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easoning from the known laws of mind, ie gai the

Position, that oedience to the Divine Law as the su e

mode ofsecuing every species of happiness atinable in
.asatate ofexstance.

To exhibit thie, ome specifle cases wil be selected,

andpearhaps a fairer illustration Cannet be l resented than
thi cotrasted records of two youthful personages who
.have made the most dtinggished figure in the christian,
and i the literary world ; Byron and Martyn-Henry
Martyn the miminry, and Lord Byron the poet.

The first was richly endowed'with ardent feelings, keen
usceptiihtes, sand superior intellect. He was the ob-

ject of many affections, &ad in the principal university of
Great Britain won the highest honors both in classic l-
terature, and mathenatical science. He was flattered,
aressed, and admired; the road of fame and honor lay

ope before him, ad the brightest hopes of youth seemed
xady to be rehize& But the hour came when he looked
upon a Iost and galhy world, in the light of eternity; when
be realiud the fulmeaning of the sacrifice of our incar-
mate God; when he assunmed his obligations to become a
feBow-worker in redeeming a guilty world from the do-
mion ofsèlfisbaess, and all its future woes. " The love
of God constrained bimn;" and withont a murmur, for
wre hed beings on a distant shore, whomn he never saw,
afwhom he knew nothing but that they were miserable
and giéty, he relinquished the wreath of fame, forsook
thepath of woridly honor, severed the ties of kindred,
and gave up friends, country and home. With every
merve throbbiigin anguish at the sacrifice, he went forth
a"ne, to degraded heathen society, to solitude and
prvaaton, to weariness and painfulness, and t al the
trils of miwàonary life.

He spent his day in teaching the guilty and degraded,
the way of pardon and peace. He lived to write the law
ofb is God in the wide-spread characters of the Persian
mation, and to place a copy in the hands of its king. lie liv-
ed t contend with the chief Moullahs of Mahomet,in the

pmages e M zand to kindle a flame in Persia more
dying thaun its fabled fires.-He lived to endure rebuke

and scon, to toil and sufer in a fervid cimate, tod-as
lis wary steps over barning sands, with the daily, dy-ing
hope, that at Liast he might be laid to rest among his kin-
dei and on his native shore. 1et even this last earthly
hope was not atained, for after spending all his vouth in
-ea-lessLbors for the good of others, at the early age cf

thhity-two, h was laid in an uuknown and foreign grave.
He died done-a stranger in a strange land-with no

fiendly farm around to sympathizeand soothe-.-"Com-
punit est pasciaribus lackryais." Tet this was the
streid of his dying hand: "Isatinthe orchardand

wihsweet comfort and peace of my God! in soli-
sedag.eGpan! my friend! -ny comforter."

Anit u reriewumg the reeord ofhis short yet blessed hife,
e if we frEe uthe exUIingjsy with which sue a bene-

muM welce t evea the thosands e
Seied te redeem; if we lookonly at his yearf of self-deay-

igùi, where were = 1t aR the sufferig 'he
waslaeur se feel, we ca finda more evidemce of trae happi-
miousa n stw be found in the records of ffe Yethf«daI

poet, d ewas gined woith every susceptret ohappi-
MMss, who spt his days in search ofsaf enjoymea,

wh a every ieroe of earthly bliss haid opan,and dAnk
t. the very du:e2p

Bis remas pesameme o the mos mourniful exhi-
ioma f a n.iMe mia i allae widte chaos of ruin and dis-
edse. M aise.wa nalm==y endowed with overlowing

aWedtism, ien* oe~es, gimk conceptions, mad a
- -~~aiiecStNdO~Be had ail the constitueuhs of a

... fet use om. nI. he pa-e through exisen,,
sami Íbwe. detgu~ a raised spirit. His mind

sie..y oiht.e -enn with uich thomghts.
alda Ihm iip.lses, she sport ofthea*rnes &r..

oepm ntudai of
sut hndy eity 1
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The Lord of Newstead Abbey-the heir O a
line of ancestry-ai y;er of the realm-the pride of the

::..Siar annan-tha hero cf Greece

-the wonder of the gaping world, can now be followed

to his secret haunts. And there the veriest child of the

nurserv might be amused at some of bis silly weaknesses

and ridiculous conceits. Distressed about the cut i ar

collar, tuming at the colour of bis dress. intensely anxions

about the whiteness of his hand, deeply engrossed with

monkeys and dogs, and Cying about fromt one whin toa

another, with a reckless earnestness as ludicrous as it is

disgusting.
At times this boasted herm and genius seemed nought1

but an overgrown child, that bad broken its leading strings
and overmastered its nurse. At other times he is bel eld

in all the ironds of dissipation and the haants of vice, oc-
casionally filling up bis leisure in recording and disseuinat-

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 te an insulted world. Again we

behold him philosophising like a sage, and moralizing like

a christian, while often froin bis bosoi burst forth the
repining of a wounded spirit. le sometimes seemed to
gaze upon his own mind with wonder, to watch its 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 ta entrance a wondering world.

Both Henry Martyn and Lord Byron shared the sorrows
of life, and their records teach the did'erent workings of'
the christjun and worldly mind. Byron lost his mother,
and when urged not tu give way ta sorrow, lie burst into

an agony of grief, saying "I had but one friend in the
wor!d,and now she is goine" On the death of somne of is

early friends he thus writes: "My friends fall around rme,

and I shail be left a loncly tree before 1 ain withered. I

have no resource but my own reflections, and tbey present

no prospect here or bereafter, except the selfish satis-
faction of surviving my betters. I am indeed most

wretched."

