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Lines
OM THE DEATH or A MUCH IMIICTID MR.

DICAL DOCTOR, OF THIS CITV.

Angel of Mercy ! this thy wonted prayer,
“ Spare useful Urea, and make tha jart thy ran " 
But He ! too wise to err, has ordered thie, ’ 
lias saved by calling to a realm of bite!
The dearest most in meelr submission bow,
For none of earth may say, what doeet Thon ? 
And thef the poor abed tears of bitter grief, 

unforgetfol of his prompt retief.
His skill pmfcseioual was thaw's in need—
A Christian doctor is a friend indeed;
For, while bis healing art they may commas 
They share the bounties of hie liberal hand. 
Such was he known in action and in word, 
Now called to take “ the exceeding great re. 

ward.”
Inscrutable to us are all Hi. wavs,
Who calls for boundless trust, lor constant 

praise !
Then mute we hear the tidings—not as ill 

was a subject ol hit Miner’s will,
Waiting Tilt will, who measured out his days 
Lengthening die sum of never ending praise, 
Softening bereavement to the sorrowing friends, 
W hile consolations such as these He lends.

Halifax, June 22nd, 1853.

Old Joe Lancaster, or " Company 
Enough.”

Somewhat more than ten years ago, two 
men, both past the meridian of life, might 
have been seen wending their way along a 
narrow, secluded road in one of the many 
valleys which skirt the Vase of the Cumber
land hills. Lovely ns the scenery was 
around, yet the theme which called forth the 
following remark seemed to have so interest- 
ed its speaker that all other objects were 
lost sigh of ; and, turning a countenance 
happy in the expression of enjoyment on his 
listener, he said :

“I have been all round the neighbor
hood, and yours is the boose I must preach 
io. Will you consent to it?"

The party addressed was a farmer, rough 
in his exterior, blunt in his speech, and pos
sessing an eye so quick in its movements, 
and searching io its perceptions, that his ap
plicant felt that any other than an honest 
object would quickly have been detected and 
as promptly discarded. His conscience, too, 
though it did not seem to be enlightened to 
any great extent, appeared weighty and well 

.respected in its admonitions ; and even then, 
as the mighty illuminating power from on 
high accompanied the whole with his own 
appeal, the man of God discerned bis opera
tions, and that conscience, as an imprisoned 
giant shaking, even from the dungeon, the 
whole edifice with its terrible voice. As he 
turned to reply, be referred to the Saviour's 
injunction, though but indistinctly remem
bered, about the reception of hit messengers 
in whatsoever house they should crave admis
sion. He acknowledged its importance ; and, 
though in common with others around him, 
almost heathenish in conduct, be conditionally 
consented should his better-half not object.

It was enough : they parted. The dear 
servant of God breathing forth the language 
of praise and thanksgiving, adoring his 
Saviour for thus opening a door of utterance 
in one of the darkest places in Great Britain ; 
the other, as be crossed hie meadow, holding 
a very characteristic confabulation with his 
own thoughts, half terrified with the pros
pect of persecution, and well nigh hoping 
that his wife would withhold the necessary 
and stipulated consent. But the Lord was 
at work : the consent was given, and at once 
their house was regularly visited by the ser
vants of God in that vicinity.

Previous to this the whole family had dili
gently attended the service at the parish 
church ; and the mother of “ Old Joe,” the 
subject of our narrative, then about her 
eightieth year, bad constantly exerted her 
utmost efforts to make them an honest, fru
gal. God-fearing family. But, alas ! there 
was little spiritual understanding in all these 
movements ; and no wonder, when “the 
priest,” as they call the clergyman in Cum
berland,' would often on a Sunday afternoon, 
when the service was concluded, stop her 
son Joe in the aisle, and negotiate the pur
chase of some barley, or seek permission 
during the week to shoot over his fields.

The uncultivated farmer was shrewd 
enough to see that this was not religion ; but 
what is ? Here was a question oft recurring, 
yet never solved. And amid the chaos of 
conflicting emotions arose a hope that, “ per
haps this strange priest,” as he termed the 
missionary, might unravel the mystery. At 
least he must be tried.

Months rolled on, and still the people 
flocked in numbers to the preaching. Many 
were powerfully wrought upon ; immoral 
habits were being gradually abandoned.— 
“ Old Joe," too, became thoroughly awaken
ed, and, with others, sought deliverance.— 
Then Satan raged ; neighboring farmers re
viled ; landlord, priest, and others, were 
appealed to that the novel and hateful wor
ship might be stopped.

