afterwards watched it many a time, as it appeared 
gradually to unfold, lengthening, and widening, and 
brightening as the strong sunlight faded, until I saw its 
long, deep, fiery shadow rest over the clear blue waters 
of the bay. Instead of a white column of smoke, we 
then saw a pillar of fire rising up from the crater high 
into the quiet air, through which shot up innumerable 
sparkles, presenting a singular display of natural fire- 
works, dispersing as by the force of an internal explosion, 
and falling in a glowing shower on the outer sides of 
the crater, which soon presented the aspect of a heap of
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fire. From time to time large stones, red-hot, were 
flung up from the burning and unquiet centre; we saw 

them fall, roll down the sides of the crater, and lose 

their brightness. 

It was a source of pleasure and interest which I can 
scarcely express, to sit on that pleasant platform, and 
watch the workings of that ever-burning mountain; and 

in the stillness of the warm moonlight nights Lhave lain 
upon my bed, and gazed upon it from my window, 
ever at work, yet ever varying, while the deep coppery 
red of its shadow seemed almost to form a bridge of 

fire across the unbroken water which lay between. 
The beautiful aspect of Vesuvius by night, as well 

as the intense heat of the weather, determined us to 

choose that time for its ascent; indeed, we could have 

attempted it at no other. That night was one which I 
shall not forget, and I bless God who gave me the 
capacity in my mind, as well as body, to enjoy it. 

The form of Vesuvius is remarkable: it has two 

summits, and rises in a gentle swell from the sea-shore. 

The lower region or base of the mountain presents a 

strong contrast to the upper. At five o’clock on a 

charming afternoon we left Naples in a carriage, hoping 

to traverse this lower region in time to see the sun set 

from the more elevated one. We engaged the carriage 

to carry us to the Hermitage, situated at that part of 

the mountain from whence the real difficulty of the 

ascent begins ; for it is an instance of the rare facilities 

which our times afford to exploring travellers, that a 

carriage-road, rather difficult, but perfectly practicable, 

has been made upon Mount Vesuvius; a circumstance 

which produces much indignation, and meets with great
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opposition, from the numerous guides and conductors 
whose business it was to supply mules and ponies for 

that purpose. 
The road has not been formed solely for the con- 

venience of curious travellers; an observatory has 
been erected on Mount Vesuvius, and a carriage road 
on this account has been made up to the Hermitage, 
which may be said to terminate the first of the two 

distinct regions into which the mountain is divided. 
This lower region, which we thus traversed, is one of 

the most fertile, populous, and lovely that can be con- 

‘ ceived; the higher is the most awful, stern, and 

singular that is commonly to be seen. The first region, 
both on the side of the coast and inland, is covered 

with towns and villages, the sites of which have been 
swept over by the destroying lava, and again built on by 
their persevering inhabitants. Portici, the most consi- 

derable of these, is about six miles from Naples, and 
at the foot of Vesuvius. Underneath this town, and 

below its royal palace, lies buried, at the depth of 
seventy feet, the ancient city of Herculaneum, the first 
town known to be destroyed by the eruptions of 

Vesuvius. 
We entered its buried, but partly re-opened theatre, 

still underground, and in darkness. How strange and 
interesting asight! Its passages, choked up with lava, 

tell a fearful tale. The seats for the spectators are yet 
to be seen, but awful is the recollection of the fate of 

those who filled them. The stage, too, is visible, but 

nearly two thousand years have passed since its actors 
were swept away. Of the whole city little more than 

this half-excavated theatre is re-opened. The safety of 
E
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the town above it would be endangered by further 

excavations; and Herculaneum, which tradition says 
was founded by the hero Hercules, remains entirely 

covered by lava, cemented by a mixture of water, 
and beneath the weight of the shower of ashes that 
destroyed it. “It is choked up as completely as if 

molten lead had been poured into it.” 

Pompeii, which has been so beautifully brought to 

light, was destroyed by cinders, with which so much 

water did not mingle, and which, being less cemented, 

were more easily removed. The town was discovered 

only twelve feet below the surface of the ground. 

In the smaller town of Torre del Greco, the lava which 

in later eruptions nearly overwhelmed it is still to be 

seen, but the love of the inhabitants for their homes, or 

the inconvenience of a remove, causes them to rebuild 

or repair the dwellings which the volcano destroys or 

injures. The whole road from Naples is indeed almost 

a continuous town. 

Even when these towns are passed, the whole base of 

.the mountain presents scenery of the richest and most 

luxuriant, as well as cultivated nature. The productive 

vines, orange-trees, figs, pomegranates, and numerous 

plants and trees which are exotics to our clime, bor- 

dered the road, and gave it additional interest, while 

every advancing step opened to us a more charming 

prospect, as the lovely plain from which we ascended, 

the bay with its islands of historic and classic celebrity, 

and the busy town of Naples with its villas and gar- 

dens, became more revealed to us, bathed in the rich- 

ness of a rapidly sinking sun. 

What a contrast was this to the upper region of the
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same mountain! A scene of perfect desolation: an 

immense cone, flat on the top, and formed almost 

entirely of ashes and cinders, which in the ascent yield 

to the foot that toils up it, traced on all sides by broad 

black lines, the marks which the burning lava has left, 

and which can be distinctly seen at a considerable 

distance. There is here no vegetation, no trace of life : 

nothing but the ceaseless volcano appears to be in 

movement. 
Vesuvius has not always been ascended by travellers 

when in the excited state in which we visited it. Many 

persons have recorded their entrance into the crater, 
or at least their inspection of it, and the common 

feat of throwing stones into it. An approach to that 
erater in the night I describe, would probably have 
been death. 

One of the travellers who relates an ascent of this 
voleano when in a tranquil state, speaks as follows :— 

«When we reached the summit, we found ourselves on 

a narrow ledge of burnt earth or cinders, with the 

crater of the voleano open before us. This orifice, in 

its present form, (for it varies at almost every eruption,) 
is about a mile and a half in circumference, and may be 
about three hundred and fifty feet in depth. Its 
eastern border is considerably higher. than the western. 
Its sides are formed of ashes and cinders, with some 

rock and masses of lava intermingled. They shelve in 

a steep declivity, enclosing at the bottom a flat space of 

about three quarters of a mile in circumference. We 

descended some way, but observing that the slightest 

movement brought great quantities of stones and 

ashes rolling together from the sides, and being called
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back by our guides, who assured us we could not go 

lower with safety, nor even remain in our station, we 

re-ascended. We were near enough to the bottom, 
however, to observe that it seemed to bea sort of crust 

of brown, burnt earth, and that a little on one side there 

were three orifices, like funnels, from whence ascended 

a vapour, so thin as to be scarcely perceptible.”’* 
Such was the state of the crater in the year 1802. 

A later, though in these travelling days, not a modern 

traveller, has left us his description also. 
«When you arrive at the top, it is an awful sight. . . 

As you approach the great crater, the crust on which 
you tread becomes so hot that you cannot stand long on 

one spot: if you push your stick an inch below the 

surface, it takes fire, and you may light paper by 

thrusting it into any of the cracks of the crust... . 

Altogether it was amost sublime and impressive scene. 

The look down into the great crater is frightfully grand, 

and when you turn from the contemplation of this 

fearful abyss, you are presented with the most forcible 

contrast, in the rich and luxuriant prospect of Naples 

and the surrounding country, where all is soft and 

smiling as far as the eye can see.”-f 

But now the crater presented to our eyes a glowing 

mass, over which a fiery shower was almost constantly 

descending, forming a spectacle which, in the gloom 

and stillness of night, was at once grand and terrific. 

My anxious desire was to get to the lava stream, which 

Thad watched from my window, and the representations 

and, I am almost ashamed to say, entreaties of some of 

our party could not dissuade me from the attempt. We 

* Bustace’s Classical Tour in Italy. + Diary of an Invalid.



TO MOUNT VESUVIUS, 53 

left our carriage at the Hermitage, singularly miscalled, 

and I was mounted on a mule, which took me along a 

path about three quarters of a mile further on, while the 

gentlemen proceeded on foot. The guides were pro- 

vided with large torches, perhaps eight feet long; at 

the spot where I dismounted, these were lighted, and 
the glare they flung around revealed the most singular 

scene I ever beheld. 

A field of blocks of lava, of that dark colour it 

assumes when cold, lay stretched beside us; ashes, 

cinders, and those sharp, hard masses, covered the whole 

space, up to the cone, from whose red summit the pillar 

of flame shot out in fitful variations, while fiery stones 
descended from the skies they had been thrown to, and 
fell, sometimes back into the burning crater, some- 
times beyond it; glowing ashes, more like sparkles from 
blazing wood, dispersing around, diffused a fiery light 
on the midnight sky, and red-hot cinders made the out- 

side of the crater one brilliant, and apparently burning, 
though not blazing mass. 

It was over this field of lava I was to walk : our guide 

said it was impossible I could do it, and offered to 

remain with me while the stronger members of our 

society visited the living lava in my stead. But, as I 
saw the man would be glad of any excuse to get off the 
toil of an expedition for which he was paid, but which 
he had to make too often, I would not yield to his per- 

suasions, but, on the contrary, persuaded myself that 

interested motives induced him to influence my friends 

against my accomplishing my desire. I set out on the 

blocks of lava with a good heart, for I firmly believed 

that a path had been made through them, and would
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soon be found; a delusion which, I believe, enabled me 

to effect my object ; for had I known that I was really 

to walk for more than a mile on the sharp, hard, un- 

steady blocks, almost like pointed irons to the feet, up 
ridges and into furrows, guided only by the fitful light 
of torches, for the moon had not then risen—had I 

known this from the beginning, I fear I should not 
have persisted, but turned back with the less reluctant 
guide, as I had promised to do if weary. How like is 
this to the pathway of life! How many would shrink 
from tracing all its steps, if they knew the end from the 

beginning! Better is it to be led on im ignorance, 
trusting that as our day is, so shall our strength be. 
Weary, indeed, I was, and several times ready to give 
up; but some little assistance, some kind solicitude, or 

some encouraging words, again cheered me to go 
onward. 

In ascending Vesuvius, I am aware that ladies and 
even gentlemen need not, unless they wish it, undergo 
any fatigue, or make any exertion. A little money 
obviates all this, and they may be carried up in a chair, 
or pulled up by guides, and satisfy their own curiosity 
at the expense only of other men’s labours. Mine, 
however, was a different expedition, and in this place 
no such assistance could be given. Yet was I not well 
repaid? and would not the friends who had patience 
with me, and helped me in my difficulties, be repaid’ 
too, if they knew the lasting enjoyment which the 
memory of that night afforded ? 

At length the increasing heat told of our approach 
to the fiery region; the air was sulphureous, and gave 
a choking sensation; it was also loaded with smoke.
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The ground grew hotter and hotter; we mounted a 

ridge of cinders, and there, at the other side, I heheld 

my lava stream. I stood beside it, on the brink of the 
bed it had tracked for itself. It was a river of fire, 

about thirty feet broad, slowly moving on; over the 

top was heard a slight fizzing sound, just such as 
cinders make. A light smoke rose from it, but much 
less than might be expected. 

The ground was so hot, and my feet so sore, that I 
found it impossible to stand for a moment on one 
spot ; my shoes were almost entirely burnt off. One 

of my friends, catching my hand, caused me to bend 

over the stream to see the lava in motion; I could 

only compare it to a thick muddy stream on fire, and 
moving through masses of matter spread over the 

surface. But as I bent over it, the oppressive atmo- 

sphere suddenly overcame me; I felt a dizziness and 
sense of faintness, and catching the arm of the guide, 

precipitately descended the ridge of cinders that 
bounded my lava stream, and hid myself from it with 
still more eagerness than I had sought it. 

It required, indeed, some fortitude to conceal my 

state, or to struggle against yielding to it; but, aware 
of the consternation which I should occasion, I was 

enabled to do both, and sat quietly on a block of lava 
out of sight, till the effect of the heat and suffocation 
passed away. After a walk of equal toil, occupying 
at least an hour in returning, as it had done in going, 
we once more arrived on smooth ground, and when I 
saw my mule patiently awaiting my return, I was too 
glad to mount to my former seat, leaving the gentlemen 
to continue their way alone to the summit of the cone,
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where several parties, both of ladies and gentlemen, 

had preceded them, attended by chairs and porters, 
and guides with leathern straps round their waists, in 

_ which a feebler traveller being enclosed, he or she is 
pulled up by the stronger animal. I did not covet 
either mode of ascent, and as they could not approach 
the crater, I knew they could not have so good a view 

of it as I had from a lower station: at least self-love 
comforted itself with such conclusions, as I wandered 

back alone to the Hermitage. 
The moon had risen in all its brightness; it was 

about half-past one o’clock in the morning, and its 

unclouded presence more than supplied the absence of 

the milder light of the uncertain torches which the 
party had taken with them. As their voices died away, 
and the shouts of the guides calling to their fellows 
became fewer and more distant, I was glad to find the 
Italian youth who was my cicerone, noisy as all natives 
of Naples are, had loitered behind with some chance 
comrade; for I enjoyed the silence of the hour and 
strange splendour of the scene too much to wish to 

have it broken by such nonsense as he had been 
addressing to his mule, to which he gave the favourite 
title of Macaroni. 

In quiet musing I rode along, and might have gone 
too far ; for the mule, deserted by its master, and left by 

me to its own guidance, took a wrong path; the shouts 

of the noisy Italian, as he missed me from the right one, 

apprised me of the fact; he came running after his 

Macaroni, and guided both wanderers back. I began 
to think that meditation and musing, at midnight, were 
not suitable to Mount Vesuvius; an idea that was not
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removed on my entrance into the court of the Hermit- 

age, which was filled with donkeys, ponies, guides, 

carriages, and servants. There I was joined by two of 

the gentlemen whom I had left, and who, finding 
themselves sufiiciently fatigued by their walk to the 
lava stream, had followed me back. 

Thirsty and tired, we entered the Hermitage, thinking 
it to be, as in fact it is, an inn which went by that 
name. I was, however, rather surprised to find the 

owner of the house to be a calm, respectable-looking 
monk; his grave countenance, brown frock, cord, 

rosary, crucifix, agreeing ill with the aspect of the 
place, which was incessantly filled with parties going 
to, and coming from the scene we had left. 

At a table in the scantily furnished room sat a 

comfortable-looking priest, with some bread, cheese, 
apples, and a bottle of common wine before him. We 
were glad to join in his supper: he informed us that 
he was the chaplain who said mass in the adjoining 
chapel, and he smiled good-humouredly when I asked 
if that house were really a hermitage. 

“ Certainly,” he replied, “and there is the hermit,” 

nodding his head to where the monk sat at a distance. 
“ A solitary?” I persisted. 
“Yes,” he answered with a laugh, “a solitary who 

is in society.” 

It was a singular scene and a singular place. There: 
were some young Germans and Italians present, and 
the conversation that ensued was only broken up by 
the advance of the grave and silent hermit, whose voice 
I did not hear, and who now in silence, and with 

gravity, approached the table, removed the bottle of
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wine, and replaced it by another, adding, also, a fresh 

supply of the bread, cheese, and apples. This movement 

we took as a hint that our part of the repast was over, 

and the table prepared for other guests. The priest 
withdrew, and the party separated. For my part I re- 
tired to the carriage, fell asleep, and forgot that I was 
on Mount Vesuvius, until awakened by the voices of our 
absent friends, whose fatigue scarcely allowed them 
power to mount into the carriage: it was then three 
o'clock, and that last exertion made, it was at once put 

in motion, and preceded by our guide, carrying a flaming 

torch, we began to descend on our return to Naples. 
Before we reached it, the sun had risen on our heavy 
and dazzled eyes. 

I have put this little sketch on paper while its 
subject is still fresh on my mind, and shall I not add 
a few lines drawn from the reflections to which my 
midnight excursion gave rise? A scene so grand and 
terrific must, one would think, fill every mind with 

solemn thoughts. The destruction of Sodom and 
Gomorrah was brought before me, as I viewed the 
gloomy vestiges of what was once the ancient city of 
Herculaneum ; and perhaps there is no other scene more 
calculated to convey an idea of the doom which the 
Scriptures either describe or predict. Some authors 
conjecture that not more than 20,000 persons have 

perished in the several eruptions—about forty—which 
are known to have taken place of Mount Vesuvius. 
This number is probably greatly underrated; yet the 
very idea of one of these fiery devastations, of the 
overthrow of a single town or village, fills us with 
horror; we wonder at the hardihood, or indifference,



TO MOUNT VESUVIUS. 59 

that suffers people to dwell happily and at ease just 

beneath that burning crater. Yet what is our own 

position in this world? What is it to the careless and 

godless dwellers therein, but a vast volcano, their 

resting-place whereon is a thousand times more inse- 

cure than that of the dweller on Vesuvius? There an 

earthquake may prove the signal for flight, the groans 

of the working mountain may give a timely warning ; 

but of a more awful destruction we are told that it 

shall come suddenly, in a moment, as a thief in the 
night, even when men are saying, Peace and safety! 

“Peace and safety!” these are sweet words, but 
applicable only to the Christian, to the man, woman, or 

even child, who has found peace and safety in the 
salvation of Jesus Christ. ‘The Redeemer is the ark 
of refuge. Oh! it is well if we are hid in him when 

the “blast of the terrible ones is as a storm against the 
wall.” There is no salvation in any other. Happy 
is it to know that such is the case, else we might be 

weary in seeking, and disappointed in finding that peace 
and safety which he offers. But there is salvation in 
Jesus Christ; and trembling in fear, hardened with sin, 

or overwhelmed with sorrow, we can hear his voice 

saying, “ Come unto me,” and hope, that kept by his 
love and power, we shall find peace and safety even in 
that hour which shall try all them that dwell upon 
the earth. 

B.



GARDEN FLOWERS. 

“ And in yon mingled wilderness of flowers, 
Fair-handed Spring unbosoms every grace, 
Throws out the snowdrop and the crocus first ; 
The daisy, primrose, violet darkly blue, 
And polyanthus of unnumber’d dyes ; 
The yellow wall-flower, stain’d with iron brown; 
And lavish stock that scents the garden round, 
From the soft wing of vernal breezes shed. 
Anemonies ; auriculas enrich’d 
With shining meal o’er all their verdant leaves ; 
And full ranunculus of glowing red : 
No gradual bloom is wanting ; from the bud 
First-born of Spring, to Summer’s musky tribes,” 

Tr wild flowers have their own claim to our regard, so 

that we would seek to cherish, both in ourselves and 

others, a love of these beautiful objects of God’s care, 
so too have the flowers of the garden their own 

peculiar advantages. Many of them have brighter 
tints than any which chequer the green landscapes of 

our native land, for they have been brought from the 

sunny regions of Southern Europe, or of Asia, or 
Africa, or from those lands of tropical America in 

which vegetation revels in full luxuriance. They were 

wild flowers once, decking with beauty the countries 
in which skies, and birds, and insects, and flowers, have 

deeper and more glowing colours. In some cases the 
care and skill of man has rendered them larger and 

fuller of petals than they were in their native haunts. 

In some even their tint has been brightened by the
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appliances of art; but often they bloom on our parterres 

with far fainter lustre than that which ornamented them 

in more congenial climes, while in some instances, they 

will not bloom at all in our gardens or hothouses, and. 
still oftener, though we may have the blossom, yet we can 

afterwards procure from the plant no ripened fruit. 

Sweet as are our wild flowers with their soft breath- 

ings borne to us upon the breezes; lovely in all their 

associations with deep recesses, dark glens and woods, 

and mountain streams, and sunny meadows, yet they 

can neither rival the garden flowers in their perfumes, 
nor in their longer continuance. Frail as are all 
flowers, yet those of the field are especially so, for the 

garden flower is often fuller of petals, and double 

blossoms are usually less fragile than single ones. We 

can have them too at all seasons of the year, and when 

the cold autumnal, and winter, and spring winds have 
swept before them all the: ornaments of our country 

scenes, save some solitary daisy, or some little chick- 
weed whose starry flowers fear neither cold nor heat, 

there then are blossoms which grace the gardens ; and 
Christmas roses, and aconites, and laurustinus, and the 

snowdrop, and the crocus, and other bright flowers, 

can bloom amid wind and snow. 

Garden flowers often interest too by the care which 
we bestow on them, and are 

“ Prized for surpassing beauty, and no less 
For the peculiar pains they have required ;” 

for it is a blessed thing in our nature, that the object 
which has most needed our love, is almost sure to get 

a fuller share of it than that which needed it not. Few 

can watch the gradual development of a garden flower,
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clearing away from its leaves and stems the caterpillar 

or snail, or slug, which would fain make a meal of it; 

supplying the absence of the summer shower, by the 
mimic rain; teaching its tendrils to twine about some- 
thing stronger than itself, or sheltering it with care 
from sunshine or from cold, without some additional 

interest derived from that sense of appropriation which 
makes it peculiarly their own. And the God who made 
the love uf flowers and the pleasure in rearing them so 
natural to us, who has thus linked our hearts to nature, 

has bid them whisper to us of a more unworldly life, 

calling us away from the earth and its cares and joys, 
to finer and more elevated tastes and sympathies, and 
often to holy thoughts of Him. 

Though sin soon expelled our first parents from the 
garden in which God had placed them, yet the love of 
the garden remained in man, and we find traces of it in 
earliest history. Doubtless the necessity of cultivating 
herbs and fruits for food led men in remote ages to 
the formation of gardens, but as civilization extended 
itself, flowers would be reared as a source of refined 

enjoyment. The orchards and gardens which Solomon 
planted, had evidently sweet-smelling flowers and trees. 
The ancient Persian gardens have been renowned from 
the oldest times by Xenophon and other writers; and the 
garden of Alcinous, described. in the Odyssey, had its 
shadowy trees and its luxuriant fruits, its clear foun- 
tains and its flowers, and some of the latter bloomed 

in every season of the year. The Athenians had their 

flower gardens, and at their flower markets, even in 

winter, the nosegay of sweet violets was not wanting ; 

while men were there, whose profession it was to make
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garlands of flowers, which should convey sentiments of 

love and friendship to those skilled in their language. 

In the later ages of Rome, when flowers came to be 

used at banquets, many were doubtless cultivated for 

this purpose. The Roman gardens had also shady walks, 

and fountains and statues. Philosophers of old talked 

with their disciples amid the walks of the garden, 

while the citizens of ancient Rome had too, like the 

modern artizan of London, a mimic garden in the culti- 

vated flowers of the boxes which graced their balco- 

nies. In their clearer climate, the flowers bloomed 

more brightly than with us; but though those of our 

great city are sometimes sadly disfigured, and rendered 

pale by smoke and dust, yet they have their blessings 

too, and the scent of the box of mignonette in the 

street window is often most welcome to the passer-by, 

bringing with it memories even sweeter than itself. 

It is well that the practice is so general in our 

country places, of cultivating the little garden of the 

cottage: it is pleasant to think that the little plot, 

well filled with pinks, roses, and columbines, belongs 

to a home of comfort; for we know well, that neither 

the careless nor the wretched will cultivate flowers. 

The honeysuckle, the jessamine, and the China rose, 

which are peeping in at the casement, are giving their 

own sweets and home delights to the man of toil. It 

is pleasing to think, that in the gardens of larger 
houses, the culture of flowers affords recreation to some 

whose leisure is but little, and furnishes a good and 
healthful employment to many whose lot is not one of 

labour. Though fashion has her influence on the choice 

of the flowers which are to be reared, and tulips, pinks,
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auriculas, and dahlias, have each had their reign of ad- 

miration and culture, and though many flowers once 
admitted to the select garden are left now but to the 
humblest, still in some cases taste will prevail over 
fashion, and flowers of commanding beauty and sweet 
odour will be the delight of all times and places. 
Pliny ranked the rose as first of all flowers, and the lily 
as second, and even to the present age there are few 
who would dispute their claims. In our time so many 
varieties of the rose are cultivated, that he who should 

to-day tell their number, would perhaps have to alter 
it to-morrow, as some new variety should be presented 
to him. It is still the queen of flowers, as it was in 

the time of the Romans. With them its early blossoms 
were in so great demand for garlands on festive occa- 
sions, that the rose was procured from Egypt, until the 
gardeners of the ancient city found a method of forcing 
it by placing plates of tale over the bushes, and 
sprinkling them with warm water. Cleopatra, when she 
wished to deck her banquet with roses, paid a sum equal 
to two hundred pounds for the supply of these flowers. 

The Persians have long held their celebrated “Feast 

of Roses;” and Hafiz makes his hero say, “ Call for wine, 
and scatter roses round ;” while we find one mentioned 

in the Apocrypha, who said, “ Let us crown ourselves 
with roses, before they are withered.” The Scripture 
makes frequent mention of the rose, and the old Jewish 

writers say, that Jerusalem was distinguished from all 
the other towns in Judea, as by several other parti- 
culars, so in this especially, that no gardens nor trees 

were planted within its walls, save rose-bushes. 
AP:



MORNING. 

IN IMITATION OF “NIGHT,” BY MONTGOMERY. 

Morn is the time to wake— 
The eyelids to unclose— 

Spring from the arms of sleep, and break 
The fetters of repose ; 

Walk at the dewy dawn abroad, 

And hold sweet fellowship with God. 

Morn is the time to pray— 
How lovely and how meet 

To send our earliest thoughts away, 
Up to the mercy-seat ! 

Ambassadors, for us to claim 

A blessing in our Master’s name. 

Morn is the time to siag— 
How charming ’tis to hear 

The mingling notes of nature ring 
In the delighted ear ! 

And with that swelling anthem raise 
The soul’s fresh matin-song of praise ! 

F
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Morn is the time to sow 
The seeds of heavenly truth, 

While balmy breezes softly blow 
Upon the soil of youth ; 

And look to thee, nor look in vain, 

Our God, for sunshine and for rain. 

Morn is the time to love— 

As tendrils of the vine, 

The young affections fondly rove, 
And seek them where to twine; 

Around thyself, in thine embrace, 

Lord, let them find their resting-place. 

Morn is the time to shine, 

When skies are clear and blue— 

Reflect the rays of light divine, 
As morning dew-drops do; 

Like early stars be early bright, 

And melt away like them in light. 

Morn is the time to think, 

While thoughts are fresh and free, 

Of life, just balanced on the brink 

Of dark eternity ; 

And ask our souls if they are meet 

To stand before the judgment-seat ? 

Morn is the time to die, 

Just at the dawn of day, 

When stars are fading in the sky, 

To fade like them away— 

But lost in light more brilliant far 

Than ever merged the morning star.
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Morn is the time to rise, 

The resurrection morn— 
Upspringing to the glorious skies, 

On new-found pinions borne, 
To meet a Saviour’s smile divine— 

Be such ecstatic rising mine ! 

J. L. G.



SOCRATES, THE CITIZEN TEACHER. 

In seems but yesterday, though many years have 
elapsed; when for the first time I entered the chapel 
of ——— College, on a sabbath morning, in the 
company of some three hundred fellow students, all 
clad in scarlet gowns. Every thing around told of 
former days. The windows, the walls covered with 
ancient paintings of the apostles, the carved roof and 
the carved stalls, all carried us back to the age of 
another faith, and of other manners. In the centre of 

the chapel, conspicuous to every eye, lay the tombstone 
of bishop Elphinstone, the founder of the college, and 
beside it, beneath our feet, lay the tombstone of Hector 
Boethius, its first principal. Every thing was strange 
and striking, but nothing so strange and striking as the 
sermon we heard that day. In seats of their own, 
elevated above those of the students, on the right and 
left of the preacher, sat our professors, in Genevan 

gowns. The text has vanished from memory. One 
characteristic of the sermon alone remains, and that can 

never be forgotten. The name of Jesus Christ did not 
once occur init. But of Socrates we heard much. The 
beauty and dignity of virtue were painted gorgeously 
and sentimentally. The immortality of the soul was
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spoken of, probably discussed, and all in connexion 
with the names of Socrates and Plato. To me stich 
preaching was novel and mysterious. But the remem- 
brance still imparts interest to every inquiry into the 

life and opinions of the great Athenian who forms the 
subject of this sketch. 

To understand any man’s position in relation to the 
history of mind and of the world, we must acquaint 
ourselves with his age and circumstances. The death of 
Socrates took place 400 years B.c. At what stage of its 
history and progress has the world at this date arrived? 
Turn to Judea. The series of ancient prophets has 
ceased; the ministry of Malachi has termimated some 
twenty years before; Rome is 350 years old; the Tar- 
quins have been expelled from the throne one hundred 

years ; and the republic is full of ambition and vigour ; 
but her days of greatest power, and, as men will have it, 

of greatest glory, are still far in the future. Alexander 
too, and the revolution which he is destined to effect, 

are yet to come; the great Macedonian is born half a 

century after the death of Socrates. Demosthenes, 

being the contemporary of Alexander, belongs of course 

likewise to the then future; but the days of Cyrus are 

past, and the glory of the eastern empires is fading. The 
philosophy of Greece is not in its dawn and infancy, but 

_has worn itself out, when Socrates appears to rescue it, 
and give it a new direction. Nearly 200 years have 
passed since Thales asked, “ Whence are all things ?” 

and concluded, “ Water is the beginning of all things.” 

All attempts towards the solution of the problem of 

existence have ended in the production of a class of 

philosophers, whose name was chosen in pride, but is
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now the synonym for an unsound and fallacious rea- 
soner,—the Sophists. They are the reigning wise men of 
Athens at the appearance of Socrates. And some will 
have us to believe that they are a much calumniated 
race. We know them only from their adversaries, and 

the descriptions which Plato gives of them are 
probably exaggerated. 

The philosophy of the Sophists, such as it was, sprang 

from the manifest failures of their predecessors. Their 
father, Protagoras, was a porter of Abdera, and attracted 
the notice of his countryman Democritus, who taught 

that self-existent and eternal, but invisible atoms, were 

the rudiments and first principles of all things. The 
doctrines of Protagoras ended in scepticism, in a con- 
viction of the vanity of all endeavour to penetrate the 

mysteries of the universe. But, while many sceptics 

contented themselves with this conviction, Protagoras 

and his followers turned their attention in another di- 
rection. “If there were no possibility of truth, there 

only remained the possibility of persuasion. If one 
opinion were as true as another,—that is, if neither were 

true,—it was nevertheless desirable, for the sake of 

society, that certain opinions should prevail; and, if 
logic was powerless, rhetoric was efficient.” Having 

discarded all essential difference between truth and 

falsehood, the next step was, to discard all essential 

difference between right and wrong. The variety of 
laws and ordinances which they observed to prevail in 
different states, impressed them with the conviction, 
that there are no such things as right and wrong by 
nature. This therefore became a fundamental precept 

with them. “For men, there was no eternal right,
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because there was no eternal truth.” “That which 
appears just and honourable to each city,” said Prota- 
goras, “is so for that city, so long as the opinion is 
entertained.” 

Whether the Sophists carried out these dogmas, 
either theoretically or practically, to all the wicked and 
shameless consequences which flow from them logically 

and legitimately, may well be questioned. But their 
own boast was, that they could make the worse appear 
the better reason. To teach this art, they demanded 
enormous sums, and, to learn it, enormous sums were 

readily given, and given by many. It is said, that 
Protagoras made ten times the gain by his profession 
of Sophist that his contemporary Phidias, the greatest 
of statuaries, could make by his. Asa body, the Sophists 

were wealthy and powerful. They were dazzling, 
rhetorical, and shallow. They professed to teach every- 

thing; and both themselves and their disciples were 
filled with vain conceit, pride, and arrogance. Their 
popularity is easily accounted for in a state like Athens, 

where every man was a lawyer, every man a politician, 

and every man a speaker, and where everything de- 

pended on argument and popular declamation. 

The Sophists were the philosophers of Athens when 

Socrates appeared. The great battle of his life was 

with them. In this city, the home of freedom, of art, 

of civilization, of poetry, of philosophy, and of eloquence, 

Socrates was born, taught, and died. 

He was the son of a sculptor, and learned his father’s 

profession. Some accounts represent him as having 

attained such eminence as a sculptor, as to have some of 

the Graces which he executed placed on the walls of
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the Acropolis, close beside the Minerva of Phidias. A 

wealthy Athenian, named Crito, who afterwards became 
his most reverential disciple, is said to have withdrawn 

him from the workshop, and to have educated him. In 

early life he indulged in the speculations of philosophy, 
- but relinquished them, on finding that they led to no 
satisfactory result, and ended only in scepticism. 

Socrates had attained middle age before he appeared 
in the character of a teacher, and we know little of his 

previous life. He performed military service in three 
battles, and distinguished’ himself in each. In the first, 

the prize of bravery was awarded to him. Various 
anecdotes are told of him during his campaigns. In 

spite of the severity of winter, when the ice and snow 
were thick upon the ground, he went barefoot and 
lightly clad. On one occasion itis said, that he stood 
before the camp for four and twenty hours on the same 
spot, absorbed in meditation. 

The conduct of Socrates in civil life has been a sub- 
ject of much dispute. Some would make him a bad 
citizen, and an abettor of tyranny; while others can see 
in his entire course nothing but virtue of the highest 
order. His bravery as a soldier, his admirers say, was 
surpassed by his bravery as a senator. He had that 
high moral courage, which can brave not only death but 
opinion, which can defy a tyrant, and also defy a tyran- 
nical mob. The only state office he ever held was 
that of Senator. The Athenian senate consisted of the 
500 who were elected from the ten tribes; every 35th 
or 36th day, one tribe had the presidency; these were 

called Prytanes. Of the fifty Prytanes, ten had the 
presidency every seven days; each day, one of these ten
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enjoyed the highest dignity, with the name of Epistates. 

