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Is it Far to Heaven? "T/” The dwr opened, and out came: a
utile stiff, ruddy lad, who laid hold of the 

A. I held my child in my /rm, _«.o _d.T. Ufo^h.' ,bridle wilh one hand, and the etimip with
destb, and w»* talking to her a boat heaven, with child
like MmplKity hlie aeked, “ Is it far 10 Leaven ?” Tliie 
Simple bat Rnecting «juestion with yorne thoughts #ug 

1 by it, 1 have attempted to tiabod/ in the followeUted by
line"

U it far to Heaven V 
Thus at midnight’# lonely hour 
When disease wirh fearful power 
Has assailed ray darlingVdiild,
Thus she lisped in accents mild, 

h it far to Heaven ?

Is it far to Heaven ?
Fear'st thy inraot feet may stray, 
Loved one, from the heavenly way ? 
Fear’st thou It tire upon the road 
To thy Saviour’s blest abode ?— 

il is abode in Heaven ?

Is it tar to H< aven ?
Oil thy tottering feet I’ve led 
Where thou wast afraid to tread ;
Now when 1 must leave thy sith*,
Jesus will my darling guide :

Guide thee up to Heaven.

Is it far to Heaven '!
No, my child, and Jesus will 
In his arms enfold thee still ;
And though parents fondly love, 
Dearer wilt thou be above,—

Dearer far in Heaven.

Is it far to Heaven ?
Far it seems to infant eye—

_ Far from earth to yonder sky ; — 
Shrink not back, for angels fair 
Wait to waft thy spirit there :—- 

Waft thee up to Heaven.

Is it far to Heaven ?
No, my child, thy lab’ring breath 
Speaks thee near the realms of death. 
Soon will end thy mortal strife,
Sood begin immortal life :

Ah 1 thou art near to Heaven !

Is it far to- Heaven ?
Nearer—nearer—O ! thou’rt there ! 
Bliss is thine beyond compare;
Short thy race, and quickly run, 
Conq’rer ere the fight begun ;

’Twas not far to Heaven !

Is it far to Heaven ?
Happy child 1 thou did’st not dread 
To apt roach thy di earn less btd ;
Not more peaceful was thy n at 
Slumb'ring on thy mother’s breast,— 

Then almost to Heaven.

Is it far to Heaven ?
Tell me, little angel bright,
Clad in robes ot spodess white ! 
Perfect knowledge to ihee given ; — 
Tell me, is it far to Heaven ?

Was it far to Heaven V

Is it far to Heaven ?
No, *tis near through Jesus’ blood,—

- Near to all who trust in God ;—
But how near \ how passing fair 1 
With a precious treasure there !

Oh, ’(is near to Ileaven ?
—K. Y. ( lbsercer.

From the W eek) an Methodht Magazine

Memorabilia of Modern Church 
History.

If any competent writer shall one day 
sketch the romance of ecclesiastical history, 
some of his best materials will be drawn 
from narratives of Christian enterprise in 
these latter days. Our Missionary library is 
far richer,and far more iascinating,than many 
have yet suppo'sed. Under the head of “ Me
morabilia," examples may be given,from time 
to time, in proof of this assertion. XV bile 
we use the volumes and documents that fall 
in cur way, it must be understood, never
theless, that we claim to he free from all 
engagement to. quote the respective authors 
in iorm : a condition which our limits and 
other obvious reason, impose. Correspon
dents who are accustomed to survey the 
widening field into which “ the Lord of the 
harvest” has sent His labourers, and whose 
reading is ip to the times in this department, 
will oblige us by contributing to the series 
of papers here commenced.—Editors.

