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i with nastness sd

Why paints the bow its colors on
The canvass of the sky,

Above the reach of mortal hand,
But not of mortal eye ?

And why so early doth it fade
From our sdmiring sight,

Why do the stars forever shine,
Amid the midnight throne,

In glory that we cannot grasp,

. Or ever make our own ?

Why do they mock the lowly with
Their seeming festive mirth—

Faint emblem of a higher world—
A beauty not of earth ?

And why across the stage of life,
Glide forms of human light,
On which we look a little time,
Then, taken from our sight P—
And taken too, the Alpine streams—
Affection’s ardent flow—
From this, unto the tearless land,
To ripple to and fro ?

They whisper of a fadeless bow
Around the throne Divine,

And stars of immortality,

That never cease to shine,—
Of happy forms, celestial, fair,

That never pass away, -
All ambrotyped upon the sky

Of God's great Golden Day !

They breathe of thrones that stand secure
On the eternal hills,
And peerless beauty streaming forth,
In countless, dazzling rills,
And mansions that majestic tower,
That glorious country o’er, d
Of which the dome that bounds our sight,
Is but the starry floor ! K
8.0.F.
Westbrook, Feb., 1862,

The Contented Cripple.

1 saw in Killis,” says Dr. Dwight, “a poor
cripple, who had been brought there lately from
s place in the Taurus Mountains, and who was
rejoicing in the hope of the Gospel. The hovel
that he was in would not have been considered
fit for animals in America. It was built of mud,
had only the ground for a floor, and a single low
room. He was lying on his back, with nothing

" under him but a’piece of coarse hair “bagging,

and his head was supported by a very small and
thin straw pillow, resting upon a pile of stones.
He was covered with rags and filth, and his bod-
ily infirmities excited the deepest pity. His bony
hands were drawn firmly together, so that he
could by no means open them, and his elbows
were quite stiff. The flesh was gone from both
hands and arms, and I presume, in a great meas-
ure, from his whole body. If ever there was in

every day in prayer for my class, each one by
name, for the next three weeks.” At the expi-
llnlinnltht:pﬂ'io(liz‘u-vril.un,“l\'oem-
versions.” * Resolved that I will agomize in
prayer for my class,” as above. Three weeks
passed, but “ no conversions,” again was enter-
ed. Why were there no conversions? Here
was prayer, agonizing prayer, and, undoubted-
ly, the most faithful instructions and a godly ex-
ample. But now there was found a third reso-
lution in these words, “Resolved that I will
agonize in prayer guring the next threc weeks,
two hours every day, for my class, each one by
name, EXPECTING they will be converted.” Then
followed immediately the pleasing records of the
anxiety and conversion of one after another, un-
til her whole class, aye her three classes, were
reckoned among the disciples of Christ.

In the single word “ EXPECTING,” was found
the key that unlooked heaven, and brought the
otherwise vainly-sought blessing. Could there
have been intelligent faith without expectation ?
There had been prayer and labour, and patient,
and perhaps impatient waiting, finding utter-
ance in the ery, ““ O Lord, how long !” but there
was no blessing ; and why not, except the great
want of expectation ? ‘The Holy Spirit led this
humble Christian to see her mistake. As soon
as she connected this expectation with the appro-
priate means, the blessing came, all that her
heart desired.—Congregationalist.

- + wee

Peter’s Denial of his Lord and his
Repentance.
With some variations as to the choice of par-
ticulars to be stated, the three earlier evange-
lists have given us the important facts of this
inful case. Luke omits to notice Peter’s curs-
m and swearing, but has two interesting facts
not in the other records, to wit : that Peter “ fol-
lowed” his Master “afar off” when he was
dragged into the High-Priest's house; and that
the Lord “ turned and looked upon Peter,” this
being one means of turning his mind to his great
sin, and thus inducing repentance. They all tell
us that Peter noticed the erowing of the cock,
and that this helped to remind him of the fore-
warning given him by his Lord, which his self-
confidence had prevented him from the appre-
ciating and improving. X
It is noticeable that Mark’s account, prepared
under the special supervision of Peter, includes
all the aggravating circumstances. Thoroughly
penitent, he had no wish in his heart to suppress
any thing, or smooth over any of the horrible
features of his great sin.