Again was he tempted to close his doer 
against the preacher ; but a deep conviction 
of sin, together with anxiety of mind as he 
witnessed the increasing opposition muster
ing around him, filled his heart with such 
contending emotions as led to a gloomy con
tinuance of the permission. As time rolled 
on, and light kept pouring into his heart, 
and revealing its fearfully sin-stricken de
formity, his spirits became mere and more 
depressed, and even his frame enfeebled, till 
the village doctor was consulted ; and, find
ing every eflbrt fruitless, be suggested, ns n 
restorative, the trial of a voyage. “ Sen- 
sickness ühigtuu_reüeve the stomach,” and 
thus restore the man again. Another medi
cal man approved the suggestion ; adding, 
on inquiry as to distance, “ The further the 
better.” Joe left his home. We do not in
tend to recount the events which transpired 
as he joumied from one place to «nmW ; 
however, he arrived finally at Douglas, is 
the Isle oi Man, where his illness became 
alinning. At the house- where he lodged 
resided two ladies, who saw, pitied, and tried 
to relieve him ;—the one by a song, *hich 
only caused his malady to rage the more ; 
the other by religious counsel and prayer, 
which, as heavenly comfort, fell upon bis 
pouting soul. That night, alone in hie 
chamber, he prayed. It was the first prayer 
which bad crossed his lips other than some 
well-worn form which his mother had im
pressed upon his memory when a child.— 
pow he prayed, and vowed that if God

would permit him to see his wife and chil- 
dren again, he would henceforth live a godly 
life The vow was accepted.

With much difficulty be reached his home ; 
and but one theme absorbed bis attention,— 
that was salvation for himself. He had 
neither during bis absence written, nor on 
his return was he able to relate, m answer 
to their urgent inquiries, aught of what he 
bad seen. Ships, warehouse., wharfs, dock- 
yards, public buildings, were all eflheed from 
bis mind, to deeply had its powers become 
riveted on that grès ter object,—the salvation 
of his tool.

Months continued to pass away, and the 
wound to rankle more painfully than ever, 
until on one occasion (and O, how the dear 
man’s eyes glistened when he referred to it !) 
when superintending the making of some 
hay, and heartily cooperating with those at 
wsitk, it became so increasingly oppressive 
that ha left the working-party, and retired to 
some distance, where he threw himself down 
ut full length, and cried, “ Lord, I want 
heaven now : I want mercy now. Away, 
rake !” (and be threw it to a distance :) « I 
have raked earth together long enough. O 
Lord, I want heaven now !” He groaned 
and prayed till the earth, «arm, family, hay
making, seemed to fade from his sight and 
were forgotten. He might be in a trance, 
be scarcely knew ; but •• there was a voice, 
as plain as if spoken with man’s lips, saying, 
‘It is finished: I gave up the ghost for thee !’ 
And there was n book, too, with n long black 
catalogue written in it I knew what that 
was ; bat a black line was run through the length of it." 8

Then, in his inmost soul there was a flash, 
a glow, a gush of light, and Old Joe Lancas
ter was a pardoned sinner, a consciously 
saved man. He “ heard it ; saw it ; felt it 
and what he beard, and saw, and felt, was 
“ the word of life.” He rose from the 
ground, and heaven was in his heart, and 
the light of it gleamed visibly enough over 
his rough, furrowed countenance. His 
daughter met him ; and, having heard Ms 
cries and bursts of praise, inquired, what 
company he had. “ Company enough 1" he 

' » an ecstasy: “ I’ve had Jesus with 
t. Company enough, to be sure 1”
Ever since then he has bad Christ for his 

guide and companion ; and not only so, but 
very many of his nearest relatives, neigh
bors, friends, indeed a “ goodly company," 
have joined with him in the heavenly war
fare and pilgrimage. A large society has 
been formed, a chapel erected, and a gra
dually progressive work is going on. But 
after testifying for many a year, that with 
Jesus there is “ company enough," and 
baring been instrumental In the salvation of 
many a soul, the subject of our sketch was 
called away, and now mingles with that 
throng whose part will be in the first resur
rection. Let us join Mm by the reception 
of the Heavenly Guest here, so that here
after he may receive us.— Christian Miscel
lany.

coverer, insists that they are vegetable pro
duction, and bas called them the “ Urrda 
nevatis.” fie has to styled them, because, 
he ^maintains they belong to the genus 
“ Freda,” vulgarly known as the smut in 
wheat

It is evident that the phenomenon of co
lored ram cannot occur, particularly in our 
latitudes, without some extraordinary at- 
moephene changes, of which philosophy has 
failed to discover the causes ; bet it frequent
ly takes piece on the eve of a pestilence.

Dr. Barker has recorded the fall of an 
ink black feted rain (donbtles animalcular) 
near Carlow, on the 14th of April, 1849, at 
a period coincident with the outbreak of the 
cholera in that town. This belief in a con
nection between both circumstances, also 
prevails extensively In -India ; and though 
perhaps it receives an undue amount of cre
dence, the popularity at the theory vouchee 
for the frequency of the coincidence. An 
immense development of insect life also pre
ceded the pestilence elsewhere, as has been 
frequently witnessed and accorded.—Dublin 
Unxvcrtitg Magazine.