AUSTRALIA.AND NF.W-ZEALAND.*

Recent progress- in the far-south adds no 
little interest to the statement, that when 
Samuel Leigh entered on his Mission, a. d. 
1815, there were in Australia but four Cler
gymen of the Church of England, and very 
few communicants ; no Presbyterian Minis
ter ; and only fourteen members of the Me
thodist Society. The few Methodists had 
rented a house in the “ Itocks,”—a confused 
mass of buildings, forming a most wretched 
part of Sydney, the abode of sin, disease, 
and infamy in their most aggravated forms ; 
and here they assembled tor exhortation 
and prayer, at six in the morning, and six 
in the evening, of the Lord’s dliy. The 
congregations soon presented a singular 
variety; embracing—in addition to Euro
pean emigrants, soldiers, and convicts— 
representatives of neatly all the great divi
sions of the human race, and of nearly all 
shades of complexion. At this time the 
juvenile population, untamed, grew up in 
thorough depravity, “a seed of evil-doers, 
children-that were corrupters.” In hope of 
reclaiming some of these, a Sunday-school, 
which just existed, was re-organized, and 
placed on an improved basis. A few de- 
vout soldiers, and a few reformed convicts, 
willingly lent their aid in this benevolent 
labour, and the number of scholars became 
considerable. In that little nursery, rising 
amid the arid waste, grew many a tree of 
righteousness, “ the planting of the Lord,” 
to the honour o' His great name.

From Sydney the Missionary made ex
cursions into the country. Once, after en
countering severe toil, and the severer 
inhumanity of a haughty settler, (.who denied 
him permission to spend a night in his barn, 
thoogV'an offer of payment was made,) he 
urgt|l his way through entangling under- 
*°°d, in search of the homestead of one 

'-'ho Lees. Arriving, by the care of Pro
vidence, at this wood-hut, he knocked with 
“e end of his whip at the door, and called 

°01, “ Will you receive a Wesleyan Mission-

t Incidente in the Life of the Rev.
AustTsi^i6 . M^otiary tn tbe Settlers and Savage# of 
*heOr(.!LeJ,tL^Lw 1 with a Succinct lii#tory of
ai*i. ol the Missions in tlioee Colo
▲duns ten MAlex-StrachKD. London: Hamilton, 

***** Edition- 1864.” This 
kaowi-ii ev»,“,e

the other, and said, “ Get off, Sir ! my 
father will be glad to see you." Mr. Leigh 

, dismounted, and entered the hut. His 
astonishment may well be conceived, when 
he observed a number of persons sitting 
round a table in the most orderly manner. 
Directing the attention of the stranger to 
some books that lay on the table, old Lees 
said, “ We were just going to have family- 
worship. Perhaps you will have no objec
tion to take that duty off my bauds." “Not 
at all," said Mr. Leigh ; and taking up the 
Bible, opened it on Isaiah xxxv : "The 
wilderness and the solitary place shall be 
glad for them ; and the desert shall rejoice 
and blossom as the rose." Here he was 
obliged to pause, and allow the tears to flow, 
until he could again command the power 
of utterance. He then proceeded with the 
second verse: “ It shall blossom abundantly, 
and rejoice even with joy and singing : the 
glory of Lebanon shall be given unto it, the 
excellency of Carmel and Sharon, they shall 
see the glory ol the Lord, and the excellen
cy of our God but he could proceed no 
further. Five minutes before, lie had felt 
himself to be a stnmger in a strange land, 
enclosed in the woods of Australia at a late 
hour, and without a home: now he was in 
Bethel; and the verses which he bad read 
opened to his view the moral renovation of 
the world. He was quite overcome; and 
his manly spirit, that could unbutton his 
waistcoat to receive the spear of the man- 
eater, was unable to breast the tide of its 
own feelings. The gurgling of restrained 
emotion interrupted the hatmonious flow of 
their evening song, while their prayers, 
offered in broken tentences, were the simple 
expression of humble and adoring gratitude.

