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BYRON AND MARTY...

_. . By Miss ancuxn.
Reuomng from: the known laws:of mind, we gain the
_positicn, that ohedience to the Divine Law is the surest
" mode of securing:every specxes of h&?f&ﬁﬁ& attainable in
. 2is state of existence. T

To exhihit this, some spec.lﬁc cases , will be selected
and: perhaps a fairer illustration cannot be | resented than
the contrasted records of two youthful personages who
kave made the most distinguished figure in the christian,
nd in the literary world ; Byron and Martyn—Henry
Hntynthemssmnary andLonlBymnthepoet.

The first was richly endowed with ardent feelings, keen
mpubﬂmes, and superior intellect.  He was the ob-
_ject of many affections, #2d i the principal university of|
Great Britain won the hgh&t honors both in classic k-
teratare, and mathematical science. e was flattered,
caressed, and admired; the road of fame and honor lay
open before him, ard the brightest hopes of youth seemed

'ready to be realized. Baut the hour came when he looked
‘mpon a lost and guilty world, in the light of eternity; when
he realized the full meaning of the sacrifice of our incar-
_mate God; when he assomed his obligations to becomea
Iellow-worker in redeeming a guilty world from the do-
minion of selfishness, and all its futare woes. ** The love
of God constrained him;” and withont a murmur, for
wreiched beings on a distant shore, whom he never saw,
ol whom: he knew nothing but that they were miserable
and gﬁlty, he relinquished the wreath of fame, forsook
the path of worldly bonor, severed the ties of kindred,
and gave up ‘friends, country and home. With every

~ merve throbbiig in angnish at the sacrifice, he went forth
alone, to degraded heathen society, to seoiitude and
privation, to weariness and puinfulness, and to all the
trdals of missionary life.

He spent his day in teaching the guilty and degraded,
the way of pardon and pezce. He lived to write the law
of his God in the wide-spread characters of the Persian
nation, and to place 2 copy in the hands of its king. He liv-
"ed to contend with the chief Monllahs of Mshomet,in the
“mosques ¢BSliraz, and to kindle a flame in Persia more
+mndying than its fabled fres.—He lived to endure rebuke
and scom, to toil and suffer in a fervid climate, to drag
his weary steps over barnisg sands, with the daily, dying
bope, that at last he mizght be Iaid to rest ameng his kin-
" Sred and on his native shore.  Yet even this last earthly
hope was not attained, for after spending ail his vouth in
ceaseless labors for the good of cthers, at the early age cf
thirty-two, he. was laid in an exknown and fereign grave.

He died clore—a stranger in a strange land—with 5o

friendly form aronnd to syrpathize and soothe.—<“Com-
poaﬁsctpcw:wnb:s lackrymis.’”> Yet this was the
. Jast vecord of his dying hand: ¢ I satin the orchard and
wmﬁweeteomfunandpme of m5 God! m soli-
hbmye..qaq my friend! 1y comforter!”’
7 Amd m reviewing the recerd ofhis short yet blessed life,
\even if we furge: the exulting joy with which such a bene-
‘volest spuit must welcome to heavea the thowsands be
"toiled t redee; if we look only at his years of self-deny-
’hginal, “where were accmmabated all the sufferings ‘he
wasever 1 feel, we can find miore evidence of trae happi-
mtﬁ;ns to be found im the records of the Jonthﬁl
- mess, whe spmhsdaysssumhof sai&henp)mem,
whhdﬂuymdmﬂyb&bhﬂopm,anddmnk
Tothe very dreng.

His remains presest one of the most mournfol exhibi-
m-ofanoﬂemndmaﬂﬁewdechosofmmanddis-
- oeder. ‘He also was eaturaily eadowed with overflowing
aﬁuu-;, ‘keen ecasibiities, quick conceptions, and a
ae.t&uudmmdef’ He~ hed all the copstituents of a
-aw-ﬁm of 'a meimed spwit. His mind

_ My nhhnced. mmmg with rich thoaghts
dovﬁumgmpdses, the sport ofthauugaﬁm
N passicns, dera by Bo habit, »e-
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THE 'PEARL.

