t

tian 4

NERW SBRIES.

{rror.

WeekLy.]

e e A B AAA AR AT N T8 8 s

Vor. HI.

[

¢ MANY SHALL RUN TO AND FRO, AND KNOWLEDGE SHALL BE INCREASED.’—DaNIEL Xii. 4.

MONTREAL, THURSDAY, APRIL 11, 1844,

[7s. 6p. Per AN,

N et e A 5 A AR S R S e N ey o et e

No.30.—N. S. No. 24.

POETRY."

A —" L M o B 92 NN iy A £ b N e S e S

THE CHILD’S DESIRE.

T THINK, when [ read that sweet story of old,
When Jcsus was here amorg men,

How he called little children like Jambs to his fold,
I should like 10'have been with them then ;

I wish that his hand had been placed on my head,
That his arms had been thrown around me,

And that I might have seen his kind look, when he said,
¢ Let the little oncs come unto me.”

Yel still 1o his footstool in prayer I may go,
And ask for a shace in his love ;

And il [ thas earnestly seek him below,
I shall sec him and hear him above,

1n that beautiful place he is gone to prepare
For all who sre washcd and forgiven ;

And many dear children are gathered there,
For ““ of such is the kmzdom of heaven.”

But thousands and thousands who wander and fall,
Never heard of that heavenly home

1 should like them to know there is room for them all,
And that Jesns has bid them to come.

1 long for the joy of that glorious time,
The sweetest, and brightest, and best,

Wheo the dear little children of every clime,
Shall crowd to his arms and be blessed.

LOSS IN DELAYS.

Saon delays, they breed remorse,
Take thy time whilc time is lent thec
Creeping snails have weakest furce,
Fly their fault lest thou repent thee;
Good is best when sooncst wrought,
Lingering labors come to nought.

Hoist up sail while gale doth last,

Tide and wind stay no man’s pleasure ;
Seck not time when lime is past,

Sober speed is wisdom’s leisure.
After-wits are dearly bought ;
Let thy fore-wit guide thy thought.

Time wears all his Jocks before,
Take thou hold upon his forchead ;
When he flies he turns no more,
And behind his scalp is naked.
Works adjourned have many stays,
Long demurs breed new delays.

CHOICE EXTRACTS.

TRUE ELOQUENCE OF THE PULPIT.

EL0QUEKCE is not that ornate, pompous, gaudy, me-
retricious thing which it is oftcn supposed to be. It is
not declamation, however splendid. It is not multipli-
cation of tropes and figurcs. It consists not, nor can
it consist,in an effort to be eloquent. It is not found
while sought ; it is found when forgotten. Eloquence,
especially on great and momentous interests, is sim-
plg; eloquence is dircet; quence is coad

thought in condensed expression.  Ttisa thrillingand
sbsorbing sense of the subject, which makes us impa-
tient to impart the like impressions to others, without
respect to ourselves or our mode of doing it; Elo-
quence, therefore, in its sublimest forms, is bricf,
abrupt, impussioned—deeply impassioned, 1t finds
its .Jast and miore perfect expression,’ perhaps, in'a
scatence——perhaps it a-word 3 2 word, but that word
has a world of meaning~a word, but that word is &
spark that inflames tho soul—a word,. but that word

Resolve. it has been repeatedly said, to be a good
preacher. Resolve, we would rather say, to be a use-
Sul preacher.  The one will turn your stiention ong
yourself, sud will produce either despondency or sclf-
complaceney , the other will assist you to foraet your-
self, and to think only of your subject and your
hearers. Choose the more excellent way. flave'large
sympathy with man in his misery ; with God in his
perfeetions ; with Christ in his love ; with eternity in
its majesty ; till yoursell and all beside is forgoticn.
You shall then have hope in the fruit of your labours.
Oh, belicve it, grace is here; tone is here ;5 power is
here 5 life is here ! Without this you may study
your gestures at the mirror ; regulate your voice to
the best inflexions ; and prepare your s rmon afier
the most approved models ; but, though a erowd may
admire you, your words shall die away from the heart,
and sinners shall not be converted unto God.  In one
word, be in carnest. Feel, and you shail be feli
What comes (rom the heart, zoes to the heart.—Dr,
- Reed’s Jdvancement of Religion,

FREENESS OF THE GOSPEL.

TuE admission is free. T have often erossed a bridge,
which none went over without paying so much pas-
sage-money. The peanyless traveller pleads in vain
for leave to cross. On this side there is no shelier for
him—all is houseless & dreary. On that side Lthereisa
warm hearth, at which he would bie = welcome guest.
But this gate, which only gold can unlock, keeps him
back. There is no other way. Below there is nothing
but the roar and the roll of the dark walters, deep, deep
down, which the stoutest and the boldest tries at his
peril. Andacross that bridge way he may not go;
for he has nothing 1o pay. Alas, (or the hapless wan-~
derer ! He cannot reach yon kindly resting-place,
whose cheerful light he sces twinkling pleasantly
throngh the gloom, as if Lo invite him thither. Be glad,
dear children, that you can enter the gate of heaven
without moncy and without price.  You have nothing
to give. Il anything were decmanded, like the penny-
lesa begzar, you must be refused admission ; for your
best decds would not pass current there. But the
door which lends to heaven is {rce. Christ by his blood
has purchased a fric passage for you. Behold the
gate flung open free. Come, ye that have no mopey,
enter in.—Rev. A. Gregory,

THFE CRADLE.