The Comet of 1866.
The following interesting details respect

ing the comet which it expected to make its 
appearance about the year 1856, are given 
by M. Kabinet, an eminent French astrono
mer, and a member of the Academy of Sci
ences, in an article recently published :—

“This comet is one of the grandest of 
which historians make mention. Its period 
of revolution is about three hundred years. 
It was seen in the yean 104, 898, 688, 975, 
1964, and the last time in 1556, Astrono
mers agreed in predicting its return in 1848, 
hot it failed to appear—manque au rondes-

Theory of Epidemics,
Seme able writers have endeavoured to 

account for the manner in which dieases un
dermine the vital powers, by a theory not 
unentitled to attention. As the air is ever 
more or less filled with the emanations of 
putrifying animal and vegetable matter, they 
have assimilated the action of these parti
cles upon the blood, to that of yeast on wort. 
By the fermentation produced by yeast, the 
sugar is changed into alcohol. It is, appar
ently, predisposed for the change ; and the 
slighest assistance it receives enables it to 
unloose the former union of its panicles, 
and to enter into a wholly new state of che
mical combinations. Just so, animal matter 
floating in the air; in the chemical state of 
change called putreacene, if not sufficiently 
dilated is capable of throwing the Wood, 
with wMch it may come in contact, into an 
analogous state of fermentation. Thus of 
course, it totally alters its nature, and rend
ers it incapaMe of fulfilling its proper fune-

Other writers have supposed that the air, 
when rendered impure, becomes overloaded 
with multitudes of microscopic insects, who 
attack the human body as smut attacks 
corn. Conceive a minute fungus, whose 
spores, floating in the air, form the germs of 
epidemic disease. But all the various theo
ries brought forward proceeded from the as
sumption of a vitiated state of the atmosp
here.

To understand the full force of these theo
ries, we’ must remember that the human 
body is a wonderful combination of innume
rable particles, all placed in different degrees 
of chemical affinity or antagonism to each 
other, and only held separate, and in their 
proper relations, by the inscuru table powers 
of vitality. Tort wine will ton and convert 
into a species of leather the stomach of a 
dead person ; and the gastric juices, that 
possess the power of dissolving not only 
animal substances, but even metals, fails to 
iqjura, in the least degree, the tender vessels 
with which they are in constant contact, as 
long as life holds its full dominion.

How wonderfully does one single fluid— 
the blood—in its passage through each or
gan of the body, yield to it the different 
secretion required to enable it to fufil its pro
per fonctions—supporting, at the same time, 
that very vitality which it at once sustains 
and serves! Life has no sooner deputed, 
and let loose all the different atoms oi which 
oar earthly tabernacle is formed, than they 
engage in the great strife that eventuates 
in Its total dissolution. As in a moral sense, 
the spirit is ever at war with the inclinations 
of the flesh ; so, too, in a physical sense the 
different elements of the body are only pre
served in their integrity by the despotic 
control of vitality.

These considerations derive some title to 
notice from the undoubted fact that epide
mics are almost invariably accompanied by 
an extraordinary development of insect life ; 
and seldom fails also to produce most re
markable effects upon the lower animals.

We have often beared of the * showers 
of blood” that are said to have preceded 
pestilence, striking terror into the minds of 
the vulgar. The showers ef colored rain 
are almost invariably caused either by infi
nite multitudes of microscopic insects, or 
sometimes by the growth ef * species ef 
fungus. Dudley, Diggee, in the Arctic re
gions, gre sometimes covered with snow and 
a bright crimson^* wj—— waarx ^

Whether these crimson globules belong to 
the »"irai at vegetable kingdom, he* been

sh disputed |bot Sir John Bees, the die-

pout, according to the expression of M. Ro
binet—and continues to shine still, unseen 
by us. Already the observatories begin to 
be alarmed for the fate of their beautiful 
wandering star. Sir John Hersohel himself 
had put a crape upon Ms telescope, when a 
learned calculator of Middlebourg, ]L Hom
me, re-assured the astronomical world of the 
continued existence of the venerable and 
magnificent comet.

Disquieted, ee all other astronomers 
were, by the non-arrival of the comet at the 
expected time, M. Bom me, aided by the pre
paratory labours of Mr. Hind, with a pati
ence truly Dutch, has revised all the calcu
lations, and estimated all the actions of all 
the planets upon the comet for three hund
red years of revolution. The result of this 
patient labour gives the arrival of the comet 
in August 1858, with an uncertainty of (wo 
years more or tern ; so that, Worn 1856 to 
1860, we may expect the great comet which 
was the cause of the abdication of the Em
peror Chartes V. in 1556.

“ It is known that partaking of the gene
ral superstition, which interpreted the ap
pearance of a comet as the forerunner of 
some fatal event, Charles V. believed that 
this comet addressed its menaces particular
ly to him, as holding the first rank among 
sovereigns. The great, and once wise, but 
now wearied and shattered monarch, had 
been for some time the victim of cruel re
verses. There were threatening indications 
in the political if not in the physical horizon. 
of a still greater tempest to come. He was 
left to cry in despair, ‘ Fortune abandons old 
men. The appearance of the blazing star 
seemed to him an admonition from heaven, 
that he must cease to be a sovereign if he 
would avoid a fatality from which one with
out authority might be spared. It is known 
that the Emperor survived his abdication 
but two years.