cial notice. Unlike eitherof the other accounts,
this opens Peter’s heart, and gives us the pys-
chological view of its action in his repentance—
“ When he thought thereon he wept” Matthew
and Luke gives us the outside view—* He went
out and wept bitterly.” Only Mark tells us
what the mental process was. Mark gives it

this world an object of pity, that man was such | just as the sinner himself would describe it. Very

an object. And yet, from the time we entered
the room until we left it, he never uttered one
word of complaint, never even spoke of his pains
and sufferings, or of his poverty; but his whole
conversation and his whole appearance were
those of a perfectly contented, cheerful and hap-
py man.” For twenty years he has been in this

probably this is Peter's own emendation of the
account as generally current, and as written by
others. He knew that mental process. It was
forever after fresh in his memory, how he thought
thereon, and as he thought wept bitterly.

That Mark wrote under the eye of Peter, and
that Peter suggested, corrected, amended more

erippled condition, unable to move his limbs; for less, is a fact long and generally, if not uni-

and before that he was a robber, and lived by his
own wickedness.

“Four years ago, while in his mountain vil-
lage, he first heard of the Protestants. After-
wards some copies of the New Testament found
their way to his village, and one of them was read
from in his hearing. A native Protestant first
explained to him the Gospel way of sslvation;
#ad two years ago he thinks he received by faith
the Lord Jesus Christ, and ever since he has been
flled with peace and joy.

“Many u king and emperor might well envy
him his lot. ;githin the Enmyeu, notwithstand-
ing all the discouragements of his condition, he
bas actually learned to read, and now he keeps
the New Testament by his side, and from time to
time comforts his desolate heart by reading from
its sacred pages. He appears to be somewhat
over fifty years of age. Truly, here is a miracle
of grace. 1 asked him if he felt that his sins
yere forgiven. ¢ Yes,’ said he, by the grace of
God our Saviour, Jesus Christ, I have found
Peace. I have no hope in anything else but
Christ, but through him I have peace and joy.’
He said he had no fear of death left, but was
ready to depart when it should be God’s will. 1
asked particularly about the terms on which the
sinner can be admitted to heaven. Said he: * It
is all by the free grace of God. Nothing that
the sinner can do can ever avail to purchase par-
don and eternal life. Even if he were to collect
a heap of silver as high as from earth to heaven
it would all avail as nothing.’

“ Oh! what power there is in the Gospel of
Christ to enlighten and transform so dark a mind,
and to put hope and life and peace into such a
soul! A few yesrs ago he was an ignorant de-
graded, hardened, and abandoned wretch. And
now, if anybody were to look into his hovel, and
see him drawn @ip and withered by disease, and
often racked with pain, lying neglected upon the
hard ground, he would feel that he was the most
miserable of all human beings. And yet there
are few happier men in this wide world.”—Me-
thodist New Connection Magazine.

¢ Expecting.”

From what source I obtained the following
brief nasrative 1 am unable now to affirm, Of
its credibility I have no doubt. The scene was
in Philadelphia. Quite likely it has been before
published, though it has never fallen under my
€yes in print. But it will bear republishing, and
there is little danger of invading any copyright.

' every one read and profit by the lessons of
which it is suggestive.

A young lady had a Sabbath school elass* of
Tmisses ranging from thirteen to eighteen years
:f“d'ﬂwt?lﬁ;: considerable period, it was no-

* class was indulging hope. By

n:-fnool, she was ap-

in 3

and quite soon afterwards d}.:m
hope. Then, purposely, she was transferved to

versally admitted. The form of the statement
in the point just noticed, is a beautitul coinci-
dence and confirmation of this fact.

Rules for Public Speaking.

1. Endeavour to possess yourself wholly of
your subject. i

2. Be calm and self-collected, and speak to
the audience under a lively consciousness that
they are expecting instruction and edification,
and of the importance of acquitting yourself well.
3. Be sure to pitch your voice low enough at
the commencement of your discourse. It will
then find its natural tone as you proceed.

4. Let your enunciation of every syllable, and,
so far as possible, of the sound of every letter be
clear and distinet, and you will then be heard
and understood in every part of the largest hall,
though your voice may not be loud.