He laid everything before the assembly of the people, 
put the question to the vote, examined the votes, and, 

in short, conducted the whole business of the assembly. 
He enjoyed this power, however, only for a single day. 
For that day he was invested with the keys of the 

citadel, and the treasury of the Republic. 
“Socrates was Epistates, on the day when the unjust 

sentence was to be passed on the admirals, who had 

neglected to bury the dead after the battle of Arginusee. 
.... The Prytanes, with Socrates at their head, re- 
fused to put the illegal question to the vote. The 
people became furious, and loudly demanded that those 
who resisted their pleasure should themselves — be 
brought to trial The Prytanes wavered—yielded ; 

Socrates alone remained firm, defying the threats of the 
mob. He stood there to administer justice, he would 
not administer injustice. In consequence of his refusal, 
the question could not be put to the vote, and the as- 
sembly was again adjourned. The next day, a new 

Epistates and other presidents were chosen, and the 
admirals were condemned.” 

There is one relation in which there is no doubt that 

Socrates acted with indomitable courage and patience. 
Who has not heard of Xantippe, his wife ? Lamprocles, 
his son, on hearing his father descant on the anxieties 
of parents, and all their efforts to care for their 
children, is reported to have said: “ Although my 
mother had done this and a thousand times more, no 

man could bear with so much ill-humour.” “Do you 
not think it easier,” said Socrates, “to bear the anger of 

a mother than that of a wild beast?” “No, not of such
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a mother,” was the son’s reply. “ But what harm 
has she done you? Hath she kicked you, or bit you, 

as wild beasts do when they are angry?” “No, but 
she utters such things as no one can bear from any- 
body.” Socrates reasoned, but the son rebelled. The 
wise man’s imperturbable patience has become pro- 
verbial, “Ido with Xantippe,” he said on one occasion, 
“like those who would learn horsemanship : they do not 
choose easy tame horses, or such as are manageable 
at pleasure, but the highest mettled and the hardest 
mouthed; believing if they can tame the natural heat 
and impetuosity of these, there can be none too hard 
for them to manage.” 

But it is especially as a philosopher and teacher that 
Socrates is remembered and admired. And yet he 
never delivered a lecture in his life, wrote no books, 

opened{no school, convened no assemblies. He was 

a citizen who had certain notions in his head, and who 

resolutely and untiringly talked out those notions 

wherever he had an opportunity. From early morn 

till late eve, it was his custom to wander about and 

talk and dispute with everybody. He is now in the 

market-place, and now in his friend’s house—now in 

the workshop of the’ artizan, and now in earnest dis- 

cussion with the senator or magistrate—here with the 
statuary and painter, and there with the sophist— 

questioning everybody, and provoking everybody. He 

was what a historian has more correctly than politely 
called him, a universal bore—a bore to the multitude who 

believed themselves very wise, but whom he laboured 
to convince that they knew nothing. 

You could not be many days in Athens without
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seeing Socrates, for no man was more in the streets 

than he. And having once seen him you could never 
forget him. Were history silent, imagination would 
delight to embody in our notion of his -person, those 
ideas of the dignity and beauty of virtue which we are 

traditionally taught to associate with his name. We 

should paint to ourselves a large commanding form, 
with symmetry in every limb and dignity in every 
feature. But alas! history has been too minute and 
specific to allow us to fashion a Socrates for ourselves. 

And yet, we should not say alas / forit only teaches us 
by another example that the mind is the measure of 

the man. It is not the testimony of enemies we have 
on this subject, but of friends, and of his own reputed 

conversations as recorded by his admirer Xenophon. 

The frequent comparison to which his appearance is 

subjected is with Silenus, a demigod, who was repre- 

sented as a fat and jolly old man, ridmg on an ass. 
The fauns and satyrs in general were called Sileni 
from their partial but imperfect approximation to the 

human figure. Socrates had a flattened nose, with 

wide and upturned nostrils, projecting eyeballs, thick 
lips, with a squat and unwieldy figure. 

Now, imagine Socrates wandering barefoot through 

the streets of Athens. He has no philosopher’s cloak. 
He is a simple citizen, of most ungainly figure, but of 

most fascinating tongue. A citizen, who compels his 

neighbours to listen to him, and yet they seldom listen 

without being ashamed or humbled. The Athenians 

are not a nation of sculptors and painters, of poets and 

philosophers merely, but of men, with all the passions 

and sensibilities of men. And the habits and teachings
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of Socrates, while they draw around him admirers and 
devotees, come into frequent and ungrateful collision 
with their passions and prepossessions. 

The manner of this Citizen-Teacher was very peculiar. 
As we have said already, he delivered no lectures and 
taught no classes. But he met on the street, it may 
be, some one whom he supposed to be in error, or whom 
he supposed to be unduly self-complacent, or ambitious, 
or profligate. It may be a wild youth, or an aspiring 
democrat, or a pretending Sophist. Socrates asks a 
question. The question is simple and inoffensive. It 
is answered. A second question arises out of the 
answer; and a third, anda fourth. And the questioned 
party is led on unconsciously to conclusions the most 
adverse to himself. And the crooked and crabbed old 
man (as the tortured citizen is disposed to call him), 
who has thus entrapped his neighbour, leaves him to 
writhe in the agony of self-confusion, or sends him 
away with the mortifying impression, that he has made 
a fool of himself. 

With these questionings, Socrates mingled more or 
less argument of his own, according to circumstances. 
But we are compelled to acknowledge, that much of 
his argument, as preserved by Plato and Xenophon, is 
sophistical, in the now common sense of that word, 
and so much so, that it must have been by design; 
such argument often serving the purpose he had in view 
as well as any other, namely, to convince the man that 
he was not the wise and great man he took himself for. 

This mode of questioning and argumentation, leading 
men to unexpected conclusions from their own admis- 
sions, has been called the Socratic Method, or the
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Socratic Dialogue. In the hands of most men, it is an 
unsafe and unfair weapon. It presents too strong 

temptations to a man.to exhibit his skill and tact, at 

the expense of his honesty and simplicity ; while it is 
scarcely possible for the most honest man to escape the 
logical meshes, into which a skilful and dishonest 
questioner seeks to draw him. 

But in the hands of Socrates, this method accom- 

plished important purposes. Philosophy, we have seen, 

had exhausted itself in speculations regarding the origin 
and nature of things. The Sophists were ascendant, 

and though their fundamental principles were, that 

truth and error, right and wrong, were not essentially 

diverse, they professed to communicate all kinds of 
knowledge, and to fit men for all high and important 
stations in life and in the state. In labouring to con- 
found such pretensions, Socrates might have done no 

good, he might have left his fellow-citizens in the con- 
fusion of feeling, that they knew nothing. But he 
laboured at the same time to divert them from vain 
speculations and empty pretensions, to what was 
practical and intelligible. It is on this account he is 
said to have brought philosophy down from heaven to 
earth. 

One example of Socrates’ method, will enable the 
reader to enter into the life of this great man, though 
it must be given in a very abbreviated form. 

Euthydemus, surnamed the Fair, is a young man. 
He has collected many of the writings of the most 
celebrated poets and Sophists ; is much elated, and fan- 
cies himself superior to any other of the same age, both 
in knowledge and abilities; and does not doubt to see
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himself the very first man in Athens, whether to manage 
the affairs of the state or to harangue the people. He 
is too young to be admitted into the public assemblies ; 
and it is his custom to go into a bridle-cutter’s shop 
near the Forum. Socrates, accompanied by some of his 
friends, follows him one day into the bridle-cutter’s ; 
aremark is made about Themistocles; and Socrates, to 

pique Euthydemus, says, “It is monstrous folly for any 
one to imagine, that whilst the knowledge of the very 

lowest mechanic art is not to be attained without a 

master, the science of governing the republic, which 

requires for the right discharge of it all that human 
prudence can perform, is to be had by intuition.” 

Enthydemus hears the remark, but seems as if he did 
not hear it, and takes care to avoid the company of 

Socrates as much as possible. Circumstances, however, 

bring them together again ere long. Socrates says to 
some of his friends present, that no doubt Euthydemus 
will speak his mind the very first time he is in the 

assembly, if there should happen to be any business of 
importance in debate; and that his first speech must. 
resemble that of a man who should solicit the voices of 
the people by saying, “It is true, gentlemen, I never 
once thought of making physic my study ; I never once 

applied to any one for instruction; and so far was I 
from desiring to be well versed in this science, I even 
wished not to have the reputation of it; but, gentlemen, 

be so kind as to choose me for your physician, and 

I will gain knowledge by making experiments upon 

you.” 
The laugh is immediately turned against Euthydemus, 

and, though he no longer avoids the company and
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presence of Socrates, he affects themost profound silence. 
At last Socrates succeeds in drawing him into conver- 
sation. They have met in the bridle-cutter’s shop, and 
are alone. “Is it true, Huthydemus,” said Socrates, 

“that you have collected so many of the writings of 
those men whom we call wise ?” 

“ Most undoubtedly it is true; neither shall I give 
over collecting till I have gained as many of them as I 

well can.” 
“ Truly,” said Socrates, “I admire you much for 

thus endeavouriug to accumulate wisdom rather than 
wealth; for by this, Euthydemus, you plainly discover 
it to be your opinion that gold and silver cannot add 

to our merit; whereas we furnish ourselves with an 

inexhaustible fund of virtue, when we thus treasure up 
the writings of these great men.” 

Euthydemus is delighted. He has gained the appro- 
bation of the universal fault-finder. But his joy is of 

short duration. 
“What employment do you intend to excel in, Euthy- 

demus,” said Socrates, “that you collect so many 

books ?” 
The young man is now inextricably in the meshes of 

the questioner. He is carried on in spite of himself 
through a long conversation, in which as in a mirror, 

he sees himself a child and a, fool. 

“QO Socrates,” he exclaimed, “I will not deny to 

you that I have hitherto believed I was no stranger to 
philosophy, but had already gained that knowledge so 

necessary for the man who aspires after virtue. What 

then must be my concern to find, after all my labour, I 

am not able to answer those questions which it most
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imports me to know; and the more, as I see not what 

method to pursue whereby I may render myself more 
capable.” 

“ Have you ever been at Delphos ?” 
“T have been there twice.” 
* Did you observe this inscription somewhere on the 

front of the temple—‘ Know tHysExr ?’” 
“ Yes, I read it.” 

“ But it seems scarcely sufficient to have read it, 

Euthydemus: did you consider it? and in consequence 
of the admonition, set yourself diligently to find out 
what you are?” 

“T certainly did not,” said Euthydemus; “for I 
imagined I must know this sufficiently already; and 

indeed it will be difficult for us to know anything, if we 
can be supposed to be at a loss here.” 

“ But for a man to know himself properly,” said 
Socrates, “it is scarcely enough that he knows his 
own name. He who has purchased a horse, does not 
imagine he has made the proper trial of his merit, till 
by mounting him he has found out whether’ he is 
tractable or unruly, strong or weak, fleet or heavy, with 
everything else, either good or bad, in him: so likewise 
we should not say, He knows himself as he ought, who 
is ignorant of his own powers, or those duties which, 

as a maui, it is incumbent on him to perform.” 
The youth is then compelled to listen to many beau- 

tiful sentiments on the nature and importance of self- 
knowledge, till he professes himself fully convinced of 
its excellence. 

* You know what things are good, and what evil ?” 
said Socrates, resuming the conversation. 
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“Certainly,” replied Euthydemus ; “for otherwise I 

should know less than the very lowest of our slaves.” 

Show me then, I pray you, what you think good, 

what evil.” 
The poor youth is again entrapped and humbled. 

He is drawn into a discussion, in which he flounders 

miserably, and at last he rushes out of the bridle-cutter’s 

shop, “full of confusion and contempt of himself, as 

beginning to perceive his own insignificancy.” Unlike 

many, however, whom Socrates only disgusted, Euthy- 

demus courted his society, became attached to him, and 

sat at his feet to be taught, says Xenophon, “those 

things which it most imported him to know.” 
The opinions of the Citizen-Teacher on the most 

important subjects will appear in the two following 

extracts. 
Aristodemus, surnamed the Little, is a sophist and 

a sceptic. He neither prays nor sacrifices to the gods, 
nor yet consults any oracle; but, on the contrary, 
ridicules and Jaughs at those who do. Socrates has 

many arguments with him, and reasons thus: “ Which 
seems to you most worthy of admiration, Aristodemus ? 

—the artist who forms images void of motion and 
intelligence; or one who has the skill to produce 
animals that are endued, not only with activity, but 
understanding? ....He who at the beginning made 

man, endued him with senses because they were good 
for him; eyes wherewith to behold whatever was 
visible ; and ears to hear whatever was to be heard. 

For say, Aristodemus, for what purpose should odours 
be prepared if the sense of smelling had been denied ? 
and why the distinctions of bitter and sweet, of savoury 

G
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and unsavoury, unless a palate had likewise been given, 
conveniently placed, to arbitrate between them, and 
declare the difference? Is not that providence, Aristo- 
demus, in a most eminent manner conspicuous, which, 
because the eye of man is so delicate in its contexture, 
hath therefore prepared eyelids like doors, whereby to 
secure it, which extend of themselves whenever it is 

needful, and again close when sleep approaches? Are 
not those eyelids provided, as it were, with a fence on 
the edge of them to keep off the wind and guard the 
eye? Even the eyebrow itself is not without its office, 
but, as a penthouse, is prepared to turn off the sweat, 

which, falling from the forehead, might enter and annoy 
that no less tender than astonishing part of us...... 
And canst thou doubt, Aristodemus, whether a dispo- 
sition of parts like this should be the work of chance, or 
of wisdom and contrivance ?” Aristodemus professes to 
be satisfied in the end that “man must be the master- 
piece of some great artificer.” 

In a conversation with Huthydemus, Socrates is 
represented by Xenophon as saying: “ Even among all 
those deities who so liberally bestow on us good things, 
not one of them maketh himself an object of our sight. 
And He who raised this whole universe, and still up- 
holds the mighty frame, who perfected every part of it 
in beauty and goodness, suffering none of these parts to 
decay through age, but renewing them daily with un- 
fading vigour, whereby they are able to execute what- 
ever he ordains, with that readiness and precision which 
surpass man’s imagination, even he, the Supreme God, 
who performs all these wonders, still holds himself 
invisible, and it is only in his works that we are capable
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of admiring him. But consider, my Euthydemus, the 

sun, which seemeth as it were set forth to the view of 

all men, yet suffereth not itself to be too curiously 
examined, punishing those with blindness who too 
rashly venture so todo. And those ministers of the 

gods, whom they employ to execute their bidding, 

remain to us invisible: for though the thunderbolt is 
shot from on high, and breaks in pieces whatever it 
finds in its way, yet no one sees it when it falls, when 

it strikes, or when it retires. Neither are the winds 

discoverable to our sight, though we plainly behold the 

ravages they everywhere make, and with ease perceive 
what time they are rising. But if there be anything in 
man, my Euthydemus, partaking of the Divine nature, it 

must surely be the soul which governs and directs him; 

yet no one considers this as an object of his sight. 

Learn, therefore, not to despise those things which you 

cannot see. Judge of the greatness of the power by the 

effects which are produced, and reverence the Spirit 

which has produced them.” 

These extracts present as favourable a specimen as 

may be found of the theology of Socrates. It is very 

obvious that this philosopher had some very beautiful 
conceptions of God. It is equally obvious that he 

believed in inferior deities. This remark does not 

depend on inference. We have express statements on 

the subject from himself and from his admirers. “It 

was ever his practice,” says Xenophon, “to approve 

himself a strict observer of the answer the Pythian 

priestess gives to all who inquire the proper manner 

of sacrificing to the gods, or paying honours to their 

deceased ancestors: ‘Follow,’ saith the god, ‘the
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custom of your country ;’ and therefore Socrates, in all 

those exercises of his devotion and piety, confined him- 

self altogether to what he saw practised by the republic ; 
and to his friends he constantly advised the same thing, 

saying it only savoured of vanity and superstition in 
all those who did otherwise.” The statement will be 
confirmed by his own defence on his trial. 
How long Socrates moved about as a teacher in the 

streets and in the shops of Athens, we have not the 

means of knowing. The general statement is, that he 

began to teach about the middle of his career. 
In bis 72d year he was brought to trial, on the 

following indictment : “Socrates is criminal ; iasmuch 

as he acknowledges not the gods whom the republic 
holds saéred, but introduces other and new deities. He 
is likewise criminal because he corrupts the youth.” 

From this accusation it has been erroneously inferred 
that Socrates was a martyr to his faith in one Supreme 
God. But all who are acquainted with the history of 
Greece are agreed that his trial was a political one. 

He had created for himself many enemies, who only 

availed themselves of a popular accusation to get rid of 
him. And there were some things in his teaching, no 

doubt, which afforded some shadow of evidence in sup- 

port of it. He despised the fables in which the poets 

recounted the deeds of the popular deities, and on this 
ground might be charged with denying the gods which 
the republic held sacred. He spoke in a mysterious 

style of a demon, or genius, or spirit, which revealed 

many things to him, which commanded him to do this, 

or forbade him to do that, and-on this ground might 
plausibly be charged with introducing new deities.
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What Socrates meant by his demon is still a ques- 
tion with the historians of philosophy. Some think 
that he only meant his conscience. But if he meant 
nothing more, he certainly threw an air of needless 
mystery around a very simple matter, and ascribed to 
it things which do not well correspond with the attri- 

butes and functions of conscience. According to 
others, Socrates believed implicitly in supernatural 
communications, and that these proceed from a peculiar 
demon, who, according to the doctrine of Plato, “is 
allotted to every man, who is a witness and guardian of 
his conduct in life, who, without being visible to any 
one, is always present, and who is an arbitrator not 
only of his deeds, but also of his thoughts. This 
demon presides over the man inquisitively, participates 
of all that concerns him, sees all things, understands 
all things, and dwells in the most profound recesses of 
the mind.” If this was the belief of Socrates, it was 
natural for him to regard all strong impressions and 
convictions of duty, all sudden thoughts, and all vivid 
presentiments, as the voice of his demon. 

As to the charge of corrupting youth, it was indig- 
nantly repelled by Socrates, and is likewise by Xenophon 
and Plato. Nor are we aware of any evidence by which 
it was supported. 

As to the main charge, Socrates himself is reported 
to have said: “What I chiefly marvel at, O ye judges! 
is this; whence Melitus infers, that I esteem not 

those as gods whom the city holds sacred. For that 
I sacrifice at the appointed festivals, on our common 
altars, was evident to all others, and might have been 

to Melitus had he been so minded.” After his con-



86 SOCRATES, 

demnation, he said, “That I, in anywise, should be 
more troubled and cast down than before my condem- 
nation, I see not; since I stand here unconvicted of 
any of the crimes whereof I was accused: for no one 
has proved against me that I sacrificed to any new 
deity; or by oath appealed to, or even made mention 
of the names of any other than Jupiter, Juno, and the 
rest of the deities, which, together with these, our city 
holds sacred; neither have they once shown what were 
the means I made use of to corrupt the youth, at the 
very time that I was inuring them to a life of patience 
and frugality.” 

Though found guilty, the likelihood is that his 
judges would not have condemned him to death, had he 
humbled and submitted himself to their mercy, and 
sued for pardon, in the style common to persons in his 
position. But he was bold, undaunted, and self-com- 
placent, and exasperated his adversaries. “Somewhat 
haughty, perhaps,” says an admirer, “but the hanghti- 
ness of a brave soul fighting for the truth!” The 
injustice of his sentence is granted, but what ¢rath he 
was fighting for we find it difficult to ascertain. Four 
hundred years after, another, a stranger, was charged 
on the same Mars’ Hill, with being a setter forth of 
strange gods. But instead of labouring to wash him- 
self from the charge of unbelief in Jupiter and Juno, 
and the other deities of the Athenians, he boldly denied 
the divinity of every one of them, and proclaimed the 
unity, spirituality, and government of One Living and 
True God, and that in sublimer terms than any orator or 
philosopher of Athens had ever attained. He had truth 
to contend for, and the God of truth was with him.
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“It is now time that we depart,” were the last 

words of Socrates to his judges. “I to die, you to live; 
but which has the better destiny is unknown to all 
except God.” How lame the conclusion! It has 
never been a question with the confessors of Christi- 
anity which has the better destiny—the dying martyr, 
or the living persecutor. 

Socrates would have been executed the next day, but it 
happened that the next day was the first of the festival 
of Theoria, during which no criminal could beputtodeath. 
This festival lasted thirty days. Socrates, though in 
chains and awaiting his end, is said to have spent the 
interval in cheerful conversation with his friends. On 
one occasion he might have escaped, but declined to 
avail himself of the opportunity which his friends 
created for him. On the last day he held a con- 
versation with his friends on the immortality of the 
soul. After the poison was administered to him, he 
said to his earliest and most constant friend, Crito, 
“Crito, we owe a cock to Esculapius. Discharge this 
debt for me, and do not neglect it.” 

Such was the end of Socrates. The reader has 
before him the means of forming some idea of his 
opinions and character. No name has come down to 
us with so many circumstances favourable to its repu- 
tation and honour. Plato and Xenophon have covered 
it with eulogy, and have employed their great powers 
of description and argument to defend and praise him. 
We know him almost exclusively as the hero of their 
idolatrous admiration. But even accept the portrait, as 
a likeness, true to the very life—we dare not place his 
name where it is too often placed, beside the name of



88 SOCRATES, 

the Great Teacher sent from God. He was an idolater. 

His own best arguments failed to give him unwavering 

confidence in a future state. His anticipations of the 

future were rendered pleasant and cheerful only by 

the proud self-complacency with which he regarded his 

own virtue. He occupies an important place, however, 
in the history of the human mind. Athens was not 

regenerated by his labours, but philosophy received 
fresh life, and the thinking power of Greece, which 
seemed exhausted, was restored to more health and 

vigour than it had ever acquired before. 

The impressions of a witness who will not be sus- 

pected of partiality to the Christian faith, the French 

Rousseau, are very striking: “What prepossession, 
what blindness must it be, to compare (Socrates) the 

son of Sophroniscus, to (Jesus) the son of Mary! 
What an infinite disproportion is there between them ! 
Socrates, dying without pain or ignominy, easily sup- 
ported his character to the last; and if his death, how- 

ever easy, had not crowned his life, it might have been 
doubted whether Socrates, with all his wisdom, was 

anything more than a vain sophist. He invented, it is 
said, the theory of morals. Others, however, had 

before put them in practice. He had only to say, 
therefore, what they had done, and to reduce their 
examples to precept. But where could Jesus learn, 

among his competitors, that pure and sublime morality, 

of which he only has given us precept and example? 

The death of Socrates, peaceably philosophizing with 
his friends, appears the most agreeable that could be 

wished for; that of Jesus, expiring in the midst of 

agnonizing pains, abused, insulted, and accused by a



THE CITIZEN TEACHER. 89 

whole nation, is the most horrible that could be feared. 

Socrates, in receiving the cup of poison, blessed the 

weeping executioner who administered it; but Jesus, in 

the midst of excruciating tortures, prayed for his merci- 

less tormentors. Yes! if the life and death of Socrates 

were those of a sage, the life and death of Jesus were 

those of a God. Shall we suppose the evangelic 

history a mere fiction? Indeed, my friend, it bears 

not the marks of fiction: on the contrary, the history 

of Socrates, which nobody presumes to doubt, is not so 

well attested as that of Jesus Christ. Such a supposi- 

tion, in fact, only shifts the difficulty without obviating 

it ; it is more inconceivable, that a number of persons 

should agree to write such a history, than that one only 

should furnish the subject of it. The Jewish authors 

were incapable of the diction, and strangers to the 

morality contained in the gospel, the marks of whose 

~ truth are so striking and inimitable, that the inventor 

would be a more astonishing character than the 

hero.” 
J. K.



WHY NOT? 

“The words of the wise are as goads, and as a nail in a sure 
place; long retained, and often serving a useful purpose.” 

A pzaR old friend of my childhood, a short time 
before his death, said to me, “There is a short 

question, consisting only of two words, with three letters 
in each, to which if we could accustom ourselves always 
to give a sound and conscientious reply, we should 

possess a most powerful preservative from doing the 
things that we ought not to do, and leaving undone 
the things that we ought to do. It is this—‘ Why not ?” 
How frequently is the observation verified in common 

life! and how important are the results attending the 
simple, difference of having, or not having, a good 
answer to this significant question ! 

Arthur and William were alike exposed to tempta- 

tion. Indeed what youth was ever removed from the 
immediate sphere of parental inspection, admonition, and 
restraint, and thrown into the mixed society of a gay 

and busy world, without being tempted in one way or 
another ? 

“Scott,” said one of the young men in the large
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establishment in which Arthur Scott and William 

Moore were placed, “what are you going to do with 

yourself to-morrow ?” 

“We are to spend the day with our friends at 

Clapton.” 
“Oh, you always go there on Sundays—don’t you?” 

“Not always. We have friends at Tottenham too, 

and sometimes we go there.” 
“Don’t you find it terribly dull?” 

Oh no. They are all very kind to us.” 
“Kind! Yes. Idon’t suppose they are unkind. But 

what pleasure can it be to go week after week, to see 

the same people, and they one’s own relations? You 
shall go with me some day, and see what pleasure is.” 

“Where do you go, then ?” 
“Oh, just where I please-—where I and my party 

agree to go. To-morrow we are going to Richmond. 
Should you not like to go with us ?” 

. “T do not think I should.” 
“Why not?” 
“No particular reason that I know of.” 

“ Well then, if you have no particular reason against 
it, shirk your friends for once, and try how you like it.” 

«No, I cannot do that.” 

«Why not ?” 

“Why, because, you know, we are expected, and it 

would seem odd if we did not come; and our friends 

would ask us where we went instead—but I will speak 
to William about it.” 

“You may as well let it alone. It is of nouse to 
speak to that stiff old fellow. If you are forced to move 
about where he pleases, just as if you were the
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Siamese twins, and to tell your friends all about 

where you go, and what you do, you may live 

seven years in London and see no pleasure at all. 

Thank my stars, I have no such clogs. I go where I 

like, and ask nobody’s leave. All I have to look to is, 

to be in before the street-door shuts at night, and to 

write my name in the book in proper time in the morn- 

ing; and who has a right to ask me any questions ?” 

“Be quick, Arthur,” said his cousin William, “it is 

a beautiful morning: we have just time to enjoy the 

walk, and be ready to join our’ friends at the breakfast 

table.” 
Somehow, Arthur did not move so briskly that 

morning as he was wont to do. He was less prompt 

in starting, less interested in the flowers of the field, 

the singing of the birds, the humming of the bees, and 

less concerned about reaching the house of their friends 

in good time for family worship,—which was always 

attended to immediately before breakfast. To more 

than one question or remark of his cousin, Arthur 

returned an abrupt or an inappropriate answer, and 

sometimes, when spoken to, he seemed lost in moody 

silence. His mind was on a different track. It was 

not until he started his own subject that he recovered 
anything like his usual vivacity. “It és a beautiful 

morning,” he said, as if in reply to William’s first obser- 

vation,—all the intermediate time and conversation 

being sunk in one general hiatus,—“a delightful day 

for the water,—Clark and his party are going to 
Richmond.” 

“So he told me.”
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© Did he indeed? did he ask you to go with them >” 
Yes.” 

Well, what excuse did you make ?” 
“There was no occasion to make any excuse, I told 

him T could not go.” 
“ Did he ask you why not ?” 
“Yes he did.” 
“ Well, what reason did you give him? for he asked 

me, and I hardly knew what to say.” 
“ There were plenty of reasons to give, more than he 

would have liked to hear. It was enough to tell him 
that I was otherwise engaged.” 

“ Well, I told him that, and then he asked me if 

I could not get off the engagement,—and why I could 
not.” 

“ He asked me the same. I said that my parents 
desired me to spend my sabbaths with one or other of 
the families of their friends, who had been so kind as to 
invite me, and that I spent them so happily I had no 
wish to go elsewhere.” 

“ What did he say to that ?” 
“ He set up a laugh, and made some sneering remark 

about parents, and leading-strings, and keeping the 
sabbath; so I turned away, and went on with my 
duties.” 

“TJ dare say he thought that very odd.” 
* Perhaps he did, but I thought it was better not to 

stand arguing with him. There was more likelihood of 
his leading me wrong, than of my leading him right.” 
Arthur sighed, and mused,—then rousing himself, 

“ Well, we have got off for this time, and I am glad 
we have, for after all, I do not know that I should have



94 WHY Nor? 

liked to join Clark and his party; and yet it is not 

pleasant always to refuse to do as other people do. It 

looks stiff and uncivil. Don’t you think so, William ?” 

There is no need always to refuse to do as other 
people do, or as they wish us to do. If what they pro- 

pose is right, we should’ be willing to comply, and try 

to make ourselves agreeable ; and even when it is right 

to refuse, we may be firm without being stiff or 
uncivil.” 

“ Then, another time, if Clark should ask us to go 

with him, and there was no particular reason against it, 

you would not object? Suppose, for example, there 
was a general holiday on a week-day, and we had not 
engaged to go elsewhere?” 

“TJ am not sure that it would be right to join him 
and his party even then; as we are thrown together in 
the way of business, and in our master’s house, we have 
no choice; we are sure it must be right to act uprightly 
and kindly towards Clark and all the rest. But we are 
not bound to any further connexion. We may choose 
with whom to spend our leisure, and I do not think 
Clark would be one to do us good at any time.” 

“ Why not? Do you know any harm of him?” 
“ Only what he told me himself.” 
« What was that?” 

“ He sneered at obeying our parents, and observing 
the sabbath,—and for that reason I cannot think he 

would be at all a safe and good companion.” 
“ Well, he may not invite us again, but if he should, 

you would hardly give that as a reason for declining his 
company. It would seem as if you set yourself up for 

being better than every body else.”
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. “Then it would seem very different from the truth, 
Arthur. It is not that I think myself better than others, 

but because I feel myself weak, and prone to be led 
away by evil, that I am afraid to expose myself to 

temptations.” 
“Tf you are afraid, I am sure I have more reason to 

be so. Well, I will have nothing to do with Clark, so 
there is an end of it.” 

Poor Arthur! The end was not so soon or so safely 
attained. Impressible and unstable, he had already in 
some degree yielded to the fascinating influence of the 

tempter; as yet, he thought no harm, and intended no 
harm, and apprehended no difficulty in retreating—like 

the moth in its first distant eddyings round the taper ; 

but like the silly insect, he continued to flutter near,—or 

if induced for a moment to retreat, soon returned, and 

at each evolution drew nearer and nearer to the scene 
of attraction and danger. Happily, he was ultimately 
rescued, but it was not—to carry on the allusion—until 
he had severely scorched his wings. How many a youth, 

well instructed as Arthur was, has begun venturing as 

Arthur did, and fluttered on to utter destruction! - 

Arthur yet lives to bless and to exemplify the grace that 
interposed to save him; but he can never cease to re- 
member, with shame and sorrow, the follies, and sins, 

and miseries in which he was involved, for want of 

having put a decided weil-principled no on the first 
questionable proposal. William was enabled to stand 
firm against temptation, being “ strong in the grace 
that is in Christ Jesus.” His course has been one of 
consistency and honour; and “as the shining light, 

that shineth more and more unto the perfect day.” '
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Does any young person really desire to furnish 
himself with valid answers to the little question— 
“Why not?” In reference to things that are wrong 

or doubtful, the following may be mentioned, as some 
good reasons for not complying with what is 

proposed :— 
1. The wishes of good parents —Let no young person 

imagine himself degraded by saying, “I do not think my 

parents would approve of it.” A sneer and a challenge 

to judge for yourself cannot disprove the wisdom of 

your appeal. “My parents,” you may justly reason, 
“are my best friends ; they love me,.and seek my good. 

They have had more experience than I. I have seldom 
erred when I have followed their judgment, but often 
when I have followed my own. Besides, it is my duty 
to obey them.” 

2. The value of time.—* What is proposed would 
take time that is not my own, or that ought to be 
otherwise employed. I have not time to comply.” 

3. Proper caution in expense-—<I cannot afford it. 
If I form expensive habits, I am exposing myself to 
the misery of needless straits, perhaps to the temptation 
of in some way appropriating what is not my own. 
Many frauds and forgeries have originated in expensive 
habits, and if I venture on the occasion of evil, I can 

have no security that I shall stand where others have 
fallen.” 

4. Conscientious hesitation.—*“T am not sure that it 
is right.” And do not suffer yourself to be beaten off 
from a safe position by the appeal, “ What harm—what 
danger is there in it ?” or even the assertion that there 
is xo harm, zo danger. You may ask in return, what
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good is there in the proposed step? what need or occasion 
for taking it? If your own couscience is not satisfied 
that a thing is certainly right, you are not at all 
bound to prove to the tempter that it is absolutely 
wrong. 

5. A perception of positive evil It is certainly 
wrong.’ That one word is answer enough. When we 
have an express command or prohibition, no room 
remains for amoment’s speculation. When first temp- 
tation presents itself, whether in its more startling or 
its more insidious forms, the feeling that meets it 
generally is, “ I cannot comply—I must not comply.” 
“Why not?” asks the tempter—not with a view to 
elicit a reasonable answer, but in order to throw dust 
in the eyes of both reason and conscience, by meeting 
with sophistical arguments any difficulties that may be 
started. If the objection be but dimly perceived, or 
but feebly held, he is encouraged to prosecute his efforts, 
and in all probability will ultimately succeed. There 
are few objections that HE cannot explain away to the 
satisfaction of a person half inclined to yield. But 
when one whom he would seduce resolutely refuses all 
parley, the tempter is driven back abashed. It is 
better than a brazen shield, to have the soul imbued 
with the principle, “How can I do this great wickedness, 
and sin against God?” “It is good,” says a valuable 
commentator, “to shut out sin with the strongest bar, 
even that of an impossibility.” Eve ventured to parley 
with the tempter about an express command of God, 
and we know the sad result. Agthur, and too many 
more, have gone into the same error, and have found it 
“ bitterness in the end.” 