“ Another comet which passed near us in 
1835, and which has appeared twenty-five 
times since the year 13 tefore the Christian 
era, has been associated by the superstitious 
with many important events which have oc
curred near the periods of its visitation.

“ In 1066 William the Conqueror landed 
io England at the head of a numerous army, 
about the time that the comet appeared 
wMch now bears the name of Halley’s com
et. The circumstance was regarded by the 
English as a prognostic of the victory of the 
Normans. It infused universal terror into 
the minds of the people, and contributed not 
a little towards the submission of the country 
after the battle of Hastings, as it had served 
to disourup the soldiers of Harold before the 
combat. The comet is represented upon the 
famous tapestry at Bayeux, executed by 
Queen Matilda, the wife of the conqueror. 
This celebrated tapestry is preserved in the 
ancient episcopal palace at Bayeux. It re
presents the principal incidents, including 
the appearance of the comet, in the history 
of the conquest of .England, by William, 
Duke of Normandy. It is supposed to have 
been executed by Matilda, the conqueror’s 
wife, or by the Empress Matilda, daughter 
of Henry I. It consists of a linen web, 214 
feet in length and 20 inches broad ; and is 
divided into 71 compartments, each having 
an inscription indicating its subject. The 
figures are all executed by the needle.

“The same comet, in 1456, threw terror 
among the Turks under the command of 
Mahomet 1L, and into the ranks of the 
Christians during the terrible battle of Bel
grade, in which 40,000 Musselmans perish
ed. The comet is described by historians of 
the time as * immense, terrible, of enormous 
length, carrying in its train a tail which 
covered two celestial signs, (60 degrees,) 
and "producing universal terror.’ Judging 
from this portrait, comets have singularly 

in our day. It will be remem
bered, however, that in 1811 there appeyed
-------let of great brilliancy, which inspired

superstitious fears. Since that epoch, 
science has noted nearly eighty comets, 
which, with few exceptions, were visible 
only by the aid of the telescope. Kepler, 
when asked how many comets he thought 
there were in the heavens, answered * As 
many as there are fieh in the sea.’

“ Thanks to the progress of astronomical 
science, these singular stars are no longer 
objects of terror. The theories of Newton, 
Halley, and their accessors have completely 
destroyed the imaginary empire of comets. 
As respects their physical nature, it was for 
a long time supposed that they were com
posed of a compact centre, surrounded by a 
luminous atmosphere. On this subject the 
opinion of M- Kabinet, who must be regard
ed m good authority on such questions, is as 
follows : “ Comets cannot exercise any ma
terial tnfieeeoi upon our globe; and the 
aeztfa should fa traverse a eomet in its «Hire 

it no mere then If 
• cloud a hundred

million of times lighter than our atmosphere, 
and which could no mon make its way 
through our air than the «lightest puff of an 
ordinary bellows could make its way through 
an anvil.” It would be difficult to find a 
comparison more re-assuring.”

|roe nu raovuKXM. wasExrxa.)

Stray Thoughts.
Datas otausmer’ oh, whst I* like tira T
Hup, w She smiteeasss.jof of ihsSss ?
Ora thins teMkutte* teaatehjdmThe fsilh touching sit things with law of team 

Vmksi Hearn*.

Twilight is purpling all the eastern hills 
with her fading radiance, fair fleeting clouds 
of crimson and amber float like gorgeous twi
ners round the sinking sun. The glory of 
the departing sunlight mantles the tiny 
greenwood spray, and the indent forest trees, 
and pours its lustre alike oo the * balls from 
old heroic ages grey,” end the calm by the 
wayside. Yet an hour, and al ill be 
girded with the solemn darkness ut night.

So passing and changefol is this life— 
Time lays his hoary finger on our heart- 
t remu res, and they wither. They who 
“ grow in beauty side by side and fill one 
home with glee,” abide not evermore be
neath the shade of the ancestral rooY-lree.— 
The spoiler enters the earth-home, and lo ! 
the brow once so fair in its infantine beauty, 
is mantled with the heavy dews of death.— 
So the fair bud with the petals yet unfolded, 
fades away from ns. Then the monition of 
high doty and holy privilege, calls another 
forth to gird on the armor, and battle ear
nestly, manfully in that sacramental boat, 
whose watchword is * God with ut.”

Life hath ever its turmoil and its change, 
yet all over the wide globe, m the cabinet of 
the diplomatist, amid the roar and din uftbe 
battle-field, or on the lonely island, girt with 
the crested surge, the hope, the anticipation 
of one glimpse at the small remnant that yet 
form the home-circle, is the green, fragrant 
spot in the heart ; the ever-gushing spring of 
gladness to the fainting spirit—* the shadow 
of a great rock in a weary land." Even so 
hath the Father above ordained, that all glad 
and glorious homes of earth should image 
forth, faintly yet truthfully, the Home on 
High.