5. Keep the lungs well inflated, and speak
mostly by the movement of the abdominal mus-
cles.

6. Let your voice be flexible, undulatory, and
rthythmic in its motion; and mind your pauses,
emphases, and iutonations, according to the na-
ture of the subject, and the passions that are to
be expressed.

7. Keep the mind well concentrated, and en-
ter thoroughly into the spirit of the subject.

8. Keep the limbs flexible, and let gesticula-
tion be prompted by the impulse of feeling. Then’
it will always be natural.

Let each public speaker drill himself to these
rules, till their observance becomes natural and
spontaneous ; and if the matter of his communi-
cation is of intercst and importance, he will not
fail to acquit himself to the satisfaction of his
audiences.— Life Illlustrated.

An Interesting Relic.
Dr. Perkins exhibited at the missi y meet-

ing at Lyndon last week, a copy of the New
Testament which he found in Persia, which was

One thing in Mark’s account is worthy of spe-

wanting any argument to prove that man was
not mortal, I would look for it in the strong,
convulsive emotion of the breast, when the soul
has been agitated, when the fountains of feeling
are rising, and when tears are gushing forth in
crystal streams. O speak not harshly of the
stricken one weeping in silence! Break not the
solemnity by rude laughter or intrusive footsteps.
Despise no woman’s tears; they are what make
her an angel. Scoff not if the stern beart of
manhood is sometimes melted into sympathetic
tears; they are what help to elevate him above
the brute. I love to see tears of affection. They

pleasure in tears—an awful pleasure. If there

be loth to live ; and if no one might weep over
my grave, I could never die in peace.— Dr. Jokn-

&on. ps

Heaven.
Hark ! in beaven what songs arise,
In that high and glorious day,
Where a gold-light fills the skies,
Clearer that the crystal way.
How in circling charm they float,
Widening till they catch mine ear :
Till from earth an angel’s note
Hallowed fancy seems to hear.

All of clarion, reed, and string,
All of organ’s nobler sound,
Swell the raptures that they sing,
Give their joy & wider bound.

Heart and voice together blend,
Sympathy and song the same ;

All their harmonies ascend,
Burdened with the Sacred Name.

And the number none can tell,
Fruit of every age and clime ;
Yet in endless love they dwell,
Raised into a life sublime.
Various is their round of deed,
Some to serve and some to sing ;
These on acts of mission speed,
Sweeping with the lightning’s wing,

+ Those to help the royal race
Up life’s rough and Alpine steep

are painful tokens, but still most holy. Thereis|.

were none on earth to shed tears for me, 1 should | .

Here a gentleman, the eldéat and most digni- | dova, and Jeen. Some of these are women, and
fied of the group, but plain #ad affable in his|one is a girl only seventeen yearsof age. From

manners, interposed thus :

on my journey. lboddyuhm_nd-,
your baggage in the waggon, I have felt some
solicitude about starting withmy wife on such s

risk the finding of another ghance.” This pro-
position was acceded to, smd we parted with
mutual regrets.

to the Indians. On the 1 spoke a few
words, by invitation, to the Sabbathschool, In
thoovni.‘lhn'ncmrymg." at
Mr. Kent's, and many inquivies were made of
me respecting my mission, *

On Monday forenoon I was walking down the
main street of the city, whes a gentleman asked
me if a set of barrow. - shovels,
pick-awe, broad-axe, hoes, &e.,—would be of
service to me st my station, Holdhi-"thy
vouldhohouorthngd‘.h-metulhy
would-nmuudydwgh‘hh
them.” I was desirous of taking such articles
with me, but the Board were at the time embar-
mud,ndwuldm“thmlopur.
.chu,dnn. By this time there was & group of

Ministers of strength and grace,
With a watch that never sleeps.

Give us but exalted sight,
Let us see u little higher,

And the mountain burns with light,
Filled with chariots of fire.

Heaven is not beyond the star,
‘Twinkling in the dim profound ;
Heaven cannot be very far,
For we live upon its bound.
. —Soham.

 Beligins Jntelignce.
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Keeping the Sabbath. -
BY A PIONEER MISSIONARY.