H
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6. Fear of progress.—‘ If not itself necessarily evil, 
it might lead to evil; it might be a dangerous begin- 

ning, the commencement of a bad habit.” Oh, how 
much sin and misery might have been avoided, if this 
consideration had in every instance been allowed. its 
full weight; when, of the first glass, the first cigar, 

the first entrance into doubtful company, the voice of 

conscience whispered, “ Better not!” 

7. Regard to consistency and appearance.—lIt is a 

duty not only to avoid evil, but to “abstam from 
all appearance of evil,’ 1 Thess..v. 22. Christians 

ought to do “more than others,” (Matt. v. 47 ;) and no 
Christian should hesitate firmly to refuse compliance in 

a matter which is not “lovely and of good report,” 
Phil. iv. 8. Those who would always have a good 
answer ready to repel the enticements of evil, should 
study the Scriptures, and yield to their guidance. “ By 
the words of Tuy lips I have kept me from the paths of 
the destroyer.” Happy they whose refusals can be 

justified by sound reason ; who, when they have settled 
a good reason, abide by it, and are not driven about and 

tossed like a wave of the sea; and whose conduct 

uniformly corresponds with their convictions. “ Con- 
scientious,” said my aged friend, as well as “sound” be 

the answer to the appeal, “Why not?” It is not 

enough to see the better, and then choose the worse, 

or perceiving the truth, sophistically to argue away 
its practical application; but “ happy is he that con- 
demneth not himself in that thing which he alloweth,” 
or in the thing which he censures. 

But let my old friend’s question be applied to things 
good or unavoidable, and it cannot receive “a sound
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and conscientious reply” without suggesting valuable 
practical considerations. It is easy to furnish specimens. 

A bad habit has gained the ascendency; time is 

wasted and duties are neglected through morning sloth 

and indolence, or some low and pernicious, or at least 
questionable gratification is daily indulged in. The 
remonstrances of friends and the rebukes of conscience 
are met with the lame excuse, the imbecile reply, “I 
cannot help it ; I have been so long used to it, that it 

cannot now be broken through.” Way nor? Slave 
of habit, does this simple question startle and perplex 
you? Do not dismiss it from your consideration till 
you can give it a “sound and conscientious answer,” 
and—the fetters of habit will be broken, There is no 
habit so inveterate that it will not yield to honest 
persevering effort, made in humble dependence on 
Divine assistance; and that assistance is promised, 
Isa. i. 16—18; Ezek. xxxvi. 25. 

A change in outward circumstances may deprive of 
many innocent and rational enjoyments, which, from 
long use, have come to be considered essential to well- 
being ; or rather, the thought that they might be done 
without had never presented itself to the mind, till 
circumstances rendered it imperative that they must 
be given up. How many things there are of which 
we allow ourselves to feel, if not to say, “I cannot 

do without it!” Wy nor? Let this question have 
‘a sound and conscientious” consideration, and we 

shall come to the conclusion that very few things are 
essential to our well-being. 

“Man wants but little here below, 
Nor wants that little long.”
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We shall be convinced that “a man’s life, (the enjoy- 
ment of life,) consisteth not'in the abundance of the 
things which he possesseth.’ In the school of Christ 
we shall be instructed “both to be full and to be 
hungry, both to abound and to suffer need ;” and learn 
in whatsoever state we are, therewith to be content, 
Luke xii. 15 ; Phil. iv. 11, 12. 

Our little question is often a good answer to ridicule. 
It is no uncommon thing for people who do not choose 
to make exertions or sacrifices in a good cause, to 
ridicule as enthusiasts those who do; and there are some 

good people who can bear labour and suffering, yet 
shrink from ridicule. To them it seems a formidable 
argument to say, “ You will surely never do such a 
thing as ¢hat ; you will never connect yourself with 
that enterprise.” Now, if the act or the enterprise be 
really objectionable, it may be fitly reasoned against, 
but ridicule is often resorted to for want of reason, 

and the simple question “ Why not?” will often con- 
found and put to silence the ridiculing but ignorant 
opponent, and confirm the sincere and well-meaning, 
though timid advocate. Nothing that is really good 
can be contemptible. 

The wholesome stimulus of this little question will 
often dissipate the excuses of sloth and the hesitations 
of timidity. “TI cannot,” says the sluggard, when 
urged to prompt and decided effort in the affairs of: life. 
The spiritual sluggard in effect says the same in regard 
to the concerns of his soul. But way nor? Let 
both honestly set themselves to find a true answer to 
this question, and the “hedge of thorns,” and the 
“lion in the way,” and the “cold” that hindered 
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ploughing, and all the host of sluggish excuses and 
imaginary difficulties will disappear; and the way of 
the righteous will be made plain, and show that what 
is required, is a thorough purpose of heart to pursue 

it.—Prov. xv. 19; xix. 24; xx. 4; xxii. 13. 

But there are real difficulties and obstacles in the 
way of Christian enterprise. The work is great, the 
opposition formidable, the instruments weak. “We 

dare not venture to attempt it!” Wuy nor? If the 

thing is unquestionably right, set about it, and expect 
to succeed. ‘ Whatever man has done, man may do.” 
Search the records for precedent, showing what has 
been accomplished in a good cause by seemingly 
inadequate means. 

Moral heroism may weil consist with the full con- 

sciousness of personal weakness, and with a perception 
of surrounding difficulties and dangers. It requires 
that we act under orders, that we have no selfish 

reserves, and that we rely for aid and success on the 
promises of God. These conditions existing, what 

dares not a Christian attempt ? 
“Try,” was the noble motto of Raikes, when he 

attempted to draw together a number of rude, vicious 
children on the sabbath day, that they might be kept 
out of mischief and taught to read the Bible; and the 
principle embodied inthose three letters, proved the germ 
of Sunday schools throughout the world. “ Expect 
great things from God, and attempt great things for 
God,” was the sentiment with which Carey aroused 
British Christians to a sense of the duties devolving 
upon them, in regard to the heathen world; and it 

became a watchword of the church.
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- “Tt is a vain attempt, an enthusiastic scheme; it 
never can be accomplished,” said many, when first 
the subject was brought before them; but they could 
not give “a sound and conscientious answer” to 
the question, Wuy nor? And they were convinced 
that the enterprise was of God; they yielded to their 
convictions, and became helpers in the work; and 
whereunto has this grown ? 

“ Tf they think they are conquering,” said the heathen 
oracle, “they shall conquer.” And assuredly Christian 
courage is the way to success. “Should such a man 
as I flee?” said the patriotic and pious Nehemiah; no, 
my life is second to my duty. How noble was the 
retort of the apostle, when weeping friends besought 
him not to go to Jerusalem, where bonds awaited him! 
Way nor? “ What mean ye to weep and to break 
mine heart ? for I am ready not to be bound only, but 
to die. at Jerusalem for the name of the Lord Jesus,” 
Acts xxi. 13. 

And it was not as an apostle but as a Christian 
that he said, (and every true Christian may adopt the 
animating sentiment,) “I can do all things through 
Christ which strengtheneth me.” “We are more than 
conquerors through him that loved us,” Phil. iv. 13; 

Rom. vii. 37. E. C.



 



WILD FRUITS. 

“ For I have loved the rural walk, through lanes 
Of grassy swarth, close cropp’d by nibbling sheep, 
And skirted thick with intertexture firm 
Of thorny boughs; have loved the rural walk, 
O’er hills, through valleys, and by river’s brink, 
Per since, a truant boy, I pass’d my bounds 
To enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames; 
And still remember, nor without regret, 

Of hours that sorrow since has much endear’d, 
How oft, my slice of pocket store consumed, 
Still hungering, penniless, and far from home, 
I fed on scarlet hips, or stony haws, 
Or blushing crabs, or berries that emboss 

The bramble, black as jet, or sloes austere.” 

Tuere are few of our wild fruits which would please 

the taste of any but the child, though to children they 

often afford much pleasure. As we travel through some 

parts of our island, and see the landscape all bright 

with the flowering trees, which, in Herefordshire, 

Devonshire, Kent, and other counties, are making the 

spring orchard gay, and giving promise of fruits for the 

autumn ; or as we see the grape-vine mantling over the 

cottage door, or the golden apricot hanging on the 

wall, we almost forget that our native land can boast of 

few fruits save those which have been brought from
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afar. Many are of opinion that before the invasion 
of the Romans our island fruits were few indeed, and 

that the crab apple, the sloe, the hazel, and the acorn 
are all that are indigenous. The last, indeed, we scarcely, 

when using the word in a popular sense, include among 
fruits, especially as we have no record that in this 
country acorns were ever used as food for man; though 
in the time of the ancient Britons they were important 
as food for swine. 

During the course of centuries, however, some other 
fruits have become so naturalized as to be quite wild 
in our woodlands and hedges. The crab apple-tree is 

common in our woods, and is very ornamental to them 
during May, by its beautiful pink blossoms ; and though 
its harsh fruits are of little use, save to the school-boy 
and the bird, and for the verjuice which is procured 
from them, yet they have too a beauty of their own. 
This crab is the origin of our apple, the fruit so useful 
to us, both for the table, and for the cider which, in 

some counties, is expressed from it; and it is superior 

to any of the stone fruits of the English orchard, because 
it retains its freshness for months, while they are 
injured if kept for a few days only. The Romans, 
according to Pliny, had twenty-two varieties: but we 
have now under culture several hundreds. The pear- 
tree, which is in bloom a month earlier, yet whose 
white flowers remain on the bough long enough to con- 
trast in our woods with the rose-like blooms of the 
apple, has a small harsh fruit, but this is the origin of 
the garden pears. 

Nor are there wanting in the woods, during spring, 
other wild blossoms of fruit-trees. The hawthorn bears
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its white flowers, and though its fruits are, like the 

hips of the rose-tree, useful to birds only, yet many 
as well as Cowper have made a meal of them in early 
days. The bird cherry, with its small jetty fruits, called 
gaskins by the cottager, and the wild cherry, whose 
fruits, though small, are thought to have originated the 
cultivated fruit, are common in woods and copses. 
There is no doubt, however, that the cherry was intro- 
duced by the Romans, who received it from Pontus, 

when Lucullus, having conquered Mithridates, carried 
in his triumphal procession the tree, bearing its ruddy 
cherries. This was in the year 73 B.c., and it was 

introduced into Britain a hundred and twenty years 

afterwards. Some writers consider that the cherry, 
which the Romans had planted in our island, was after- 
wards lost; but an old song of Lydgate’s, written about 

the year 1415, describes the cherry as sold then about 
the streets of London, as it is now. 

The plum-tree, with its small fruits, is found some- 

times in woods, but has probably been the outcast of 
some garden. Who, however, that has ever rambled 

among the woods and hedges of our land has not seen 
the sloe, whose white blossoms, without the contrast of 

a single leaf, come so early in the year, and amidst the 
‘black winds” of spring, that country people have 
named the shrub the blackthorn? Its dark purple 
fruits, covered with a whitish bloom, are used to adul- 

terate port wine ; and the leaves are said to be sometimes 

mingled with those of the tea. The wild bullace, too, 
has dark plum-like fruits, though they are sometimes of 
a waxy yellow; and there is, in some of our hedges, 
a thorny medlar-tree, but its fruits are of little worth. 

o
n
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The berries of the rowan, or of the mountain ash, 

and the coral fruits of the yew, are sometimes eaten ; 

and the buckthorn of our sea-shores has yellow acid 
berries, agreeable to the taste. The fruits of the 
service-tree, too, are perfectly wholesome, and those of 

the more rare true service-tree, are shaped like a pear, 
and an inch long. The dark berries of the elder are 
used to make a wine often drunk around the Christmas 
fire of many a village home; and the sharp scarlet 
berries of the barberry-tree are a pleasant fruit, and 
are sometimes made into a preserve. Far more agree- 

able in flavour are the strawberry-like berries of the 
arbutus, which, though growing truly wild about the 
Lake of Killarney, and in some woods of other parts 
of Ireland, is supposed by some to have been originally 
introduced there by the monks of Mucruss Abbey. 

In roaming over our country landscapes, we may 
sometimes discover the gooseberry-bush, but if it ever 
grows truly wild in this land, it is very rare. Some 
of the different species of currant are found in places 
where no cultured garden can have been. We have 
the black currant in many of our woods, and by river 
sides, and the rock and mountain currants grow in 
several copses in the north of England; though the 
common red species is probably not truly wild in those 
alpine woods in which it has been occasionally found. 

The scarlet fruits of the wild raspberry, too, are plen- 
tiful in some of these northern woodlands. 

But of more value, because more frequent, are the 
fruits of some other of the bramble tribe. Their gauzy 
flowers are beautiful in summer, and the blackberries, 

cloudberries, and dewberries afford much delight to
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the young ramblers in lanes and woodlands. Whortle- 
berries and cowberries are very abundant in many 

mountainous districts both of England and Scotland, 

while cranberries grow more rarely among the peat 

bogs of various parts of England, Scotland and Ireland. 

These fruits are all welcomed in neighbourhoods where 

they are plentiful, and serve for many domestic uses. 

Whortleberries are used for tarts, and are eaten also 

with clotted cream. Our native cranberry is a delicious 
fruit for tarts, and is far superior in flavour to the exotic 

species so largely introduced into this country. At 
Longtown, on the borders of Cumberland, this fruit 

forms no inconsiderable article of trade. 
In many of our woods, too, and on many a pleasant 

hedge-bank, the wild strawberry glistens in beauty 
among its large and handsome foliage; and this whole- 
some fruit, though small, has a finer flavour than the 
cultivated species. All who love the woodland walk, 

rejoice to see its white spring blossom, and the ruddy 
fruit which it bears in summer. And if the nuts which 
grow in the hazel-bough above it can be praised less 
for their wholesome nature, yet, like the strawberry, 

they give birth to many a happy thought, and invite 
to many a pleasant stroll among the green trees of the 

wood; while the fruits of the tall and handsome chest- 

nut have not so much sweetness in flavour as they. 

The chestnut-tree seems wild in some woods, in the 

south and south-west of England, but is more often 

seen in plantations, where it is cultivated for its timber. 

The fruit is more eaten on the Continent than with us, 

and is sometimes, in France, boiled with milk for 

breakfast. A. P.
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Loxpoy Bripex is not exactly the most convenient 
place in the world for recognitions, greetings, friendly 
inquiries, and the deliberate narration of personal 
histories. It has happened to me, however, twice in 
ray life, during occasional visits to the metropolis, to 

be thrown, most unexpectedly, in the way of old friends 
on London Bridge. In the first instance, which 
happened many years ago, I was hurrying rapidly along 
the crowded thoroughfare, when the sight of a once- 
familiar face suddenly arrested my steps. It was the 
countenance of a middle-aged man, who was leaning 
over the balustrade, and pensively contemplating the 
busy scene below, and in that countenance I recognised 
an old school-fellow and companion. But, how changed! 
The man was stamped with marks of premature age. 

Care, anxiety, and despondency, betrayed themselves in 
every line of his formerly joyous features. Poverty 

was visible in every seam of his threadbare garments. 
For a moment I hesitated whether to address my 

former friend, or to pass on unnoticing and unnoticed. 

If shame to be seen in friendly contact with evident 

destitution had anything to do with this hesitation,
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may my God forgive the pride of my heart! But 

whether this, or some more justifiable feeling caused me 

to pause, the pause was of short duration. I approached 

the unconscious and vacant gazer, and touched his 

shoulder. He turned sharply round, seemingly with 

trembling apprehension, and had stammered out, “ What 

do you want?” before he recognised the intrudey. 
Then, suddenly recollecting me, he grasped my hand 

and burst into tears. 
In a short space of time we were seated together in 

the box of a neighbouring coffee-room; and I was in 
possession of the outlines of George Harford’s history. 

It was a mournful story. Poor George could with 

sad propriety adopt the language, “Lover and friend 
hast thou put far from me, and mine acquaintance into 

darkness.” The greater part of his family connexions 
had been removed by death ; and by those who remained 
he had been neglected or forsaken, as his circumstances 

became impaired and his prospects darkened. 

He had first entered into business with a moderate 
capital, and for a short time had succeeded. Then a 
reverse had taken place, on his own showing, unfore- 
seen and unavoidable, by which he was nearly ruined, 
and his establishment broken up. Dejected, but not 
quite despairing, George Harford had striven to retrieve 
his losses, by engaging in partnership with a plausible 
rogue, who first contrived to rob him of what little 
he had left, and then to get rid of him as an en- 
cumbrance. 

Once more, George set himself to the task of working 
upwards from the pit.into which he had fallen. With 

some trifling assistance from a distant relation, he
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established a very humble business in the outskirts of 

London, which promised to yield him, at least, a mere 
subsistence. “But,” said my poor, almost heart-broken 

old friend, “just as I was striving my hardest, and 

had hopes of repaying the loan, and of having, at length, 

a comfortable though humble home, a fire broke out at 
the next door to mine. It spread—my dwelling was 
consumed, and my stock in trade with it, while I 
escaped only with my life. Would to God,” he ex- 
claimed, with a sudden burst of impatience, “that I 

had died then—if it had but been his will,” he added, 

contritely ; “had I died then, I should have been 

taken away from the evil to come.” 

“JT was uninsured,” he continued, “and I had to 

bear the bitter reproaches of my relative for this un- 
wise neglect. I could not ask him for further assist- 

ance, and he did not offer it. He left me to take my 

chance for the future.” 

I will not weary and distress you, reader, by recount- 
ing every fresh disaster of my poor friend. It is 
enough to say, that when I encountered his faded form 

on London Bridge, he was homeless and moneyless, 
without employment, and without hope. I know not 

what temptation might have been, at that moment, 

busily at work in his heart, while he stood watching 
the dark stream which flowed beneath him; but he 

spoke of his life having been saved by the unexpected 
meeting. 

Well, we parted; and George Harford yet lives. 
Admonished and sanctified by past trials, and not 
unthoughtful of past mercies, he has learnt to feel, 

and adopt as his own, the sentiments of some exquisitely
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beautiful stanzas, which, as illustrative of my subject, 
I may be permitted to quote :— 

“Through all the various shifting scene 
Of life’s mistaken ill or good, 

Thy hand, O God! conducts unseen 
The beautiful vicissitude. 

“Thou givest with paternal care, 
Howe’er unjustly we complain, 

To each, his necessary share 
Of joy and sorrow, health and pain. 

“ When lowest sunk with grief and shame, 
Filld with afiliction’s bitter cup, 

Lost to relations, friends, and fame, 
Thy powerful hand can raise us up. 

“ All things on earth, and all in heaven, 
On thy eternal will depend ; 

And all for greater good were given, 
While all shall in thy glory end.” 

Many years after my meeting with George 

Harford, I was again walking over London Bridge, 
when, in the crowd of passers-by, a young man hastily 

moved on, with whose features I fancied I had once 

been familiar, though I could not recall the how, or the 
when. As we were passing each other, our eyes met, 
and after a momentary hesitation, the stranger or the 

friend, whichever or whoever he might be, smiled, held 

out his hand, and, addressing me by name, gave mine 

a hearty and cordial pressure, while he expressed at 
once his surprise and his pleasure in having thus met 
me. While he was speaking, I vainly endeavoured 
to disentangle my memory ; at length I was obliged to 

confess, that though the face, manner and voice, were



112 THE UNSEEN HAND. 

those of a former acquaintance, I could not remember 

more. * 
“You will not have forgotten Frederic Heath, 

surely ?” said-he. 
The name was enough. 

No, certainly, I had not forgotten Frederic Heath, 

whom I had known ten years before as an ardent, 

active, persevering youth, and whose father, while he 

lived, was my old friend and correspondent. I apolo- 

gized for my lapse of memory, which was justly 

to be attributed to Frederic’s advance from youth to 

manhood, with the natural changes which this advance 

had brought about. Having thus, as I hoped, cleared 
myself from the charge of wilful forgetfulness, I con- 
gratulated my young friend on his good looks, and 
ventured to inquire into his present pursuits. 

“T am pressed for time now,” he answered, “having 
an engagement in the city, but you will come and see 

me to-night ? Here is my address,” and he put a card. 

into my hand. “TI shall be home at eight,—or stop, I 

will make it seven, and you will spend the evening with 

me: I have a spare bed,’’—and so on. 

The card indicated that Mr. Frederic Heath was, at 

that time, the inhabitant of a certain house in a certain 

terrace at Clapham. For a moment or two I hesitated 

whether or not to accept the invitation. There was an 

air of brisk self-satisfaction, and a trifle of assumption 

in my new-old acquaintance, which did not entirely 

harmonize with my feelings ; and I was about to express 

my regret that I could not conveniently take up my 

abode with him that night, when he added, 

“My, mother lives with me, and so does my sister
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Catherine—dear Kate, you remember her, sir; and 

they willbe so glad to see you. We often talk of you; 

do come, if you can.” 

“T will,” I replied. 

“That?s right; thank you; not later than seven, 

mind,” said Frederic, once more cordially shaking me 

by the hand; he then hurried away, to keep, as I pre- 
sumed, his city engagement, leaving me to fulfil mine, 

if had any; or, in the absence of other occupations, 

to weary myself with guesses about Mr. Frederic 

Heath, his mother and his sister; and to recall the 

memory of my old friend, his father. 

I was at number this and terrace that, in the parish 

of Clapham, soon after seven, and found that Mr. 

Frederic, punctual as he might be to his city engage- 

ments, had not on this occasion so punctually kept his 

social obligation. I was well-remembered, however, by 

his widowed mother and his sister; and I was not 

altogether sorry for the delay, which gave me half-an- 

hour’s pleasant chat with the ladies before my young 

friend made his appearance. From them I learned his 

history, as much of which as is needful to my purpose 

may be told in a few words. 

At the death of my old friend, his widow and children 

were left in straitened circumstances; alleviated, how- 

ever, by the firm assurance that the husband and father 

was “ asleep in Jesus; ” by humble trust in the Father 

of the fatherless and the Friend of the widow, and 

by the fact that both son and daughter had been pre- 

viously prepared for personal exertion in the world. 
I
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Before the first. pangs of sorrowing affection had well 

subsided, Kate sought and obtained employment as a 

daily governess ; while Frederic, two or three years her 

junior, received an advance of salary in the counting 

house of his employer. 
After a few years of unwearied application, joined 

with business tact, Frederic had received overtures of 

partnership from a citizen, who set the young man’s 

valuable qualifications against his want of capital. The 
offer was accepted; the concern prospered, and, at the 

time of our meeting, Frederic Heath was a successful 

and a still rismg man. 
“He has been a good son and brother,’ said his 

mother, with affectionate emotion. “He insisted upon 
our sharing in the fruits of his industry. Last year he 

took this house for us, that we might be nearer the 
country than we were, and he has furnished it with a 
view far more to our convenience and comfort than his 
own. There is one thing, however, which gives me 
many anxious thoughts——” 

At this moment, the knocker at the door announced 

the. approach of Mr. Frederic, and our conversation 

was, of course, broken off. 

My young friend apologized—sincerely, I believe—for 

his unintentional delay, welcomed me as his father’s 

friend to his abode, and, after a few words of affection 

to his mother and sister, he retired for a few minutes, 

to wash away, as he said, the smoke of the city. 

We were soon seated around the ‘tea-table, and 

talking of days long past. At the same time, I had 

leisure to look around me; and though I was not, I 

trust, impertinently curious, I could scarcely fail to
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observe many indications of prosperity, which certainly 
gave me some surprise. The useful and necessary 
furniture of the room in which we sat was expensive, 
and many luxuries were scattered about, which showed 
that money was, in one way or other, readily at the 
command of my young friend. He talked largely, too, 
and somewhat boastingly, I thought, of what he 
intended to do in the way of fresh purchases, as soon 
as he could afford it; and when reminded by his mother 
that already they enjoyed as much as could be desired 
of the good things of this life, and much more than 
could have been hoped for at a period not long gone 
by, the young man listened impatiently, and seemed 
desirous of changing the subject. He was evidently 
ashamed of the honourable poverty from which he had 
so rapidly.emerged. 

All at once, I thought of George Harford, and, to 
give a turn to the conversation, gave the history of my 
meeting with him on London Bridge; and contrasted 
his experience of life with that of my young friend 
Frederic, whom I had, singularly enough, encountered 
on nearly the same spot that morning. I ventured to 
add that God, in his providence, sees fit to deal with 

his creatures in a variety of ways. To some he gives 
the power to get wealth, every project appears to pro- 
sper in their hands; and they know but little of the 
vexations and struggles of adversity: while to others, 
their equals in talent, enterprise, and industry, every 
avenue to prosperity is apparently closed, and their 
lives present nothing but a series of disappointments 
and worldly sorrows. 

It was easy to be seen that my old friend, Mrs.
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Heath, sympathised with my feelings, and approved of 

my homily. Not so, however, her son. He heard me 

patiently, but when I had ended, he, with more petu- 

lance, I thought, than the occasion demanded, challenged 

the correctness and propriety of my views. 
“T do not believe,” he said, ‘in these notions about 

Providence.” 
“You do not believe in a God, perhaps?” I re- 

sponded. 
“ Oh yes, I do,” he replied; “and I think that He 

has given to all natural powers to improve, and that it 
is our own fault if we do not improve them.” 

“ True, my friend; and what then?” 
“Why, that every man’s well-being is almost en- 

tirely in his own power; and that riches even are at 
the command of all who will but exert their energies 
to obtain them.” 

“ For instance,” I said; “ you think that my old 
friend Harford might have been as prosperous as your- 

self, had he but been as painstaking and industrious ?” 
“T have no doubt of it;” the young man confidently 

answered. ‘The fact is, I have no patience with those 
who lay the blame of their own want of success upon 
Providence. There was only to-day, a fellow came to 
me with a long story, about being ruined by Providence. 
I soon cut it short, though.” 

“ You do not take either side of the argument, Miss 
Heath,” I said, after a long discussion, of which I 

have ventured to give only the beginning, and in which 
her brother had warmly maintained his point, against 

the united forces of his mother and myself,
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“Kate is a sensible girl,” said Frederic, good- 

humouredly. “ You think as I do, don’t you, Kate?” 

“ Do not be too sure of that, Fred,” she answered. 

“The fact is, your conversation has put me in mind 

of a fanciful tale, written some years ago by an old 

schoolfellow; and I am almost resolved to inflict upon 
you the penalty of reading it, as a punishment for your 

heresy.”” 

“No, no,” replied her brother; “read it yourself, 
and welcome; that is, if our friend here is willing to 

listen.”’ 
Of course, I expressed my wish to hear the story, 

and——here it is. ; 

Tue Unseen Hann. 

Eli Ben Amram was one of the richest of his tribe. 
He had risen from humble circumstances to high honour, 
from poverty to great wealth. His ships floated on 
many seas, his merchandize was the produce of nume- 
rous lands; his fame resounded through all his nation. 
Yet did not the fortunes of Eli Ben Amram cause him 
to forget the God of his fathers: he was learned in the 
law of Moses, and in the traditions of the elders. He 

observed every feast and every fast; he paid tithes 
and gave alms: moreover, he built a synagogue. Rich 
was the smoke of his morning and evening sacrifices, 
and frequent were his devotions. 

But where is the perfect man? One precept did 
Eli Ben Amram forget to cherish in his memory: ‘ Be- 

ware lest thou say in thine heart, My power and the 
might of mine hand hath gotten me this wealth’ He
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had sustained his aged parents in comfort; he had given 
his sister Keturah in marriage, with a princely por- 
tion; he had bestowed on his younger brother Jorah 
a thousand pieces of silver, wherewith to traffic; many 
had he befriended, and he thought himself better than 
they, inasmuch as he had wisdom to amass riches. He 
praised his God for blessings bestowed, while vet his 
soul vaunted itself in that he had turned those blessings 
to his own advantage,—not remembering that the Lord 
his God had given him the power to get wealth. 

When Jotham, Ben Amram’s eldest son, had attained 

the age of manhood, his father gave him a purse of 
gold, and bade him go, and make merchandize there- 
with. “Be diligent, my son,” he said; “ be prudent, 
and be fortunate.. A man’s success depends on himself; 
the blessing of God follows the hand of the diligent.” 

While he was yet speaking with his son, a messenger 
arrived from a distant city,—the bearer of a letter from 
his brother Jorah. Distress, sudden and severe, had 

fallen upon him: the hand of God was pressing him 
sore. Fire and flood had devoured his possessions ; 
sickness had weakened his strength by the way. He, 
therefore, entreated his brother Eli to lend him fifty 
pieces of silver, to preserve him and the wife and chil- 
dren of his bosom from ruin. 

Ben Amram was angry because his brother had 
become poor; and he said to his son Jotham, “I will 

send him six times as much as he asks, but, withal, I 

will rebuke him sharply; for he hath been negligent. 
. A wise and prudent man will guard against evil, or, 
foreseeing it, he will hide himself. It is the fool alone 
who, passing on, is punished. He will thrive well who
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looketh to his own affairs. Go, my son, entertain the 

messenger until I have written to my brother.” 
So Ben Amram wrote a letter to his brother, full of 

bitter words ; and putting into a bag three hundred 
pieces of silver, which afterwards he secured with his 

own signet, he sat down to await the return of the 

messenger. 
Suddenly, the spirit of slumber fell upon Ben Amram ; 

and glimpses of the invisible were revealed to him in 
visions. Before him stood a youth, of noble and com- 
manding form, and clothed in foreign garb. In his 
hand he held a wand of ivory. A strange awe oppressed 
the mind of Ben Amram as he gazed on the visitant. 
Nevertheless, though subdued, his spirit sank not in 

utter dismay. 

“ Hli Ben Amram,” said the stranger, “canst thou 

avoid the poverty into which thy brother Jorah hath 

fallen ?” 
Ben Amram smiled proudly as he replied, “I have 

avoided it.” 
* Hitherto thou hast,” said the stranger : “or rather, 

hitherto God hath prospered the work of thy hands, and 

given thee wealth: he may also withdraw it.” 

“ The blessing of God,” answered Ben Amram, “is 

on the diligent and prudent man.” 
“ Wealth is not always a blessing,” replied the 

stranger, “inasmuch as mortals sometimes use it to 

their own hurt. Yet, it is one of the good gifts of 

God, which he bestoweth on one, and withholdeth from 

another. Eli Ben Amram! look on the past!” 

The visitor waved his wand, and passed his hand 

over the eyes of Ben Amram. Then did a thick mist
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fill the apartment, while a cold thrill agitated for a 
moment the frame of the boastful merchant. The mist 
divided, and Ben Amram saw in distant perspective the 
home of his childhood. Youthful forms were sporting 
round the well-remembered hearth. He knew them to’ 
be his brother Jorah and his sister Keturah, while with 

another shadowy form he felt himself to be identified. 
The thoughts and feelings of childhood returned, and he 
lived, as it were, a double life :—a grave and thoughtful 
man, and a simple, reckless boy. In that mysterious 
moment, not only did his actual life pass in review 
before him, but, shadowed on that mist were the good 
and evil influences by which, in those earlier stages of 
existence, he had been surrounded. 

He saw that boy environed by perils and temptations ; 
heedless and unconscious of them all, yet escaping 
them. Another step in that course would have brought 
him within the grasp of death, when suddenly it was 
abandoned. Another movement in this direction would 
have plunged him into errors as fatal to the spirit, 
when, without adequate apparent cause, he stopped and 
turned aside. 

“Why doth the child avoid the dangers he knoweth 
not of ?” asked Ben Amram. * 

“ Look more closely,” said the stranger. And when 
Ben Amram looked, he saw, hovering above and around 

the boy, dim and shadowy, yet becoming more distinct 
the longer it was gazed on, the form of a hand. It was 
this HAND, he now saw, which guided and upheld, inter- 

posed when danger was near, and averted the threatened 
stroke. 

The boy became a man; and THE HaND was still
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near him, protecting, restraining, controlling, support- 
ing, directing. In the intricate paths of youth, in 
the rougher ways of manhood, its powerful yet gentle 

influence was alike felt. Ben Amram remembered 
circumstances of perplexity, in which he thought he had 

been guided by his own wisdom, but in which, as he 
now saw, the shadowy HanpD had pointed to a right 
decision. Sometimes he had spurned its influence, and 
had fallen. Then tHE Hann had raised him, succoured 

him, and continued its unwearied task. Sometimes its 

movements were involved in mystery; the mist would © 
gather round, and he could see neither its operations 
nor its object. 

Ben Amram saw that wanp pouring wealth at his 
feet, which he might gather at will. It prospered his 
traffic, and removed his rivals from his path. It gave 
him ships, and sped them safely and prosperously over 
the ocean. It defended him from losses, and assisted 

his schemes. It guided him in the choice of a residence, 
and directed him to the partner of his life. It gave him 
the desire of his heart. It raised him to honour and 
fame. 

He saw tHe HAND beckoning as his brother’s mes- 
senger drew near; and then the scene was obscured,— 
the mist again filled the apartment. 

«ili Ben Amram,” said the visitor, “thou hast seen 

the sign of the Invisible, upholding the hand of the 
diligent through the past. Look now upon the future!” 

Again he waved the wand, and placed, for an instant, 

his hand upon the eyes of Ben Amram. The mist once 
more divided. 

