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S A U L C F T A R S U S " Cte greatness of is way".-he fals! Jesus of Nzaretias'

lB@ Rev. W. Hamlton struck down his foe. Well bas the boit sped,true bas thë
arrow flown! But that light streams not to blast, that voice

Thle hiistory of Saul of Tarsus has; often been cited withuprdsntocoemhapwrsienttoetoy
hîappy jîîccesin confirmiation of Christianity. upbraids not te condemn, that powver smitemifnot te destroy

h apysccesso t confirmtio Christ ddre mty. h Oh, what a change has moved over bis heart ! What "a
Bis aiccession ta the Christian Ride derives murh -of its earaue! evep.H boshmef e

îîethe orinay ew creature V' He vWeeps. lie abhors himnself. Be-ý
singularity fron lhis hostility-hostility eitherordary hold he prayeth." The hand which "haled en and
nor in the least degree controlled. It could only, at an' women te prison," which a few hours ago received the
time, have been exasperated into fiercer fury by the sug- fatal commissionand until this moment grasps the murder-
gestion thI't lhe should soon be won to the numuber of the
gesto oanddie rads alren tedhe u ur oreus weapon, are aow penitently clasped, and suppliantly
proselytes, and defeniders alredy enlisted. Hand augur or upitdpTek e s wih sh o o h nh a u .
soohsayer hazarded the prediction, no improbabilities uplifted b The knees which shook net wlien be was sur-

coud hve ccuredto the hearer more blind and excos- roundcd by the wailings of mothers and children, whom
could have occurred he made widows and orphans, now pliant as the infant

fawnde sinew, are bent in transfixing prayer ! The eyes, no Ion-
If any name sounded dreadful in the ear of the first ge' eti0m o y s o no h oi g ih w ahflg a c ,

Christian, it ws that eo'" the young man who kept the ger bent in moody.scorn, or shooting with wrathful glance,

raiment of tho first martyr, Stephen." That naine was nathw overftew wth tear,! The lips which breataed e'ut
brand of cruelty, it was a voice of blood. It passed forth tlireatenings and sraugrLter," n w utter the cry of sdame
as an tien, as when nations have behold the meteor- and aurrender. Lord what wt thon bave me te do ?"
sword flasliing above them. In vain do we search for any What a conquest i What a spectacle! Se sodde , se
redceiniiig virtue, any' czculpating circunistance, in bis emd uring!" Where is the fury of the oppresser ?"- Lt is

redemig vrtu, ay eculatig crcustacein isa trophy of grace. It is a marvel of Omnipotence. "«The
charactr and history. The ordinary palliatives of youth, a my e down h thelof Omnipotng ch e
teml)peraent, inexperience, suply the actual aggravation. lamb may lie down with the lion, the sucking cild may
Atrnperatity fei otan teft i -u, play on the hole ef the asp,axid the weaned chi!d. may put
A rnk maturity of vi contrast isef to is youtand on the cockatrice's de"
phlegmataic steadiness of nalignity dues violence to bis
temperaiîent, and an inventive redundance of aggressions MUsIC OF NATURE.-Oh! there is harmony in nature,
more thati makcs up fur thed isad var.tages of inexperience Msco ALR.O!teel amn'h aue
mr tCUiO haoakesup cor the dsadntagesrofy iexperies inconceivably attuned te one glad purpose! every thing inIne setles intoe cool and gloating ferocity, he revolves the universe has a voice, with which itjoins'in the tribute

net and more dire schemes of persecution. e can revel of thanksgiving. The whispers of the wind playing with
mn the carnage of a promiscuous massacre with an un- t0esme oiaetn>t itu oig hruhtea-

mlîriîkiag ye ad nneletingheut, le noer eeni Ui summer fo!iage, and its flîful wooings through the an-hrmdking eye and nnrelenting heuart. He never seems tnal branches ; the broken murmur of the streaniwarmedl byaacgenerotheenthusi m.uThere is nonesofe.m
%vimedby geeros ethuii-m. her isnon ofthe louder gushings of the waterfall, and the wild

iliat fine sentiment, that moral poetry, which sonetimes the lofderuhneolle aterallofnd te wil
bas etrevcdthesauc cfun etra~'gnt zaL . roar of the cataract, ail speak the praises of God to our

bacquittie th of uaîcylhcndemnration of is uel. hearts. Who can sit by the sea-side when every wave lies
acquittat of dishonesty is the condemnation of his cruelty. .uhdi drto rfisupntesoei ude nAh ushed mit adoration or falis upon the shore ii subdued and