And thus Ilenry Martyn mourns the loss of one most

dear. "Can it be that she has been lying so many mondka

in the coid grave! Would that I couid always remenmber
it or always forget it ; but te think a n:oment on other
things, aâd then feel the remembrance of it come, as if

for the first time, rends my heart asunder. O my graciousi
God, what shnld I do without Thee ! But now thou ail
manifesting thyself as 'the Cd of all consolation.' Never
was I so near thee.There is nothing in this n or:d for wbich
i could wish to live, except becau.se it may please God to
appoint me some vork ta do. O thou incomprehepsibly
lorious Saviour, what hast thou done to aReviate the

Sorrows of life!,

It is reorSded of Byron, that in society he generally ap-
peared humerous and prauk-ih; yet when raffied on his
melancholy turn of writing, his constant aswer was, that
tbough thos merry and fa of laughter, he was at beart
one of the most miserable wretches in existence. And
th"s he wrUies:

"IWby, at the very height of desire' and human happi-,

But I do not regret them so much for what I have done,
as for what I might have done."

And thus Martyn: -I like to nd myself employed use-
fally in a way I did not expect or foreseo. The coming
year is to be a perilous one, but my life isof littie Const-
quence, whether I finish the Persian New Testament or
net. I look back with pity on myself, when I attached
3o much importance to my life and labers. The more 1
see ofi ny own woi-ks, the more I amn asharned of thein.
for coarseness and clumisiness mar all the works of man.
I am sick when I look at the wisdon of mau, but am re-
ieved by reflecting, that we have a city whose builder
and ma.ker is God. The Ieast of his works is refreshing.

A dried leaf or a straw, makes nie feel tn good compainy,

and coniplacency and admiration take the place of disgwut.
What a momnentary duration is the life of mnn! "Ldbitur

et labetur in omne colubilis arvum," ma ibe affirrued of
the river; but misen pas nway nia won as they begin ut ex-
ist. Well, jet thie 1inrenti .u

They w9ft us uooner üoer-
1*!,hI% li epe.Stuoiimm sen;
Son we aidi reach [lie blaarul ahore
01 blest irly

Such was the experience of those who in yrouth cos-
pleted their course. The poet h" wel described b owa
career: :

The wXm. %cr "r a L absjr1ues L
Stit i zles on unbirrnae fre

IL braheyr, wthout a curoe,
A bi t 00 bit d(<aî,o '~
Tb woater or the uppe r ak .

In holy writ we read of those wbo are "raging waves
ofthe sea, foaunig out their own shame; ,candering stars,
to whom is reserved the lbIackness of darkness for ever."
The lipsofinan may not apply these terrific word, to any -

whose don is Iet to be disclosed; but there is a pasge T
which none can fear to apply.-ttTbose that are wise
shal shine as the brightuess of the firmament,and they
turn many to righteousness, as star for ever and ever!

Froa: the Mosunen.

TRUTH 1S STRANGER TRAN FICTION."
. Romantic &ary.

Occasionaly even in thi money-making-money-lo
age we' meet with instances of g nerosityv tinaDered a

-- , worldy, amorous, ambitions, or even avaricions, strongly with romance, that we are carried back to lti
%",%;* - 1a ~ ~ ~ Oùu thràrd r ense 0ofàd-ub1- and sorro;w--i fresh and synny days.f or at en them g

aear of whais to eome-a doubt of wbat is ! If it were tions of our heart, unchilldby the coldness and disp
not fer hope what wou!d the future be?-a bell! As for pointments wbich meet us all in ior journey through ife
the pag what predominates in memory-bopes haMfed! prompt n to acts of beroism and devotion, and kinde aai
From whateTer place we commence we know wAere ii glow at the recital of such acte perfosmed by those w1
mast ail end. And yet what good is there in knowing itIt have lived in gone-bye days.
does not make men wiser or better. If I were to live MY Tiircumstances which I am about Io detal "M h
1e over again, I do not know what I wuild change in my me to partakeorthe chacter or rorabce, snd as tm
life. unless it were for-moi to hae lied ai ail. Ail aM me o pare ofithen cr of romance, a ash
tory, and experience, and the rest teach us, that good and have occurred W"ith my own knowledge, and as

evil am pretty equally balanced: this, existence, aid is ro he an ginfa shown toh
tha what is mostto be desired is an easy passage olut ve thoughta.sligt sketch mighe not

tc>siy uitenricting as kt woold "Mrr to convfl
Of it. What¶ ean it give us but year, and these have yuWmsa sa oudsret ovne

Wihde of died sdkeptical-that sMe thing as sentiment and constay
de ~ t o ar wrist" ahappierhereinth actualy i existence, in these degenerate times.

m nd, y where. I seldomhar hat ber in bis About ie and twenty yemars go-thereCamntiMatUndacawhendnrdobbatwhatapappe» dInt"' apren y r
s, ma vs ~E~g1u~whe hor a. ui~pfflS ud Munsa ebu apmrnty re-mgU p

ti. M-5p

1calls to look at things that are sean. The precious WV'ord
id now y only-study, by Mena of translations. m
flows on with great rapidity. It seems as if life would â
he gone before any thing is done i sometimes rejole-
that 1 an but twenty-seven, and that unlesa God should
ordain it otherwise, I may double this number in constant
and successfia labor, before -pmo u ,lit the ot-
world."

And thuas they make their records at anniversarieu,
when the mind as called to review life and its Jabora.-
Thu Byron writes: "At twelve o'clock I shal have com-
pleted thirty-three year! I go to my bed with a heaviness
of heart at having lived no long and to no little purpose.
It is now three minutes past twelve,and I am thirty-three.

Eheti igacem*, Pouthuue, Posthume,
Labuuater ani;i