In the summer of 1837, the American Board
closed the boarding-school for Indian youth,
which they have sustained many years on the
island of Mackinaw, and sold the premises to the
United States. Of this band of missionaries who
had laboured there, a young woman, who at that
time became my wife, was the last to leave the
station. The fourth year previous I had spent
upon the island, and now returned to it from my
station on the Upper Mississippi, for the purpose

my labours among the Indians. Leaving the
island we went to Chicago by steam, and from
thence to Galena by stage. Galena was the
California of that day, with lead instead of gold
for the power of attraction. We arrived there

q sbout me. “1 presume you would

Malaga, Granada, and Seville above fitty

escape the rigours of the law, snd have left their
wives and children in s state of destitution. The
Spanish authorities feel all the odium of these
persecutions, and endeavour to deceive public

to support these allegations. The truth is, that
the police have seized all the papers of Matamo-
ras and his fellow-sufferers, and yet not a single
documént has been published to prove anything
’lﬁlﬁe-. M. Matamoras is nothing but a
sincere believer : the only faction he serves, at
thp.ﬂo!th‘dlen,i‘dnGupd; the only
party Chief he consents to follow, at the risk of
liberty and life, is Jesus Christ. He has lately
:rlu':l l'lc:“nd sentiments in a letter address-

to mittee of the Paris Evengelical
Alliance.

———

patron of many societies, and exposer of many roof, Macaulay proceeded in due course to

abuses, whose festive humour made the world
happy to bim and gladdened the circle of his
home. Approaching with half-impatient look,

| Trinity College, Cambridge, the alme mater of
{80 many distinguished sons. It was’ during bis
.m’ at the University that he started as an

-Uhhﬂwmm“.ﬁhmidmhhw{dd letters, which is w0

glen of Needwood Chase, comes Thomas Gis-
borne, sworn friend of Nature, to whom she
whispered all her secrets of bird and stream and
tree, and who loved her with a love less only
than that which he felt for the souls in his home-
ly parish, to whom he ministered the Word of

tosh ? and surely there flitted by us with charac-

—— |teristic haste, that active, working, expressive

On Tuesday evening, the Rev. W. M. Pun-
shori, M.A., delivered, in Exeter Hall, before the
Young Men's Christian Association, the eleventh
lecture of the preseat winter course. Long be-
fore the hour appointed the specious building
was crowded to excess. At eight o'clock, R. C.
L. Bevan, Esq., was called to the chair. The
Rev. Mr. Mackenzie offered a short and appro-
priate prayer, after which the Chairman briefly
addressed the meeting, and introduced the Lee-
turer, who, on the applause which greeted him
subsiding; proceeded to deliver, as announced,
his lecture on * Macaulay,” of which the follow-
ing is a condensed report :—

Tam in difficulties to-night. Three pistures
are vivid to my mental eye, which will haply il-
lustrate those difficulties. The first picture is
that of a gleaner, by the dim light of the moon,
searching painfully among the unwealthy stubble
in a harvest field from which the corn has been
reaped, and from which the reapers have with-
drawn. 1 am that gleaner. The second is that

* | of an unfortunate individual, who is to write an

say better and better, if there was comparison to
huhnduthyvoullb-uvmpubblbm
gold,” I replied. All this was as unexpeeted as
though the articles had fallen in a shower around
me. “ We think wecan give your mission a
little bonus, if you will acsept of such things,”
said the first speaker.

Having satisfled their inquiries, I strolled out

into the country. Having returned to the city
- | in the afternoon, I was

standing on the bluff
under and into which it is built, looking down
on the barbor, or creek rather, which served as a
harbor, when I saw a little steamboat “ round

the point,” and come puffing up to the levee. 1
ran a few steps down the simirs built into the
sides of the declivity, and read on its sign “ The

‘Olive Branch,’ for Prairie du Chien.” A few
steps further I met a brother, who said to me,

“ Your boat has come to takiPyou to the Pruirie:

It is wonderful, no one was expecting it; but
that is the way the Lord works for those who
trust in him. It is going right straight on; we
shall have ample time, howkver, to get you and

ol-nrryin‘undm.kin‘hertheoup-nmofymmul i It is the only Sabbat}

keeping boat on the Mississippi. We have alres-
dy told the clerk that you are here, and he will
wait for you. You get your wife and things
down from Mr. Kent's, and we will see to every-
thing else.” When I told my wife in the pre-

on Wednesday evening, and stopped at mdmofllnxonl,'huhiuu to pass,—

the thriving hotels then kept in the place.