‘The Lord of Newsteud Abbey-—-tbe hexr of 2 boasted
line of ancestry—a pizer of the realm—the pride of the

--Mn.l‘nml&.__.“\a ln.nthnc_uhr nfnnosv-—-thn hﬁm Of Greece

—the wonder of the gaping wor!d can now be followed

to his secret haunts. And there the veriest child of the
nursery might be amused at some of his silly w enknesses

1
and ridiculous conceits. Dlstressed about the cut of a

collar, juming at the colour of his dress. intensely anxions
about the whiteness of his hand, deeply engrossed with
monkeys and dogs, and {lying about {rom one whim to
another, with a reckless earnestness as ludicrous as it is
disgusting.

At times this boasted hern and genius seemed mnought
but an overgrown child, that had broken its leading strings
and overmastered its nurse. At other times he is beheld
in all the roands of dissipation and the haunts of vice, oc-
casionally filling up his leisure in recording and dissewinat-
ing the disgusting minutie of his weakness and shame,and
with an effrontery and stupidity equalled only by that of a
friend who retails them to ac insulted world. Aguin we
behold him philosophising like a sage, and moralizing like
a christian, while often from his bosom burst forth the
repinings of a wounded spirit. He sometimes seemed to
gaze upon his own mind with wonder, to watch 1ts dis-
ordered powers with curious inquiry,to touch its complain-
ing strings, and start at the response; while often with
maddening sweep he shook every chord, and sent forth
its deep wailings to entrance a wondering world.

Both Henry Xiartyn and Lord Byron shared the sorrows
of life, and their records teach the diferent workings of
the christjan and worldly mind. Byron lost his mother,
and when urged not to give way to sorrow, he burst into
an agony of grief, saying ‘I had but one friend in the

early friends he thas writes: “My friends fall around e,
and I shall be left a lonely tree before I am withered. 1
have no resource but my own reflections, and they present
no prospect here or hereafier, except the sclfish satis-
faction of surviving my betters. I am indced most
svretched.”’

And thus Henry Martyn mourns the loss of one most
dear. “Can it be that she has been lying so masy months
in the cold grave! TWould that I couid always remenmber
it or always forgetit ; but to think a mowert on other
things, a.od then feel the remembrance of it conse, as if
for the first time, rends my heart asunder. O my gracious
God, what shouid I do without Thee ! Bat now thou art
manifesting thyself us ‘the Ged of all consolation.’
was ] so neartbee.There is ncthing n this world for which
I could wish to hive, except because it may please God 1o
appoint me some work to do. O thou incomprebepsibly
glorious Savioar, what hast thou done to alleviate the
sorrows of life!™

It 1= recorded of Byron, that in society he generally sp-
peared humorouns ard prankish ; vet when railied on bis
meiancholy turn of writing, his constant answer was, that
though thos merry and full of langhter, be was at heant
one of the most miserable wretches in existence. And
thas he writes:

“Why, at the very keight of desire’ and human happi-
cess, worldly, amorous, ambitions, or even avaricions,
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a fear of what is to come—a doubt of what is ! If it were
not for bope what would the future be?—a hell! As for
the pagt what predominates in memory—hopes baffled!
From whatever plaice we commence we know where i
must gll end. And yet what good is there in knowing it:It
does ot make men wiser or better. [If I were to live my
life over 2gain, I do not know what I wauld change in my
tife, unless it were for—not t6 Aave lived at all. Al his-
tory, and experience, and the res: teach us, that good and
evil are _preity equally balanced. in this. existence, and
that what is =5s¢ o be desired is an ezsy passage out
of it Wlm can it give us but years, and these have
!mie of good bs‘;‘tém ending."