Yet, even with us, whose lofty hopes and 
aspirations should centre in Cfar Father’s 
bouse, does not earthly care and purpose, 
and earthly desire, so dan the vision of our 
spirits that we Hve almost forgetful ol oar 
priceless inheritance? Is there not cause to 
ask, now in this holy hour of evening, when 
the surs, the solemn sentinels of night, are 

oo us, and nheulhanueh the stillness.
_ of the 

triumph-songs of the white-robed harpers in 
that far-off land—“ Do we believe, we who 
in virtue of the blood once poured out for us 
on the mountain-top, claim the Unsearchable 
as our Father, and the Eternal Spirit as oar 
Sanctifier, really individually believe, that 
beyond the sun and stars, separated from us 
even now, only by the shadows of mortality’ 
there is for us a home ?—pure, glorious, abi
ding ? that to night, while earth Is all care, 
and toil, and fear, and change, we who have 
stolen away alike from its revelry, and its 
grief, may look up, and with the eagle-gaze 
of calm earnest faith, view the unfading 
glories of that land of everlasting light? If 
so why should the unhallowed, unsanctified 
thoughts and dreams of «oath any more en
wrap our spirits ?

« This is the hope, the Missed hope,
Which Jesus Christ hsth (tree ;

The hope when <tsys nod yew* are prat,
We nil shall meet in hraeen. ”

Bessie Berancer.
June 29th, 1853.

The Unpardonable Sin.
To every mind susceptible of religious 

impressions, a terrible mystery gathers 
around the transgressioa which Christ af
firms finds, no forgiveness. There it a uni- 
vasal, and, with many, as unconscious recoil 
from trifling deliberately with the Holy 
Spirit. Who ever heard, in the dialect of 
profanity, amid all the appellations applied 
to the Father and the Son, the name of the 
third person of the Trinity ? We can give 
no reason for the remarkable exception made 
by the boldest blasphemer, but ihe instinc
tive fear of pouring open contempt upon 
the Holy Ghost. But it «as the design of 
this article to narrate two facts of personal 
knowledge, which I have regarded as illust
rating the nature of that sis, whose general 
definition is a fatal grieving of the Spirit.

Mr. L------ was a man of sound under
standing. When past middle life, under the 
influence of a preying wife and daughters, 
he was the subject of deep religious convic
tions. One Sabbath day, a daughter, who 
has since devoted herself ts the missionary 
work, was by his side, urgng the claims of 
God, and presenting to his beidened heart 
an infinite Saviour. The father wept, turn
ed pale, and visibly treinMed. At length, 
in bis agitation, he felltrom his chair en
tire carpet, with the Bible in hi* hands. Af
ter » momentary silence, ht rallied, and with 
indignant energy threw tbs sacred volume 
against the wall, exclaimicg, “ twill not be 
a Christian !” He soon ree, calm as mar
ble, and remained so till ie died, glorying 
in a joyless scepticism. His decision was 
evidently final—there was appalling reason 
to four the Spirit had left IBs to perish.

W. T-----was a young Uwyer of promise.
He bad often been subject sf serious impres
sions from early youth. Boring a powerful 
awakening, he was for weexs distressed and 
anxious. The season of refreshing to Zion 
passed by, and he wee stil impenitent. A 
gradual hardness was observed, and those 
who had prayed for him hit that they had 
lost importa&ity at the throne of grace to 
Ms behalfXJEuT waxed bod in sin, until he 

i tk thunder-storm 
i darkening the sky, ant stored God to 

strike him. He sported with his former 
emotioue. and stood amoogmen tike a mo
nument branded with the words of doom. 
He did not know, and nom bot the infinif» 
One saw, when his graduai approach to the 
toet resistance of the Sprit reached the 
limit of mercy.

In both of these cases the results were 
the same. But while os sinner crossed 
the line of hope with a foible stride, the 
other moved to it no less! surety, though 
with more timid and impeèeptible steps.

bared his
waxed 1 

breast while

The Dying Swan
■ T MISS S. A. WOODIDM.

I listen to the song
Which, silvery bird, doth from the waters rise 
la glowing sweetness to the smilm 

And fleet’the hills along.

Wild is thy serai, and has;
With strange, sweet power my startled heart

it thrills,
Pouring my being through in nrossc rilhi 

Of mournful echoing tone.

A bright spot o’er thy heart 
Hath the fair earth east is her ■
Sigh’st

Tie thine now to depart ?

Like children to their glee 
Her young rills laugh amid the 
Flinging bright glances to day’s swift-winged

Joying to life so free.

And to the dreaming night 
They sing, when the lone valleys fist her trend. 
As o’er the earth she bends her qoeenly head, 

Rich crowned with jewels bright.

Beauty unfading glows
Along their paths; and wooWst thee never leave 
Her thrilling presence that thou mem** to grieve 

la thy song's sweet flow ?

Or y earnest thy strange spirit 
To drink forever of that ceaselem peso 
The earth accords to him who gave thee being,

A rich been te inherit?

Would'st ever join thy songs 
Of untaught melody to the rich strains 
Through forest-aisles, o’er blooming hills sod

By soft winds bone along ?

Vain striving to divine 
The source wheaoe flows each sad

Which tike i
la this last soog of thiae !

We cannot know why death 
Should joy or sadness to thy spirit bring— 
Why thou in grief or triumph thus shookPst 

sing
Away thy passing breath.