I wished to go immediately to Prairie du Chien.
There was no stage running to the place, and no

pect of a st
;lomh or six weeks. Referring to registers at
the hotels, I found the names of five men booked
for that point. We soon made one another’s
acquaintance, and with some difficulty engaged
a man with a two-horse waggon, to start on the
following Monday morning and take us to the

days, and we were to pay him seven dollars for

each passenger.
made this arrangement, I called on

missionary world bas since become a household

word. Of all men at that time in the employ of |\ 'p iie il the evening of Tuesd

the American Home Missionary Society, he

“ There,” says Mrs. Kent, # that is just like
the Lord! 1 should not wonder if you should
get to the Prairie now before the judge. The

boat going there within 8|, ;o\ \vq not their things seady, but there will

be another boat along sometime ; we can send
them.” Soon we were in the cabin, surrounded
by a lively circle of congratulating friends, who
bowing together, commended” us with thanks-
giving and prayer to Him who was so evidently

15 - our helper. This was only the commenrcement
Prairie. He thought be could go through in two of an acquaintance in Galena that was aft@wards

maty times profitable unto me;
As the boat left I offered the elerk my fare.—
He said he would not take gold, but must have

the Rev. Mr. Kent, whose name in the home celestial fare for carryirg men in my employ.
The boat was slightly detained, and did not reach

art-criticism upon a celebrated painting, but who
finds himself jammed hopelessly into the front
rank of the spectators at the Academy, withs the
sun daszling his eyes, and 3o near to the picture
that he sees little upon the canvas but a vague
and shapeless outline of colour. I am that un-
bappy critie, dazzled as I look on my subject,
and both you and I are too near for perfect
vision. The third picture is that of a son, keen-
ly affectionate, but of high integrity, clinging
with reverent fondness to the memory of a father
but who has become conscious of one detraction
from that father's excelience which he may not
consciously conceal. I am that mourning son.
Your discernment perceives my difficulties, and
your sympathy will accord me its indulgence,
while we speak together of the man who was the
marvel of other lands, and who ueccupies no ob-
scure place upon the bright bead-roll of his own
—the rhetorician, the essayist, the poet, the
statesman, the historian—Thomas Babington,
the first and last Baron Macaulsy. From a
middle-class family in a midland ecounty was
born the man whom Englafti delighteth to hon-
our. The place of his birth was Rothley Tem-
ple, in Leicestershire, the house of the uncle,
Thomas Babington ; and the time, the month of
October, when the century was not many moons
old. His grandfather was a minister of the Kirk
of Scotland. - His father, after the manner of
Scotchmen, travelled southward in early life, that
he might find wider scope for his enterprise and
industry than the country of Macallum More
could yield. His mother was the daughter of &
bookseller in Bristol, a member of the Society
of Friends. When in these times we ask after
a man’s parentage, it is not that we may know
by how many removes he is allied to the Plan-
tagenets ; nor how many quarterings he is enti-
tled to grave upon his shieid. It is morally cer-
tain that most of us had ancestors who distin-
guished themselves in the wars of the Roses, and
that most of us will have posterity who shall be
engaged in the last strife of Armageddon. But
estates and names are not the only inheritance
of children. They inherit the qualities by which
estates are acquired or scattered, and by which
men carve out names for themselves—the proud-
er, b self-won. And who shall say in the

On

y-.

Wednesday morning I found a boarding place in

pob-blyocupiodchtmudnmdmdld- a Christian family, with a place of deposit for

venturous post. There were missionar iss of the my effects, and made inquiries as to the

. A 3 prospect
WMMMT.‘?M“:: of getting further up the river. I had now a
Wisconsin and Minnesota ; home journey of more than four hundred miles farther

siofiary, his field was bounded north by the to perform, in an open boat with oar and poles,

British possessions, east by Green Bay and Chi-
mm;hby(}mtnlminoio.lnd West by the
Pacific Ocean. Within these bounds there were
papal missionsries and ministers of Protestant
denominations, both among the whites and In-
dians ; Muthwaﬁnlndniniﬂuof
pure ical truth to the living race, be was
the lone pioneer of all that have since gathered
around him. ~ .
He rebuked me for stopping at'the tavern in