Andthmllntynm “Y am happier here in. thu

Never

"[m: mnl wu mﬁ;hnd where thm are 80 “ﬁuiy

: mom land, wberelaeldom bear what bappens inthe

oA

world,and now she is gone!>’ On the death of some of his

The precious \Vo;-d
Trmr
flows on with great rapidity. It secws as if life w onld il :
be gone before any thing is done.:— I someumes re]onco ,l
that [ am but twenty-seven, und that unless God shoun!d

ordain it otherwise, 1 may double this numbor in constant :

and  successiui iabor, Wefore -pasding -inio he fﬁhur—~
world."’ :

And thos they make their records at anniversaries,
when the mind is called to review life and its labors.—
Thus Byron writes: ‘‘At twelve o’clock I shall have com-
pleted thirty-three year! I go to my bed with a heaviness .
of heart at having lived so long and to so little purpose.
It is now three minutes past twelve,and | am thirty-three.

Eheu fugaces, Posthume, Posthums,
Labunter annl;

But I do not regret them so much for what 1 have doue,
as for what | might have done.”’

And thus Martyn: *- | like to find myself employed use-
fully in a way I did” nnt expect or foresez. The coming
year is to be a perilous one, but iny life is,of little conse-
quence, whether I finith the Persian New Testameat or
not. 1 look back with pity on myself, when I attached
so much importance to my life and labers. The more [
see of my own works, the more I am ashamed of them,
for coarseness and clumsiness mar all the works of man.

[ am sick when I look at the wisdown of maun, but am re-
lieved by reflecting, that we have a city whose bnilder
and maker is God. ‘The lcast of his works is refreshing.
A dried leaf or a straw, makes me feel in good company,
and complacency and admirativn take the place of disgust.
What a momentary duration is the life of man! ** Lckhitur
et labetur in omne volubilis @yum,”’ may be affirmed of -
the river; but uien pass nway ns soon as they begin fo ex-

calls to look at things that are seon.
is now my oaly stady,- by means of - translations. -
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ist.  Well, let the woments pasy !

They wafl us sooner o'er

Thislife's tempestuous sea;

Soon we ahudl resch the blisaful shore
O1 blest cternity.

Such was the experience of those who in vouoth com-
The poet has well described hus owa
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pleted their course.
career :

) orandering rnes of Whapeless fame,
A patkicss comet 3nd 8 cwrwm.,

The menice of the universs,

811} roikiag o8 wilh israte Soree,
Withoat a srierr, mithout a course,

A bright defodinity on high,

Thc wonster of the spyer sby '™

In boly writ we read of those who are *‘raging waves '
of the sea, foan:ing out their own shame; wandering stan
to whom is reserved the blackness of darkness for ever.’

The Lips of man tmay not apply these territic words to uy
whose duom is yet to be disclosed; but there is a passsge >
which none can fear to apply.—*Those that ure wise ¥
shall shice as the brightuess of the firmament and they -
turn many o righteousuess, as sturs for ever and ever!”
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From the Moaumest.

“* TRUTH IS STRANGER THAN FICTION."

4 Romantic Story.
Occasxomll) even in this monay-making—money-lovingid
age we' meet with instances of gunerosity tinctared
stronzly with romance, that we are carried back to t
fresh and suany days of onr youth, when the warm o
tivns of our hearts, unchilied by the coldness apd disap-
pointments which meet us all in our journey through hif .
prompt us to acts of heroium 2nd devotion, ard kindle

glow at the recital of such acts performed by those
bave lived in gone-bye days.

The circumstances which I am about to detail seom tod)
me to partake of the charucter of romance, and as thesili)
have occurred within my own knowiedge, nnd u
pames arc weli snd intimalely known 0 me, —
the heroige, I have thought a slight sketch mt;hl pot B
totally uninteresting as it wonld serve to convince Qi
skeptical—that suck tlungs as sentiment and consiancy
actaally in existence, in these degenerato times. -
About five and twenty years ngo——thm came
in ;nghbe.-u,-; village'a young man, of