Yet fa it not a bliss 
la sneh wild melody to loom the fink

Of changing world tike this !

Thus would I pass from life.
With soog triumphant from my pale lips poured, 
Growing but sweeter as my spirit soared 

From earth’s vain joy and strife.

Though never more my eyes 
Should to the morning’s «pieodour lift their gare, 
Or watch at close of Sommer's golden days, 

The burning western skies ;

Though never mere far me 
Should Spring with Ufa and beauty

And song and fragrance fill the 
And earth be fair to me ;

Though I should net rejoice 
When green-robed Summer nniled eu hill and 

dell;
The Sommer I have ever loved so well ; 

Though never more my voice

Should tremblingly assay 
To otter faint the joy my heart had known ;
1 et oh 11 would not breathe one mournful tone 

In my last earthly lay !

I would that joy should swell 
My spirit’s anthem ; that the voice of Faith 
Should the pale Terrors charm which wait on 

death.
And whisper—« All is well."

I would that in the __
Were notes caught tram a higher, holier sphere. 
Whom gfadsome songs have few faint echoes 

here,
Where mingle joy and pain.

Then would my spirit soar 
Through endless day ; nor would the anthem

Began on earth—in Heaven a song of pence,

of
the

>y

Giving.
There are two sides of the matter 

giving—one on the part of Jesus, am 
other on the part of Me followers. It 
be well for a moment to glance at the 
nexion which exists between those, as we 
are all apt to forget that they are inseparable. 
My reader has probably considered that 
most thrilling matter of faith—“ He loved 
me, and gave himself for me.” Have you 
entered folly into its wondrous reality? Do 
you really regard it at uowaveringtruth, 1 
Hod, in your nature, gave himself to the 
cursed death for your sake ? Let as take it 
for granted that you do realty believe tirie— 
how wondrous the giving on which you rest 
all your hopes for eternity 1 Well, there is 
another giving which naturally follows tkri 
faith of this. Jesus looks far the fruit of 
the travail of his seal an earth—his 
is set on the carrying on, mightily t
teosi vely, the woik of leavening the____
with his truth, so that thousands may he ad
ded to Me kingdom. In variow ways you 
are invited to give in order that this may be 
done. Jehovah-Jesus gave Ms tool an of
fering for yours ; you are required to give
----- time or money, in order that be may

ty reap the gratification of Infinite ben», 
volence in seeming the results of Ms Mo
rions work. Let ue look at this «Mac 
wMch is required on your part Whrtfa 

"? ? _> hiwmmt for what Jew
him, cancel hfa dtomt ^ *7 gh?"g

*» eternal gntti-
ü™e? J00 <*»<*ty give, veelto their-
repremibiealeotioo that can waver through- 
oat eternity bo folly exp. wed. If**,
give to Jew at all in -such a anirit ’ he 

âccel* yoor gifts, it moot to a. the ut- 
--------------------- rhietl woaU fa.

worlds to
terenee of a gratitude whiet. ... 
exhausted had you ten thoosand r _ 
«*"> “d gare them alL Now, mark it 
**0—there is not a Cbrivtaia on earth hot
will at once admit thefarth____

fa «etaal practice. Yen

i put what you giro into his 
giro it What is the res

giving, for Jesus’ sake, to the gospel work. 
Yon feel the gift most he drawn oat of you. 
You are couecioue of a coldness and * reluct
ance which makes the deed anything but 
one of the most pleasant things in life. 
Were Jesus present, and holding out bis 
band for the gift, you would siak into the 
earth rather than 
hand. Yet you give
son of all this ? How can it be that your 
whole experience to the matter, as weU 
your conduct, is so far from anything like 
an approach to overflowing gratitude ? The 
reply is on the surface—at least, it is pal 
peble in the consciousness of your own soul. 
You do not think of giving to Jew at ell. 
Yoe do not dream of Ms having any 
in what you give, or in the spirit in which 
you give it. You think, it may to, of your 
(ellow-men, bat you forget Jesus in the mat
ter. This is the true reason of the oolttoees 
and reluctance which you feel. The mighty 
motives of a Saviour’s love and costly sacri
fice are pushed aside by some infinitely in
ferior thought.

My render, we are all guilty here. You 
know we are. Some are more guilty than 
others ; but the chariot wheels of gospel 
work drag heavily along, in many cases, 
just because we give to man instead of giving 
to Christ Our own souls lose the benefit 
of all we give, because we thus give to the 
creature, or give tokeepour conscience from 
load condemnation, instead of giving to ex
press oor gratitude for redeeming love. Let 
it be so no longer. Let us carry every hour 
ef time, and every copper of money we are 
called to give for the work of Christ, to the 
cross, or the throne of our Intercessor—let 
us lay it down there as an expression of our 
gratitude for hie mstchiess sacrifice for us— 
tot us thus have the benefit of giving, by 
having before us the true motive, and if we 
do not give more, we shall at least give with 
all the heart, to such a way that He will 
see, in the gifts we render him, somewhat 
of the grateful fruit of hie incalculable sacri
fice for us—Glasgow Christian News.