He saw his brother, worn with poverty, and wasted
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by sickness. He marked the anguish of his spirit as he 
read the reproachful letter. He saw the shadowy HAND 
over him also; but again the scene changed. 

A ship sailed on a distant sea. That HAND raised 
the waves and winds to a storm, and impelled the 
vessel to destruction. The owner was impoverished ; 

—and he was indebted to Ben Amram for the sum of 

four thousand pieces of silver. 
And now the shiftings of the scene increased in 

rapidity; yet still rHz HanD was there. Jorah repaid 
the three hundred pieces of money ; while Ben Amram’s 
eldest daughter Rachel returned a destitute and mourn- 

ing widow to her father’s house. The ship in which - 
Jotham sailed was attacked, the passengers were robbed 
and taken captive, and an exorbitant ransom was de- 
manded. Ben Amram paid the sum, and Jotham re- 
turned in nakedness and want. Fire devoured the 
possessions of one debtor ; blight and mildew destroyed 

those of another. Famine and pestilence wasted the 
land; the sources of commerce failed. Ben Amram’s 

boasted sagacity seemed to forsake him: perplexed and 
bewildered, he felt himself unable to stem the current 

of adverse circumstances. His younger son Eliab 

risked Acs patrimony in a commercial adventure: it 
failed, and he lost all. His daughter Miriam was 

sought in marriage by one whose character and prospects 
appeared promising. The influences of the warning 

HAND were disregarded, and Ben Amram discovered 
too late that he had bestowed the darling of his heart 

on an unprincipled adventurer. 

In all these changes, that HaND was seen mingling, 
more shadowy and mysterious, yet still visible. Ben
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‘Amram saw himself, notwithstanding all his efforts, 

reduced to utter poverty; and then, through the mist, 

he perceived approaching him his brother Jorah. He 
shrank from him, for he feared to have retorted upon 

him his own reproaches. 

“My brother,” said Jorah, “the good hand of God 
has been with me, and has given me competence. 

Come, and share it with me; I have enough for thee 

and me.” 
Then did Eli Ben Amram exclaim, “The Lord gave, 

and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of 

the Lord.” 
At this instant the door of the apartmert opened, 

and with his son Jotham entered the messenger of his 
brother. Ben Amram looked around him; the stranger 
was gone, and the mist had vanished. The letter he 
had written was before him. He consumed it in the 
flame of the lamp that burned in the hearth, and in its 
stead he penned a kind and sympathising message to 
his brother. 

From that hour was Eli Ben Amram never heard to 
vaunt himself in his wisdom or his wealth; and if one . 

praised his skill and success,—‘“‘and men will praise thee 
when thou doest well to thyself,’—he would reply, 
“ Nay, but it was the good hand of my God upon me.” 
And when he admonished his children to attend dili- 
gently and circumspectly to their affairs, he added this 
caution, “Above all things, seek the guidance and 
protection of THE UNSEEN HAND.” 

“T am not to have you on my side, Kate, I see,” 

said Frederic, when his sister had finished reading the
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manuscript, “but for all that, and in spite of your 
pretty story, I am not converted, mind.” 

Not long ago I met Frederic Heath under other 

circumstances. His self-sufficiency had disappeared : 
his tone was subdued and humbled. He had learned 
by experience that “the race is not” always “to the 
swift, nor the battle to the strong.” 

8.



FAITH AND OBEDIENCE. 

_ Ir is not enough that you receive Christ for the 
single object of forgiveness, or as a priest who has 
wrought out an atonement for you; for Christ offers 
himself in more capacities than this one, and you do 
not receive him truly unless you receive him just as he 
offers himself. Again, itis not enough that you receive 
Christ only as a priest and a prophet; for all that he 
teaches will be to you a dead letter unless you are 
qualified to understand and to obey it; andif you think 
that you are qualified by nature, you, in fact, refuse his 
teaching at the very time you profess him to be your 
teacher, for he says, “ Without me ye can do nothing.” 
You must receive him for strength as well as for for- 
giveness and direction; or, in other words, you must 
submit to him as your King, not merely to rule over 
you by his law, but to rule in you by his Spirit. You 
must live in constant dependence on the influences of 
his grace, and if you do so, you never will stop short at 
-any one point of obedience, but knowing that the grace 
of God is all-powerful, you will suffer no difficulties to 
stop your progress; you will suffer no paltry limit of 
what unaided human nature can do, to bound your 
ambition after the glories of a purer and a better
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character than any earthly principle can accomplish; you 

will enter a career, of which you at this moment see 

not the end;. you will try an ascent of which the lofty 

eminence is hid in the darkness of futurity; the chilling 

sentiment, that no higher obedience is expected of you 

than of yourself you can yield, will have no influence 

upon you, for the mighty stretch of attainment that 

you look forward to, is not what you can do, but what 

Christ can do in you; and with the all-subduing instru- 

ment of his grace to help you through every difficulty, 

and to carry you in triumph over every opposition, you 

will press forward conquering and to conquer; and 
while the world knoweth not the power of those great 
and animating hopes which sustain you, you will be 
making daily progress in a field of discipline and 
acquirement which they have never entered; and in 

patience and forgiveness, and gentleness and charity, 
and the love of God, and the love of your neighbour— 
which is like unto the love of God, you will prove that 
a work of grace is going on in your hearts, even that 
work by which the image you lost at the fall is repaired 
and brought back again—the empire of sin within you 
is overthrown—the subjection of your hearts to what 
is visible and earthly is exchanged for the power of the 

unseen world over its every affection—and you are 
filled with such a faith, and such a love, and such a 

superiority to perishable things, as will shed a glory 

over the whole of your daily walk, and give to every 

one of your domgs the high character of a candidate 
for eternity. 

Christ is offered to all for forgiveness. The man who 

takes him for this single object must be looking at him 
|
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with an eye half-shut upon the revelation he makes of 
himself. ‘Look at him with an open and a steadfast 
eye, and then I will call you a true believer; and sure 
T am, that if you do so, you cannot avoid seeing him in 
the earnestness of his desire that you should give up 
all sin, and enter from this moment into all obe- 

dience. True, and most true, that faith will save 

you; but it must be a whole faith in a whole Bible. 
True, and most true, that they who keep the command- 
ments of Jesus shall enter into life; but you are not 
to shrink from any one of these commandments, or to 
say, because they are so much above the power of 
humanity, that you must give up the task of attempting 
them. ‘True, and most true, that he who trusteth to 
his obedience as a saviour, is shifting his confidence 
from the alone foundation it can rest upon. Christ is 
your Saviour; and when I call upon you to rejoice in 
that reconciliation which is through him, I call upon 
you not to leave him for a single moment, when you 
engage in the work of doing those things which if left 
undone, will exclude us from the kingdom of heaven. 
Take him along with you into all your services. Let 
this sentiment ever be upon you,—What I am now 
doing I may do in my own strength to the satisfaction 
of man; but I must have the power of Christ resting 
upon the performance, if I wish to do it in the way 
that is acceptable to God. Let this be your habitual 
sentiment, and then the supposed opposition between 
faith and works vanishes into nothing. The life of a 
believer is made up of good works; and faith is the 
animating and the power-working principle of every 
one ofthem. The Spirit of Christ actuates and sustains
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the whole course of your obedience. You walk not 
away from him, but you “ walk in him;” andas there is 
not one of your doings in which he does not feel a con- 
cern, and prescribe for you a duty, so there is not one 
of them in which his grace is not in readiness to put 

the right principle into your heart, and to bring it out 
into your conduct, and to make your walk accord with 

your profession, so as to let the world see upon you 

without, the power and the efficacy of the sentiment 

within; and thus, while Christ has the whole merit of 

your forgiveness, he has also the whole merit of your 

sanctification; and the humble and deeply-felt con- 

sciousness of “yet not I, but the grace of God which 
was with me,” restores to Jesus Christ all the credit 

and all the glory which belong to him, by making hin 

your only, and your perfect, and your entire, and your 
altogether Saviour. 

Choose him as the Captain of your salvation. Let 
him enter into your hearts by faith, and let him dwell 
continually there. Cultivate a daily intercourse and a 
growing acquaintance with him. Oh, you are in safe 
company, indeed, when your fellowship is with him! 
The shield of his protecting mediatorship is ever be- 
tween you and the justice of God; and out of his ful- 

ness there goeth a constant stream, to nourish, and to 

animate, and to strengthen every believer. Why should 
the shifting of human instruments so oppress and so 
discourage you, when he is your willing friend; when 
he is ever present, and is at all times in readiness ; 

when he, the same to-day, yesterday, and for ever, is to 

be met with in every place; and while his disciples 
here, giving way to the power of sight, are sorrowful,
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and in great heaviness, because they are to move 

at a distance from one another, he has his eye upon 

all neighbourhoods and all countries, and will at 

length gather his disciples into one eternal family ? 

With such a Master let us quit ourselves like men. 

With the magnificence of eternity before us, let time, 

with all its fluctuations, dwindle into its own littleness. 

If God is pleased to spare me, I trust I shall often meet 

with you in person, even on this side of the grave; but 
if not, let us often meet in prayer at the mercy-seat of 
God. While we occupy different places on earth, let 

our mutual intercessions for each other go to one place 
in heaven. Let the Saviour put our supplications 
into one censer; and be assured, that after the dear 

and the much-loved scenery of this peaceful vale has 
disappeared from my eye, the people who live in it 
shall retain a warm and an ever-during place in my 

memory ;—and this mortal body must be stretched on 
the bed of death, ere the heart which now animates it 

can resign its exercise of longing after you, and praying 

for you, that you may so receive Christ Jesus, and so 
walk in him, and so hold fast the things you have gotten, 
and so prove that the labour I have had amongst you 
has not been in vain; that when the sound of the last 

trumpet awakens us, these eyes which are now bathed 
in tears may open upon a scene of eternal blessedness ; 
we, whom the providence of God has withdrawn for 
a little while from one another, may on that day be 
found side by side at the right hand of the everlasting 
throne.—Dr. Chalmers? Farewell Discourse at Kilmany.



EXOTIC FRUITS. 

“ Wilt thou, to the isles 
Atlantic, to the rich Hesperian clime, 
Fly in the train of Autumn; and look on 
And learn from him: while, as he roves around, 
Where’er his fingers touch the fruitful grove 
The branches bloom with gold? Where’er his foot 
Imprints the soil, the ripening clusters swell, 
Turning aside the foliage, and come forth 
In purple lights, till every hillock glows 
As with the blushes of an evening sky.” 

Some of the most beautiful objects in nature are the 
fruits which hang among the leaves of trees, in some 
cases, as the orange, shining there in ripened lustre, 
at the same time that some of the boughs are laden 
with the fragrant blossoms ; but more often succeeding 
the bloom of the early year, with a beauty scarcely 
inferior to it. Many of our fruits, though foreign, 

need little care, and can bear exposure to the air 
of temperate climates, being so adapted to our gardens 
and orchards, that they seem to us as our own. The 

rich grape, with its purple or green cluster, depends 
not alone from the roof of the greenhouse, but hangs 
among the broad’ vine-leaves which enrich the humble 

dwelling, ripening in our sunshine to so mellow a 
flavour, that we scarcely remember that it is of Asiatic
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origin. It has been ours too for many centuries, for 
vineyards, as well as orchards and gardens, are men- 
tioned in the earliest Saxon charters. The almond 

blooms with us, as it does in the isles of Greece, or in 

the lands of Syria; and downy peaches and yellow 
apricots from Asia have become common fruits of our 
gardens; and the broad spreading walnut-tree casts its 
shadow around many a homestead, and yields as good a 
fruit as in its native Persia. The skill which enables 
man to adapt the fruits of various countries to his own 
use, has taught us to rear in our hot-houses the pine- 
apple and the melon, and other productions of hot 
climates ; whilst the bright orange and the paler lemon 
mingle their boughs and fruits beneath its roof. 

It is interesting to consider how God has suited the 
fruits of different lands to the wants of their inhabi- 
tants. In temperate and cold countries, fruits, however 
pleasing to the palate, are not necessary to health and 
comfort, as in the hotter regions of the globe. We 
find, accordingly, that the fruits of temperate, and 
especially of cold climates, are not large and luscious, 
neither are they so varied and abundant as those of 
warmer latitudes. Berries abound chiefly in northern 
regions, and strawberries, cranberries, raspberries, 
gooseberries, and currants, and rich bramble-berries, 
grow even among the snows of Siberia; and cold 

Finland has, on rocks where little else will grow, its 
gooseberries and cherries, while the woods in the north 
of Sweden, where no culture will produce the apple, the 
pear, or the plum, are yet full of delicious gooseberries, 
and currants, and raspberries, and whortleberries, far 
larger than those which we have in this land.
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Very different, however, from these, are the mag- 

nificent fruits of lands in which the sun has greater 
power. The large mango, sometimes weighing more 
than two pounds, and coloured with tints of purple or 
green, is said to have a flavour as sweet as can be ima- 
gined, and hangs in bunches of eight, ten, or twelve 
from a single twig. So juicy, too, is the mangostan of 

Sumatra, that it refreshes the thirsty people of those 
hot lands, with a flavour which is said to unite those of 

the strawberry and the finest grape; and rose-apples, 
and rich red pomegranates, and figs, and large clusters 
of dates and bananas, and the plattain, called in 
Sierra Leone the “ Negro’s staff of life,’ and similar 
fruits, are provided for the people of countries in 
which thirst renders fruit so needful, and in which 
a large amount of animal food would be injurious to 
health. The guava, whose fruit will ripen in our hot- 
houses, is plentiful in the wild woods of warmer regions; 
and the fruit of the custard-apple, larger than the 
orange, hangs in purple and green beauty in abundance 
among the boughs. The pine-apple of the tropical 
garden is far different from that which we see at our 
table, or in our hot-houses. A brilliant purple blossom, 
resembling the tube of a hyacinth, opens from each of 
the diamond-shaped divisions of the fruit itself. This, 
when young, is of the same rich colour, surmounted 
by a crest of pink corded leaves, and protected all 
round by others much larger and broader. As it ripens, 
however, the fruit loses its beautiful and fresh appear- 
ance, the purple, in most species, becomes straw- 
coloured, and the leaves assume the green tint. 

Wherever man has come. with the spirit of activity
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and intelligence, he has dispersed the fruits of one land 

into another. Our country owes many of its fruits to 
the invasion of the Romans. They in their turn had 
derived the fig from Syria, the orange or citron from 
Media, the peach from Persia, the pomegranate from 

Africa, the pear, the apple, and the cherry from 

Armenia. Wherever their conquests were made, the 

land was made to yield to them its vegetable products ; 
and thus war, in the earlier ages of society, became the 
means of dispersing plants to countries remote from 

those in which they grew. The monks, too, cultivated 

herbs and fruits, as the old pear and mulberry-trees of 
many an abbey garden yet remain to show; and many of 

those which they prized most highly were brought into 
our country by the ecclesiastics who had accompanied 
the crusaders to the Holy Land. Hollinshed tells how 

Ely Place in Holborn, the original site of the once 

‘magnificent residence of the Bishops of Ely, had in 
early times its garden of strawberries, as well as its 
vineyards and green meadows. In a.p. 1488, on the 
morning of the execution of Lord Hastings, when 

Richard 11, then Duke of Gloucester, came among 

the lords who sat in council respecting his coming 
coronation, he said to Morton, at that time bishop of 

Ely, “‘My lord, you have verie good strawberries in 
your garden in Holborne. I require you let us have 
a messe of them. ‘ Gladly, my lord,’ quoth he; ‘would 

God I had some better things as ready to your pleasure 
as that!’ and therewithal, in all haste he sent his 

servant for a mess of strawberries.” 

As commerce extended itself, and the merchant and 

the colonist went over wide seas and traversed continents
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hitherto unexplored, a large number of vegetable pro- 

ductions were introduced from distant lands, and the 

monasteries having been now destroyed, the culture of 
fruit-trees, in the gardens of private houses, became 

more general. In the reign of Henry viu, the cherry- 

orchards in Kent were first planted. During the reign 

of queen Elizabeth, Gerarde wrote his Herball. In 

Gerarde’s garden at Holborn, we find that in 1596 he 

had growing eleven hundred plants. James 1 had 
afterwards a beautiful garden at Theobald’s, near Walt- 

ham Abbey ; and in the reign of Charles 11, Parkinson 

published his work called “ A garden of all sortes of 

pleasant flowers, with a kitchen garden of all manner 

of herbs and roots, and an orchard of all sortes of fruit- 

bearing trees.” In this book he {describes fifty-eight 

sorts of apples, sixty-four pears, sixty-one plums, 

twenty-one peaches, five nectarines, six apricots, no 

less than thirty-six cherries, twenty-three vines, three 

figs, and various other smaller fruits which we have yet 
under culture in our gardens. 

It was shortly after this period that commerce began 
to put forth its unbounded energies, ever progressing to 

the present day, and to go forwards yet to future times. 

For the last century and a half, we have been gathering 

from every land on the globe, bringing home their fruits 

to flourish amid our changing skies, or furnishing them 

with a temperature equal to that of torrid regions, so 
that we can look onan island rich now in its fruits, and 

forget that once its rude wilds bore only the crab, the 
sloe, and the acorn. A. P.



THE STARS. 

No cloud obscures the summer sky, 
The moon in brightness walks on high; 
And, set in azure, every star 
Shines like a gem of heaven afar. 

Child of the earth! oh! lift thy glance 
To yon bright firmament’s expanse ; 
The glory of its realm explore, 
And gaze, and wonder, and adore! 

Doth it not speak to every sense 
The marvels of Omnipotence ? 
Seest thou not there th’ Almighty Name, 
Inscribed in characters of flame ? 

Count o’er those lamps of quenchless light, 
That sparkle through the shades of night ; 
Behold them !—can a mortal boast 

_ Yo number that celestial host ?
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For what art thou, weak child of clay, 

Amidst ereation’s grandeur ?—say. 
F’en as an insect on the breeze, 

Fen as a dew-drop lost in seas. 

Yet fear thou not ;—the Sovereign Hand 
Which spread the ocean and the land, 
And hung the rolling spheres in air, 

Hath, e’en for thee, a Father’s care. 

Be thou at peace ;—the all-seeing Eye, 

Pervading earth, and air, and sky, 

The searching glance which none may flee, 
Is still, in mercy, turn’d on thee. 

Mrs. Hemays.



“ LITTLE LOTTE.” 

A Lecenp or Dayzica. 

Tux word legend is generally understood to signify 
an unauthenticated narrative. Although derived from 
the Latin term leyendum—a thing to be read—legends 
are, for the most part, unwritten chronicles, repeated 

from one generation to another, and to which litle 

credit is attached. Itis pleasant nevertheless to listen 
to them, especially when related—as was the case with 
the one we are about to write—among the very scenes 

in which it was actually believed by the narrator to have 

taken place. After all, it is a simple and touching 
history, founded at least upon indisputable facts, and 
which might have been true, although we have thought 
it right to be thus careful in not vouching for its 

authenticity, while offering it for the amusement and 
instruction of the reader. 

It was drawing towards the close of a dull, rainy 

day, when an aged man, led by a little fair-haired child,
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entered the city of Danzig, the strange, grotesque- 

looking buildings of which appeared gloomy enough in 
the gathering twilight. They bath looked weary and 
exhausted, as though they had travelled a great way— 

which, indeed, was the case. 

* At last !”? murmured the old man, as if speaking to 
himself, a thing which he was in the habit of doing ; so 
much so that the child had ceased to think it strange, 
although other people did. “At last! Ah, they never 
thought that I should have found my way back again 
in the dark!” 

“ Have we friends at Danzig, grandfather?” asked 
his young companion. 

“No, nor anywhere else on earth, poor child! ” 

“ Well, well, we have God and one another,” was 

the cheerful reply. “ And now what amI to do next?” 

“Inquire our nearest way to the dlé Stadt (Old 

Town); and then you must look out for some quiet 
lodging, where we can rest a little while. You need 
rest, Lottchen.” 

“Yes, I am very tired, grandfather.” | 

“ Your task is nearly over, my child. But quick! 
we are wasting time. I ought to know the way, blind 

as I am; but I have forgotten.” 
The little girl did as she was desired, but it rained 

fast, and many hurried by without stopping to answer 

her; while the vague directions of those who did pause 

for a moment were so unsatisfactory that she often 

mistook them, and wandered a great deal out of her 

way. As they proceeded thus slowly, the streets 

narrowed, and became close, and dirty, and ill-con- 

structed, with so many crooked turnings and windings,
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that Lottchen was quite in despair. But when she 
told her grandfather, he said : 

“ Ah, we are right at last; this then is the Alt 

Stadt.” 
By this time it was quite dusk. A cold, drizzling 

rain continued to fall, but there were cheerful lights 

burning in many a humble dwelling, and gleaming and 

flickering upon the wet pavement without. Sometimes 

Lottchen peeped in upon some happy family group 
assembled at their evening meal, and felt half inclined 
to envy them; but the feeling soon passed away, and 
she prayed to God to forgive it, and to take care of her 
and her poor grandfather, as He had done a hundred 
times before, and lead them to some place of shelter. 
While she still prayed, they came to the house of a 
widow woman, who was standing by the open door, 
looking out into the twilight as if her thoughts were far 
away. She started when Léttchen and her grandfather 
went past, aud gazed after them with tears in her eyes. 

** My poor Greta!” murmured the bereaved mother, 
* she had just such hair as that little girl, and was 
about her size too. My poor, lost Greta! And yet 
“not lost, but gone before.’ ‘Even so, Father: for 

so it seemed good in thy sight.’ ” 
Won by that kind glance, Lottchen turned back in- 

stinctively—or shall we not rather say—providentially ? 

The widow advanced a few steps to meet her. 
“ Can I do anything for you, my poor child ?” asked 

she compassionately. 
“Oh, yes! if you could only tell me where we 

might get a night’s lodging. Perhaps you let lodg-
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ings?” added Lottchen, timidly; “I should like to 
live with you.” 

The widow was touched by her confiding simplicity, 
as well as by the resemblance which she had discovered, 
or fancied, between her and the little child who was no 

more. 
“Do you come from far?” asked she, turning to 

the old man. 
“Yes, hundreds and hundreds of miles away.— 

I cannot tell where.” 
“But surely you must know the name of the 

place ?” 
“ How should I, when I never heard it ?” 

“Hush!” whispered Lottchen, gently, “he is 
blind.” 

The good woman asked no more questions; and 

without waiting to ascertain whether or not she was 

likely to be remuncrated for her trouble, immediately 
led the way to her humble dwelling, where she was soon 

busily employed in preparing for the accommodation 
of her unexpected guests. Lottchen was half asleep 

before she had finished; but when she had eaten her 

supper, she appeared to be quite refreshed, and her 

grateful thanks and blessings made their kind hostess 

already deem herself more than repaid for what she had 

done. 
The old man was lodged in a little room by himself, 

refusing all assistance, as was his wont, notwithstanding 

his great age and feebleness. And then Margaret—for 
that was the widow’s name—would insist upon undress- 

ing Littchen herself, bathing her swollen feet, and
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smoothing out her long, tangled hair, with a mother’s 
tenderness. When the child had knelt down and said 
her simple prayers, not forgetting to thank God, through 
Jesus Christ, for all his loving care, and for the new 

friend whom he had given her in the good Margaret, 
she lay down in her neat little bed, with its snowy 
hangings, feeling far too happy to sleep. 

“Do not go away yet,” said she to the widow, 
“unless you are tired.” 

“No, I have done nothing to tire me. I will stay 
with you willingly, my child; but you must lie still, and 
try and rest, even if you cannot sleep.” 

Léttchen obeyed her with a smile. 

“T am so happy!” exclaimed she—“so thankful! 
My dear Saviour!” 

“Yes, Jesus is the source of all our happiness—the 
Giver of all good. I am glad that your grandfather has 
taught you this.” 

“Tt was my mother who taught me,” answered 
Lottchen. “My grandfather never speaks of these 
things. I often wish that he would. It seems so natural 
to talk of what we love.” 

“ And you love your Saviour, my child?” 
“TI oughttolove Him. He hasdoneeverything for me.” 
“And for every one of us,” repeated Margaret. 

“Truly we can do nothing for ourselves. We are all 
as an unclean thing, and all our righteousnesses are as 
filthy rags, and we all do fade as a leaf; and our 
iniquities, like the wind, have taken us away.” 

“Stay,” murmured the child, putting her hand to 
her forehead. “I have heard those words before, but I 
cannot remember where.”
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“They are in the Bible.” 
* My mother had a Bible,” said Lottchen. “I was 

to have learned to read it—but she died.” 
“Poor child!” exclaimed the widow, compassionately. 

“T would that we might be always together—that you 
might supply the place of my little Greta; and then 
I would teach you to read that blessed book.” 

“Yes, I should like it very much. But what would 
my grandfather do without me ?—I must not leave my 

grandfather.” 
“ But could you not both remain here ?” 
“T fear not. We seldom stay long in one place.— 

And yet, now I remember, he said that I needed rest ; 

and that my task was nearly over. I will ask him to- 
morrow.” 

Margaret would fain have persuaded Léttchen to try 
and sleep now, but she begged so earnestly she would 

stay with her a little longer, that she could not resist 
her entreaties. That night, Lottchen related the 

simple and touching history of her young life, as far 
as she knew it herself. 

The only home she could remember was a lonely hut, 
not far from the sea-shore, with a dense wood behind, 

where she used to go and look for flowers—but these 
were not many—or listen to the singing of the birds, 
or watch the flying squirrels as they leapt from tree to 

tree. She never ventured far into the wood, for there 

were stories told among the peasantry, of persons being 

lost there, or eaten up by the wild beasts: and it was 
very gloomy by reason of the thick trees that would not 

suffer the sunbeams to penetrate, even when the sun 

did shine, which was not often there. Probably the
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summers did not last long in that far land of her early 

childhood. 
Sometimes she went with her mother to search for 

amber. It was frequently many days before they met 

with any success, but she liked being with her mother, 

and hearing her talk. The fishermen trading on the 

coast were always willing to purchase the amber when 

they were fortunate enough to find any. She recol- 

lected once finding a piece as large as an egg, which 

sold for a great deal, or what seemed, perhaps, a great 

deal to her. She remembered thinking the amber 

much prettier than the coins received in exchange, and 

wondering what should make her mother so eager to 

part with it. 

_ Liéttchen called those her “happy days!” She 

used to like to sit on the wild sea-shore, or by the 

warm stove in the winter, and listen to the low voice 

of her mother, as she read or talked to her about the 

Lord Jesus Christ; and how, when he was on earth, he 

commanded the little children to be brought to him, 

and laid his hands upon them, and blessed them; and 

how he would bless and watch over them still in 

heaven, if they would only come to him and make 

him their sole trust. It may be, that this poor 

Christian woman felt that her days were numbered, and 
eagerly availed herself of every opportunity of im- 

pressing on the youthful mind of her child those 

divine truths which were to be her support and con- 

solation in after years. Certain it is, from Lottchen’s 

account, that she spoke of little else. And that she 

prayed, also, for the influences of the Holy Spirit, may 

be gathered from the same childish statement, which
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describes her as being often found upon her knees in 

solitary places, when she thought herself unobserved, 

with clasped hands and streaming eyes, and sometimes, 

with a beautiful smile upon her face, “talking to 

God.” 

Lottchen never saw her father. She understood 

that he died soon after she was born, and that her 

mother, finding it lonely without him, had gone home 

to reside with her aged parent. She never heard her 

mother called anything but Lotte; she was called 

Lottchen, or “Little Lotte,” to distinguish them. 

The poor woman was seldom well long together; and 

latterly the child could almost see her growing paler 

and paler, and thinner and thinner, day by day; but 

she never complained. She became too weak, at length, 

to go out and search for amber, and was afraid to 

suffer Léttchen to go alone; but the child ventured, 

nevertheless, into the dreary woods to gather the few 

flowers of which her mother always appeared to be so 

fond. Sometimes she brought home her little apron 
full of the green, bright moss which grew there in 
profusion. 

All the year long the old man sat by the stove, 

seldom speaking unless first addressed, and then 

answering only in monosyllables. There were periods, 

however, when he appeared strangely restless and 

excited, but the low, soothing voice of his daughter 

never failed to succeed in restoring him to his usual 

tranquillity. She was very gentle with him, and seemed 
to possess great influence over him, but there was 

one thing she could not do—persuade him to listen to 

the word of God. Whenever it was read, he rose up,
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and went silently out of the hut; and then Lottchen 
and her mother used to kneel and pray for him, gene- 
rally using the same words—that the Lord would be 
pleased to take away his stony heart, and give him a 
heart of flesh, and help him to forgive his enemies. 

Just before she died, the poor woman called Léttchen 
to her bed-side, and earnestly entreated her to supply 

her place, as far as possible, to her aged grandfather, 
and to love and bear with him, for he had suffered 

much, and was an injured man. 
Are you going away, mother?” asked the child. 

“Yes, my Lottchen, I am going home—home to 

Jesus! How I wish that we might all go together! But 

he knoweth best. His will be done. Do not weep 
for me, dear one. A few short years, and we shall 

be united again—thanks to that Divine Redeemer 

who loved and gave himself for us. Truly it is a 
wilderness world, and the only way to pass through it 

safely is to keep very near to Christ. His grace is 
sufficient for us, his strength is made perfect in weak- 
ness; and, sweet thought, he will never leave us nor 
forsake us.” 

The dying woman said a great deal more, but Léttchen 
could not remember the exact words she used; and 
then, meekly commending her child to the care of Him 
who has promised to be the Father of the fatherless, 
passed away with a smile upon her face, and slept in 
Jesus. 

After her death, a change came over the old man, and 

he grew peevish and irritable; but Lottchen remembered 
her promise, and watched over, and loved, and bore 

with him with unceasing tenderness. She no longer 
L
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went to seek for flowers, and look at the bright-eyed 

squirrels, and listen to the singing of the birds. She 

was afraid to leave her grandfather, lest any harm 
should happen to him in her absence, for he had 
become very feeble and restless, and used to walk to 
and fro their little chamber, muttering wildly to himself, 

by the hour together. At such times Léttchen would 
kneel down unperceived, and repeat the prayer which 
her mother had taught her, asking God to take away 
his stony heart, and help him to forgive his enemies ; 
who those enemies were, the child knew not. 

One day he told her that they were going a long 

journey, and that she must pack up what little things 
she thought might be useful, and not too heavy, and he 
would dispose of the rest among his neighbours ; which 
was accordingly done, those who could afford it paying 

him for what they took, while the rest sought to make 
it up by numberless kind offices, and sage advice to the 
little motherless child. Léttchen wanted to take the 
Bible with them, but her grandfather would not permit 
it, and indeed it was too large for her to have carried 

far ; so she left it with an old woman, who promised to 
take care of it for her until their return, for she did not 

know then how far they were going. The place looked 
so desolate, at length, that Lottchen was glad to quit 
it, having first knelt and prayed beside her mother’s 

grave, but not sadly, for she knew that she was not 
there, but with her God and Saviour. 

For many days they walked straight on by the sea- 
shore, resting at night in some lonely hovel; until at 

length, by her grandfather’s desire, Lottchen began to 
ask the nearest way to Danzig. A great many persons
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of whom she inquired had never heard of such a place, 
while others looked compassionately upon the blind man 
and his little guide, and thought it improbable that 
either would ever live to reach the far-off city to which 
they were journeying. From constant exposure to the 

open air, Léttchen was much stronger than she looked, 

while a stern determination of purpose lent fresh 
energy to the feeble frame of her aged grandfather. 

Sometimes their road lay over large tracts of swamps, 
into which their feet sank every moment; while at 
others, they were sadly cut and wounded with the 

stones. Lottchen often felt thankful that her grand- 
father could not see how much she suffered. Not- 
withstanding the pains she took to recollect and follow 
the various directions which she was constantly re- 
ceiving, they had frequently the mortification of hearing 
that they had come many and many a weary mile out 
of the right road. Whole days were lost thus; while 
her grandfather’s impatience at the delay broke wildly 
forth. Their little store of bread and dried fruits was 
soon exhausted ; but, as Lottchen said, “* God never let 

them want.” 
The old man often fell ill, and was laid up for weeks 

together, his own restlessness retarding the recovery 

for which he was so anxious; or else he would insist 

upon starting before he was strong enough to travel. 

Once Lottchen feared that she should have lost him. 
A violent ague shook his feeble frame so, that she 
expected every moment to be his last ; but he struggled 
through it, and they again pursued their weary pilgrim- 
age. Sometimes they travelled in sledges or canal- 

boats ; sometimes on foot, or assisted by an occasional
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lift in an empty cart or wagon. “ Every one,” 
Léttchen said, “ was kind to them, and doubtless God 
put it into their hearts to help her and her poor grand- 
father.” 

Sometimes, but very rarely, Léttchen found an old 
Bible at the places where they stopped. She knew it 
by its resemblance to her mother’s, and would plead so 
earnestly to hear a chapter read, that it was almost 
impossible to resist her entreaties, and she used to 
endeavour to recall to mind what she had heard as they 
journeyed on the following day. Where there was no 
Bible, Lottchen often found courage to ask the simple 
inhabitants if they had ever heard of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. When they answered in the affirmative, she 
felt very happy; but if they said “No,” which not un- 
frequently happened, she pitied them, and would tell 
them all that her mother had told her of his love to 
poor sinners, and how he left his bright home in heaven 
to suffer and die for them upon the cross, and what a 
happy thing it was to believe in Jesus. 