Hence the evangelist's route lay through 
forests, wild, trackless, and infested with 
venomous reptiles ; and he could not obtain 
a guide. He carried an axe, and often 
alighted to cut a passage for himself and 
horse through the bush. “ If Providence 
has brought you across the sea to this coun
try to convert men," said Lees, when he 
pointed out the direction he must take, 
•‘you may depend upon it, you will not be 
left to perish in the woods of New South 
Wales." And so the wanderer went blithely 
and hopefully on. “ I sometimes travel 
twenty miles," he says, “ preach to twenty 
persons, retire to rest with twenty thousand 
blessings, and go off again in the morning 
singing for joy."

The first recorded meeting for worship at 
Paramatta dates x.u. 171)1,—three years 
from the landing of the English. It was 
held iu a carpenter's shop, the military 
Chaplain officiating. A few who “ feared 
the Lord ” now began to seek Christian fel
lowship, and “spake often one to another.” 
They “met privately" (as one survivor of 
their company stated to Mr. Leigh) “ for 
religious conversation and prayer," on the 
banks of the little river which flows into the 
quarry. Those meetings were continued 
seven years,—till the brethren of the Lon
don Missionary Society, driven from Ota- 
heita, landed on this shore, and took up 
their residence at Paramatta.

During Mr. Leigh’s absence in England, 
a small detachment of soldiers had been 
removed from New South XVales to Hobart- 
Town. Sergeant XX'addy and two privates, 
who had been members of the Sydney So
ciety, agreed to commence a prayer-meet
ing. They mentioned their intention to a 
resident of the name of Nokes; who said 
he would be happy to unite with them, and 
if possible, procure a house in which to hold 
their meetings. He obtained the use of a 
carpenter's shop, which soon became too 
small. They then rented a building, suffi 
cient to accommodate two hundred hearers; 
and opened it for religious worship, twice 
on the Sunday, and on every night in the 
week, excepting Saturday night. Three 
persons were awakened, and agreed to meet 
in class with the three soldiers, under Mr. 
Nokes as iheir Leader. The soldiers con
ducted the services alternately, until they 
were removed to Macquarie Harbour, when 
the whole of the duly devolved upon Mr. 
Nokes. It was their practice to read and 
expound a chapter, to sing three or four 
hymns, and for several persons to engage in 
prayer. Exercising these sacred functions, 
they were exposed to much scorn and per
secution ; but the blessing of God was upon 
them, and they slowly increased in number 
and influence.—Such was the state of'things 
when the Missionary landed at Hobart 
Town. But the grain ol mustard-seed, 
sown in Van Diemen's Land, has issued in 
a wide-spreading tree, so that thousands 
“ come and lodge in the branches thereof."

A native Australian at Swan-River de
scribed the feelings of his heart in remark
able terms. He lingered behind his fellows 
at the close of one of the aboriginal meet
ings, and appeared as if he wanted to have 
some further conversation, and was labour
ing under some unusual emotion. On being 
asked if he were seeking the salvation of bis 
soul, he said, with a very heavy sigh, point
ing at the same time with his finger to his 
breast, “ I have two spirits within me, the 
good spirit and the bad spirit ; and they are 
talking to me every day ; they never stop. 
One of them tells me to be bad, and the 
other tells me to be good.” XVhen asked if 
he ever prayed, hi.i answer was, “ Yes, 
always pray. I am very sorry for my sins : 
and when I pray, my heart is sometimes 
hard, and sometimes a little soft." So plainly 
was it shown that the great spiritual warfare 
had commenced in the soul of this young 
man.

The “Active ” sailed from Port-Jackson, 
November 19th, 1814, having on board the 
Itev. Samuel Marsden, Senior Chaplain of 
the colony, (formerly a Methodist in Leeds,) 
who had resolved to share the hazard and 
glory of attempting to establish a Christian 
settlement in New-Zealand. The Bay of 
Islands was entered on December 22d, and, 
after several friendly interviews with the 
natives, the Chaplain and his companions 
landed. Divine service was celebrated, for 
tho first time in these lands, on the follow
ing Sunday, being Chrisimas-day. Dua- 
terra” had made a reading-desk of an old 
canoe, and prepared seats for the Europeans 
with some planks which bad been brought 
to the ground. The whole population of 
the neighbourhood assembled on the occa
sion. Korrakorra* drew up his warriors, 
and marched them, rank aad file, into the 
enclosure ; while all that could be spared