- J. K.

Ancient Babylon—Its Ruins.
It may be known to many of our readers 

that the French government has employed a 
party of gentlemen to explore the site of an
cient Babylon. From reports just received 
from them, H appears that they have ascer
tained, beyond reasonable doubt, that the 
ruins beneath a tumulus called the Kasr, are 
those of the marvellous palace-citadel of Se
miram is and Nebuchadnezzar. They are in 
such a state of confusion and decay, that H is 
impossible to form from them any idea of the 
extent or character of the edifice. They ap
pear, however, to extend beyond the bed of 
the Euphrates, • circumstance accounted for 
by the change in the course of that river.— 
In them have been found sarcophagi, of 
clumsy execution and strange form, and so 
small, that the bodies of the dead moat have 
been packed up in them, the cMn touching 
the knees, and the arma being pressed on 
the breast by the legs. These sarcophagi 
have every appearance of having been used 
for the lowest das* of society ; bat notwith
standing the place in which they were found, 
the discoverers are inclined to think that 
they are of Parthian not Chaldean origin.— 
There have also been found numerous frag
ments of enamelled bricks, containing por
tions of the figures of men and animals, to
gether with cuneiform inscriptions, the latter 
white in colour ou a blue ground. Accord
ing to M. Fresnal, the chief of the expediti
on, these bricks afford a strong proof that the 
ruine are these of the palace of Nebuchad
nezzar, inasmuch as the ornaments on them 
appear to be sportiflg subjects, such as are 
described by Ctesiag and Diodorus. The 
foundations having been dug down to to cer
tain parts, it has been ascertained that they 
are formed of bricks about a foot square, 
united by strong cement

In a tumulus called Amran, to the mouth 
of the Kasr, interesting discoveries have 
also been made. They appear to be the 
ruins of the dependencies of the palace situ
ated oo the left bank of the Euphrates ; and 
they contain numerous sarcophagi in which 
were found skeletons clothed to a sort of ar
mor, and wearing crowns of gold on their 
heads. When touched, the1 skeletons, with 
the exception of some parts of the skulls, fell 
into dust ; but the iron, though rusty, and 
the gold of the crowns are in a fair state of 
preservation. M. Fresnel thinks that the 
dead in the sarcophagi were some of the sol
diers of Alexander or Seleucus. The crowns 
are simple banns, with three leaves in the 
shape of laurel on one side, and three on the 
other. The leaves are very neatly executed. 
Beneath the bends are leaves of gold, which 
is supposed covered the eyes. From the 
quantity of iron found in some of the coffins, 
it appears that the bodies are entirely enve
loped in it ; and in one there was no iron 
but some ear-rings, a proof that it was oc
cupied by a female. The sarcophagi are 
about two and three-quarter yards in length, 
by between half and three-quarters of a yard 
wide, and are entirely formed of bricks and 
united by mortar. In addition to nil this n 
tomb, containing statuette in marble or ala
baster of Juno, Veqps, and of a reclining 
figure wearing n Phrygian cap together with 
some rings, ear-rings, and other articles of 
jewelry, has been found, as have also nume
rous statuette, vases, phials, articles of pot- 

Hfe of Greek, Persian, or 
Gazette.

Little Robbie's Death.
A few nights age, aaya Mr. Pickard of 

Philadelphia, just as I was going to bed, a 
lady came to, and asked me to go over to a 
neighbour’s house, and see “ Little Robbie,” 
who was dying. Her statement of tha 
strange scene induced me to go. Jus* be
fore I went in, he had several times called, 
“ Come, children, come !" and 1 found that nil 
the little ones of the household—who had 
gone to bed—had been brought into hie 
chamber by his parents to tube their Inst fare
well. He called each one by name. One 
by one they timed him. O, H wan n sight of 
greet tenderness and of many leant One 
ef hie brothers was absent at a boarding, 
school, and him he did not call, as he did the 
rest, but said, ” Tell Willie come.”

After the children retired to bed again, ha 
repeated again and again the call, * Come, 
children, come ! Come, childre*, come F and 
whenever Ms parents would reh, * Where, 
Robbie ?” he would answer, " To /ferrate "

Then he would say, as he lay oa We back, 
with his eyes fixed on the ceiling, * Pitres 
God take Robbie. God please take Rab
ble." Three expreesfoos were continually 
interspersed with, “ Pa come—aw come tio 
heaven. Come, children, come to heaven !"

For three or four hours he lay thus gating 
intently upward, as though he was looking 
into heaven, and almost incessantly, during 
that time, uttering these expressions in au 
audible and almost ringing lone.