It must have been a strange sight to see that little 
child, with her bare feet and tattered dress, and hear 
her talking thus, or singing her simple hymns in return 
for the hospitality which they had received. 

Lottchen told her new friend that the cold was often 
so intense that she could scarcely endure it. Sometimes 
her grandfather would say wearily, “Let us rest, my 
child, I feel strangely sleepy; let us lie down and rest 
a little.” 

But Loéttchen knew well that if she listened to him 
he would never wake up again. And yet she felt the 
same longing to lie down and rest upon the soft, white
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snow; but she strove against it, and encouraged the 
old man to proceed. Sometimes they crossed frozen 
lakes; or went over bleak, desolate places; or through 
thick forests, that reminded Lottchen of the old sunless 

wood athome. And it not unfrequently happened that 
all of a.sudden the wind would arise, and moan, and 

rage so fearfully that they were obliged to throw them- 
selves with their face on the ground until its violence 

had abated. Even large trees were uprooted and 

thrown down by its might, or hurled to a considerable 
distance; but the blind man and the child escaped 
unharmed. 
“How frightened you must have been !” interrupted 

Margaret. 
“Yes, I was frightened; but the memory of my 

mother’s dying words always came back to me at those 
times, and seemed to whisper, ‘Fear not; I am with 

thee. I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee; I will 

keep thee in all places whither thou goest. Be strong 
and of good courage ;’ and I knew that they were the 
words of the Book—God’s words.” 

Léttchen never heard the name of the country from 
which she came, and she did not think that her grand- 
father knew it either. Neither had she the slightest 
idea what made him undertake.so long and perilous a 
journey; or what he proposed doing now that they had 

at length reached the place of their destination, for he 
had told her only that very evening, in answer to her 

inquiries, that they had no friends at Danzig, or any- 
where else on earth. During their journey they had 
subsisted almost entirely upon charity; although that 
need not have been, Lottchen said, for she knew that
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her grandfather had much gold concealed about his 

person, which she had often seen him count over when 

he thought himself unobserved. 
Margaret trembled as she listened to the innocent 

revealings of her young companion; and felt thankful 

to God for having led them beneath the shelter of her 

humble roof. There were many in the J// Stadt who 

would not have scrupled to rob, and perhaps even kill 

the old man for the sake of that gold of which she spoke 

with such fearless confidence. 
And now Loéttchen began to wander in her little 

history ; and to talk dreamily of the old woods, where 

people were lost, and where the sun never penetrated ; 

and of her gentle, ever-sorrowing mother, who lay 

buried there, hundreds and hundreds of miles away ; 

and who yet—thanks be to God through Jesus Christ— 

might be even now looking down upon her poor, 
weary child; and so, smiling, and folding her hands 
prayerfully together, she fell asleep. 

The following morning the blind man made arrange- 
ments with his kind hostess to remain with her for 

some weeks, in order to recover from the fatigue of their 

late journey; and truly they both needed rest badly 

enough. Margaret, whose heart yearned towards the 

little stranger with all a mother’s tenderness, felt very 

glad that they were not to be separated, at least, for 
the present. 

A few days’ quiet and careful nursing made Lottchen 

look quite a different being. Her clear blue eyes 

sparkled with animation; while a faint clear colour began 

to steal into her pale cheeks. Sometimes the widow 

took her for a walk in*the Langgarten, under the
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shadow of the linden-trees: or sat and read, or talked 

with her on that one subject which they both so loved, 

and which, the longer we dwell upon, the more beautiful 

and glorious it appears—which angels desire to look 

into, and wonderingly adore—the redemption of sinners 

through our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. 

The blind man never went beyond the little garden 

which was attached to the residence of his hostess. He 

spent the greater part of the day in the opey air, lived 
well, and gave Margaret money to procure him wines 

and strengthening medicines. His sole object appeared 
to be to recruit his shattered health, which age and 

constant fatigue had greatly weakened and exhausted. 
“Tt would be hard,” muttered he, as he tottered, 

rather than walked, up and down the narrow gravel 
path, talking to himself, after his usual custom—“ it 

would be hard to die now, when I am so near the 

accomplishment of my purpose.” 
As he spoke, he paused feebly, and sat down to rest 

a moment beneath the open window, where Margaret 
sat reading the Scriptures to his little grandchild. Her 

low voice fell clearly and distinctly upon his ears :— 

«Dearly beloved, avenge not yourselves, but rather 

give place unto wrath; for it is written, Vengeance is 

mine; I will repay, saith the Lord, ” 

The old man moved hurriedly away; but his legs 

trembled under him, and he was obliged to sit down 

again. Margaret was still reading :— - 
*«<Be not overcome of evil, but overcome evil with 

good.’” 
“Wark!” interrupted Lottchen. “Surely I heard 

a groan; it must be my grandfather.” A moment
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afterwards she had bounded into the garden, and stood 
by his side. “Are you ill, dear grandfather?” she 
tenderly inquired. 

“No; it is nothing. Go away, child! I would 

rather be alone.” 
Léttchen obeyed him sorrowfully. 
“What a strange old man your grandfather is!” said 

Margaret, when she went back. 

“Yes, he is strange; people say that he is mad,” 

said the child in a whisper. “I do not know what 

that means. He was always very kind to me.” 
One evening, about a month after their arrival at 

Danzig, the blind man, feeling somewhat stronger, 
proposed walking with Léttchen as far as the cathedral. 
Margaret’s suggestion, that it was almost too late, was 
unheeded, and her offer of accompanying them impa- 

tiently refused. But her heart misgave her when she 

saw them depart. 
Having been there before with Margaret, Lottchen 

would have found her way to the cathedral easily enough; 

but she was puzzled by being desired to go by the back 

streets, where there were not so many people; her 

grandfather meanwhile keeping his face carefully con- 
cealed by his cloak, as though he feared being recog- 

nised. Owing to those narrow, crooked streets, Lottchen 

lost her way more than once, and had to stop and make 
fresh inquiries, at which the old man grew impatient, 

and then forgetting his anger, as they got once again 

upon the right track, he began telling her about the 

wonderful astronomical clock they were about to see. 
“What a clever man the maker must have been!” 

said Léttchen.
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* Tt was the work of a life-time.” 
“ His fellow-citizens were doubtless very proud of 

him,” continued the child, ‘and rewarded him hand- 

somely for his skill.” 
« Yes, truly, he had his reward!” and the old man 

laughed aloud, so that many turned back and gazed 
wonderingly at him. Lottchen feared to speak again, 
and they proceeded in silence, while the evening twilight 
gathered over the city. 

“ Here we are at the cathedral, grandfather,” said 

Lottchen, at length. 
“ Hark! was not that the clock struck. It must be 

getting dusk !” 
' © Yes, quite fast. We had better not stay any longer, 
or Margaret will be uneasy. We can come again some 
other time.” 

“ Just about here,” said the old man, without attend- 

ing to her, “should be a low arched door.” 
“ Here it is, grandfather.” 

“Let us knock, then, and ask for the keys; and 
remember that I am no longer blind—I can see as well 

as you, or any one else—Lottchen, do you hear me, my 
child ?” 

“ Yes, grandfather, I hear you,” replied his little 
companion, feeling like one in a dream; and so confused 
by his knowledge of the place, as to be scarcely sure 
herself whether he was blind or not. 

The sacristan opened the door, but refused to admit 
them on account of the lateness of the hour; nor could 
all the old man’s entreaties induce him to alter his re- 
solution. 

« You must come again,” said he, “ by daylight.”
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“ Ah, that is impossible. Iam no sight-seeker, but 

one who has made mechanics the study of his life. It is 
notthe cathedral, buttheastronomical clock, I wish to see; 

that wonderful clock of which I have heard so much.” 
“ Then you must see it outside.” 
* No, no,” exclaimed the old man; “it is the works, 

the mechanism, I would behold, and I will give you 
a broad golden piece for every five minutes that I am 
permitted to gaze upon it.” He drew out a purse as 
he spoke, the contents of which glittered temptingly in 

the fading light. 
* He must be mad,” thought the sacristan. 
“ Well, what say you? But we must be quick, for 

it grows darker and darker every moment.” Léttchen 

wondered how her grandfather could know that, and her 
little heart beat fast with terror and excitement. 

“ After all,” thought the sacristan, “there can be no 

harm in gratifying the old man, who is doubtless some 

half-crazy artist; and there is little fear that he will 

ever be able to rival our great master-piece, even if he 

has genius enough for the attempt.” : 

* Be it so,” answered he, aloud; “you shall have 

your wish ; but you must promise not to betray me, or 

the gratification of your curiosity may be the means of 

my losing my place.” 
“ Fear not,” said the old man eagerly. 
Léttchen, unmindful of his injunction, was about to 

take her grandfather’s hand, to lead him, as usual; but 

he passed on with a rapid step, as if he had been there 
before, while the sacristan and the child followed breath- - 

lessly. For several moments after they had ascended, 

nothing was heard but the quick beating of their own
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hearts, together with the monotonous ticking of the 

great clock. It was well that the sacristan had thought 
to bring his lamp, for it was very dark. Poor Léttchen 
felt chilled and frightened, and wished herself safe back 

by Margaret’s warm and cheerful stove. 

« A wonderful piece of mechanism!” exclaimed the 
sacristan, rubbing his hands, and reckoning up the 
minutes which had already elapsed, while the old man 
stood motionless beforethe object of his strange curiosity. 

« Wonderful ! ” 

« Ah! you may go all over the world without finding 
another.” 

« And yet the artist who made one could surely have 
made more had he chosen.” 

“Yes, certainly, if he had lived. But no sooner had 

he finished his master-piece of skill, in which was con- 
centrated the study of a life-time, than the artist and 

his family suddenly disappeared from Danzig, and have 
never been heard of since. There were strange stories 
told abcut it at the time; and the mystery has never 
been solved from that day to this.” 

“ Shall I tell it to you?” asked the old maz, still 
keeping his face carefully averted, and speaking in a 
whisper; while the trembling Léttchen drew closer to 
him. “The house where the artist dwelt was a lonely 
place, standing apart by itself, far from the busy hum 
of the city; but there was no loneliness within, where 
his widowed daughter and her infant made the sunshine 
of his life. The very night of the mysterious disappear- 
ance to which you have alluded, it happened, strangely 
enough, that his two domestics were absent—the one 
at the bed-side of a dying parent, and the other on a
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commission to a distant city, from whence it was im- 
possible he could return before the following day; so 

that there was no one left in the house but an old 

woman, who was stone deaf, and half-witted beside. 

The time was well chosen. The artist slept, and dreamt 

of fame and honour; when suddenly, four men, with 

black crape upon their faces—he remembers that, for it 

was the last thing he ever saw—gathered round the bed, 
and two held him, while the other two put out his eyes !” 

“Horrible!” exclaimed the sacristan; while Lottchen 

fell upon her knees, and buried her face in her hands. 

«What crime could he have committed to deserve so 
fearful a punishment ?” 

“None ;—his genius alone was the cause. They 

feared his making a similar clock for the rival town of 

Hamburg. But, not content with this cruelty—or in 

order to prevent its discovery—they bore away the 

shrieking artist, mad with pain, together with his 

daughter and her infant, to a vehicle which stood in 

readiness; and for weeks afterwards travelled day and 

night without intermission. God knows where they 

left them at last; the blind man never did.” 

“ And does Duringer yet live?” questioned the 

sacristan. 

“ He does. After the death of his daughter, whose 

gentle heart broke in witnessing his sufferings, an irre- 

sistible longing seized upon him to return to his native 

city; and, old and feeble, and half mad, accompanied 

only by his little grandchild, he begged his way back 

to Danzig. Iam Duringer!” 

The sacristan tuned shudderingly away from that 

pale and sightless countenance, now fully revealed to
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him for the first time; and letting fall in his terror the 

lamp which he carried, they were left in total darkness. 
But the darkness and the light were all the same to 
Duringer, who hastily drew forth a pair of scissors, 
which he had hitherto kept concealed in his bosom, and, 
severing a single small wire, a dead silence ensued. 

“‘ Hark !” exclaimed he, in a wild, excited tone; “it 

has stopped!—the wonderful clock !—and will never 
move again until they give back the old man his eye- 

sight! Ha! ha!—the wonderful clock of Danzig!” 
“ Grandfather! dear grandfather!’ said Léttchen, 

elinging to him, and weeping. “Come, let us go 
home—it is so cold and dark here!” 

Duringer put his hand into hers, and went with her 
without a word. His purpose was accomplished—he 
had had his revenge, which in the sinfulness of an 

unrenewed soul he had cherished so long; and now it 
appeared to recoil upon himself. He had mutilated his 
own work; and as the mighty heart of that great clock 

ceased to beat, the heart of the inventor broke. The 

cutting of that single wire seemed to sever the thread 
of his own feeble life. 

At Lottchen’s request, for she was afraid to go alone, 

the sacristan accompanied them back to the lodging in 
the Alt Stadt; and, having seen them safe under 
Margaret’s care, departed, without even remembering 
to claim his promised reward. 

Duringer was never heard to utter a word after that 

night, but wasted away, and died shortly afterwards, 

while they thought him sleeping. Margaret laid aside 

the purse of gold for the use of his little grandchild, 

and buried him decently at her own expense. Poor
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Lottchen! she lay stricken with a burning fever, and 
would never want anything else on earth. 

Somehow, the story which we have been relating 
got abroad, and was whispered fearfully from one to 
another, corroborated by the testimony of the sacristan, 
as well as by the sudden stopping of the clock, which, 
it is said, no after skill has ever been able to repair. A 
great many believed it at the time, although some 
doubted, and said that it was too terrible to be true. 
A few were admitted to the death-bed of poor Léttchen, 
and listened with a deep interest to her childish ravings. 
When they asked her any question, she answered at 
random; or smiled vacantly, evidently not understanding 
what was said. 

Sometimes she spoke of the dreary wood, as though 
she were still there looking for flowers, or listening to 
the singing of the birds ; and then her mind wandered 
to the wild forests and desolate plains, through which 
they had passed in their weary pilgrimage: and she 
would look up gently into the faces of those who ga- 
thered around the bed, and ask her nearest way to 
Danzig! But there was another land of which Léttchen 
was continually speaking. A beautiful land, with golden 
streets, and pearly gates, and rivers of living water: 
and where there was no night, and neither heat nor 
cold, nor sorrow nor weariness, nor hunger nor thirst ; 
and no more tears; and where the inhabitants walk 

about in long white robes, with harps in their hands, 
and crowns upon their heads, singing a new song, and 
saying, “Blessing, and honour, and glory, and power, 
be unto Him that sitteth upon the throne, and unto the 
Lamb for ever.”
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After many days the fever left her, and Lottchen 

sank into a quiet sleep. 
“Who knows,” thought Margaret, as she watched 

by the bed-side, “ but what it- may please God to spare 

her to me?” 
Towards evening the child opened her eyes, and 

smiled upon her kind friend, who was bending over her. 
“You are better, my darling!” said Margaret, kiss- 

ing her. 
“ Yes, much better; I shall soon be well now.” 

Margaret understood that upward glance, and her heart 

said meekly—“ Thy will, O God, not mine, be done. 

Take this little weary lamb into thy fold.” 
Léttchen was too weak to talk much. Just before 

her death, Margaret observed how happy and peaceful 

she looked. 
« Yes, I am very happy,” answered she. “I know that 

I am onlya poor sinful child; but Jesus died for me. 

It is that which makes me so happy.” 

She never spoke again, but passed away with a smile 
upon her lips, to receive the white robes and the golden 

crown. 
No clue has ever been discovered to the far-off place 

of Duringer’s exile, although traces of the blind artist 
and his little guide have been met with, from time to 

time, at a distance so remote from Danzig, that it 

seems almost impossible for them to have travelled so 

many miles alone and unprotected; but then, as Lott- 

chen said, God was with them, and put it into the 

hearts of the people to be kind to them, and help them 

on their way. The mystery is one which will, in all 

probability, never be solved on earth; but though the
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grave of the broken-hearted mother may be hundreds 
and hundreds of miles away, mouldering beneath the 
shadow of that dreary wood, where the sun never shines, 

and the birds keep up a perpetual hymning, it is sweet 
to think, that, through His merits who loved and died for 
them, the mother and the child will meet again in heaven. 

Many years after the events above recorded, an aged 

fisherman, living on the wild shores of the Baltic Sea, 

was heard to speak of an old man, and a little fair- 
haired child, who tarried for a night at his father’s hut, 

when he was a boy; and of the latter’s telling them a 
great deal about the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, 
which he never afterwards forgot. His own impression 
was, that she was more like an angel than a child, who 

had visited them. 

So ends the history of Lottchen, or “ Little Lotte.” 

We know nothing of the far land from which she came, 

and, in all probability, never shall. But surely we all 

know, and have heard of that beautiful country to 

which she is gone. There is but one way to that land— 

through faith in our Lord Jesus Christ. Jesus alon 

can cleanse us from our sins, and give us the white 

robes of his own spotless righteousness, and the crown 

of glory that fadeth not away, and lead us through the 

trials and temptations of this wilderness world, to the 

golden streets of the heavenly Jerusalem. 

Dear reader, have you come to Jesus like that little 

child of whom we have been writing, and made him 

your sole trust? ‘Do you love to hear, and read, and 

talk about him? Do you ask him to take care of 

you, and guide you in the right way? Do you feel; as
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Léottchen felt, that Jesus has done everything for you? 

that you are weak and sinful, but that he is strong 

and mighty, and all-sufficient ? If so, you have reason 

to be very happy and thankful. If you have never 

come to Jesus, come now. He is waiting to receive 

you. He is waiting to be gracious. Delay not. The 

young die, as well as the aged. The graves of little 

children abound in all our churchyards. Happy chil- 

dren, if they died in Christ! Before another year, you 

too may have passed away. You may never live to.see 

another Christmas. Come, then, with all your sins, 

and fears, and sorrows, to Jesus. You need not fear. 

« Him that cometh to me,” said the Saviour, “I will in 

no wise cast out.” May Léttchen’s dying testimony, 

by the grace of the Holy Spirit, be that of every reader 
of this little narrative! “I am only a poor sinful child,” 
said she, “but Jesus died for me. It is that which 

makes me so happy!” Hers was true happiness. 

Y,



        

 



SEASONS OF PRAYER. 

To prayer, to prayer ;—for the morning breaks, 

And earth in her Maker’s smiles awakes. 
His light is on all below and above, 
The light of gladness, and life, and love. 
Oh then, on the breath of this early air, ° 

Send up the incense of grateful prayer. 

To prayer ;—for the glorious sun is gone, 

And the gathering darkness of night comes on; 
Like a curtain from God’s kind hand it flows, 

To shade the couch where his children repose. 
Then kneel, while the watching stars are bright, 
And give your last thoughts tothe Guardian of night. 

To prayer ;—for the day that God has bless’d 
Comes tranquilly on with its welcome rest : 
It speaks of creation’s early bloom ; 

If speaks of the Prince who burst the tomb. 
Then summon the spirit’s exalted powers, 

And devote to Heaven the hallow’d hours. 

There are smiles and tears in the mother’s eyes, 

For her new-born infant beside her lics.
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Oh, hour of bliss! when the heart o’erflows 
With rapture a mother only knows. 
Let it gush forth in words of fervent prayer ; 
Let it swell up to heaven for her precious care. 

There are smiles and tears in that gathering band, 
Where the heart is pledged with the trembling hand. 
What trying thoughts in her bosom swell, 
As the bride bids parents and home farewell! 
kneel down by the side of the tearful fair, 
And strengthen the perilous hour with prayer. 

kneel down by the dying sinner’s side, 
And pray for his soul through Him who died. 
Large drops of anguish are thick on his brow— 
Oh! what is earth and its pleasures now ? 
And what shall assuage his dark despair, 
But the penitent ery of humble prayer? 

Kneel down at the couch of departing faith, 
And hear the last words the believer saith. 
Ile has bidden adicu to his carthly friends ; 
There is peace in his eye that upward bends : 
There is peace in his calm, confiding air ; 
Vor his last thoughts are God’s, his last words prayer. 

The voice of prayer at the sable bier ! 
A voice to sustain, to soothe, and to cheer. 
It commends the spirit to God who gave ; 
It lifts the thoughts from the cold, dark grave ; 
[t points to the glory where He shall reign 
Who whisper’d, “Thy brother shall rise again.”
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The voice of prayer in the world of bliss! 

But gladder, purez than rose from this. 

The ransom’d shout to their glorious King, 

Where no sorrow shades the soul as they sing ; 

But a sinless and joyous song they raise ; 

And their voice of prayer is eternal praise. 

Awake, awake, and gird up thy strength 

To join that holy band at length. 

To Him who unceasing love displays, 
Whom the powers of nature unceasingly praise, 

To Him thy heart and thy hours be given ; 

For a life of prayer is the life of heaven. 

: tt. Warn.



  

  

FRESHWATER SHELLS. 

“The pearl 
Shines in the concave of its purple bed, 
And painted shells, along some winding shore, 

Catch, with indented folds, the glancing sun.” 

We all ought to know something of shells, for ramble 

where we will, in country places, we find them scattered 

about us. Presenting an infinite variety of form, 

marked, in some cases, with beautiful colours, forming 

the dwellings of multitudes of God’s creation, to whom 

he has given power to become the architects of their 

own homes, surely we do well to pause and consider 

them. The sea-shore is strewed with the empty shells 

whence the animal has perished, and the marl and 

calcareous rock is full not only of sea shells, but often 

with layers of those of the common inhabitants of our 

stagnant waters, the coil and the mud-shells. They 

offer us thousands of these familiar objects, quite entire, 

or in various stages of fracture; or the whole mass has, 

in the course of ages, become so solid, that no remains 

of the form of the shell is now discoverable. Land 

shells cluster in our woods, and hedges, and gardens, 

hiding under the hollows of trees, or in the clefts of
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yocks, beneath the heap of stones, or on the moss-covered 
bank, and sending forth their inmates at eventide, or on 
the rainy days, to commit their depredations on the fairest 
flowers, and greenest leaves, and mellowing fruits. 
There are a few shelly animals, which, like the testa- 
cella, are to be found during the greater part of their 

lives under the ground, only rising to the surface to 
make some change in their locality. There are some, 
which are In some measure amphibious, like the coil 
and mud-shells (Plaxorbes and Limuee). These live 
in the fresh water, and seldom quit it, crawling on the 
surface of the stream, with the foot upwards, and the 
shell downwards, and raising the pulmonary aperture 
to emit the vitiated air, and to receive a fresh supply of 
pure air, sometimes making a loud crackling noise as 
they do so. In some cases, however, the inhabitants of 
the delicate mud-shells cluster on the aquatic plant 
altogether out of the water, though always very near to 
it. Scareely a ditch or freshwater river is to be found, 
in which some species or other, both of this and the 
coil-shell, are not to be found; their small foot taking 
hold of the water, however, so lightly, as that the 
slightest wind drifts numbers of them to the opposite 
side from which it arises. On the least danger they 
can withdraw themselves thoroughly within their shells, 
make themselves heavier, and fall to the bottom of the 
stream; rising soon again to the surface, by the help of 
some green stem or leaf of the aquatic vegetation. Some 
shell-fish are found even in thermal waters, and one 
species of valve-shell lives in the waters of Abano, the 
temperature of which is 40° of Réaumur. Others scem 
almost confined to peculiar rivers; thus there are some
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species found only in the Thames. Others, like the 
triangular olive-shell, (Dreissexa polymorpha,) have gradu- 
ally become naturalized in our rivers; this having been 
first introduced into the Commercial Docks at Rother- 
hithe, where it was attached to some Baltic timber. 

The freshwater shells are fewer than those either of 
the sea or land, and yet the clear lakes, and rivulets, 

and stagnant ditches, have all some testaccous creatures, 
finding their home and food among the water wildflowers, 
and the duck-weeds, and pond-weeds, and other orna- 

ments of their margins or surface. Nor are they useless 
there. They are the scavengers of the waters, devour- 
ing the remains of either animal or vegetable matters 

in various stages of putridity ; coming forth, chiefly at 
evening, and during night, with such eager appetite, as 

shall enable them to devour much food in a short time. 

When other means of supplying hunger are wanting, 
the mud-shell fish will even devour its fellow, piercing 

the shell near to its apex, and eating away the upper 

folds of the animal. Hungry, however, as are these 

aquatic tribes, many of them, like the land snails, can 

exist for a long period without food; and some of the 
common species of our ponds and rivers have been kept 
for months on such only as they could extract from the 
air or water. Many of them also remain for a long 

period in a state of torpidity. Thus a writer in the 
Magazine of Natural History, remarks of one of the 
limne, the ditch mud-shell: “I have, more than once, 

found it to abound in small pools of water, which 

were dried up as the season advanced; and, after a 
careful search, the little snails were found in a torpid 
condition, concealed in the cracks made by the drought,
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or under small clods of carth, where they awaited a 

happier season to refill the pools, and to permit them 

to resume the functions of active life.” 

Several of our freshwater shelled animals become 

thus lethargic during winter, and beautifully has the 

Great Creator adapted them to their circumstances, for 

without this provision their lives could last but one 

summer. And yet were weto take from the pool the little 

mud-snail during the active period of its life, and cover 

it with water but for one day, it would certainly die ; 

while that same animal can live beneath the frozen sur- 

face of the pond for three or four months, having been 

gradually fitted for the change which it was to undergo. 

River shells, though often very beautiful in form, 

and looking almost as delicate as the bubbles of the 

element which they inhabit, have little brightness of 

colour. Those which are found in the waters of our 

own land are mostly of horn colour, or white, or olive 

green, or of brownish purple. They are not only much 

thinner than sca shells generally, but they have none of 

those hard ridges, or thick spines, with which many of 

these are invested. They occupy a gentler element, and 

need no protection from waves or rocks, for the gentle 

ripple of the pond will but float them softly onwards. 

Most of our native kinds are univalves, but there are a 

few bivalyes—double shells, as they are popularly called. 

Thesg are usually pearly on the inside, and covered, on 

the exterior, with a thick greenish skin. The shell may 

be seen surrounding the young animal in the egg, 

before it has yet acquired all its organs. This shell is 

formed by the hardening of the animal matter, which is 

secreted by glands on the surface of the body, by means
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of chalky particles, which it also secretes from the waters. 
After the animal is hatched, it deposits, on the edge of 

the mouth of the little shell which covered its body in 
the egg, a small portion of this mucous sceretion. This 
dries, and is then lined with some mucous matter, inter- 
mixed with the caleareous particles ; and as the animal 
inereases in size, the process is continued, and a larger 

shell is made and moulded upon the body. Many of the 
aquatic spiral shaped shells are furnished with an oper- 
culum or kind of lid, which is attached to that fleshy 
expansion of the animal called its foot, and which serves 

to close up the dwelling at its will. 
The flesh of the freshwater mollusks is insipid, but 

though useless as food, it is sometimes serviceable as 

bait for fishing. The fragile shells arc not often avail- 
able for domestic uses, though the large valves of the 
swan anodonta are occasionally used as milk skimmers. 
It is, however, from a river fish of our own country 

that we obtain those pearls commonly called the Union 
pearls, which, though very inferior to the Oriental kinds, 
are yet in pretty good estimation. These are procured 
from the pearlanussel (vaio margaritifera). Very fine ones 
have been found in the river Tay, and it is said that the 

pearls procured from its waters, from the year 1761 to 
1764, were worth 10,0007. The Welsh call these shell- 

fish, eregin y dylw, “shells of the flood.” Some good 
pearls have been found in the rivers of the counties of 

Tyrone and Donegal, in Ireland; anda pearl, taken from 

one of the Scottish lakes, a few years since, besides 
being of good form and colour, was half an inch in 
diameter. 

Aes



THE PROBLEM SOLVED. 

“ Wire shall I find peace ?” I exclaimed, as tossed 
and buffeted amidst the eares.and trials and disappoint- 
ments of the world, my spirit groaned under an insup- 

portable load, such as I fancied no human being had 
ever endured before me. A. chafed temper, anger at 
every cross, murmurings at every disappointment, a 
notion of ill-usage from every one, though undeserved 
from any one, were the “ miserable comforters” with 

which I fled for a season of rest from the busy haunts 
of men. “Who, and what shall disturb, or deceive, or 

trouble me here ?” was the exulting thought, as I took 
up my abode in a quiet spot, on a rocky coast that 
seemed formed to be the nursery of all sublime and 
soul-soothing meditations. The favourite scat was a 
ledge of rock overhanging the sea, and there I could 
lie and contrast the peaceful loveliness of nature, with 
the odious world and its ill-usage which had disgusted 
me. “Yes, here is peace ; it is in the contemplation of 

scencs like this that peace is to be found. Nature is 
peace.’ And I wondered whether any one had ever 
made such a discovery before. It was in truth a 
beautiful scene : the waters swelled gently up the beach, 
sparkling here and there like diamonds ; the air was soft
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and still; a few fishing-boats floated lazily in the 
distance, and fishermen sat on the rocks mending their 
nets, or were spreading them below, so innocent, so 
happy in the pursuit of their simple craft, and so 
ignorant of the noise and din and trouble of the stormy 
world! And far away in the distance lay the majestic 
ocean, sleeping beneath the sunshine, and enticing the 
wish for a voyage of pleasure on the instant. Thus I 
gazed and mused, unconscious of the lapse of time, 

until I became aware that the sun had gone down in 
clouds. A little longer, and the sea, lately so bright 
and placid, began to look dark, and to roar with a 
strange angry sound, and the waves dashed in foam 
and fury against the very rock on which I lay. The 
wind was rising, sea-birds darted about overhead, the 
fishermen had disappeared, and the few vessels were 
hurrying in as if some sudden alarm had scizcd their 
crews, while I, totally forgetting my meditations upon 
the peace-bestowing attributes of nature, scrambled 
home drenched and discontented. 

A terrific storm came on. I could not rest, but, 

guarded as securely as possible against the weather, 
I sallied forth again to see what was going on. A 
crowd had gathered on the beach, and men were in 
earnest consultation. It was almost midnight—the 
winds and waves raged in concert, like tyrants on an 
errand of destruction, and between the wild gusts came 
the sad, the startling sound of a signal gun, while far 
away across the foaming breakers twinkled occasionally 
the lights of a ship in distress. Presently twelve brave 
fellows pushed off in a life-boat, amidst the warnings, 

cautions, and blessings of their friends on shore. They 
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tossed like a feather on the furious sea; but on they 
went. We saw them no more. The gun boomed again, 
and again, and ccased—the light twinkled once more, 
and then seemed extinguished, leaving victory to the 
revels of the deep. m 

“Tt is all over,” said an old fisherman by my side. 

“She must be gone to picces.” 
The next day lifeless bodies and broken remnants of 

the wreck strewed the shore. Friends recognised some 
of the dead, and wept in bitter anguish, and all the while 

the treachcrous sea looked again as calm, and smiling, 

and beautiful, as if it had borne no part in the havoe 
of the night. 

“Peace!” thought I, “ what peace, in sea or sunbeam 

that can yicld to tempests, and hide in clouds, to bring 

misery and death upon helpless man? There is no 
peace in nature after all’? An idea suddenly flitted 
across my mind, that the scene before me bore some 

resemblance to my own temper, which was most 
amiable when all things were just to my liking ; but let 
anything arise to vex or disappoint me, and, like the sca 
in a storm, I could dash and foam and threaten (if I did 
not execute) some fearful mischief. But it was not a 
pleasant subject for meditation. 

In aday or two the little churchyard was crowded, 
and the bell tolled for the funeral of the drowned. The 
clergyman led the melancholy procession to the grave- 

side, and committed ashes to ashes, dust to dust, as the 

coffins were lowered, and dust rattled with a dismal 

sound upon the lids, amidst stifled sobs and flowing 

tears. “ Ah,” said I, “ peace is revealed to me now; but 

it is not for the living, it is buried there with the quict
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dead. We shall all find peace in our graves.” Then, 

quick as lightuing, up sprang a second thought, as the 

hawk darts upon the dove. “How do I know that 

they were fit to die ? it is only the body that lies there. 

The soul, the immortal, conscious, sensitive soul, is not 

dead; it is somewhere—Where ? Then peace is not 

necessarily the companion of death.” 
I fled from sea and rock and shipwreck, to country 

haunts and rustic life, in hills and vales and ivied 

cottages; but I saw a fight in the loveliest gem of 

scenery that ever adorned a world. I heard a virago 

voice and screaming wrehins in the prettiest retreat 

that human hands could build. J saw hosts of noisy 

sight-seers from factory towns, scouring the country by 
steam, and drinking themselves drunk by the murmur- 

ing waterfall, or singing rude songs to scare the nightin- 

gale from the woods. 

So, my holiday over, I gave up my fruitless search, 

and returned, complaining that peace is not for any 
man, since I could not find it for myself, and wondering 

what the swect word was invented to express. 
“There is no peace, saith my God, to the wicked,” 

gently replied a friend, to whom I lamented my dis- 
appointments, and told my adventures. 

“The wicked!” saidI; “and pray who are they?” 

for surely the remark could have no application to me. 
“ All who are not ‘the righteous,’ ”’ was the laconic 

reply. 

“But you must describe further, for I stand on some 
other ground—I am neither wicked, nor, I suspect, very 

righteous, and yet I cannot find peace.” 

«There is no other ground,” said my friend; “ mankind
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is in fact divided into two classes. The righteous 
are they who, feeling that in them dwelleth no good 
thing, and made conscious by the Holy Spirit of God 
that they are poor and miserable and helpless, doomed 

to exist for all eternity, and yet under the just dis- 

pleasure of a holy God, go to the Lord Jesus Christ 

for pardon of their sins, for riches and blessing and 
strength, and supplies for all their necessities, and who 

believe that ‘he who knew no sin was made sin for 

them, that they might be made the righteousness of 

God in him.’ These are the only ‘righteous,’ and these 
have peace.” 