Anîd if any' conversion appeared placed beyond the anwful cadence, without drinking in unutterable thoughts cf
liijit of hope and ail reasonabla expectation, if any could
be termed "- too liard for Cd," or lying wvithii. those
moral impoessibilities which lhe allows because they es-
tab!ish his perfection of nature and rie of will,who would
have wavered te pronounce that it was this ? Sooner niigiht
it "have been surmised that Caiphas wou!d have "looked
on hlim whom lie liad pierced, and, in bitter compunction,1
wou!d have rentt bis ephod,and cast his tira into the dust.
Sounr night it have been anticipated that Pilate would
have worshipped that king whom either the zeal, nor
coiort, nor death itîself, could imprison in the tonb. And
even when the thousantds of the popu!ace, which had
insulted imi! iin every fori, spit on limsa in the hall, andi
jested with in on the cross, are Il pricked tu the heart,''
it does not im:apress us as so strange, nor does its announc2-
mnents strike us tas se unlikey, as that this stern fue

sbou!d pause, that this fell ionster shouli softei-

Ilis earlie;t prepossessions would render the contingen-

cv of such na evcnt most minute and distant. The blood

of his high ancestry would rebel against the change. Ilis

educatibiat the feet of a Rabbi wou!d confirmi W attacb-
mient to "the Jew's religion," would enable huai t dEfend

it with adroitness. lis sect, as a Plarisee, would induce

the pride of a mure stric:tly cerenonial consistency. Bigo-
try wou!d cal in pilic faveur te its nid, for he vas

esteemed the charipion of his nation and bis faith, of his

counttry and bis God.

Persecution coi'!d not find a more rendy instrument.
lie enters into its service with an unparalleled quickness

aand force oCf congeniality. IIe is fo-med te it at once.
lie puts forth ail its perfect instircts and fangs. Vho does
nlot tremble as lhe proceeds ? " Damascus is waxed
feeble and turneth herself to flee." The terror, scourge,
and spoiler of the church-the pestilence withIeriig ail
into a desert-the conflagration " setting on fire the course

of nature, and itself set on fire of hell"-the star of dis-

astrous influence, which falling te the eartl, converts its
waters ainto gall and blood-to what cari ho be compared ?
llow long shall hc be suffiered to make havoc of the saints ?
Will not "God avenge bis own elect ?" "Are net his
eyes upon the truth ?" W ere sleeps. bis thunder ?
<J'udgment simunbereth not. The rebel falls: anidét his
most intoxicating dreani, bis most aplaudcd career-in

the majesty of God? The loud hosannas of Ocean in the
storm, and the praises of God on the whirlwind, awaken us
te the same lesson; and every peal of thunder is an halle-
lujah to the Lord of Hosts!

Oh! there is a harmony in nature! The voice of every
creature tells us of the goodness of God. It comes to us
in the song of the birds, the deep delicious tones ;n which
the wood-dove breathes out its happiness; the gracefully
melting descant of the nightingale; the joyors, thrilling

melody of the lark; the throstle's wild warbling, and the
blackbird's tender vhistle; the soft piping of !he buifinch,
and the gay carol of the wren; the sprightly cal of the gold-
finch, and the gentle twittering of the swallow; even now,
when every other bird is silent, little robin is pouring out
his sweetest of all sweet notes upon yonder rosebush; and

so distinctly does he thank Cod, who made the leaves to
grow for hin on the hawthorn, and roountain-ash, and who
has put it into the heurt ofman to love him, and strew

crunmbs for him when the berries fail, that ny soul, too
ofrten insensible to its own niercies, is warmed into grati-
tude for bis. The very insect tribe have entered into a
covenant, that God shall, at no season ofithe year, be with-

out a wvitness amongst them» to his praises-for when the
haim of the bees and chirping of the grasshopper have ceas-

cd to enliven us, and the gnat has laid by his horn, then

the little cricket wakens into life and song, and gladdens
our hearth with the same story till the winter Ls past; and so
all nature praises God and is never weary.