* Stmts efHiw Mead Cktsft.

from the ship were landed, to join in the 
| service. The Chiefs were dressed in regi
mentals, which had been presented to them 
by Governor Macquarie, with their swords 
by their sides ; while the savages stuck 
their spears in the ground. Mr. Marsden 
conducted ihe service in a very impressive 
manner. Duaterra acted as inlerpreter.— 
No doubt the prayers of that day moved 
Heaven, and occasioned “joy in the pre
sence of the angels of God." At the close 
of the service about three hundred natives 
surrounded Mr. Marsden, and commenced 
their war-dance, shouting and yelling in de
monstration of their joy.

Years rolled on, and Christian enterprise 
in New Zealand had an anxious and diver
sified story. On Sunday, the 8th of June, 
1822, Mr. Leigh conducted the first reli
gious service ever held in ihe XV'angaroa 
district. All present, both Europeans and 
natives, behaved well; and such as under
stood the English language felt it “good to 
be there.” A tremendous thunder-storm 
came on, which deepened the solemnity and 
heightened the interest of the scene. The 
text selected for the occasion was 1 Sam. 
vii. 12: “Then Samuel took a stone, and 
set it between Mizpeh and Shen, and called 
the name of it Eben ezer, saying, Hitherto 
hath the Lord helped os !”

The sous of several New-Zealand Chiefs 
having died on Mr. Marsden's establishment 
at Paramatta, their fathers expressed a wish 
to go to the colony to recover their bones, 
and bring them to the sepulchres of their 
ancestors. They were to provide their own 
sea-stores, and Messrs. Marsden and Leigh 
agreed to give them a free passage. All 
were ordered to be on board on Saturday 
night, September 6th, 1823.—Early on 
Sunday morning, Mr. Marsden proposed to 
Mr. Leigh that they should read and expound 
the Epistle to the Romans on thgir passage 
to Sydney. Mr. Leigh acceded to this re
quest ; and, after a delightful service, they 
retired to their respective cabins. In a 
short time, the Chiefs entered Mr. Marsden’s 
cabin in a state of great excitement.— 
“ What is the matter ?" inquired Mr. Mars
den. “ The Chief of the ship," they ex
claimed, “ has ordered the anchor to be lift
ed. You have taught us not to sail our 
canoes on the sacred day. Your God has 
ordered (the ship forest: then let it rest.” 
Mr. Ma .«fen told them that he, like them- 
selvcsTi as but a passenger ; and that the 
Captain was the great Chief on board.— 
They shook their heads significantly, inti
mating that, in their opinion, there could be 
no greater Chief than himself. On retiring 
from the cabin, one of them said, sharply, 
“ You do wrong, Mr. Marsden! and if your 
God be like the New-Zealand god, He will 
kill the ship. If your ship should die, you 
must not blame our god lor killing it." Mr. 
Marsden spoke kindly and soothingly to 
them, in the hope of allaying their appre
hensions ; but they continued in a state of 
excitement, expressing their regret that their 
stores were on board, otherwise they would 
have quitted the vessel and returned home. 
Soon after the ship got under wçigh, an 
easterly gale sprang up, and baffled all their 
efforts to dear the bay. Erelong she struck 
violently on a sunken rock, was much damag
ed, and began to fill immediately. “ Let the 
boat be manned-!” cried the Captain ; “ and 
let the officer in charge take on board the 
Rev. Samuel Marsden, and the Rev. Mr. 
and Mrs. Leigh, land them upon the nearest 
island, and hasten back to assist the ship." 
This mandate was obeyed, but the tempest 
increased in fury. It was resolved to run 
at all hazard through the foaming surge, and 
the Missionaries were landed in salety.— 
Then the boat returned to render assistance 
to those on board the wreck.