“Do you mean,” I asked, “that they never have 
trials and vexations like other people?” 

“ Assuredly not; they have often many more; but 

in Christ, trial, instead of coming in wrath and ven- 

geance, comes as paternal chastisement to correct and 

improve the child. Sorrow does not destroy their 
peace, and the only interruption to its flowing ‘as a 

river’? is sin. ‘My peace I leave with you, my peace 

I give unto you,’ said our Lord; not outward comfort 

and enjoyment and pleasure, but something far better. 
‘In the world ye shall have tribulation : but be of good 
cheer, I have overcome the world’ ‘Let not your 

heart be troubled; ye believe in God, believe also in 

me. ‘Therefore being justified by faith, we have 
peace with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.’ This 
is the characteristic of true religion, or ‘ wisdom,’ as 

described in the proverb,—‘her paths are peace.’ 

Our Lord came, ‘to guide our feet into the way of 

peace ’—for, ‘ the kingdom of God is righteousness and 

peace and joy in the Holy Ghost.’”
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“Then,” said I, “peace has nothing to do with this 

world at all. I have been seeking a flower that cannot 
bloom on earth.” 

“Yes, it may and does bloom on earth; but it is not 
indigenous to its fallen soil. It withered in paradise 

when sin came there; but it blooms again where the 
hand of God implants it, and only there. You have 
been mistaken in your idea of peace. It is a communi- 
cation by the eternal Spirit from a forgiving God, for 
the sake of a crucified Saviour, to the heart that trusts 

in him. It derives no portion of its influence from 

things that vanish away, and is often realized in scenes 
and places that would seem to your superficial glance 
most fatal to its existence; but therein is faith tried, 

and thereby is God glorified. You have sought it as a 
comforter, to be imparted by external objects, or shared 

with you by those who possess it ;—and no wonder that 

you are disappointed.” 

“Pray give me an unquestionable example of its 

existence in this present world.” : 
“Let us take one from the history of the early 

church. Two of the apostles of the Lord Jesus 

Christ preached his gospel in the city of Thyatira, and 

thus gave offence. They were dragged before the 

rulers by a furious mob, false charges were preferred 

against them, and magistrates and people united to 

insult and punish them, until, bleeding from many 

stripes, they were cast into prison, and their feet 

secured inthe stocks. At midnight, what sounds filled 

the prison? groans of pain, complaints of injustice, 

threats of revenge? No; but prayer and praise ;— 

songs of praise unto Him who loved them, and for whose
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dear sake they rejoiced in tribulation. Scourging, and 
imprisonment, and stocks, are not very suggestive of 
patience, and peace, and melody, to the natural feelings 
and tempers of men; but the root on which they grew 
was faith. The followers of Jesus knew in whom they 
believed, and by whom the hairs of their heads were 
numbered. They were content to fulfil appointed duty, 
and to leave events to him. Their hearts were at peace. 

“ Another example occurred in the midst of a storm 
and shipwreck, when neither sun by day nor stars by 
night appeared to cheer or guide the crew. All was 
confusion and terror, no hope of being saved remained, 
and fearful apprehension of the last’ shock stamped 
despair on every brow but onc. That one was the 
calm countenance of a despised prisoncr, who amidst 
the tumult of the elements had enjoyed communion 
with Him who ‘rides upon the whirlwind, and directs 
the storm ;’ and thus he told the secret of his peace :— 
‘Sirs, be of good cheer; for I believe God, that it shall 
be even as it was told me.” What a majestic principle 
is faith! How it stills the throbbings of alarm—how 
it quicts the wayward will—how it elevates its happy 
possessor above everything that torments and overturns 
the minds of other men! It is the strong root of peace. 
‘Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is 
stayed on thee.’ ” 

“Well, but these examples are from the history of 
men who were inspired of God for a great work. Are 
such to be found among God’s people now ?” 

“Undoubtedly ; for ‘Christ is the same yesterday, to- 
day, and for ever ;’ but his apostles, though inspired to 
speak infallible truth, were not thereby protected from
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sensitiveness to pain and sorrow. A scourge, an 

insult, was as painful te them as to us; a shipwreck 

was in itself as awful to Paul as to you. There is not 

one faith for an apostle and another for this convert ; 

but one of them says that he writes to them that have 

obtained ‘like precious faith with us, through the 

righteousness of God and our Saviour Jesus Christ :’ a 

faith which is able to save from the same condemnation, 

and to sustain in the same temptations. But 1 can 

give you an example from one of those scenes in which 

you declared peace could not be found. You do not 

forget the wreck off the —— coast ?” 

“No, I shall never forget it; I was dreaming of 

having found peace and calmness, too, when the storm 

arose.” 

“T was onthe same spot shortly after, and among the 

rocks I found a little dwelling, with its only window 

looking out upon the sea. It was the abode of poverty, 

but also of peace. A poor widow lived there, whose 

husband, a fisherman, had been drowned at sea in the 

pursuit of his calling, and whose only son was one of 

those lost from the life-boat in the vain effort to afford 

assistance to the wreck.” 

“And do you mean to tell me,” I impatiently ex- 

claimed, “that she could live in peace, ever looking 

upon the treacherous waters that had robbed her of all 

she loved ?” 

“JT do; she lived, or still lives, in peace, resting by 

faith on the Everlasting Arm, to whose embrace she 

clings the more earnestly, having none on earth to share 

her love. But she can look up to the sky as well as 

down upon the billows, aud she believes God, that it 

N
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shall be to her even as he hath said. She is satisfied 

that her husband and her son knew and trusted in the 

Lord Jesus ; and when she looks down she remembers 

that ‘the sea shall give up its dead;’ and again she looks 
up, and remembers that believers, when ‘absent from 

the body, are present with the Lord,’ and that ‘when the 

trumpet shall sound, and the Lord himself shall come, 
and all his saints with him, then she, and they whose 

loss she mourns with true affection, shall meet in glory, 

according to the word. Thus faith and hope amidst all 

that scems desolate and wretched in this life, checr the 

poor widow’s lonely lot, and minister ‘peace that pass- 

eth understanding.’ She would not exchange places 

with the richest, or most thoughtless worldling that flits 

along the path of life, undisturbed by care or sorrow ; 

and she would not, like you, begin to search for peace 

in the sunshine of nature, for she has it in her own soul, 

where the world can neither give it nor take it away, 

and where her bright unfading light is a beam from ‘the 

Lord her righteousness.’ ” 

“T cannot understand it. Such misery would drive 

me to despair, or deprive me of reason.” 

“My dear friend, ‘the natural man receiveth not the 

things of the Spirit of God;’ but this poor widow has 
‘received, not the spirit of the world, but the spirit 

which is of God; that she might know the things 

that are freely given to us of God’ One of those 

things is peace with God by the blood of Christ, and 

that is always followed by peace in the dispensations 

of his providence. She, too, might have been over- 

whelmed by sorrow: but God’s child has an assurance 

that the world’s child has not, ‘As thy day, so shall
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thy strength be.” Man, whether he likes it or not, 

and whether he knows it or not, ‘is born to trouble 

as the sparks fly upward ;’ and wise unto salvation are 

those who, by the grace of God, acknowledge his hand, 
recognise the ‘needs be,’ and kiss with meckness the 

chastening rod. This is the secret of true peace, in the 
midst of a vexing and troublesome world; and the man 

who has it not within the little arena of his own heart, 

scarches for it in vain amidst scenes and objects on 
which the seal of inspiration has stamped the motto of 

the fall, ‘ Vanity of vanities, all is vanity.’ ” 
G.



A WELSIT TOMPSTONE, 

Tr was my lot to spend a few days last summer in a 

quict and beautiful retreat among the mountains of 
Wales. In my solitary walks there was much to in- 

terest and delight, scenes of cxquisite beauty which 

could not fail to give intense enjoyment to any one who 

had an eye and heart for such things. But nothing 

affected me so much as a visit to a lonely churchyard. 

Tt was situated on the banks of a beautiful stream. 

Behind it rose a richly wooded hill, and whichever way 

one looked, he found himself surrounded with hills of 

the same character. In this lonely dwelling of the 

dead, there were not twelve tombstones altogether, 

other graves having only a covering of green turf. The 

epitaphs were beautifully simple, and simply christian, 

and, as such, imparted a higher interest to the neigh- 

bourhood than any which its natural beauties could 

impart. The epitaph which struck me most consisted 

of these words: “WEN Cirrist, Wo IS OUR LIFE, 

SHALL APPEAR, THEN SHALL WE ALSO APPEAR WIT 

nim IN GLORY.” From high-sounding praises of human 

virtue I should have turned away with loathing, but 

these words awakened within me a sentiment of
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exulting joy, the recollection of which will, I trust, go 
with me, not into the grave, but into a better world. 

The sun shone brilliantly on wood, and hill, and stream. 

All nature was clad in her gayest green. The air was 

vocal with the songs of many birds. Human being, 

there was none within the range of my sight. And 

the voice which came to me from that grave was 

solemn but triumphant. 

Methought it spoke after this wise :—I trod those 
hills on which you now gaze. I wandered over those 

valleys. The place which knew me knows me no more. 

But though forgotten, I sti/d am, and when He who is 

my life shall appear, then, then shall even I also appear 

with him in glory.” 

Methought I heard it say likewise :—“ Fame never 

echoed my name beyond these valleys. It was never 
pronounced on the streets of the great and crowded 

city whence you come. Obscure, I lived; obscure, I 

died; and obscure, I sleep in this secluded grave. But 

Thad a name elsewhere. It was written in the Lamb’s 

book of life. I was entailed there as the heir of a 

glorious inheritance. Already I possess a large earnest 

of it, the larger and better part of it, in the purity and 
joy of my spirit; and when Ile who is my life shall 

appear, then shall I, in ‘a spiritual body,’ appear with 

him in glory.” 
Again said the voice to me:—“It was my lot to 

dwell amidst the purest charms of nature, to gaze on 

them, and inhale their beauties throngh every sense. 

But they neither gave me immortal health nor taught 

me where to find it; and, so far as they could bless me, 

I might have died a heathen, and without hope. But
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what nature could not do, Christ did for me. He was 

my life. He is my life. And when he shall appear, 

then shall I also appear with him in glory.” 
The last utterance which this voice seemed to pour 

into my ear was one of triumph :—* Before I was, those 

hills raised their heads to heaven, and heaved their swell- 

ing sides with abundance and beauty. And now that I 
moulder here, they are indifferent to my low estate, and 
magnify themselves as they have ever done. But the 
hour of change is on the wing. The mountains shall 

depart and the hiils shall be removed. The sun itself 

shall grow dim, and those heavens shall pass away with 

a great noise. But then shall be the day of my re- 

demption. My mouldering dust shall be fashioned like 

unto the glorious body of my Divine Lord. And when 

he shall appear to claim his purchased possession, I, 
even I, shall appear with him in glory.” 
How transcendent, I thought, the religion which in- 

spires hopes like these, and makes the poor child of 
the dust lift his head with joy and exultation amid the 
sorrows. and the deaths of a ruined world! And while 
I mused, the fire burned, and I carried it to God’s 

altar to present an offering of devout adoration to the 
ever blessed Incarnate One, ‘my Lord and my God,’ 

mingled with the prayer that when he shall appear, T 
also may appear with him in glory. 

J.K.



 



SEA SHELLS. 

‘The delicate shells lay on the shore, 

The bubbles of the latest wave 

Fresh pearls to their enamel gave ; 
And the bellowing of the savage sea 
Greeted their safe escape to me ; 

I wiped away the weeds and foam, 

And fetch’d my sea-born treasures home.” 

Never are shells so beautiful as on the sands on 

which the Almighty hand has strewn them, where sea 

and sky, and the pearls which the wave has left, add 

to their loveliness. Yet have the symmetry of their 

forms, the brilliance of their colours, their various 

flutings and convolutions, and their exquisite polish, 

ever won for them the admiration of mankind. Large 

sums, too, have been expended in their purchase by 

conchologists who have eared to procure rather what 

was rare, than that which had the greatest natural 

grace. But whether we gather them from the shores, 

or keep them in our cabinets, they well deserve our 

careful regard. We may trace their fitness to their 

inhabitants, or recall their various services to man; 

and when we place one of them to the ear, to listen to 

the music of the sea shell, its tones bring to many 
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reminiscences of rolling tides, and murmuring winds, 

and all the sweet harmonies of ocean. 

Althongh among the rocks or sands of our shores, 

we find multitudes of shells, yet they are neither so 

numerous nor so richly coloured as are the products 

of the tropical seas. Some indeed, like the different 
common species of donax and tellina, are of bright or 

pale rose colour, or of delicate lilac, or yellow tint. 
Shells of rich violet hue, like the mussel, sometimes 

are to be found in ourrambles; others, like the nautica 

or sea snail, have a glossy brown surface ; and the sand 

is often plentifully adorned with different varieties of 

the scallop shell, which, with their varied markings of 

rich brown, and white, and lilac, well deserve the name 

once given to them, of the butterflies of occan. Lovely 
little shells, with pearly linings, hang about the tufts 
of tangle or other sea weeds; and some few, like the 

common anomia, are of mother-of-pearl, and glisten 

with all the tints of the rainbow. But if we look at any 

cabinet of foreign shells, we see how the rich hues of 

green and red and violet eclipse the fainter tints of 
those of the British seas. 

Besides the pleasure which it affords us by its beauty, 
a pleasure which God has provided for in the bright- 

ness and grace of nature generally, the shell has many 
uses. Shells are the dwelling-places of countless 
living creatures, all of which exhibit in their structure 
the most exquisite mechanism, and many even, in their 

colours, the richest tints. Some mollusks have gills 

resembling little bunches of delicate flowers, others 
have them formed like tiny plumes of feathers. In 
some cases the inmate of the sea shell is of delicate
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pink hue, or of deep crimson, or marked with rich tints 
of brown or yellow, or of a blue bright as that of the 
summer heaven. On the uses of the shell-fish to man, 

and beast, and bird, we may not linger, nor tell how, 

from earliest ages, the oyster has delighted alike the 

polished epicure and the rude savage; or how the 
mussel, and the limpet, and the periwinkle, are often 

the only food of thousands. We, in our land, have 
comparatively but few uses for the shclls themselves. 
Their rich mother-of-pearl linings serve, however, as an 

excellent material for the purposes of ingenuity and 
art, and from the shell we gather, too, the pearl for 

ornament. But in former days, even in our land, the 

flat valve of the scallop-shell served for the dishes and 

plates of daily use, and the heat of the food left them 
uninjured, while the hollow valve was used for the 
drinking-eup, when in the words of Ossian, “ the joy 
of the shell went round.’ The progress of art has 
banished them from our tables, but they still supply 
domestic utensils to large tribes of man. In the south 
of India and China, the thin inner layers of some flat 
shells are polished and used instead of glass for the 
window-pane. In India, the. beautiful shell of a species 
of nautilus is a common drinking vessel, and it is 
rendered, if not more lovely, yet more costly, by having 
various pictures painted on its surface. Knives, spoons, 
fishing-hooks, even razors, have found their substitutes 

in the sea shell; and in Zetland, the shell called the 
antique fusus is suspended by a cord from the roof, 
and having a wick and oil placed in it, is used as a 
household lamp. The large shells of the scallop, once 
worn in the hat as the badge of pilgrimage to the Holy
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Land, serve us as mantel ornaments, and landscapes 
are sometimes painted on their inner sides; while in 
many countries they are commonly used as milk-skim- 
mers. The native Americans are described by an old 
writer, as hanging shells loosely on small cords, which 
made a kind of music as the wind swept in among them. 
Southey alludes to this practice :— 

“ Not a sound is heard 
But of the crackling brand or mouldering fire, 
Or when among yon pendant string of shells, 
The slow wind makes a shrill and feeble sound, 
A sound of sorrow to the mind attuned 
By sights of woe.” 

In China some shells are prized highly, because they 

are devoted to religious uses, and kept in pagodas hy 

priests. They are taken out at the accession of a new 

emperor to the throne, when they are uscd to contain 

the anointing oil employed at his coronation. In almost 
all barbarous nations, strings of shells form the neck- 

laces, bracelets, and head ornaments of the people. 

Among the Indians of North America, pieces of mussel- 
shells serve as public records; and in many parts of 

India, in Siam, and on the coast of Guinea, a species of 

cowry is so much used for current coin, as to have 

obtained the name, even among men of science, of the 
money cowry. 

Shells consist of carbonate of lime, mingled with 
animal matter; hence, when crushed, they form an 

excellent manure for land, and they have been found 
to act even more beneficially than quicklime on turf 
soils. In China, India, Ceylon, and some parts of 
Africa, where stone cannot be procured for lime burn-
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ing, the shells, so abundant on the coasts, are used 
instead, and they furnish a pure lime. 

But useful as are many individual shells, and service- 

able as are their masses for manure, yet they have a 
far higher purpose to perform in the economy of nature 
than those yet named. By means of accumulated 
heaps of shells, the bed of ocean is continually rising ; 
and when we consider that some strata of chalk, lime- 

stone, and marl consist chiefly of the shells of mol- 
luscous animals, corals, madrepores, and sea urchins, 

we can form some idea of the importance of this class 
of objects. Well have they been called the “ Medals 
of Creation.” By means of fossil shells we trace the 
records of the world in its older ages, and see that 

immense numbers of living creatures which have passed 

away from earth, had once an existence and a home 

in its watery depths. Large beds composed of these 
remains, extending for many miles bencath the carth’s 

surface, are to be met with im various regions of our 
globe; and enormous chains of mountains are but, as 

Parkinson describes them, “ vast monuments in which 

these remains of former ages are entombed.” - Strata 
of limestone rocks, stretching for miles over the land- 

scape, and green here and there with clumps of grasses 

or bright with their own peculiar flowers, are composed 
of myriads of shells, many of them so perfect as that 
the conchologist can arrange them in their respective 

classes; while so regular are the works of God, that 
even the species of the fossil sea egg may be identified, 

if the geologist can only examine one single spine from 
its surface. Many shells lie powdered together in con- 

fused heaps, centuries pass over them, and chemical
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changes affect them, until they come to form the marble 

which we value for its uses, and the gems which we 
prize for their lustre. And that little mollusk which 

glided among the waters, and made its meal of the 

animalcules contained in them, or of the tree-like weeds 

which float among them, has thus aided in originating 
some of those wondrous hills and rocks which deck the 
earth. There seemed little of carbonate of lime in such 
materials; but God gave him skill to gather it, and by 
the help of the living principle, to make it into a shell. 

A. P.



THE SEA-SHORE. 

I rovep to walk where none had walk’d before, 

About the rocks that ran along the shore ; 

Or far beyond the sight of men to stray, 
And take my pleasure when I lost my way. 
For then ’twas mine to trace the hilly heath, 
And all the mossy moor that lies beneath. 

Here had I favourite stations where I stood, 

And heard the murmurs of the ocean-flood, 

With not a sound beside, except when flew 

Aloft the lapwing, or the grey curlew, 

Who with wild notes my fancied power defied, 
And mock’d the dreams of solitary pride. 
T loved to stop at every creek and bay 

Made by the river in its winding way, 

And call to memory—not by marks they bare, 

But by the thoughts that were created there. 

Pleasant it was to view the sea-gulls strive 
Against the storm, or in the ocean dive, 

With eager scream; or when they dropping gave 

Their closing wings to sail upon the wave : 

Then as the winds and waters raged around, 

And breaking billows mix’d their deafening sound, 

They on the rolling deep securely hung, 

And calmly rode the restless waves among.
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Nor pleased it less around me to behold, 
Far up the beach, the yeasty sea-foam roll’d ; 

Or from the shore upborne, to see on high 
Its frothy flakes in wild confusion fly : 

While the salt spray that clashing billows form, 
Gave to the taste a feeling of the storm. 

CRABBE.
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A PARTY was arranged among the Heaths and their 

visiting friends, for a day’s pleasure at ——-—, the 

spacious park and noble mansion of the Duke of ; 

As Mrs. Heath and her daughter, “on hospitable 

  

thoughts intent,” were busily engaged in preparation 

for the comfortable refreshment of the party, Mr. 

Heath, accompanied by his friend Mr. Finch, undertook 

the service of beating up for recruits, and providing 

suitable carriages. 

Among the friends whose company they were desirous 

of securing, were Mr. and Mrs. Wade. Mr. Wade, it 

was found, could not jom the party for the day, as 

official duty required him to attend a sitting of magis- 

trates at the town hall; but he engaged, if the mecting 

were not unusually protracted, to ride over afterwards 

and spend an hour or two with his friends in the park.— 

And Mrs. Wade—might they hope for the pleasure of 

her company ? 
“My good wife must answer for herself,’ replied 

Mr. Wade; “she is one of the careful Marthas, and 

can rarely be induced to leave home. I wish she may 

be able to arrange matters on this occasion ; I know she 

would enjoy the society of her friends; and the little
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change and recreation would be beneficial to one who 
is habitually so closely confined. Do, my dear, make 
an effort, and give yourself a holiday for once.” 

“ Do not say for once,” replied Mrs. Wade, with a 
smile. “I could remind you of giving me many holi- 
days. I really wish I could see it right to accept the 
kind invitation of our friends on this occasion; but 
circumstances preclude my leaving home at present. 
My nurse has been ill, and is not strong enough to take 
charge of the children.” 

It was with sincere regret that Mrs. Wade’s friends 
yielded to the validity of her reasons. A young female 
was present. Mr. Finch supposing her to be a daughter 
of his friends, good-naturedly said, ‘“ Perhaps we may 
be favoured with the company of Miss Wade—can she 
be spared ?” 

This proposal was promptly acceded to—the little 
misapprehension corrected—the young lady duly an- 
nounced as Miss Bennet, a niece of Mr. Wade—and 
the visitors took their departure. 

Now, if Mr. Finch’s appeal had received a true, full, 
and particular answer, it might have been something 
like this :—‘ Oh yes, she can be spared. She is of no 
use at home, and will never be missed, or only by the 
absence of the trouble she occasions. She requires 
more waiting upon than any other person in the house; 
and during a period of family sickness she has never 
once offered to alleviate the fatigues of mistress or 
servants, either by endeavouring to make herself use- 
ful, or by dispensing with needless attendance.” The 
relatives of Miss Bennet were far too kind and generous 
to bear any such testimony concerning her, though
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they could not but observe with regret the sad defi- 
ciencies and defects in her character. 

Through the whole of that day and the next, the 
young lady was very busily employed. It was observed 

in the kitchen (servants 7/7 make their own observa- 

tions) that the parlour bell had not been so still any 

two days since Miss Bennet came. This was not very 

extraordinary ; when people are really employed they do 

not require half so much waiting upon as when they 

are idle. They have not time themselves to think of 

giving trouble to others. Well, Miss Bennet eagerly 

yet perseveringly pursued her task. She was preparing 
some ornamental articles of dress for herself, which she 
intended to wear on the day of the party; and her 
patience and energy were sustained by the animating 

consideration, how well these things would become “er. 
Asmall portion of the same energy and aptitude, had 
they been with good-will devoted to the service of 
others, would have rendered this young lady far more 
amiable and useful than she was, would have secured 

to her the love and gratitude of those around her, and 
caused her presence to be desired, and her absence 
to be regarded as areal loss. Such is the difference 
between selfishness and benevolence. 

* * * * 

“Tf all be well, we purpose on the 25th leaving 
home for the Isle of Wight. We hope the change may 
tend to the re-establishment of health. Your brother 
also is anxious to send us out of the way while the 

- house is painted and papered. We take with us nurse 
and housemaid; leaving our trusty old Betty in charge 

O
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of the house, and to wait upon her master when he is 
at home. We hope he will be able to come down on 
Saturday afternoons ; pass the sabbaths with us, and 

return to business on Monday mornings. What a real 

comfort and advantage does railway travelling afford ! 
Tt is a pity it should ever be abysed. And now, my 

dear sister, I can scarcely venture to ask such a favour, 
for I know how truly valuable she is to you—but could 

you and brother spare your dear Lucy to accompany us? 

Tt would be a great accession of pleasure to the young 
people—indeed, to all of us—and I need not say we 
should endeavour to make it agreeable to her. The 
children caught a word about it at breakfast time, 
when your brother proposed my writing to you on the 
subject; and they have ever since been full of the idea 
of having dear cousin Lucy with them. I tell them 
not to set their minds too much upon it; for it is very 
uncertain whether she can be spared. However, I sin- 
cerely hope it may be practicable. It is our intention 
not to exceed a month,” etc. 

Such is a fragment of the letter over which Mr. and 
Mrs. Neville sat in close consultation. 

“* Well, my dear, what do you think of it?” 

“ What do you think? is the question. I should 
very much like to let her go—but how can you possibly 
spare her?” 

“ That is not easily answered—it requires considera- 
tion. My first impression is, that if possible she ought 
to be spared. She deserves pleasure, and this is an 
opportunity so unexceptionable and altogethercongenial, 
that I quite wish she may be permitted to enjoy it. 
As to sparing her, to be sure she will be very much
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missed both in the house and out of it; but she is so 
much beloved, and always so willing to help others, 
that no doubt one and another wil! be willing to take 
a share in her duties during her absence.” 

It wil require not a few to fill up her place. Dear 
child, what a mercy it is to see her an active humbie 
follower of Him who went about doing good!” 

“Oh, yes; infinitely beyond any earthly distinction. 
Truly may we say of her, ‘Thy father and thy mother 
shall be glad, and she that bare thee shall rejoice.’ 
Oh, that each of the younger children may copy her 
example !” 

“ Here she comes, we shall hear what she says of it 
herself. Well, Lucy, here is an invitation for you— 
read it, and tell us what you think about it.” 

“What do you and mamma think ?” 
“ We both think it would be a nice holiday for you, 

and that we should like you to enjoy it.” 
“ Tt is very kind of uncle and aunt to invite me, and 

very kind of you to be willing to spare me; but— 
T hardly think I cin go. Mamma ought not to have 
more fatigue thrown wpon her; and—it is not much 
that I can do—but many little things require atten- 
tion, and I ought not to neglect them for my own 
pleasure.” 

“ Well, think about it, love. It will be time enough 
to answer your aunt’s letter to-morrow. Meanwhile 
we must look round and try to find some efficient 
substitute.” 

€ sk * * 

“Well, how is it settled about Lucy’s expedition ?”
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was the question of her papa, as he took his seat at 

the tea-table. 

 T think we shall manage to spare her. Mary has 

just been in to say that if Miss Lucy goes out, she 

shall be happy to attend to the children morning and 

evening; and this she can very well do in addition to 

her regular work, by rising a little earlier. ‘ Anyhow,’ 

she says, ‘Miss Lucy may depend upon it, her mamma 

shall not be over-fatigued.’” 

“That is very kind and gratifying; Mary is a well- 

principled young woman, and manifests much of that 

real attachment, good-will, and fellow-feeling by which 

service is rendered acceptable, and domestic comfort 

greatly promoted. The nursery school, I suppose, must 

break up for a month’s vacation,—or are you to become 

deputy governess P” 
“You are not right this time in either of your 

guesses. Lucy called on Ellen Moore to consult about 

a substitute for her Sunday school class, not at all 

expecting to find one there, but wishing, in case of her 

going out, to make such arrangements as would be quite 

satisfactory to Miss Moore as superintendent; when a 

young lady who had just arrived there on a visit, and 

who is constantly engaged in the work of Sunday school 

teaching, kindly proposed to take Lucy’s class during 

her absence. Not only so; the two young ladies 

knowing Lucy’s engagements at home, have volunteered 

their services, one or other of them daily, to fill her 

place as nursery governess. Then Frank Moore has 
undertaken the tract distribution, and that steady little 
girl, Betsy Smith, will go round and collect the Bible 
and Missionary pence, and bring them to me to take
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account of. So that settles the business both out of 
doors and at home.” 

“Not quite, mamma; there is one thing more.” 
“Oh, you mean the shirts for your brothers to take 

to school. I think we must put them out to be done.” 
“Ob no, mamma, there is no occasion to put them 

out. I intend, if you please, to take them with me; 

I shall surely have time to do some needlework. ‘The 
other thing that I was thinking about was poor old 
Mrs. West; she does so depend on having a chapter 
or two to read to her on a sabbath evening.” 

“ Well, Lucy, I think I must undertake that service. 
The distance is too great for mamma, and perhaps the 
poor woman would like an old acquaintance better than 
a stranger. If all be well you may depend on me for 
that.” 

“Thank you, dear papa, that will be a treat to her; 

and if you and mamma think proper, I shall be satisfied 
and happy in going out. But oh, how often I shall 
think of you all, and how glad I shall be to come home 
again !?” 

“Well, I fancy we shall not forget you, and that we 
shall all be as glad as yourself to welcome you home 
again. May you, my dear child, through life be humble 
and useful, then you will be beloved and happy.” 

“How can she be spared? our only daughter, the 
delight of our eyes, the comfort of our lives.” 

So said the fond parents of Emily Ward, when a 
young minister of the gospel, just fixed in an important 
station of labour and usefulness, sought her as the
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companion of his life. And the dutiful girl clung to her 
parents, and declined the overtures of one whom she 
nevertheless honoured and loved. The young man, 
however, did not withdraw his attentions, or relinquish 

his hopes, and im process of time the parents became 
reconciled to the prospect of the union. That they 
might not be altogether deprived of the society of their 
child, they made arrangements for removing their 
abede and settling near the young people. A house | 

was taken, and most of the furniture removed; the day 
of the marriage was fixed, and the expectant bride- 

groom arrived two days previously. He found his Emily 

_ slightly indisposed, so slightly as to awaken no solici- 
tude. She passed the evening in the society of her 

parents, her beloved, and a few friends who met to 
take a Christian farewell of a family so long respected 
in the town. But “at midnight there was a cry made,” 
and the approach of another Bridegroom announced. 
In a few hours the blooming Emily was a corpse; and 
under such circumstances could she be spared? Yes; 

vain is all remonstrance when Death presents his com- 
mission ; more than that, she was spared, not merely 

snatched away, but submissively yielded up. “To de- 
part, and to be with Christ, which is far better,” was her 

own blessed conviction ; and the bereaved were enabled 

to say, “It is the Lord, let him do what seemeth him 
good.” “We sorrow not as those who have no hope. 

She shall not return to us, but we shall go to her, 

‘and so shall we be for ever with the Lord;’” and they 
comforted one another with these words. 

% # # ‘ 

And the active, the benevolent, the useful, those who
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are not only the strength and ornament of families, but 
the life and soul of benevolence and pious enterprise, 
the benefactors of mankind, can they be spared? Yes ; 

if the message comes, “The Lord hath need of them.” 
Else would not the weeping church have surrounded 
the bier of that disciple who “ was full of good works 

and almsdeeds which she did,’ Acts ix. 36—39; else 

would Howard have been preserved from infection 
while labourmg for the relief of human misery; else 
would not the devoted Harriet Newell have been cut off 
in the bud of her missionary consecration, nor her 
beloved associate and friend, Ann Judson, when, after 

thirteen years of unparalleled exertions and sufferings in 
the missionary cause, she thought her trials were past, 
the horizon around brightening, and she anticipated 
along and uninterrupted course of toil for the con- 
version of the heathen ; else would the stroke of death 

be confined to those useless triflers whose loss is not 
greatly felt nor lamented, while a mark of immortality, 
or at least of continuance to old age, would be set upon 
the foreheads of those whose life is a blessing to the 
world, and their death a public loss. But “My thoughts 
are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways, 
saith the Lord. For as the heavens are higher than 
the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways, and 
my thoughts than your thoughts,” Isa. lv. 8, 9. 

Often are the most beloved and cherished friends 
snatched from the fond embraces of those whose lives 
seem bound up in theirs. Yet so far from sinking 
under the loss, the bereaved mourner is enabled to live, 

and to live happily, in realizing the presence and com- 
munications of Him whose favour is life, and whose
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loving-kindness is better than life, Ps. xxx. 5; 

Ixiti. 8. Often the most valuable and efficient instru- 

ments are removed at the moment that they seemed 

most essential to the prosecution of the work. Yet 

the work is not abandoned, or given up im despair. 

Our tendency to idolatry receives a check; we are 
taught to rely less upon instruments, and more upon 

the Divine Agent. With him is the residue of the 

Spirit: when he removes some, he raises up others, and 

endows them with the needful qualifications for carrying 

on his work ; and by all his dispensations he makes his 

people know that “without Him they can do nothing;” 

but that there is no human instrumentality so valuable 
or so essential as that it cannot be spared, while his 

church can say: God is with us, God is for us, God 

in Christ is ours. 
And of all who have been hardly spared and deeply 

lamented, it may be said they are not altogether lost. 
Their works survive. They have laid the foundation, 
and others build thereon. They have ploughed and 
sowed with tears, others reap with joy. Their example 
continues to operate, their spirit diffuses itself around. 
How many have been stimulated to acts of useful 
charity, by remembering “the coats and garments 
which Dorcas made!” How many, by reading of the 
zeal, and consecration, and self-denying and successful 

labours of others, have been found to look around and 
ask, “‘ Lord, what wilt thou have me to do?” Thus, as 
one labourer falls others advance to take his place, and 
the work of the Lord goes on; and when at length it 
is completed, in triumph it will appear, that each indi- 
vidual employed in that blessed service, was endowed
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with exactly the capabilities, and continued just as long 
in the exercise of them as was needful for the accom- 
plishment of the service to which he was appointed. 
There will be no deficiency, no redundancy. Not one 
will be found that could be spared, nor one be wanting 
to complete the universal symmetry. 