700 years old. It was written in the
Syric language (the same spoken by Jesus Christ
when on earth), upon parchment, with a reed for
apen. Of course, the volume was bulky, though
not as large as we should suppose a Testament
made in that way would be. It was not thicker
than a Webster’s Unabridged, and not more
than two-thirds as large. Dr. Perkins found
three or four copies of the Testament in this
form in that country, which were, if we under-
stood him, the only written language the people
had. By the aid of these he M:W
for the .\'ﬂorilnl.ndwmnmubr

dwnhonthﬁmcdﬁliﬂ.';a:"'}i-'
poruntmpeetﬂn-ouﬁ which we
now have—a remarkable proof of the authen-

ticity of our Bible.—Am. Paper.

mitted an ecclesiastical blunder. He said I must
stay with him until Monday, and started imme-
distely for the tavern to bring away my trnnks.
On Friday, just at night, I met the men with
whom I had engaged to go to the Prairie, all
standing in a group on the side-walk. They
greeted me as the lost one of their number ; they
had not seen me for twenty-four hours ; they had
made arrangements to start in the morning, Sa-
turday instead of Monday, not doubting that I
would gladly enter into the arrangement when
they should find me. I unhesitatingly assented,
and applauded their arrangement to start on
Saturday morning as I was anxious to go forward
without loss of time. * But is it your arrange-
ment to travel on the Sabbath ?” I asked.
uwlnhﬂ.mhﬁ“-

try,” was the instant reply of one of the company,

i
mission station that I should pass on the route.

aguinst the current of the Mississippi and other
rivers, and through a wildbrness inhabited only

by the Indian and the game he pursued, except-
ing one trading post, one military post, and one

About sunset, having walked a mile or more

down the prairie from the village, I met the judge

and bis company just comingin. * They had

broken their wagon twice, turned off three times,

and started times without number. If my wife

a manner that made me fear I had really com- and self had been along, it would have been im-

possible to get through, They bad paid fifty
cents for every meal they had esten and time
they had slept.” 1 told theni'Wist had happened
to me, when the judge remarked, “ It only con-
firms what my observation has long since con-
vinced me of. It is profitable always to keep the
commandments of our Maker, though it does
not always appear as plainly as in this case.”

The Prisoners for the Gospel.

The Paris Debats publishes the following :—

“ We have called attention to the persecutions
suffered by the few Spaniards who profess the
Protestant religion. One of them, M. Manuel
Matamoros, convicted of having sold Spanish
Bibles, has been condemned to the galleys for

seven years. He is not the oaly vietim of the in-|

character of each of us how much we are in-
debted to hereditary endowments, to early asso-
ciation, to the philosophy of parental rule, and
to the retinue of circumstances which guarded
us as we emerged from the dreamland of child-
hood into the actual experiences of life ? 1In the
character and habits of Macaulay the results
of these influences may be very largely discover-
‘ed. Those of you who are familiar with the
wicked wit of Sydney Smith, will remember his
reference to * the patent Christianity of Clap-
bam;” and in Sir James Stephen's essay the
worthies of the Clapham Sect are pourtrayed
with such fidelity and power, that we feel their
presence, and they are familiar to us as the faces
of toay. Let us look in upon them on a sum-
mer’s eve some fifty years ago. We are in the
house of Heury Thornton, the wealthy banker.
The guests are in the oval saloon. Take notice
of the company, for men of mark are there.—

brow and searching eye—with a mind subtie to
perceive and bright to harmonise. the varied as-
p.cuofnquuion-'ilhn tranquil soul, and &
calm, judicial, persevering wisdom, which, if it
never rose into heroism, was always ready to
connsel and sustain the impulses of the heroism
of others. That slight, agile, restless little man
with a crowd about him, can that be the Apostle
of the brotherhood ? By what process of com-

into & frame 80 slender ? ' He is fairly abandon-

face which could answer to no other name than
that of Henry Brougham. There is just one
more figure in the corner, 9 whom we must for
a moment hnger, and, as we pass towards him,
look at that group of three ingenious youths.—
Can you tell their fortunes ? The interpreting

years would show them to you: the one dying, | years.

beloved and honoured, as the Professor of Mod-
ern History at Cambridge ; the second living as
the active and eloquent Bishop of Oxford; and
the third, the future historian of his country and
one of her most_renowned and most lamented
sons. With-beetling brows, and figure robust
but ungainly, slow of speech, and with a face
which told no tale, described as the man “ whose
understanding was proof against sophistry, and

| stony-bearted to the friendless and the feeble,

but which once propitiated or mastered, speeds
the vigorous or the fortunate to the temple of
fame. He was bappy in the enterprising indi-
vidual who first enlisted his ready pen, There
were times when the

burst through all trammels of poverty or sondid-
pess—that it was a kind and geninl leader under
whose banner he won his spurs of literary fame.