MOTION A PROOF OF DEITY.-There cannot be a

clearer proof of a Deity, than the existence of motion.
This evidently appears not tujo be erntial to matter, be-
cause we see a very greatiortion of the material universe

without it. Not being, therefore, an original state of mat-

ter, but merely an incident, it mnust be an effect. But

since matter, not being intelligent, cannot be the cause cf
its own notion-and yet we cannot conceive of any atom

beginniug to move without a cause-that cause must be

found out of itself. Whatever may be the nearest cause or

the nunber of secondary causes; though innumerable por-
tions of matter may be reciprocally -moved; though the

eies of links in the chain throfigh which motion ispro-

pagäted' May be uidefinitey'mùltIplied<; w muet, in orderj

A taste for natural beauty, wehen etivated' e and
sonfens, dignifies and exalts the affections, e
soul to the admiration and love of that Be'n , o is the
author of all that is fair, sublime, good and excelle inthe
vast circle of creation.

Actuated by this divine nspiatiorthe uh erse e
temple-every surrending objeci au -revery

wors'iîp, and eve-ry breab pr'se.-

to iï-We at.the origin of these varios ihenohena
to mind, terminate our inquiries insit; unorcan e
count for.the beginning; much lese for 'the corntiiua
extension of motion, uniess we ti-ace it to the wilIliä
Being Whois the Cau.seof ail causés;Mbhgret OrfIiÉif
Mover of the universe. Power is, tbe'reforetheiåtib'té
of mind; irstruir entality that of body.When werad?t1Ùe'
Old Testament of the most exatted-achieveinents a" i*-bhd
to angelic spirits, we cannot supPose that it isOwing toany
gross materialism nwhich they posseés; on thetchtrùry,
they have no bodies capable'of being investigated by Our
senses; and .in proportion as they are more attenuated;do
they possess greater power. We have reason to believe that
ail finite minds are under the direction ofthe Supremé Po*-
er,who-without destroying their accountability,or interfer-
ing with their freeagency-makes all their operatior saih-
servient to the accomplishment of his coumsels. Heneè,il
opposition to the Deity is beautifully represented by Isäiah
as ifthe instrument should rebel against hinthat*ieds'i-
as if "The rod should shake itselfagainst him that lifts-itp

or,. "the staff should lift-up itself against him that'iàdo
wood." (Isaiah x. 15. Bishop Lowth's tranàlitioù.) All
created beings, in this respect, are but instruments indhe
hands of the Deity whose will is sovereign over them.

The Divine Being, as the Great Father of spirits6om-.
bines within himself al the separate eiiergiesifduridithe
universe. He is the source, origin-, and fdunti of àll
power diffused though creation. The very minds which
he bas' formed are kept in mysterion subordinationiad
can never overstep the bounds he bas assigned thèn.
"Once have I heard this, that power belohgs unto God."
-R. Hall

WEDDED LIFE.-I love to get unobserved into a corner,
and watch the bride ln ber white attire, and with'her
smiling face and her soft eyes moving before m i ni their
pride of life, weave a waking dteam of her future happi-
ness, and. persuade myself that it will be true. Ithink
how they will sit upon the luxuriant rofa as the twilight
falls, and bui!d gay hopes, and murmur infow tones the
nowv unforbidden tenderness, and how thrilliiÈy~the.allow-
ed kiss and the ",eautiful endearments of-wedded life will
make even the parting joyous, and how gladly they will
come back frorm the crowd and empty mirth ofthe gav, to
each others quiet company. I picture to myselfthat young
creat.re who blushes even now, at his hŠsitating céress,
listezMing eager for his footsteps, as the night steals on and
wishing that he would corne; and when he enters at last,
with an affection undying as his pulse, and folds ber to his
bosom, I can feel the very tide that goes flowing through
his heart, and gaze with him on her graceful form as she
moves about him for the kind offices of affection, sooihing
ail his unquiet cares and m'aking him forget even himself,
in ber young and unshadowed beauty. I goforward for

years; and see her luxuriant hair put soberlý a*ag' from
her browv, and lier girlish graces ripened into dignite, and
ber bright loveliness chastened with the gentle méèk-
ness of maternal affection. Her husband looks on her with
a proud eye, and shows the same fervent love and delicate'
attention which first won ber; and fair children are grow-
ing up about them: and they go on full of honoir añd un-
troubled years, and are remembered when they die-

THE LONEL.Y CoTTAGER- A pions cottager, rgsid-
ing in the centre of a long and dreary heath, being asked
by a Christian visitor, "<are you flot somDetimres afruid ini
your lonely situation, especially in winter?" repied, "~O
no, sir, for Faith shuts the door at nuight, aind Me oy openau
it i thie morning."