H.C.



THE SPRING AS AN EMBLEM OF TITHE 

RESURRECTION.* 

Tuar is a beautiful thought of the Israelites of our 
days; when they enter their cemetery to deposit there 

one of their number, it is said, they bow together three 

times to the ground; then seizing the grass of the 

tomb which they are about to open, and casting it 

behind them, they utter in chorus these words of the 

prophet ; “Thy ‘bones shall flourish like the grass,’— 

O my brother, thy ‘bones shall flourish like the grass.’ ” 

My brethren, T come here to do something of a similar 

kind to-day. I take, as it were, handfuls of the grass 

and flowers with which the spring has covered our 

fields, and amidst the concerts of gratitude and joy 

heard everywhere around us at this season of miracles, 

T exclaim, Resurrection! Resuirection! I declare to 

you that your bones, though laid in the very dust, shall 

flourish like the grass, with the whole of nature, which 

* By Dr. Ganssen, addressed to his parishioners, while pastor in 

Satigny, to illustrate the teachings of spring; furnishing a fine 

specimen of the simple and beantiful style in which the Swiss 

pastors, in the rural districts, frequently address their flocks. Dr. 

Gaussen is now Professor of Systematic Theology, in connexion 

with Dr. Merle @Aubigné, in the Evangelical School at Geneva.
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lives again. I preach to you the resurrection of the 

just. 
O my parishioners and brethren, what a thought ! 

When I come amongst this flock, committed to my 
tender care, and read in these beloved countenances 

the expression of a spiritual and immortal nature, I 

think that all these children of men will soon fall and 
disappear, as last autumn the leaves of the woods fell 

and disappeared; and oh! with what emotion does my 
whole soul then spring forward to that resurrection 

which I am charged to announce to you! How sweet, 
at such a time, the thought that God enables us every 

year, by the renewal of all the plants, grains, and insects 
around us in the country, to ery to all from the midst 

of. these changes: Child of mortality, thou shalt rise 
again from the dust, and thy bones shall flourish like 
the grass. 

* % * % 

I proceed, in the first place, to show you how the 
marvellous renewals which take place in the spring, now 

recall to our imagination the great doctrine of the resur- 
rection of our body at the last day. I shall speak to 

youas if you were all Christians; but at the close, 
I shall remind you—as it is the duty of a faithful minis- 
ter to distinguish, though without judging, who among 

his hearers are converted, and who are not converted— 

I shall remind you of what such symbols say to our 
conscience, and how they urge us to examine ourselves 

whether we be in the faith. 

And oh! may the God of all grace, who repeats to 

us in such varied forms the doctrines of life, and who 

speaks to.us in the wonders of the season with such
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tenderness and power, condescend to address himself 
more intimately to our souls, and explain to us “apart” 
the import of all these lessons and parables. 

A few months ago, and the earth was a desert of ice ; 
all was silent and lifeless. The plants were dry, their 
beauty was gone; everywhere they presented to us only 
the aspect of death. The trees stripped of their foliage, 
like dry bones, rattled their bare branches against each 
other; the brooks and torrents were arrested in their 

course; their motion was suspended; instead of the 
breath of life which animates every thing to-day, the 
north wind, like the breath of destruction, swept alone 
over that vast cemetery. 
Who of us, if custom had not rendered us familiar 

with the prodigies of spring, would not, at the sight-of 
all that death, have been tempted to exclaim, “ Lord, 

can all these things live again?” And yet what have 
we seen? From the first days of spring the Almighty 
has prophesied upon these dry bones; they have 
appeared to move, to be covered, as it were, with the 

nerves of life. Now they live, they breathe; adorned 

with verdure and flowers, lo! they seem to stand up, 

forming an exceeding great army to the praise of God. 
To-day, motion, progress, joy, life, appear in every place, 
where but lately we saw nothing but silence, sadness, 
and death. Has not a spirit of resurrection, a living 

soul entered into nature? Has not the breath of God, 

from “the four winds, breathed upon these dry bones ? 

Have not myriads of creatures come to life in the air, 

the earth and the waters, just as the elect shall come to 

life on the happy day of the resurrection of the just ? 

What were these flowers everywhere springing from the



OF THE RESURRECTION. 205 

ground, as from their tombs, fresh as the morning dew, 

numerous as the sands of the sea, and more beautiful 

by far than the robe of an emperor in the day of his 

glory; what were they a few months ago but dull and 

unsightly roots, or seeds, resembling the vile dust which 

we trample under our foot? But look now: these roots 

and grains lately buried, like the human body in the 
grave, which is only an object of horror; these roots 

and seeds which were corrupting and decomposing in 
our furrows before their renovation, are to-day become 
the ornament of the country and the delight of our eyes. 
Admire how each succeeding day these miracles of re- 

surrection, so far from ceasing, increase and spread with 

as much rapidity as splendour; how myriads of plants 

and insects, by an incomprehensible operation of God, 

rise continually from the earth to praise, in concert, the 

Almighty Creator who has delivered them from death, 

and brought them into the light of our most beautiful 

days. See how the whole creation, as if raised from 

a tomb, is penetrated with life, and pulsates with 

joy! 
And can you, happy cultivators of these charming 

plains, be insensible to so many prodigies? Have you 

not this morning beheld scenes the most magnificent, as 

you ascended and descended these smiling hills? And 
will you not, on your return from this place, find them 
again in all their royal pomp? Will you not learn that 
God preaches to you by this means with a clearness of 
import and an exuberance of goodness the great doctrine 

of the resurrection both of the just and of the unjust ? 
And will you not receive the lesson with tenderness and 

gratitude, and say, “Speak, O my God, God of the
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Bible, God of the resurrection, God of salvation! 

Speak, O my God, thy servant heareth.” 
What then do all these marvels preach to you, if not 

the truth and certainty of the Divine promises? They 

are given to reproduce them to you, so to speak, in the 

persons of the trees, tic flowers, the insects, and indeed 

in the whole of nature. They repeat to you in a manner 

the most impressive, that the day is coming when the 

earth, hitherto cursed, shall see rismg upon it the 

sun of an eternal spring. Then, as the Bible says, 

all that are in their graves shall hear the voice of 

the Son of God, and they that hear shall live. Then 

the Lord, clothed with light and glory, shall descend 

from heaven with his mighty angels, and myriads of his 

holy ones. He will come with a shout, with the voice 

of the archangel, and the trump of God,—for the 

trumpet shall sound. Then a scene, if possible more 

imposing than that of the creation, shall be displayed. 

The voice of the Son of man piercing the tombs of the 

dead, shall be heard by them all, and “their bones shall 

flourish like the grass.” Then shall the sea give up 

the dead which are in it, and all the graves the dead 

which are in them! Then the children of God of all 

conditions, of all places and times, shall stand upon the 

earth. Light and life shall be restored; a new heaven 

shall be revealed, and a new earth prepared for them ; 

they shall chant the songs of the resurrection; sorrow 

shall be no more, for sin shall be no more: swallowed 

up in victory, death shall be no more! 
All this is. as certain as the return of spring after 

winter. It is as certain as the entire word of God, 

which cannot lie; as sure as the faithfulness of the
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Being who reveals to us all the laws of nature. Then 
shall men flourish in the cities as the dust of the earth. 
Then shall be fulfilled the promise, “Thy dead men 
shall live, together with my dead body shall they arise.” 
They shall rise again. “ Awake and sing, ye that dwell 
in dust, for thy dew is as the dew of herbs, and the 
earth shall cast out the dead.” 

But these are not only illustrations but proofs of the 
resurrection; and this brings us to the second part of 
our subject. 

My brethren, beholding these prodigies of Divine 
power, can you conceive how one living among the 
innumerable resurrections of spring, can say with the 
sceptics of Corinth of whom the apostle Paul speaks, 
“How are the dead raised up, and with what body do 
they come?” Ought we not to reply to them, as our 
Lord to the Saddueces who denied the resurrection, 

“Ye know not the Seriptures, neither the power of 
God?” Or rather, as St. Paul—“Thou fool!” Is not 

thy Creator omnipotent? Does he not call things 
which are not, as though they were? Are not his 
invisible perfections, “his eternal power and Godhcad,” 
discovered “by the things that are made?” Is not the 
God of the spring also the God of the promises? Can 
he not exercise his power in the sepulchres of men, as 
you see it exercised each spring, in the numberless 
sepulchres of plants which renew their life, and of 
winged insects which spring from the tomb? Cannot 
that God who from the earth of our furrows causes to 
spring up anemones, lilies, rich fruits and clusters of 
grapes, also cause to rise from the dust, a man, a child 
of God, a friend of Jesus, whom we have laid there
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with so many prayers and tears? Cannot that God 
who perhaps a hundred years ago, from a simple acorn 
which a child might have concealed in his hand, caused 
that magnificent tree to grow which covers our church 

with its shadow, and all the fruits which it has borne, 

also cause the body of a child of Adam to spring up 
from the silence of the tomb? Insensate ones ! ye 

know neither the Scriptures, nor the power of God. 

Will that God, think you, who each hour changes the 
water into sap in the trees of our vineyards and in the 

stems of our corm; who will soon change that sap into 
grapes and ears of corn; who condescends: finally to 
change those grapes and ears, eaten as food, into quick- 
ening blood, circulating through our veins and arteries ; 
who each instant causes to rise from the earth millions 
upon millions of winged insects; who on the sixth day 
of creation formed from dust the body of our first 
parent ;—will that God find more difficulty in raising 
the same body a second time from the same dust, on 
the day of the resurrection? “Thou fool,” says the 
apostle, “that which thou sowest is not quickened 
except it die; and that which thou sowest thou sowest 

not that body that shall be, but bare grain, it may 
chance of wheat or of some other grain. But God 
giveth it a body as it hath pleased him, and to every 
seed his own body.” So shall it be in the resurrection. 

“Tt is sown in corruption, it is raised in incorruption ; 

it is sown in dishonour, it is raised in glory; itis sown 
in weakness, it is raised in power.” 

But before goimg further, let me point out two sym- 
bols furnished by spring, which reveal to us with stronger 

evidence and greater precision this important truth.
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This is the season when all the winged insects, the 

bees, the cochineals, the butterflies, the grasshoppers, 

the May-bugs, the beautiful silk-worms, and. the, 

voracious locusts, issue in myriads from their: cells, 

their aurelias, their cocoons, and their chrysalises. 

Behold that wonderful insect, that light and graceful 

inhabitant of the air, which in our gardens resembles a 

flying flower, and by the elegance of its shape, and the 

splendour of its colours, forms the delight of our eyes ! 

What was it at first, and what has it become? It was 

at first a crawling insect, an unsightly caterpillar. Some 

weeks or some months ago it seemed to die. It was 

seen to grow pale, to change colour; then to stop eating 

and moving, and afterwards to shut itself in a kind of 

sepulchre, to get rid of some of its members, and 

become like a corpse wrapped in a winding-sheet or 

a mummy in the catacombs, which had been plunged 

in bitumen, and rolled up in bands. Nay, more, before 

yielding to death, it buried itself in the earth, where 

it took the precaution even to lay itself out upon a 

bier; and ¢here it might have been seen in its follicle, 

as the bodies of embalmed Egyptians have been dis- 

covered in their coffins of sycamore. ' But as soon as 
it has felt the quickening breath of spring, how sur- 
prising the change which it undergoes by the power 

of God! Would it be said that it is the same creature? 

Yes, it is the same; and yet it is not the same. It has 
torn asunder its winding-sheet, it has broken its bier ; 

and it has been seen rising up to newness of life; 
a creature, aérial, winged, glorious, radiant with 
beauty, endued with new senses and new faculties, to 

seek in a higher element purer food and nobler enjoy- 
P
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ments. This new creature appears to have retained 
none of the humiliations and miseries of its old condition. 
The abject caterpillar which was buried, and the happy 
winged animal seen rising from it, seem to you entirely 
different; the living one reminds you of that which 
was dead only by contrast. The first crawled upon the 

ground, like us, unceasingly exposed to a thousand 

accidents ; the other soars into the air, and disdains, as 

it were, to light upon the earth from which it sprang. 

The first shocked our sight by its disgusting appearance ; 

the second, adorned with the richest colours, is the 

delight of our eyes. The first was blind; the second 

is furnished with the most marvellous eyes, resembling, 

by their innumerable and brilliant facets, richly cut 

diamonds. It has even acquired, as some suppose, a 
new sense in its axtenne ; it enjoys a thousand sensa- 

tions of which it formerly knew nothing. The first 

nourished itself on gross and common aliment ; but this, 

since its resurrection, is seen flying from flower to 
flower, living upon honey and dew, rejoicing in the 
freedom of nature, forming even its ornament, and 

gladdened by the purest joys. 
But there is another symbol of spring which I cannot 

suppress. [refer to the singular preservation of the num- 
berless germs which come to light, at this glad season, 
in all parts of the earth, the air, and the waters. 

The seed is to the plant what the egg is to the insect 
or the bird which proceeds from it. In each egg there 
is a germ, containing the lineaments of a little animal, 
which needs only the heat to develop it. In each seed 
also is a germ from which the plant issues. And as no 

vegetable is produced without a seed, to which it owes
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its. first existence, so no animal can come to the light 
which has not been prepared in an egg. 

But science has already numbered upon the globe 
ten thousand species of insects, and eighty thousand 
different species of plants, each of which proceeds from 
a germ peculiar to itself. And yet, my brethren, it is sur- 
prising that all these seeds of plants and eggs of insects, 
scattered everywhere, by millions upon millions, are 
never mistaken by the spring in its innumerable resur- 
rections ; the cochineal never arising where we expected. 
the ant, or the tamarind in the place of the sycamore, 
or the mint and the cummin in the place of the hyssop 
or the mustard. But it is especially surprising how all 
these germs can, previous to their renewal, brave the 
power of the elements, the moisture of the night, the 
rigour of the winter, frequently long years, and some- 

times also ages, without losing anything of their germi- 

nating virtue, or of that mysterious life which lies 

concealed in their interior. 
You have doubtless heard the tradition that the 

Greek missionaries, thirteen hundred years ago, secretly 

conveyed from China to Europe, in the hollow of a 

pilgrim’s staff, the first eggs of those marvellous worms 

which at this day supply us with silk, and which, by 

their labours year after year, enrich so many countries. 

You know also how in European markets people trade 

in these germs under the name of seed, as you would 

do with the seed of poppies or wheat. 

The illustrious Bonnet mentions some little animals 

whose germs sustain, without perishing, the heat of boil- 

ing water; while others, still more remarkable—those, 

for example, of the eels in rickety corn, or of polypi in
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rain-water—are preserved dry, and in a state of apparent 
death, for many years, the one in the corn and the other 

in the dust. Corn has been discovered both in Europe 
and in Africa which had been buried for several ages in 

cavities, or subterranean hollows, whose germs came to 

light as soon as one of our springs shed upon them its 

quickening breath. 

And to mention still one thing more, have you not 
heard of those Celtic tombs, and of the skeletons and 

seeds lately discovered near Bergerac, in France? 
Under the head of each of these skeletons, buried, it is 

said, two thousand years ago, the superstition of the 
Druid priests had placed a block, and under each of 
these blocks, in a little circular cavity covered with 

cement, a small quantity of seeds. Well, these seeds of 

two thousand years’ duration, being collected and sown 

with particular care, have rapidly germinated ; and the 

heliotrope, the trefoil, and the blue-bell have been seen 

springing, in resurrection of life, after twenty centuries 

of burial; so that last year you might have beheld, with 
your own eyes, those marvellous plants blossoming in 

beauty, under the light of our own spring, after their 
germs had slept two thousand years under the heads of 
the dead, and in the dust of the tombs.* 

* These are striking illustrations, beautiful analogies of the 
resurrection of the dead. But as we cannot prove the existence of 
any germ in the bodies of the dead, we cannot urge them as 
proofs.—They are rather mute promises of what may be, striking 
resemblances, and perhaps premonitions, of the resurrection 
of the dead. Still it cannot be shown that no such germ, 
nucleus, or principle does exist, hidden, so to speak, in the 
grosser particles of the body, preserved by the power of God, and 

in due time “ germinating like the grass.” Be this, however, as it 
#
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O my beloved brethren, my companions in the journey 
to the tomb, what may we not anticipate? Are not 
these sublime and imposing symbols; and am I not 
right in saying that they are rich in instruction and 
consolation? Do they not justify us in affirming that 
those very dead, whose dried skulls preserved the germs 

of the sun-flower, the blue-bell, and the clover, shall also 

rise from their own dust in the last great day; that 
their germs shall be preserved, in spite of all the powers 

of the elements and the duration, of ages; that then 
Jesus will come in the clouds of heaven; that there will 

may, we are assured by inspiration, that a body will arise identical 
with the body that has perished. God it is who provides it, 
just as he created the world at first, and brought light and life 
from darkness and death. “The dead shall hear his voice.” 
Moreover, identity of person, nay more, identity of body, does 
not depend upon identity of particles. Our bodies are changing 
perpetually even now, but they preserve their identity. The 
body of a full-grown man is the same that he had when a little 
child; changed indeed, but essentially the same. So the spiritual 
body of the resurrection will be very unlike the body we have 
now, and yet the same; another, as the corn which springs from 
the seed, or the flower from the root, and yet not another. “It 
is sown a natural body, it is raised a spiritual body.” All that is 
gross and perishable is gone; only the ethereal and immortal 
remains, The old root has perished, but the flower blossoms in 

the paradise of God. The garments of the flesh have rotted and 
fallen off, but the garment of the spirit is discovered in imperish- 
able splendour. : 

Is there nothing in the body but what meets the eye? Is there 
nothing in it essential, indivisible, indestructible? Whence came 

it? What is its basis or substratum? Does nothing remain when. 
its outward form has passed away? Moreover, must every thing 

be measured by our senses, or even by our reason, limited and im- 

perfect as itisP Shall we set bounds to the Almighty, and say to 

him, “Hither shalt thou come, and no further?” No, true phi- 

losophy and true religion equally forbid the presumption.—T. 

’
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be a resurrection of the just and of the unjust; thatali 

the dead that are in their graves shall hear his voice, 
and that he will quicken their bodies by his Spirit 

that dwells in them ? 
What inexpressible peace truly has the Christian who 

thus relies upon the promises of God, recalled and con- 

firmed every moment in the scenes of nature! He 

does not see a plant, a seed, a flower, an insect, an egg, 

ora blade of grass, which does not repeat to him, 

“ Here thy God once more speaks to thee! Here Jesus 
calls to thee as to Mary of Bethany : Thy brother shall 

rise again; thy bones shall flourish like the grass; thou 
hast a heritage in thy Father’s house; thou shalt not 

be unclothed, but clothed upon; and if the tabernacle 

in which thou now lodgest is about to dissolve, thy God 

is preparing for thee in heaven a mansion unchangeable 
and everlasting.” Godis love. He is thy God, as he 

was the God of Abraham. He is not the God of the 
dead, the God of the dust; and in giving thee faith, he 

has marked thee for the great day of the resurrection 
- of the just. ? 

Ah! then, if Jesus dwells in your hearts by faith, 

take courage. Look around you. Everywhere in these 
smiling fields you behold miracles which cry to you, 
Resurrection! Resurrection! Do not fear if age or 
sickness has invaded that mortal frame. Rather trans- 

port your vision to that day when the glorious resur- 

rection shall adorn it with celestial beauty and im- 

perishable grace. Yes, redeemed spirit, take off without 
regret that soiled and rent garment with which thou 

art now burdened, that body exhausted by sickness, 

and worn out by time; for on awaking at the sound of
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the avchangel’s trumpet, thou shalt find a robe whiter 
than the snow, more radiant than the light. Thou 
shalt spring again from the earth, like the sun-flower, 

the blue-bell, and the clover; like the rose of Sharon, 

and the lily of the valley. Thou shalt be transported 
into the garden of the last Eden, the radiant home of 
eternal holiness. Then with thy renovated eyes shalt 
thou contemplate the face of God, with thine ear shalt 
thou hear the melody of angels, with thy tongue shalt 

thou sing the happy songs of the resurrection, and 
with thy hands shalt thou take the cup of deliverance 
and the palms of glory. 

Happy day for the children of God! As soon as 

Jesus has appeared in the clouds of heaven, they will 

cast aside the veil that covers them. They will rise 
from all our cemeteries, from the very tombs beneath 
this roof, and from those which we have opened hard 

by, and but yesterday perhaps at the gate of this 

church. They shall flourish like the grass. They shall 
hear the piercing trump of God; for the trumpet shall 
sound. They shall come together to meet the Lord in 
the air, and then shall they be for ever with the Lord. 

Then shalt thou rise from thy grave to meet our 
common Saviour, O my brother, my wife, my son, my 

daughter, my father, if in Christ thou hast fallen 

asleep; and thou dear little child, whom we have 

dedicated to thy service! No! no! God will forget 
none. He, the King of glory, will not forget thee, 
poor beggar lying at the rich man’s door; nor thee, 
humble publican, that didst return in penitence to thy 
God; nor thee, lowly widow, unknown to men, but well 

known to Jesus; nor thee, miserable thief, converted on
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the cross.of thy just punishment. Ye shall rise all of 
you; ye shall flourish like the grass. The Lord your 

Shepherd will give rest to your souls, and wipe away 
all tears from your eyes. He will clothe you in white 
robes, washed in the blood of the Lamb! He will give 

you life, yea, more than life. O day of resurrection! 
day of holiness and felicity! day of consolations in- 
effable, of hopes eternal ! 

But in the day of the final judgment there will be 
a fearful distinction revealed between the righteous 
and the wicked. Some shall rise “to everlasting life, 

and some to shame and everlasting contempt.” Ah! 

then, let us inquire whether Christ be formed in us the 

hope of glory, and whether we shall have part in the 

resurrection of the just. 

May we, brethren, all find mercy in that day; and 

may “the God of peace, who brought again from the 
dead our Lord Jesus, that great Shepherd of the sheep, 
through the blood of the everlasting covenant, make 
you perfect in every good work to do his will, working 
in you that which is wellpleasing i his sight, through 

Jesus Christ, to whom be glory” throughout all ages, 

world without end. Amen.



    

 



SEA WEEDS. 

* iver drifting, drifting, drifting, 
On the shifting 

Currents of the restless main ; 
Till, in shelter’d caves, and reaches 

Of sandy beaches, 
All have found repose again.” 

Ir is scarcely possible, for one familiar with the 
words of Scripture, to look long at the bright glancing 
waters, or the rolling waves, without thinking of those 
words of the psalmist, “This great and wide sea, 
wherein are things creeping innumerable, both small 
and great.” Every sea weed which the wave throws 
up to our feet tells of this, for it is crowded with 
living creatures. Tiny shells fall out as we shake it; 
its surface is encrusted with the sand-coloured mass of 
cells, in which living polyps are clustering; pretty 
little spray-like corallines are growing on it; and 
creatures small as the eye can discern, and some which 
need the microscope to discover them, are revelling 
among its folds in all the fulness of life and youth. 

The ancient poet might speak of the “worthless 
alge ;”? we, in modern times, have learned something 

of their value. Sea weeds raise the soil of ocean’s bed. 
By their presence in the waters—waters full of masses



218 SEA WEEDS. 

of animals in a state of putrescence, full of all un- 
sightly and corrupting things washed in by the tide 

from populous cities—the sea weeds purify the ocean ; 
and making these very masses of putridity subservient 
to their nutriment, they convert the poison into whole- 

someness, so that the inhabitant of the sea-coast is 

blessed with healthful and invigorating breezes. 

What large masses of marine plants lie near the 

shore, hanging on every pier, floating up and down as 

the wave reaches them, or drying in the sunshine into 
sprays of ebony, and making the rocks at low tide look 
black and dreary as we see them from afar. These 
belong to the large class called the olive sea weeds, 

Tough, leathery things they are, now branching out 

into flat sprays, like the bladder fucus, the sea-oak of 

the old writers, and which is strewed over all our 

coasts; now full of large bladder-like knobs, as the 

knobbed fucus, whose strings of bladders float in pro- 

fusion upon the waves which wash our island shores, 

and look like necklaces of ebony beads. Now we see. 

their long leaves puckered as a frill, like that of the 

sweet laminaria, dancing up and down; or we find them 

crackling beneath our feet; now cut into ribbons, like 

the shreds which hang from the tough stems of the 

fingered oar-weed, which we hang up in our houses to 

serve as a natural barometer. Some, as the sea thongs, 
lie in flat strings about the waters; others, like the 

round. cords of the sea whiplash, entangle the feet of 

the bather. These and many more cover our shores, 

and are well known to all who ramble there. Many 
of them are gathered up for the purpose of manure ; 

some are ground into powder to serve as a dentifrice ;
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some, for the iodine which they contain, are moistened 
with warm water, and bound about the diseased limb ; 

and in former times, many of them were reduced to 
ashes for the use of the manufacturer, and thousands of 

poor people then gained a livelihood by kelp-burning. 
But the class of red sea weeds contains the prettiest 

species of our common marine plants; these are the 
sea weeds which most delight the visitor of the coast. 
They are not stout and strong weeds, but are mostly 
thin, and so fragile and delicate, that we wonder how 

they can ever reach us untorn by the wave. They 
form no masses on the rocks, and give no colour to the 
landscape of the coast. They love not the sun or air, 
but lie sheltered among the masses of dark sea weeds, 
or float in beauty beneath the shadow of some rock, 
whose shelving projection saves them from the sun. 
Some of them rival the rose itself in the richness of 
their colouring ; others decpen into crimson or brighten 
into scarlet. Some of them are of purplish-red or 

quite purple, or, growing in places much exposed to 
light and air, become of a sickly white or dingy green. 
They are glutinous in their nature, and will, if properly 
prepared, adhere to the paper on which they are laid. 

There are few who visit the coast for a lengthened 
period, who return home without some specimen of this 
class of marine plants. And though some of them 
cannot be fully studied but by the aid of the micro- 
scope, and some, of lovely structure, are never seen 

save by those who search for them diligently, yet many 

are well known. ‘There is that common red sea weed, 

the Hair Flag, (Plocamium coccineum,) which lies on 

every border of sand or shingle, with its main stems no
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larger than a packthread, and diverging branches still 
more slender, looking, when spread on paper, like a 

little pink tree. It is a very elegant sea weed, and it 
is to the sea what the daisy is to the mead, and the 
robin to the garden—to be seen everywhere. ‘ Then 
there is that sea weed, smelling like violets, and of 

purplish-red in tint, very common too; the dulse, “the 
leaf of the waters,” as the Highlander calls it, the 

Rhodomenia pulmata of the botanist, lying on the strand, 

or floating on the wave, or hanging on the dark tangle 
leaf on which it so often grows, and branching out its 
flat sprays so as to resemble in form the fingers and 

palm of the hand. Dear it is to Icelanders, and 

hardly less so to the Highlander, who gathers it from 
his shores, and eats it at early morning in ,the assured 
conviction that it will strengthen his frame and purify 
his blood. Nor does the Lowlander of Scotland reject 

it either, for even until recently, the cry of “Buy my 
dulse and tangle” might be heard in the streets of 

Edinburgh. Like a spray of leaves on a leaf-stalk, is 
that pretty pink sea weed, the red dock-leaved deles- 
seria, which, when laid out on paper, looks clear and 

thin as gauze, while its frequent companion in the 
rocky pool, the oak-leaved :delesseria, has leaflets 
shaped like those of England’s oak. But space ds 
wanting to describe how some of the beautiful 

red sea weeds, fine as tufts of hair, or delicate as 

cobwebs, offering to the unassisted eye no trace of 

organization, are seen under the microscope to have 

various articulations and dilations, and to possess a 

most wonderfully complicated structure. Nor,must we 

linger to enumerate some species useful to man as food,
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or in the arts and manufactures; nor to describe that 

well-known sea weed, the carrageen moss, so plentifully 

strewed around our coast, often converted into size for 

the use of the house-painter, entering into the compo- 

sition of blane-mange and other dishes, and boiled often 
into a jelly for the invalid. 

The remaining division of marine plants, called the 
green sea weeds, comprehends all those beautiful grass- 

green delicate leaves and shreds which fringe the 
stones and rocky pools, covering them as with a verdant 
meadow; there too we find those common species of 
dark or yellow green conferve, which crowd over the 
stones with their tufts of threads, so as well to deserve 

the name given, by old French writers, to sea weeds 

generally, mousses de mer, sea moss; and those delicate 

feather-like species which wave like plumes amid the 
still waters of the pool. Some of the broad lettuce-like 

leaves of the lavers, so common on the rocks, are 

cooked and eaten; while the thin fragile leaf of the 
porphyra is the true laver, considered so great a deli- 
cacy, and so often cooked under the name of sloke 
green. Though its colour is of a pale amethyst, yet 
it belongs to the green sea weeds, both by its texture, 
general habits, and peculiarities. The little narrow 
ribbons of the enteromorpha, to be seen on all our 
coasts, and looking like blades of grass, serve the 
Sandwich islander for food. Wondrous things, too, 

are exhibited by some of these green sea weeds, when 
beheld under the microscope, and strange startings, 
and coilings, and other movements, lead the observer to 

ask if it be an animal or a vegetable which is now the 
object of his notice. A. P.



THE MORNING REVEL. 

Tus morning I enjoyed a real revel, and am, even. 
now, under the full influence of my pleasurable ex- 

citement. There was nothing in the day itself at all 

calculated to quicken the beating of my heart, or the 

throbbing of my pulse, for long before I arose I had 

listened to the gusty wind, and to the descending shower 

pattering against the panes of my chamber window; 

but the immediate cause of my gratification was the 

receiving of a casket of jewels from a kind and talented 

friend. To confess a truth, my casket was composed 

of neither ivory nor the precious metals; nor were the 

jewels it contained either rubies, sapphires, amethysts, 

topazes, or emeralds. 

Before I had tasted either *tea or coffee at the 

breakfast-table, the double rap of the postman an- 

nounced the arrival of letters, and with them came a 

two-pound tin canister, surrounded with a row of 

thirteen blue stamps, which, like a line of policemen, 

defended the portal of the packet. What could the 

canister contain ! 

Most of us have known in our, youthful days the 

agreeable uncertainty, the interesting suspense, that
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occupies the mind of a schoolboy in untying the knotted 
string of the packet just received from home. Con- 

jecture, anticipation, and the certainty of its turning 

out to be a treasure, make up a moment of delight. 

No doubt there is a cake in it; indeed the bright eyes 
of fancy see the plums even through the paper; and if 
the heart of the young scholar is in the right place, he 

calculates on the pleasure of sharing his feast liberally 

among the more favoured of his playmates. He knows 

his parcel will contain a ball, a new pocket-knife, and 

the promised humming-top; there will be in it some- 
thing from his father, something tied round with red 
riband from his sister, and screwed up in paper a piece 

. of silver, that neither his father, his sister, nor any one 

else in the world knows anything of but his mother. 
There is nothing so like the happiness of receiving such 
a packet, as the pleasure of sending it. It is an offering 

of the heart, tied up by the hands of affection, to be 
untied by the fingers of joy. 

Something very like these youthful emotions was 

felt by me as I took up the tin canister, poising it in 

my hand to ascertain its weight. It was too light to 

be filled with anything much heavier than paper. It 

might be a parchment deed, or an appointment; but 

having little to do with the court of chancery, and no 

immediate expectation of being appointed laureate, my 

speculations took another turn. It clearly did not 

come from Government, having on it the post-mark 

of Weston-super-mare, Somersetshire. Nor did it bear 

the impress of authority, setting forth that it was 
sent “on her majesty’s service;” so, by degrees, I 

settled down into the not unreasonable supposition
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that it was no more nor less than one of the numerous 

manuscripts which find their way to me for the sup- 
posed. benefit of “a friendly opinion.” 

With no small trouble,—for it was most carefully 

sealed with gum and wax,—lI liberated the canister from 
its surrounding folds of paper. The scent on opening 
it was delightful, for it was full, even to repletion, of 

beautiful fresh and fragrant flowers: hardly would any 
one have believed that so limited a space could have 

contained so great a profusion. Moss, carnation, and 
other roses, white, pale pink, florid pink, and dark 
crimson; white and crimson fuchsias ; scarlet and other 
geraniums; mountain pinks, pansies, and sweet peas. 
While I write this, a bossy gem of a flower of deep 
cobalt blue, rich to intensity, is stuck in the button- 

hole of the black coat of Old Humphrey. Besides 
these there were a score other kinds of attractive 
flowers, mingled with the lemon-scented plant, myrtle, 

mignonette, heath flower, and sweet-scented TIilac- 

coloured cherry-pie. 
The moss roses, I am given to understand, grew 

around the whitewashed cottage of “Old Jenny,” an 
aged widow, now in her ninety-first year; poor enough 
in estate, but rich in faith, Old Jenny is a great 
favourite in the village, being visited by high and low; 
but those are most welcome to her who most delight in 
prayer and praise. For forty years has she been the 
tenant of her present abode, and even now, at this 
advanced stage of her pilgrimage to a better world, she 
is seen, bent with age but cheerful in spirit, wending 
her steps, assisted by two sticks, with a little basket 
tied to her apron string, for her weekly pay, that she
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may spend it at the village shops. Nor is it at all an 
unusual thing for the passer-by to catch the sound of 

her tremulous voice “hymning her great Creator’s 

praise,” or chanting the glories of the Redeemer. “TI 

have lost my voice now,” she says, “but by-and-by, 

when I have got if, oh! how loud I shall sing!” 