On the last day of the year 1823, the 
Missionaries called the people together, and 
addressed them on the end of the world and 
the general judgment. They afterwards 
held a watch-night, when they renewed tlie'r 
covenant, and received the sacrament of the 
Lord’s Supper. The recollections of home, 
their present situation, and the stillness that 
reigned around them, all tended to give pecu
liar solemnity to those services. They could 
ray, with David, “If it had not been Ihe 
Lord who was on our side, when men rose 
up against us: then they had swallowed us 
up quick, wben their wrath was kindl-*d 
against us : then the waters had overwhelm
ed us, the stream had gone over our soul : 
then the proud waters had gone over our 
so A. Blessed be the Lord, who hath not 
given us as a prey to their teeth. Our soul 
is escaped as a bird out of the snare of the 
fowlers : the snare is broken, and we are 
escaped. Our help is in the name of the 
Lord, who made heaven and earth."

One Sunday, after a discourse on 2 Tim. 
i. 10, “ Christ, who hath abolished death, 
and hath brought life and immortality to 
light through the Goepel,” the brethren 
went over to Tepui's, one of the Chiefs.— 
The natives listened with interested attention 
to a description of the general judgment.— 
At the close of the address, one of the per
sons present rose up and inquired, “ Is it 
your opinion that the condition of the soul 
is so fixed after death, that it cannot return 
again to this world?" They answered, 
“Yes: and will you tell us whether you 
desire to be found upon the right hand or 
upon the left, in the day of which we have 
been speaking?" Kia Roa sprung upon his 
feet ; and, seizing bis right hand with his 
left, exclaimed, with deep emotion, “ This 
one : this one 1" He added, “ Last night 
while asleep, I saw a great pole, very high, 
very high indeed ! On the top of it there 
was a flag ; and, a little below the flag, a 
man was nailed to the pole. He looked • 
down very loyingly upon me, and a white 
man asked me to go up to Him. But as I 
did not know the white man, I refused to go. 
If you wish me to go up to Him, should I 
have such another sight, 1 will go. Was 
this your Jesus Christ ? If so, who was 
the white man that wished me to go to Him ?" 
They informed him that, while they could 
give him no information respecting the white 
man to whom he referred, their sacred book 
enabled them to give him all necessary in
structions as to how be was to go to Christ. 
They endeavoured to show him the distinc
tion between the actual manifestation of 
Christ to the senses, and the revelation of 
the truth and grace of Christ in converting 
the soul.

A Chief, Tupi, saw the messengers of 
mercy approaching his residence, turned, 
ran home, fired his mnsket as a token of 
respect) and then gave them a cordial wel
come. They immediately opened their com
mission, nod revealed to then barbarians,

for the first tinoie, the character of the true 
Jehovah. I n speaking of the origin of things, 
they remarked, “All men sprang from one 

"God and one parent.’’ On uttering this sen
timent, the natives smiled, and, interrupting 
the speaker, begged to remind him that the 
difference between bis own complexion and 
theirs refuted his argument. After settling 
this point, they resumed their description 
of the creation of all things. The stars, 
they declared, were not, as they supposed, 
the eyes of New-Zealand warriors looking 
down upon them, but bodies of great mag
nitude, situated at vast distances from each 
other, and from tbie globe. From creation 
Ibey proceeded to describe ibe fall of man ; 
and, while they were speaking on that sub
ject, the Chief issued instructions to prepare 
fish and potatoes for the strangers.