Once he asked for a white rose. “Please, 
ma, get Robbie a white rose.” A red aha 
being the only one convenient, it woe brought. 
When it was offered, he rejected it, saying, 

No, me, Robbie don't want that” After 
awhile he asked again tor a white rose. 
When it «ras brought he add “Lot me smell it 
That will do; ma. pot fa away now.” There 
waa bat tittle intermission daring the tort few 
hours of hit life oi the above remnrkenble 

that he must have uttered 
them scores, perhap* hundreds, ofitraea. At 

I stood ever him, gating with 
on him, I recited the hymn—

• There Is s happy trad.”
He ceased to talk while I spoke, sliowing 
that the subject agreed with and filled up his 
thoughts ; but as soon as I bad done, be be
gan again, “ Please God take Robbie,” ate. 
Again he was silent during most of the time 

Iteis bedside.that praver was offered at 
words

TW
last words he spoke was almost inaudible, a 
mere whisper, “ Come, children, come"—*e 
had not breath to utter the fast word, aad 
the fluttering" spark of life went oak

A Fable for Strong Minded 
' Females.

The following beautiful allegory is Awn 
the interesting Algie Researches of Henry 
R. Schoolcraft, Esq.—A vine was growing 
beside a thrifty oak, and had just reached 
that height at which it required support—
‘ Oak,’ raid the Ivy Vine,1 bead your trunk, 
so that you may be a support to me.’ * My 
support,’ replied the oak, • is naturally yuan, 
and you may rely on my strength to bear 
you up, but I am too large and too solid to 
bend. Put your arms i 
vine, and I will manful' 
you, if yoe have an 
high as the clouds. While I that hold you 
up you will ornament my rough trunk with 
vour pretty green leaves and shining srerfet 
berries. They will be as frontlets to my 
bond, and I shall stand to the fores* Wke a 
glorious warrior, with alt his plumes. We 
were made by the master of life to grow to
gether, that by our union the weak may be 
made strong, and the strong render aid to 
the weak.’ ‘ Bot 1 wish to grow indepen
dently,’ said the Vine, ‘why cannot you 
twine around me, and let me grow up 
straight, and not be a mere dependent upon 
youT • Nature,’ answered the Oak, ‘did 
not so design ik It is impossible that you 
should grew to any height atone, aad if you 
try it, the winds and rata, if not yoor own 
weight, will bring you to the groan A— 
Neither is fa proper for you to ran your 
arms hither and yon, among the trees. The 
trees will begin to say, it is not my vine— 
it is a stranger—get thee gone, 1 will not 
cherish thee. By this time thou wilt be so 
entangled among the different branches, that 
thou canst not get hack to the oak ; and 
nobody will then admire thee, or pity thee.’ 
‘ Ah, me,’ said the Vine, ‘ let me escape from 
such a destiny t and with this she twined 
herself «round the oak, and they both grew 
nod flourished happily together.

Leaning <m Christ
When I was a child, I had a brother who 

was afflicted with a disease in one of his 
limbs, which threatened to terminate his life. 
After a tong and protracted itinera, Ms dis
ease took a favourable torn and he began to 
recover. As his health and strength gradu
ally returned, stooging desire to be upon Ms 
feet and took again upon the face of nature, 
would tempt Mm Ie rise from his bed and

Stwea Properties of Scripture.
’l'he properties of scripture may be sum

marily enumerated as follows :
t. All of fats clear and intelligible enough 

to persons who sincerely desire So conform 
the hetxrt and life accordingly.

*. The Word of God is found to be of 
Special idfcet upon the human heart for con
viction, conversion, instruction, and comfort, 
to aM ages and nations ; and thereby evinces. 

8. Its divine authority ; whence h fol-

4 That 54 R the standard for determining 
every controversy in matters of faith.

5. It to perfect, as containing whatever is 
ucucssnry *° b* known and belie red in order
to retortion.

6. It to also profitable,*containing noth
ing

7. The province sf God has watched over 
it, so that it retains iu parity unsullied, and 
ena be enjoyed now, as rt ever ooeld be from

try nit strength by endeavouring 
Bat finding his enfeebled powers unable to 
sustain the weight, he would seise upon a 
door that opened into his apartments, and 
thus maintain an erect position.

A short time since, I beard him illustrate 
the reliance of the soul upon Christ, by this 
incident to Ms earty history. * Christ,” said 
he, “is that open door, on which I used to 
lean ; while I held it fast I was enabled to 
stand, hot letting go, I fell. So when I en
deavour to stand in my own strength, I fall ; 
all my attempts serve but to show my weak
ness ; but holding on to Christ by faith,* when 
I um weak, then I am strong.’” Young 
Christian, trembling believer, bald fast with 
an unyielding grasp to Christ The more 
you feel your weakness, cling the closer to 
the Savioor. Let your motto be—

“ Wesker thsa s bruited raid,
Hteplrasrrnsnsra raud.1*

* Other refuge here I BOW,
Hess air ielpiraeoaioa Thra."

Strong Christian, beware of self-confi
dence, lest you let go your hold on Christ.
and fall from your own steadfastness.__
Christ strengthening you, you can do all 
tilings.

Accustom yourself to submit on all and 
every occasion, and in the most minute, no 
loM “ «he moot important, cireumetan 
ore of Ufa, * a small present evil, to obtain 
a greeter distent good. This will give deci- 
•j”®1 “‘‘«•fRy* to «h» mind, which,
tints disciplined, will often reap victory from 
defeat, and honor from repulse,