My kind correspondent has set forth the anticipated 
hallelujahs of Old Jenny in a few stanzas, which may 

be said or sung by a Christian reader, with as much 

propriety as by Old Jenny herself. They begin thus :— 

“ By-and-by, when I have my new voice, 
An anthem of praise I will sing, 

And my heart and my tongue shall rejoice 
In praising my God and my King.” 

So busy was I in spreading out my flowers in little 

groups on the table-cloth, and so absorbed in my occu- 

pation, that T absolutely forgot I had not breakfasted. 
There they lay before me, calixes, corollas, stamens, 

pistils, pericarps, and receptacles, claiming and receiving 
my attention. Here were a few broken stems, and 

there a few scattered petals of flowers, unconscious 

moralizers,. setting forth the frail tenure of earthly 
things ; while the intense crimsons, the scarlets, the 

yellows, the purples, the blues, with the more delicate- 

tinted petals, blended with the fresh green leaves, made. 
a glorious show, so that amid the abundance, the profu- 

sion, and the prodigality, I fancifully regarded myself as 
a conqueror just returned from the spoiling of a parterre, 
the pillage of a garden, the sacking of a second Eden. 
Truly this was a morning revel. 

There was more than one person in the friendly 

conspiracy of sending me my casket of jewels, and so, 

Q
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when my treasures were all made manifest, I called my 

kind donors to mind, earnestly desiring for them that 
they might be, at the very least, as happy as they had 

made me; and that long after the flowers they had sent 

me had faded, with all earthly things, they themselves 
might flourish in the paradise of God. The pleasant 
sight and agreeable scent of the fair things before me, 

with the associations they called up in my mind, rendered 

my breakfast a delightful meal. Again I say, it was 
a morning revel. 

But while IT remember my friends and my flowers, 
T must not forget my readers. I must not forget that 

they may not be quite so much interested in this 
occurrence as myself, and therefore, it will be wise to 
conclude with a remark or two that they may turn to 
their own advantage. 

Flowers are variously represented by different people ; 

for myself I cannot but regard jewels as mineral flowers, 

and flowers as vegetable jewels; but whatever else 
flowers may be, it is certain that they are the gifts of 
God, sent, among other merciful designs, to beautify 

the dwelling-place of man. Surely, then, though I 

know that many truly Christian-hearted men do not 

think so, they may lawfully and advantageously be held 
in high estimation. The works of our Heavenly Father 
can. never, I conceive, be too highly estimated so long 

as they proportionately elevate him in our love, our 
admiration, and our reverence. 

Taking away the flowers of earth would, as a matter 
of feeling, be, perhaps, a greater loss to us, than blotting 
out the stars of heaven; for where one human being 
derives pleasure from the latter, a hundred obtain
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it from the former. Still have we reason to call to 
mind the often repeated lines, 

“ Oh could I trace each herb and flower 
That sips the morning dew, 

Did I not own Jehovah’s power, 
How vain were all I knew!” 

Accustomed as I am to indulge in the reveries of 
my fancy, no wonder that by a train of associations 
I should be led away from the fair flowers which had 

afforded me so much pleasure. The flowers reminded 
me of bees, and bees of an honoured clerical uncle long 
since mouldering in the grave. In the latter part of 
his life he was very deaf, so that the humming of 
a bee, that might be annoying to another, was not even 
heard by him. It happened that a swarm of bees 
formed their nest bencath the flooring of one of his 
up-stairs rooms, and again and again have I seen him 

in his study preparing his sermon for the approaching 
sabbath with a score or two bees buzzing around him. 
Never was a man of a kinder heart. Killa bee! Such 
a thought could not be harboured by him. The bees 
did not hurt him, good man! why should he hurt the 
bees? 

In the burying-ground of my uncle’s church were 
those who had died in the Lord, and a pleasant thing 
it was to regard the flowers that grew upon their 

graves _as emblems of the heavenly hopes of those that 
slept there. Would that it might be said of every 
young tenant of the tomb,—he remembered his 
Creator in the days of his youth; and would that it 
might be said with truth of every aged man after he 
had left the world,
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“ He pass’d a life of mingled cares— 
Such is the lot of man below— 

Till age’s grey and silvery hairs 
Were thinly scatter’d on his brow. 

He lived through many a grief to prove 
That God could guard and guide him well ; 

He died to find that Christ is love, 
And with him evermore to dwell.” 

You perceive that I was led by the flowers to the bees, 
by the bees to my uncle, by my uncle to the grave- 
yard, and by the graveyard to the hopes of the pious 
dead, and the mansions of the blest. The habit of 
association, the custom of connecting earthly things 
with heavenly expectations, is a source of much satis- 
faction; and should my remarks dispose you to attain 
it, you may connect pleasant and profitable reflections, 
both at noon and night, with the Morning Revel of— 

OLp Humrargy.



  
SENSIBILITY. 

Since trifles make the sum of human things, 
And half our misery from our foibles springs ; 
Since life’s best joys consist in peace and ease, 
And few can save or serve, but all may please, 

Oh! let th’ ungentle spirit learn from hence, 
A small unkindness isa great offence. 

Large bounties to bestow, we wish in vain ; 
But all may shun the guilt of giving pain. 
To bless mankind with tides of flowing wealth, 
‘With power to grace them, or to crown with health, 
Our little lot denies; but Heaven decrees 

To all the gift of ministering to ease. 

The gentle offices of patient love, 
Beyond all flattery and all price above ; 
The mild forbearance at another's fault, 

The taunting word suppress’d as soon as thought, 

On these Heaven bade the bliss of life depend, 
And crush’d ill fortune when it made a friend. 

A solitary blessing few can find ; 

Our joys with those we love are intertwined ;
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And he whose helpful tenderness removes © 
The obstructing thorn which wounds the breast he loves, 
Smooths not another’s rugged path alone, 
But scatters roses to adorn his. own. 

The hint malevolent, the look oblique, 

The obvious satire or implied dislike ; 
The sneer equivocal, the harsh reply, 
And all the cruel language of the eye; 

The artful injury whose venom’d dart 
Scarce wounds the hearing, while it stabs the heart ; 

The guarded phrase whose meaning kills; yet told, 
The listener wonders how you thought it cold; 
Small slights, contempt, neglect, unmix’d with hate, 

Make up in number what they want in weight. 
These, and a thousand griefs minute as these, 

Corrode our comfort and destroy our ease. 

Mrs. Hanyan Mops.



AUTUMN. 

Or those instructions which God is continually giving 

to us, in the operations of his material universe, there 

are none more impressive, though commonly lost upon 

us by their familiarity, than those which are afforded by 
the progress of the seasons. 

“These, as they change, Almighty Father, these 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 
Is full of Thee.” 

It is wise, then, it is an incumbent duty, to learn the 

true import of these lessons which are given for our 
instruction in the peculiarities of those successive 
changes which fill up the year. 

If we will cast abroad our eyes on an autumnal day, 

we shall perceive that a striking change has recently 
taken place, and is now in progress, in all external 
nature. The sun, since he left the equal line, at the 

close of the last month, is sunk, and is daily narrowing 
his circle in the southern sky. His beams have lost 

nothing of their brightness, indeed, but they fall upon 
us with a more subdued and gentle influence. The 
overarching canopy of the sky seems to have gained a 
greater depth, and to be dyed with a deeper and serener 
blue. The morning and evening chills are gradually 
encroaching on the heat of noon. The cold moon, and
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constellations with broad disks but feeble light, struggle 
upward through the “doubling mists” and fogs that fill 
up the valleys, but shed, when they reach mid-heaven, 
a peculiar brightness. The flowers of the summer are 
faded or gone. The treasures of autumn are gathered, 
or are ripe for the garner. The dense green of the 
woods is changed into a thousand bright, yet chastened 
hues. The great variety of trees, and the gradual 
access of the frosts, which lead on by slow degrees the 
stern winter, render this autumnal change peculiarly 
gorgeous and sublime. Nor should these saddened, 
though rich, hues be considered as the funeral dress of 
the woods, and as vestiges of decease and decay. On 
the contrary, they indicate the completion of vegetable 
life, and are in truth a most beautiful illustration of the 
methods which our heavenly Father takes to variegate 
and beautify his lower world, and thus, as throughout 
his works, to add a superabundant beauty to use. As 
the season advances, the leaves are seen one by 
one gently disengaging themselves from their parent 
branches, and falling, without a breath of air, and by 
the silent impulse of the rays of light alone, to the 
ground; or they are thrown into wild eddies, by the 
gusty wind. 

The beautiful birds,. which, like summer friends, 
desert us in our altered condition, have long since 
finished their brief visit to us—have sought elsewhere a 
milder climate, and a kindlier home. Those hardier 
animals which remain with us, to brave and to share the 
rigours of the winter, are seen to be busily engaged, 
with instinctive foresight and with quickened industry, 
im preparing for their long and dreary seclusion. A calm
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and sabbath-like serenity and repose prevail around, or 

else give place to peculiarly lowering and gloomy clouds, 

or fitful showers, or dreary sounding winds, or sweeping 

storms. The night approaches, with stealthy, but sure 

steps, upon the day; the hoar-frost spreads itself more 

and more over the landscape, in the apparent work of 
decay, and thus the whole face of nature is saddened. 

But amidst these striking, and it may seem mournful, 

changes, are interspersed those mild, serene, and yet 

glorious days, peculiar to the season, which seem to be 

“the very bridal of the earth and sky,” when the whole 

atmosphere is filled with a golden light, which lends an 

unearthly radiance to the mellow tints of autumn, and 

when the sweet and balmy breezes from the south-west 

seem to realize the beautiful tradition of the native sons 

of the American forest, that they come from the spirit 

land, where the departed have gone. These days,—call 

them not “the saddest of the year,” call them not melan- 

choly,—thoughtful and suggestive days, indeed, they are, 

but yet the serenest and most peaceful of the year. 
The solemn serenity which now pervades the works 

of nature, united with those signs of apparent decay 
and dissolution which everywhere appear, naturally 

disposes the serious mind to reflection. The promise 

and beauty of spring have fled,—the glow and splendour 
of summer are gone,—sceming dissolution is written on 

every thing around us ;—and can we stand amidst these 

ruins of nature, in the evening twilight of the year, and 

not think of the transitoriness of human enjoyments and 
pursuits, of the shortening span of human life? Do 

we not associate with these fading and transient scenes 

the rapid vicissitudes we have been called to experience,
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—the decisive turns in our individual history; the 

changes in the whole aspect of public affairs ; in almost 

every thing with which we have been conversant; in our 

own. persons, feelings, views, and prospects? Do they 
not bring into vivid remembrance the departed,—the 

parents, associates and friends of our early years,— 

whose strength God has withered by the way? Do we 

not involuntarily recur to the afllictive discipline we 

have been summoned to endure in the onward pilgrimage 

of life, and read, in the withering influences of the 

declining year, expressive emblems of our disappointed 

expectations and of our blighted hopes ? 
Such are some of those impressions which the autum- 

nal season is fitted to make upon us. Let us now inquire 

into their religious uses. If they tended only to inspire 

us with a thoughtful or even a prophetic sadness, if they 

operated no further than this on the mind and heart, if 

they terminated in mere barren emotions, they would be 

of little worth. But they need not be, nor should they 
be, thus unproductive. They are fraught with salutary 

influences. Let us, then, consider some of the uses of 

these reflections. 

The solemn closing of the year, with all those appear- 

ances of desolation which attend it, while it warns us of 

the fleeting nature of earthly things, should serve to 

cool the ardour of our passions, and qualify a too eager 

pursuit of present objects. When the voice of the 

dying year is singing, as it were, requiems in every 

wind, when the earth is strown with the faded beauties 

of the spring and summer, when the shortened day 

reminds us of that night of death which is impending 

over us, shall we still cling to the present life as to an
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enduring substance? Shall our thoughts still be en- 
grossed by mere earthly designs? Shall not those pas- 
sions which have been excited by the intercourse of 
busy life lose something of their heat and force? Shall 

-not the apparent blight that reigns around remind us 

of that blight of death which will soon settle upon all our 
earthly hopes and affections ? Shall we not hear in the 
sighing breeze of autumn an unearthly voice, reminding 

us of that common grave, where we, with all our loves and 

hatreds, our rivalries and strifes, will soon be buried ? 

If the reflections which the autumn of the year inspires 
extended no further than thus to solemnize the mind, 

and call it off from an over-engrossment in present 
objects, they would yet be valuable. But there are 
other sentiments suggested by this season which are 

still more important. It is the peculiar effect of all 

the works of God to lead the reflecting mind to God 

himself. This is the great end of all the mute 
eloquence of his creation, We look around us, and see 

nothing but indications of decay. We feel that there 

is nothing on earth in which we can securely trust. 
“The harvest is past, the summer is ended.” All 

the inanimate creation seems to be fading and perishing, 

as if stricken bya death-blight. Amid these mementos 
of dissolution, our thoughts are irresistibly borne 

beyond the present world, where all is transitory, to 
that ineffable Being who sustains the whole. We 
instinctively turn from the changes by which we are 
surrounded, to Him who changeth not, “neither is 
weary ;” we look for solace and support to the “Lord 
God Almighty, which was, and is, and is to come;” 

who is ever the same, and of whose years there is no end, 
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We turn from the changes of this transitory state, to 

Him with whom there is “no variableness neither 
shadow of turning,” and feel, that, though nature 

seems urging to dissolution, yet by his almighty power 
a new and fresher life will arise from apparent decay,— 
that a new spring will flourish over the ruins of 
autumn,—that “while the earth remaineth, seed-time 
and harvest, and cold and heat, and summer and winter, 

and day and night, shall not cease,” until He who 
appointed their beautiful, glorious, and instructive suc- 
cession shall declare “that time shall be no longer.” 
And do not thoughts like these lead us to anticipate 
with elevated joy and confidence that promised spring 
which shall dawn upon the winter of the grave,—from 
which there shall be no further changes but those from 
glory to glory ? 

Such are some of the reflections which are suggested 
to the serious mind by the autumnal season of the 
year,—such are the results to which they tend. 
They are solemn, indeed, but in their effects most 

salutary. They sadden our hearts, but to make them 
better. They show us the transitoriness of this life, 
that they may lead us to aspire to a life everlasting. 

They begin in melancholy, but end in hope and trust. 

Let not, then, thoughts like these be considered 

visionary or useless by any. They are not so. They 
speak in a universal language. They are addressed to 
the human heart. They are ever understood by the 
devout and the contemplative; and if they be not felt 
by all, it is because the comparatively vain, or low, or 
grovelling concerns of the world have rendered the 
mind dull and the heart cold.
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Let all, then, of every age, pause over the solemn 
scenery of autumn, and be thoughtful. Let the young 
reflect that their spring of being cannot last for ever, 

and that the autumn of life, should they be spared to 

reach it, is near; and let them use all diligence to 

render it productive and serene. Let those in middle 
life pause in their heated pursuit of mere temporal 
objects, and observe, in the desolation that has settled 

upon the summer which has just closed, a most 
emphatic emblem of the result of all their anxious, 

heated and engrossing labours. And especially may 

those honoured friends, who by the providence of God 

have reached the autumn of their lives, mark the 

instruction which he is giving them by the autumn 
of the year. Their spring is over, their summer is 
ended, their harvest is past, but there may yet be 
a season of stillness and serenity granted them, in 

which they may prepare for that winter which is fast 
approaching. 

And let all, in every ‘stage of life, attend to the 
solemn thought which is suggested by the prophet, 
speaking of this season. “The harvest,” he says, 

“is past, the summer is ended;” and then comes 

the startling admonition,—“we are not saved.’ This 
expression, indeed, as used here by him, had, probably, 

only a reference to temporary evils then felt or im- 
pending. But it suggests to us a weightier meaning. 
The harvest of life is past or passing,—the summer of 
our moral probation is ended or ending; but are we 
saved or safe in those interests which lay hold upon an 
eternal life of retribution? Are we saved or safe from 
the infirmities and sins of thought, feeling, temper, will,
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heart, practice, and life? Have we reaped the fruits 

of the great redemption by Jesus Christ? Have the 
spring, summer, and autumn of this fleeting, earthly 

existence been devoted to this great work? Have 

the priceless opportunities of moral culture been 
suffered to lie fallow? Has God been cailing us to his 
service, by the works of his hand, by the events of his 

providence, and by the more express messages of his 
grace, and do we still remain heedless and undevout ? 

Does the great labour of life, in this view of it, remain 
unfinished? Is our harvest, in this sense, past, and 

our summer ended, and we not saved? ‘Then let us 

think, and think before it is too late, of that winter of 

death which is near, and of that night of the grave, in 

which no man can work. 
IBS.



YELLOW LEAVES. 

‘Tun leaves are falling from the trees, 
The flowers are fading all; 

More chill and boisterous is the breeze, 

More hoarse the waterfall : 

The sky, o’ermantled now with clouds, 

Looks grey, and waned, and pale ; 
The mist-fog spreads its hoary shrouds 

O’er mountain, grove, and vale. 

How lapse our years away! how fade 

The raptures of the mind! 
Onward. we pass to storm and shade, 

And leave blue skies behind : 
Like yellow leaves, around us fall 

The friends best loved and known; 

And when we most have need of all, 

We oft are most alone. 

Still more alone! blithe Spring comes round ; 
Rich Summer-tide smiles by ; 

And golden Autumn paints the ground, 
Til Winter’s storm-blasts fly.
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One after one, friends drop away, 
As months on months roll on; 

And hour by hour, and day by day, 
The old are more alone. 

Still more alone! alas! ’tis vain 
New hopes, new hearts to find ; 

What magic can restore again 
The visions of youth’s mind ? 

Age walks amid an alter’d world, 
"Mid bustling crowds unknown : 

New scenes hath Novelty unfurl’d, 
And left the old alone! 

‘Sere leaves that dangle from Life’s tree,’ 
The old might well have said, 

‘A relic of the past are we : 
A remnant of the dead: 

Like emblems of forlorn decay, 
We linger till the last ; 

But death’s long night shall turn to day, 
When Time itself is past !’ 

Anon,



OLD HUMPHREY ON KINDNESS AND 
DISCRETION. 

Listax, while I give you a word or two on the 
subject of kindness and discretion. To be “kindly 
affectioned one to another” is a good thing, an excel- 
lent thing, a most excellent thing; but without discre- 
tion, kindness may in some cases defeat its own end, 

and in others become cruelty. Often have I endea- 

voured to set forth this truth; I will now try to make 

it appear clearer than ever. 
Il would it become Old Humphrey, who has received. 

such unnumbered kindnesses from the young, the 
middle-aged, and the old, to undervalue acts of kind- 

ness. The more kind-hearted we are to one another, 

the better. ‘ God is love,” (1 John iv. 16,) and in his 

holy word we are taught, exhorted, and commanded to 
love one another, to be kind to one another, and to 

serve one another; but without discretion, the kindest 

heart will occasion much disappointment, and inflict 

more pain than pleasure. 
I knew one who, in the very spirit of kindness, made 

a present of a handsome trowel with a mahogany handle 

to a hard-working bricklayer. The bricklayer, well 
BR
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knowing that if he used the trowel in his rough work, 

the mahogany handle would split all to pieces, hung it 
up over his fire-place, it really being of no use to him; 

and hanging over his fire-place it was when I saw it 
ten years after the gift was made. 

A deserving servant-man had a Bible given him, and 
very likely, had it been a plain book in a plain binding, 
he would have read it, and got good from it; but, 

unhappily, it was so fine with red morocco and gold, 

that he kept it continually wrapped up in brown. and 
tissue paper, only unwrapping it now and then, to show 
it to his friends. 

In a certain village lived a poor clergyman, with a 
large family, and as his congregation much respected 
him, they made him the handsome present of an expen- 
sive silver salver. Had they presented him with the 
money that the salver cost, it would have been a great 

comfort to him and his.family; but as it was, the silver 
was little better than a mockery. He could. not part 
with it, for it was the gift of his friends; and he could 

not use it, as it made the rest of his table furniture look 
mean. In the three cases, then, of the trowel, the 

Bible, and the silver salver, there was much kindness, 

but no discretion. No wonder that they all ended in 
disappointment. 

But let-me put the subject in a yet stronger light; 
by being a little humorous, let me show you in a play- 
ful way how it would be possible for one friend to make 
another very miserable by injudicious kindness. 

Suppose, for instance, I have an American friend, and 
he, full of kind-heartedness, sends me from one of the 

prairies, at the head of the Upper Missouri, the hand-
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some present of a grizzly bear, with the request that 
T would never, on any account, part with the uncouth 
creature, but keep it as a continual remembrance of his 

affectionate regard. Why, if the Hudson’s Bay Com- 

pany should be kind enough to convey it from the 
prairie to the river, and from the river to some British 
ship in the gulf of Mexico, what with carriage, freight, 
food and attendance, it will cost me a pretty penny 
before Sir Bruin enters my establishment. But this 
would be but the beginning of troubles. I should then 
have quartered upon me, not half-a-dozen dragoons and 

their horses, for that would be, comparatively, a light 
affliction, but a greedy gourmand of the most voracious 
kind; and one that, if it did not come into my head to 
give him something to eat, would take it into his head, 
should an opportunity occur, to eat me. 

Nor would it much mend the matter should my 

friend, instead of sending me a grizzly bear from the 
north, forward me a boa constrictor from the south. 

To say nothing of what it would cost me in rabbits 
and other food for his sustenance, the very thought of 
having such a boarder in an adjoining apartment would 

be hardly supportable. It would be bad enough in the 
day-time, but at night, if I heard a rustle, I should be 
sure to imagine that he was breaking out of his cage, 
and very likely should dream, when I fell asleep, that 
the slimy creature was tying himself in a hard knot 

round my neck, or hissimg at me with his forked, 

quivering tongue right in my face. Such a state of 
things as this would be terrible indeed. 

The Portland Vase at the British Museum is said to 
be worth thousands of pounds. Let me suppose for



Q44. OLD HUMPHREY 

a moment, a thing scarcely supposable, that some one 
should make me a present of much such another. Of 
course I must appropriate a room for its reception, and 

have a glass case over it, that it might be conveniently 

examined and admired. Some time ago a visitor to 
the British Museum smashed the Portland Vase all to 
pieces, and how can I tell but that, were I not very 

watchful, a similar occurrence might befall me? You 

must see, at once, that such a ‘alnable present, were I 
fortunate enough not to be robbed of it, would rob me 
both of my room and my rest, and that I am much 
better without such a gift, than I should be with it. 

There is a painting in the National Gallery, for 
which Napoleon Bonaparte is said to have offered 

ten thousand guineas. Why, such a picture given to 
me, were I obliged to retain it, would be the very 

plague of my life. Think of the space it would require, 
the handsome and expensive frame it would compel me 
to purchase, the number of persons that would apply 
to get a peep at it, and my continual apprehension lest 
an accident should unexpectedly oceur. I think you 
will agree with me in the conclusion, that neither the 
painting, the vase, the boa, nor the bear would suit me; 

that to receive the gift of one of them would be more 
than a sufficient trial of my patience, but that a gift of 
the whole would be enough to send me to St. Luke’s, 
or to Bethlehem Hospital. 

Should the. oddity of these remarks serve to impress 
on your memory the lesson I wish you to retain, you 
will not be very angry with me for the whimsical way 
in which I have addressed you. The following illus- 
trations, however, being more probable and common-
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place than those of the bear, the boa, the vase, and the 

picture, are more likely to come within the range of 
your observation and experience. 

A little girl had a pet bird with a broken wing. She 

loved it dearly, and was very kind to it. One day 

having her favourite with her in the garden, she opened 

the cage door, that it might have the enjoyment of 

hopping about among the trees and flowers, while she 
hezself walked round the garden. This appeared to be 

kind; but it tumed out to be cruel, for a black cat that 

was on the wateh, sprang on the poor bird the moment 

it was left alone, and tore it to pieces. This little girl 

_ should have mingled discretion with her kindness. 

- A boy who had found a bird’s nest, seeing how the 

young birds opened. their mouths for food when he 

went near them, ran home and returned with a plentiful 

supply. Nothing could be more kind than his intention, 

but as the food was uot proper for the birds to eat, 

and as he gave them much more of it than he ought to 

have done, even had it been suitable, he killed them 

with kindness. In the course of the following day 

every one of them died. 
A father and mother had an only son, and so dearly 

did they love him, that they indulged him in all things. 

There was, however, no discretion in their kindness. 

As he did not like school, they kept him at home; as 

he did not like learning, they allowed him to play; so 

that he grew up ignorant, idle, wilful, and wicked: no 

wonder that he was a plague to their hearts. He went 

with evil companions, who led. him into evil ways, and 

at last he came to an evil end. The kindness of 

his parents was the bitterest cruelty, for what they
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intended for his pleasure, led him on to his destruc- 
tion. 

In this way I might go on, by the hour, setting forth 
the fact that, though we all ought to be kind, yet without 
discretion kindness is at least as likely to do evil as to 
do good. If we have received kindness, we are bound 
to practise kindness, and there is not one of us who has 
not been a receiver of kindnesses all the days of his 
life. It would be difficult, indeed, to sum up the 

amount of our debt to our parents, our relatives, and 

friends, for their kindnesses in thought, in word, and. 

in deed. 
But how truly grateful should we be for the loving: 

kindness of the Lord! for the gifts of our heavenly 

Father! How priceless are the endowments of our 

bodies, and the faculties of our souls! How precious 

are health and strength ; our several senses of seeing; 

hearing, smelling, tasting, and feeling ; with the gift of 
yeason, and speech, and our powers of mind and me- . 

mory! What invaluable gifts are those which are 

freely bestowed upon us in light and heat; im earth, 
air, fire, and water; in trees, flowers, and fruits; im 

beasts, birds, and fish; and in coal, gold, silver, iron 

copper, and tin! i 

How suited to our wants, and how wisely bestowed 

are the spiritual gifts of our heavenly Father! What, 

in our ignorance, should we do without the wisdom of 
his holy word? and what, in our sin, without the gift of 
the Redeemer? God “gave his only-begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but 

have everlasting life,” (John iii. 16.) Both our faith and 

the object of that faith are God’s gifts. Faith is not
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of ourselves, “it is the gift of God,” Mph. ii. 8, and “ the 
gift of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ our 
Lord,” (Rom. vi. 23.) Truly may we say, “Every good 
gift and every perfect gift is from above.” (James i. 17.) 

My remarks, such as they have been, on the trowel, 

the Bible, and the silver salver; the bear; the boa, the 

vase, and the picture; the little girl, the boy with the 
birds, and the foolish parents who allowed their son to 
have his own way in every thing, are all intended to 
cry aloud to you to take care that your kindly impulses 
may not be rendered useless. - Half the errors of man- 
kind arise from inconsideration ; add not you to their 

number. Think prudently while you purpose kindly. 
Were you to ask me to say all that I have said and all 
that I wish to say on this subject in few words, I would 
express myself thus,—Be kind to all, and temper your 
kindness with discretion. 

“ Without discretion, though its love be strong, 
The kindest heart is ever doing wrong. 
Whate’er we are and wheresoe’er we dwell, 
We must act wisely if we would do well.”



THE WELL-SPENT DAY. 

Every day is a little life, and our whole life is but a 
day repeated: whence it is that old Jacob numbered 
his life by days, and Moses desired to be taught this 
point of holy arithmetic, to number not his years, but 
his days. Those, therefore, that dare lose a day are 
dangerously prodigal; those that dare mis-spend it 
desperate. All days are His who gave time a beginning 

and continuance; yet some he hath made ours, not to 

command, but to use. In none may we forget him; in 

some we must forget all besides him. first, therefore, 

I desire to awake at those hours, not when I will, but 

when I must: pleasure is not a fit rule for rest, but 

health ; neither do I consult so much with the sun, as 

with mine own necessity, whether of body or in that 
of the mind. If this vassal could well serve me waking, 

it should never sleep; but now it must be pleased that 

it may be serviceable. Now, when sleep is rather 

driven away than leaves me, I would ever wake with 

God; my first thoughts are for Him who hath made 

the night for rest, and the day for travail; and as he 
gives, so blesses both. If my heart be early seasoned 

with his presence, it will savour of him all day after. 

While my body is dressing, not with an effeminate 

curiosity, nor yet with rude neglect, my mind addresses 

itself to her ensuing task, bethinking what is to be 

done, and in what order, and marshalling (as it may) 

my hours with my work. That done, after some
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while’s meditation, I walk up to my masters and com- 
panions, my books; and sitting down amongst them 

with the best contentment, I dare not reach forth my 
hand to salute any of them, till I have first looked up 
to heaven, and craved favour of Him to whom all my 
studies are duly referred; without whom I can neither 
profit nor labour. After this, out of no great variety, 
I call forth those which may best fit my occasions, 

wherein Iam not too scruptlous of age. Sometimes 

I put myself to school to one of those ancients whom 
the church hath honoured with the name of Fathers, 

whose volumes I confess. not to open without a secret 
reverence of their holiness and gravity; sometimes to 
those later Doctors, who want nothing but age to make 
them classical; always to God’s book. That day is 

lost, whereof some hours are not improved in those 
divine monuments: others I tum over out of choice, 

these out of duty. 
Ere I can have sat unto weariness, my family, having 

now overcome all household distractions, invite me to 

our common devotions; not without some short prepa- 
ration. These, heartily performed, send me up with a 
more strong and cheerful appetite to my former work, 
which I find made easy to me by intermission, and 

variety. Now, therefore, can I deceive the hours with 

change of pleasures, that is, of labours. One,while my 
eyes are busied, another while my hand, and sometimes 
my mind takes the burden from them both. One hour 
is spent in textual divinity, another in controversy ; 
histories relieve them both. Now, when my mind is 
weary of others’ labours, it begins to undertake its 
own. Sometimes it meditates, and winds up for future
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use; sometimes it lays forth its conceits into present: 
discourse, sometimes for itself, often for others. 

Neither know I whether it works or plays in these 
thoughts; Iam sure no sport hath more pleasure, no 

work more use. Only the decay of a weak body makes 
me think these delights insensibly laborious. Thus: 
could T all day (as ringers. use) make myself music with 
changes, were it not that this faint monitor interrupts 

me still in the midst of my busy pleasures, and enforces 

me both to respite and repast.. T must yield to both; 
while my body and mind are joined together in these 
unequal couples, the better must follow the weaker. 

Before my. meals, therefore, and after, I let myself 

loose from all thoughts, and now would forget that I 
ever studied. A full mind takes away the body’s appe- 
tite, no less than a full body makes a dull and unwieldy 
mind. Company, discourse, recreations, are now sea- 

sonable and welcome. These prepare me for a diet, not 
gluttonous, but medicinal. The palate may not be 
pleased, but the stomach, nor that for its own sake; 

neither would Ithink any of these comforts worth respect 
in themselves, but in their use, in their end, so far as 

they may enable nie to better things.. If I see any dish 
to tempt my palate, I fear a serpent in that apple, and 

would please myself by a wilful denial. I rise capable 

of more, not desirous; not now immediately from my 

trencher to my book, but after some intermission. Mo- 

derate speed is a sure help to all proceedings ; where 

those things which are prosecuted with violence of en- 

deavour or desire, either succeed not, or continue not. 

After my later meal, my thoughts are slight: only 

my memory may be charged with her task of recalling
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what was committed to her custody in the day; and my 
heart is busy in examining my hands and mouth, and all 

other senses of that day’s behaviour. And now the 

evening is come, no tradesman doth more carefully take 
in his wares, clear his shop-board, and shut his-windows, 

than I would shut up my thoughts and clear my mind. 

That student shall live miserably, who, like a camel, lies 

down under his burden. All this done, calling together 
my family, we end the day with God. How miserable 
is the condition of those men who spend the time as if 

it were given them, and not lent; as if hours were waste 

creatures, and such as should never be accounted for ; 

as if God would take this for a good bill of reckoning, 

* Item, spent upon my pleasures, forty years!” 
Such are my common days; but God’s day calls for 

another respect. The same sun arises on this day, and 
enlightens it: yet, because the Sun of righteousness 

aroge upon it, and gave a new life to the world in it, 

and drew the strength of God’s moral precept unto it; 

therefore justly do we sing with the psalmist, “This is 

the day which the Lord hath made.” Now I forget 
the world, and in a sort myself; and deal with my . 

_ wonted thoughts, as great men use, who at some times 

of their privacy forbid the access of all suitors. Prayer, 

meditation, reading, hearing, preaching, singing, good. 

conference, are the business of this day, which I dare 

not bestow on any work or pleasure, but heavenly. I 

hate superstition on the one side, and looseness on the 

other; but I find it hard to offend in too much devotion, 

easy in profaneness. The whole week is sanctified by 

this day; and according to my care of this day, is my 

blessing on the rest. Bisxop Wain.



THE MILLENNIAL SABBATH. 

Faraer of Mercies! speed the promised hour; 
Thy kingdom come with all-restoring power ; 
Peace, virtue, knowledge, spread from pole to. pole, 
As round the world the ocean-waters roll! 
Hope waits the morning of celestial light ; 

Time plumes his wings for everlasting flight ; 
Unchanging seasons have their march begun; 
Millennial years are hastening to the sun; 
Seen through thick clouds, by Faith’s transpiercing 

eyes, 
The new creation shines in purer skies. 
All hail !—the age of crime and suffering ends, 
The reign of righteousness from heaven descends ; 
Vengeance for ever sheaths the afflicting sword ; 
Death is destroy’d, and Paradise restored : 
Man, rising from the ruins of his fall, 

Ts one with God, and God is AB in All 

Moxvcommry. 

THE END. 

THE RELIGIOUS TRACY SOCIETY.“





      

 





 



 