The year 1831 was distinguished by a 
remarkable movement on the native mind, 
all over the country. All along (he extend
ed course ol the Hokianga, the people were 
loud in their appeals for Missionaries.— 
Several Chiefs arrived, one Sabbath morn
ing, and insisted ou taking the Missionaries 
away by force in their canoe to teach their 
people. There were five members, one of 
whom had a distinct knowledge of the for
giveness of his sins, and all the others were 
“striving to enter in at the strait gate.” 
One of these native converts was so lar ad
vanced in intelligence and piety, that he 
was considered competent to conduct the 
school and the public worship of God, in 
the absence of the Missionaries. This 
marks the commencement in New-Zealand, 
of a native agency, which has been increas
ing in strength and efficiency with the pro
gress of every succeeding year.

The pervading and awakening influence 
to which we have alluded was experienced 
on all the stations connected with the Church 
Mission. Several blood-thirsty Chiefs, who 
had always delighted in war, and repelled 
the Missionaries with scorn, now came from 
remote parts of the country and demanded 
teachers.

Cases of conversion multiplied in 1832. 
The word grew and prevailed.” Public 
worship became henceforth more attractive 
and influential. It was remarked that many 
of the congregations were much affected 
when certain parts of Ihe Liturgy were read ; 
particularly, Tapu, tapu, tapu, Arc.,— i. e., 
“ Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of Sabaoth !" 
and the response, “ Heaven and earth are 
full of the majesty of Thy glory.” In con
versation, it was not uncommon to hear 
natives reproving each other by simply quot
ing a passage of Scripture. A great ini 
provement had been going on for some time, 
in relvrence to the observance of the Lord's 
day. In some of the villages professing to 
have embraced Christianity, a hoe was sus
pended by the handle, morning and evening, 
as a substitute for a bell, and struck with a 
stone, to call the people together for family- 
worship. The service consisted in singing 
a hymn, reading a portion of Scripture, and 
then praying extempore. During the fight
ing on the banks of the Hokianga, both par
ties agreed to suspend hostilities “ on the 
sacred day."

The first edition of the New Testament, 
from the press of the British anil Foreign 
Bible Society, was hailed with delight sur
passing “ the joy in harvest,” and the tri
umph of men who “divide the spoil.”— 
“ Our hearts are sick,” said the new-born 
converts, “ for the word of God : we desire 
it more than axes, hatchets, or blankets." 
At the examination of the schools in 1835, 
lifiy-three canoes arrived, bringing to the 
station more than one thousand visitors.— 
While such triumphs of grace were wou.no 
marvel that Satan laged, Two of the con
verts—most interesting young men—were 
shot, and they expired. Stephen-like, liter
ally praying lor their murderers. They had 
gone down to beseech a gainsaying people 
to embrace Christianity. But, though tuey 
died, the truth lived. The tear was seen 
trickling down the cheeks of many an old 
canniual, during the singing of hymns on 
the love of Jesus. Chiefs, governing dis
tracted provinces, learned, instead of settliug 
their differences by an appeal to the spear 
and musket, to abide by th- decision of the 
Missionaries. In one place, at least, the 
barrel of a gun was hung up, and used as a 
substitute for the “ church-going bell." The 
*ast Sunday in August, 1837, was a memor
able day at Mangungu. On that day one 
hundred and twenty adults, o) both sexes, 
who bad been under instruction for some 
time, made a public “ profession of faith in 
the Triune God, and were baptized in the 
presence of a crowded congregation.”

At the loveleast held at Auckland, on 
October 5lh, 1840, many of the natives 
were quite melted down to weeping and sob
bing. Several powerful Chiefs, fresh from 
the battle-field, were seen struggling in the 
pangs of godly sorrow, while the tears flow
ed down their taltoed, but manly, faces.— 
Others were weeping tears of love, because 
Christ had revealed His mercy to their souls. 
Thus “ the Lord hath made bare His holy 
arm in the eyes " of these remotest tribes 
of humanity; “and all the ends of the 
earth shall *ee the salvation of our God.”