There are fow names which the literature of mo- -

dern times should hold in dearer remembrance
than the name of Charles Knight, at once the
Meecenas of youthful authorship, and the worthy
fellow-labourer with the band whom he gathered
around him. A goodly band of choice spirits
those were, who, under various names enriched
the pages of Knight's Quarterly Magasine~—
It is not too much to say, however, that though
John Moultria, Nelson Coleridge, and Winthrop
Praed were among the valued contributors, the
great charm of the magasive, during ita brief
but brilliant existence, was in the articles signed
“Tristram Merton,” the literary alias of Thomas
Macsulay. In these earlier productions there
are the foreshadowings of his future eminence,
the same flashes of genius, tie same antithetical
power, the same prodigious learning, the same
marvellous fecundity of illustration which so
much entrance and surprise us in his later
Those who read his “ Fragments of a
Parish Lawsuit,” and a projected Epic, will pro-
nounce him * of an infinite humour ;* and those
who read his “ Songs of the Huguenots,” and of
the “ Civil War,” will recognise the. first martial
outburst of the poet soul, which flung its flery
words upon the world in the “ Lays of Ancient
Rome " It has been said that a speech delivered
by Macaulay on the great question which absorh-
ed his father'slife, attracted the notice of Jeffery—

his nerves against fear,” what was the secret of | then seeking young blood wherewith to enrich

Zachary Macaulay’s power P Just this, the con-
secration of every energy to the one purpose
upon which his life was offered as a living sacri-
fice—the sweeping from the face of the earth of
the wrong and shame of slavery. An eye-wit-
ness of its abominations in Jamaics, & long resi-
deng at Sierra Leone, with the slave trade flour-
ishing around him, he became impressed with
the conviction that God had called him to do
battle with this giant sin, and from that moment
be lived apart—Ilaboured without weariness, and
wrote with force and vigour. Such were the
men who, as leaders of the Clapham Sect, as it
was called, drew down the wonder of the world-
ly, and provoked the scoffing of the proud. Ob,
rare and sacred fellowship ! where is the limner
who will preserve for us these features upon can-
vaws ?  Already upon our walls we can live with
the renowned and the worthy. We see the
Great Dyke in the midst of bis companions in
arms—we are st home with Dr. Johnson and
his friends—we realise the penetralia of Abbots-
ford—we are present when John Wesley dies—
we can nod familiarly st a group of Free-traders
—why should our moral heroes be forgotten P
Who will paint the Clapham Seet for us? Their
own age derided them—Ilet us enthrone them
with double h They d the seeds, of
which the harvest waveth now. It was theirs o
commence, amid unfriendly watchers, those wide
schemes of philanthropy which have made the
name of England blessed. Catching the mantle
of these holy men, who, in the early part of the
last century, were the apostles of the second
Reformation, they had, perhaps, a keener sense
of the difficulties of Evangelism, and s more
practical knowledge of the manners and customs
of the world. Fearlessly as their fathers had
testified in attestation of some vital doctrine,

world a neighbourhood ; which is so prolific in
its merciful inventions in the times in which we
live, and which, while it screens the peasant’s
thateh, protects the beggar’s conscience, and up-
lifts the poor man's home, is so world-wide in its
magnificence of charity, that it has an ear for the
plait of the exile, a response to the cry of the
Sudra, and a tear for the sorrows of the slave.