LiTTiLE Philip is laid aside to dic, almost as soon 2
born 3 but the sheltering wing of Providence is spread
over him, and hé gains the cradle, that 1¢cfuge of the
weak, who cannot take care of themselves. He is
nourished and cherished, trained and guided by his
faithfu! mother, who associates the pleasures of the
fireside with the acquisition of divine knowledge, and

.j makes sure that her son never shall forget the € Dutch

tiles.” This woman bestows, in Doddridge, a gift on
the Church of God inestimable and inconceivable.
Could she have known what there was in embryo in
that houschold cradle—how much pulpit eloquence—
what strength of sacred emotion—what power of set-
ting forth the excellence of Scripture—whatsanctified
poetry—what ability. to dclineato the Rise and Pro-
aress of Religion in the Soul—how would her mater-
nal heart have leaped for joy ! The fable of Hercules
in his cradle strangling the serpent, like many dther
fables, points to a great truth. Ttis one of those truths
of whicg no perticularage can claim the honor of dise
covery, for it belongs toall. ™

Tt was said of Pindar, that, as he lay in the cradle,
¢ the bees swarmed about his mduth,’’ that is, he was
to be a sweet poet. Pope says' of himself, that he
¢¢ lisped in numbers,”’ and that he could not remember
the time when hia bogan to make verses. Such is the
power of infancy on maturity. AN

_Come with me into this dwelling. Here is the par-
lor. Thereis the cradle. The mother who is wateh-
ing"that infant soun is impenitent. He has never been
conseorated to God, but the firc of genius is in his cye,
the sweetness of eloguence is on his lips..-As he lives
and’ grows, he is all enthusiasm, all life and anima-
tion. Grace sceks him—Grace saves him. "He' h

titudes that hang on his lips. The little Chrysostom
has become a mighty one.  In the midst of all, he is
unhapyy for his Mother. Ile weeps for her impenie
tence.  The repose of midnight is disturhed with the
imnge of his lost mother. They meiiin'aaso44y that
was her cradled child bears the message to her ‘cart.
The convicted mother rushes into the arns of her ron,
and embracing him exclnims, “My son, my son, nusl
your Mother come to you 7 My boy, pray, pray for
me.” ILwas a scene beyond the touch of u mortal
pencil.  1bat night witnessed the birth of this mother
into the kingdom of Christ, and great was the joy of
that house. Tne son of her love was her spiritual
fathcr.  VWhy need we resort to fiction 1 Facts are
more impressive. And that is a fact which } have just
rclated.  Mother, remember that no prayer offercd in
faith over that credle is in vain. Thou wilt think so if
thou shalt ere long be called to dress thy child for
the coffin and the grave.—DaxrorTH, Mother’s Ma-
zpzine. T -

COODNESS OF THE DEITY DIRPLATED IN THE
BEAUTY OF CREATION.

Wenrer all the interesting diversity of form and colour
to disappear, how unsightly, dull, and wcarisomc
Wwould be the aspect of the world ! The pleasures con-
veyed Lo us by the endless varieties with which thesc
sources of beauly are presented to the eye, are so
much things of course, and cxist 0 much without in»
terimission, that we scarcely think either of their na-
ture, their number, or the great proportion which they
occupy in the whole mass of our enjoyment. But
were an inhabitant of this country to be removed frem
its delightful scenery, to the midst of an Arabian de-
scri, a boundlcss expanse of sand, a waste spread with
uniform desolation, enlivencd by the murmur of no
stream, and cheered by the beauty of no verdure; al-
though he might live in a ﬁnlncc, and riot in splexdour
and luxury, he would, 1 think, find life a dull, weari-
some, melancholy round of existence : and amid all his
gratification, would sigh for the hills and valleys of
his native land, the brooke and rivers, the living Jus-
tre of the spring, and the glorics of the autumn.
The ever-varying brilliancy and grandeur of the land-
scapc, and the magnificence of the sky, sun, moon,
and stars, cnter more extensively into the enjoyments
of mankind, than we, perhaps, ever think, or can pos-
sibly spprehend without frequent and cxtensive ine
vestigation.

This beauty and splendour of the objects around us,
it is cver to be remembered, is not necessary 1o their
existence, nor to whut we commonly intend by their
uesfulness. It is therefore to be regarded as n source
of pleasure gratuitously superinduced, upon the ge— -
neral nature of the objecls themselves ; and in this
light, s & testimony of the divine goodness, peculinrly
aflecling.—DWIGHT.

How To PRAY.—Many children think they car—
not pray without being taught what to pray. The fol-
lowing litile story will show them how to learn to

pray :—

A little girl about six years old, came to her mothes
one cvening and said to her,—Mother, I want to pray
to the Lord for a new heart; what thall I say to
him 1 ¢ Why, askchim just as you would ask me for
anyihing,” She went away and appesrcd very sad—
soon she began to cry. ‘Do te)l her what to ssy,*
whispered a sister to her mother. ¢ No, she will soon
6nd out what to say.’ Directly she come and knelt by
her little chair, and said, ‘O Lord, take away this hard
and stony heart, and give me a heart of flesh.’ Having
found access to the throne of grace, she then royed
for her little cousin, the fumily, her Sabbath School
teacher, her playmates, and closed with the petition,
‘and O Lord, bless this whole town.” Sometime after,
her mother awoke in the night, and found little Janc’s
arms around her neck. ¢ Mother,’ s3id she, ] love

.you, but I love-the Lord far better.’

LT parents read the following paragraph, and mark

‘it well—¢ Childhood is like a mirror, catching and re-.

es- the grace he once scorned—and there is still the
impenitent Mother, proud of her high-minded- ond
high-gifted son, whose presence and preaching in the

§s ““a nail fastened in-a sure place by the Maaster "of
assemblies,”

pulpit throws a sorl of enchantment over the mul-

ling images from all around it. Remember that,
an impious or profané thought, utlercd by a parent’s
lip, may operate upon a young heart like a careless
spray of water thrown upon polished steel, covering
it with rust no after scouring can effsce.” :