The Lamb of God. From the Chrietian Guardian

The most significant and remarkable' Wesleyan Methodism,

types introduced into the divine ordinances, Da. Newton, Dr. Beaumont, Dr. 
as well as into Israel’s history and ritual, j Beecham.
was the lamb. It even meets us at the ( « And 1 heard a voice from heaven say-
thrsshold of Paradise, in the sacrifice of jng unl0 me. Write, blessed are the dead 
AbA, as an object particularly acceptable in which die in the Lord from henceforth : yea, 
the sight of God. Later on, the lamb, with saitb the Spirit, that they may rest from

their labours ; and their works do follow

• At one time, after a remarkable effusion of grace 
from on high, the rejoicing ueople hastened into the ad
jacent forest, and carved the name of Jeeus on almost 
every tree.

Our Bible.—Selden says, “ The Eng
lish translation of the Bible is the best trans
lation in the world, and renders the sense of 
the original best, taking in for the transla
tion the Bishop’s Bible, as well as King 
James's." L. Capelins, who has been styl
ed “ the Prince of Eastern Learning,” after 
examining it minutely, and comparing it 
with the originals, declares it to be “ so 
agreeable to the original, as that we might 
well choose among others to follow it, were it 
not our own, and established by authority 
among ns.’’ Lord Monboddo (in his Orig. 
Prog, of Lang.) observes—“ I hold the 
English Bible to be the best standard of the 
English language we have at this day.”— 
Robertson (a Presbyterian) says—“ It may 
serve as a lexicon for the Hebrew language, 
as well as a translation.” Dr. Whitaker, so 
eminent as a historian and critic, remarks 
that “the highest value has always been 
attached to our translation of the Bible.”— 
And Dr. Adam Clarke, so deservedly held 
in highest esteem in the religions world gen
erally, and particularly among his own com
munity, the Methodists, says that “ for ac
curacy and general fidelity, competent 
judges allow that this translation’’—that 
called King James’* “ greatly exceeds ell 
modem versions, either English or foreign."

it have availed us ? As the Lamb, he is 
ihe desire of all nations, the stated hope to 
the exiles of EJen, the sun of righteousness 
in the night of sorrow to those whom the 
law condemns, and the heavenly lamp to the 
wanderer in the gloomy isle of death.— 
Krummacher.

The Sanctuary the Home of 
Truth.

The “ goings of the Almighty are pre
eminently in the sanctuary. There, also, 
has he located special appliances for spirit
ual renovation. The word, the ministry 
and the sacraments are there : singly, they 
are not without avail, but together they are 
the power of God unto salvation. The re
vealed world is there ; and in its truth as 
truth, there is an unmeasured efficiency. It 
is a revelation of God and of the future.— 
It contains the declaration of immutable 
verities. It has the words of eternal life. 
It brings into the spirit the substance of 
things, that, by their nature, strengthen, 
awaken and terrify. Thus Ezekiel felt them, 
and John, when they saw anil heard the deep 
things of God. From their nature, it must 
be so. What other facts approach the re
vealed announcements in signiticancy, or 
moment or power to aflect the heart. What 
were the sensations of Columbus or Crom
well compared with those of Paul ? The 
former were intent on the discovery of con
tinents, and the reformation of constitutions, 
the latter on ihe eternal salvation of souls ; 
and each us the fruit of prevailingly recog
nized facts, as they addressed themselves to 
the intellect or to the affections. In view 
ol Hie history of the race, and of individual 
men projected on its fields of thought or 
action, where has the understan ling put 
forth efforts more profound; or the will, 
achievements of greater worth or duration, 
than when tin- '.ruth of the Bible simply as 
truth has pcu-.irated and possessed the soul ! 
If nrm.es are mustering in the ages called 
dark, in numbers not yet counted, from 
every country, equipped lor crusade, animat
ed by a zeal which lasted through centuries, 
and defying the boats of Saracens in their 
own strongholds, until they with their king
doms were taken away, it is because the 
iruth connected with the Redeemer’s empty 
tomb has awakened its corresponding senti
ment in the heart ol a hermit and soldier 
until his enthusiasm communicates itself to 
hundreds. If Ignatius Loyala institutes an 
order and fraternity unprecedented for its 
vigor and efficiency as a human organization, 
it is because a perverted conception of the 
written word has allied the strength which 
comes from celestial anticipations with the 
perseverance which is generated by an au
dacious human will. What animated Gro
tius in his prison at Louvestieo ? and Luther 
in his cell at Erfurth ? and Wickliffe and 
Huts, as in labor and in suffering, they 
spoke and enacted a life which rolled over 
the plains of Germany and over the glaciers 
of Switzerland, and through the glens of 
Scotland, until it shook the throne of Eng
land’s king and the world’s idolatries ; unless 
a conviction that some reality from the in
spired word had not been recognized as a 
reality or bad been perverted into false
hood ?—Rev. Henry Neill's Dedication Dis
course.