With such bealthy and stirring influences sur-
rounding him, Macaulay passed his childhood ;
and though in after years be became the con-
templative student rather than the beneficent
worker, and though retaining many of the opin-
ions of his early friends, be seems to have re-
mained ignorant of the grand and living prinei-
ple which was the inspiration of them all, the

Its of the iation stamped themselves on
his character, and we can trace them in his stur-
dy independ and i love of liberty,
in his rare appreciation of the beauty of moral
goodness, and in the quiet energy of persever-
ance which urged him to the mastery of every

Macsulsy gsve. When be ha 1 attained the ma-
ture age of eight, she rejoices “ that his classi-
cality had net extinguished his piety ;” and adds,
“ his hymns were really extraordinary for such a
baby.” What better illustration can there be of

There is Henry Thornton himself, with open |l

.} Is the tide to roll back so far?

pression did the great soul of Wilberforee get |

the pages of the Edinburgh Review—and that
this was the cause of his introduction into the
guild of literature, of which he became the decws
ef tulamen. As we surrender ourselves to his
masterly guidance, we are fascinated beneath
some lifelike biography, or are enchained by
some sweet spell of travel; we pronounce upon
canons of criticism, and solve problems of Go-
verument with & calm dogmatism whivh is trou-
bled by no misgivings; we range unquestioned
through the Court at Potsdam, and mix in Ita-
lian intrigues, and settle Spanish succefsions,
and, under the robe of the sagacious Burleigh,
peer out upon the starched ruffs and colossal
bead-dresses in the Presencg Chamber of Eliza-
beth Eerself. ' Now, with Clive and Hastings, we
tread the sultry Ind, our path glittering with
* barbaric pearls and gold ;" now, on bloody
Chalgrove, we shudder to see Hampden fall ;
and anon we gase upon the Glorious Dreamer,
8 he listens musingly to the dull plash of the
water from his ceil on Bedford-bridge. We
stand outside, and are awed while Byron raves
and charmed while Milton sings. Addison con-
descendingly writes for us, and Chatham declaims
in our presence, Madame d’Arblay trips lightly
along the corridor, and Boswell comes ushering
in his burly idol, and smirking like the shoyman
of a giant. We watch the process-curiously us
an unfortunate poet is impaled amid the scatter-
ed sibyllines of the reviews which puffed him.
In all moods of mind, in all varieties of experi-
ence, there is something for us of instruction or
of warping. If we pause, it is from astonish-
ment, and if we are wearied, it is from excess of
splendour. In these essays, Macaulay bas writ
ten his mental sutobiography. He bas done
for us, in reference to himself, what with all his
brilliancy he bas often failed to do for us in the
of others. He hes shown us the

man. He has anatomised his own nature, He
is not the thinker, but the expositor of the
thoughts of elder time. He is not the prophet,
but has & shrewdness of insight which often si-
mulates the prophet's inspiration. He is not the
philosopber but the illustrator, stringing upon
old systems a multitude of gathered facts. He
is not the mere partisan, but the discriminating
censor, who can deride the love-locks and fop-
peries of the cavalier, and yet admire his chival-
rous loyalty ; who can rejoice in the stern virtues
of the Puritan, and yet laugh st his small scru-
ples and at his nasal twang. He is not alas!
the Christian spostle, the witness, alike amid the
gloom of Gethsemane and on the Mount of Vi-
sion. Not for him are either those agonies or
that mountain baptism. He would have * fear-
ed to enter into the cloud.” He is rataer the
Hebrew scribe, astonished at the marvellous
works, eager and fluent in recording them, and
yet retaining his earthward lesnings, and cher-
ishing his country’s dream of the advent of a
temporary Messish. You will not fail to re-
member the celebrated New Zealander who has
certainly earned the privilege of a free-seat on
London-bridge by the frequency with which he
has “ pointed a moral and adorned a tale.” In
his finished form, be sppears in an asticle on
“Ranke’s History of the Popes,” to illustrate
Macaulay’s opinion of the perpetuity of the Ro-
man Catholic Church. “ She was the com-
mencement of all the governments and of all the
ecclesiastical establishments that are now in the
world, and we feel no assurance that she is not
destined to see the end of them all. ...And she
may still exist in undiminished vigour when some
traveller from New Zealand shall, in the midst
of a vast solitude, take his stand on & broken
arch of London-bridge, to sketch the ruins of
St. Paul's.” As one reads this oracular announce-
ment, one is ready to inquire—Is it really o ?
Are all’ the
struggles of the fruitless? “Has the light
Mmmn-u, untlb-:lri-
ness not comprehend it. The blood of our
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to the sum-