its blood, consecrates ibe commencement of ' 
the history of the Israelites. The sprinkl
ing of tiie door-posts with the blood of lambs 
was the means of Israel's preservation in 
Egypt from the sword of the destroying an
gel, and the departure of the people from 

! Pharaoh’s house of bondage. From that 
time the Lamb continued to be the most pro
minent figure by which God typified the fu
ture Messiah to the children of Abraham. 
Henceforward it acquired an abiding footing 
in Israel's sacrificial rites in general, and in 
the yearly paesover in particular. In the 
latter, each house was enjoined by the Mo
saic law to bring a male lamb, without ble
mish or infirmity, to the sanctuary, there 
solemnly confess their transgressions over it, 
then bring it, typically burdened with their 
sins, to the court of the temple to be slain; 
and alter it was roasted consume it entirely 
in festive communion, with joy and thanks
giving to Jehovah. That which was so 
prophetically typical in this ceremony was 
so apparent that even the most sinful mind 
could not mistake it. Every one who was 
only susceptible of that which was divinely 
symbolical, felt impressed with the idea that 
litis divine ordinance could have no other 
aim than to keep alive in Israel, along with 
the remembrance of the promised Deliverer, 
the confidence and hope in him.

John the Baptist appears in the wilder
ness ; and the first greeting with which he 
welcomes Jesus, which was renewed when
ever he saw him, is, “ Behold the Lamb of 
God, which taketh away the sins of the 
world 1 ” thereby directing the attention of 
the whole world to Jesus, as if there were 
henceforth nothing else worth seeing in hea
ven or in earth than this Lamb of God ; and 
by so doing lie certainly directs us to the 
greatest and most beautifying of all myste
ries, and to the pith and marrow ol the en
tire Gospel. For if Christ had been only 
the “ Lion of the tribe of Judah,” and not 
at the same time the “ Lamb," what would

them ;—John."
“ God buries Ills workmen •—

B*i curries cn kis work. Ch&s. Wtslep.

They are gone ; they are passed a way; 
but their memory is like precious ointment. 
Their names will never die. It is true, 
that as the stream of time rolls coward, and 
those who have laboured w L them, and 
those who sat beneath their ministry, and 
those that saw them occasionally, have all 
passed away, their name will be known to 
posterity alone, by a reference to the histo
ric page. But at present, tho announce
ment of their names, will call forth words 
warm with love, from the hearts of thousands 
in the British dominions, and out of these 
dominions too, memory faithful to her trust.

hortation to them he breathed his las:, «Her 
saying “ God bless you" to ihose around 
him, and sweetiv murmuring, “ pea , 
peace ! perfect peace." Thus has Ihe third 
important pillar of our beloved Methodism 
been taken away, and nil three of them so 
recently. “ Blessed are !he dead which die 
in the Lord." God does indeed bury his 
workmen, but he carries on his work. ) es, 
the work still goes on. and it will go on — 
We have eminent men among us, and mil a 
few, and as Dr. Newton remarked towards 
the close of hi» lite, in Exeier flail Mas un
ary meeting, who will be capable ot- tilling 
the places their father filled belore them : 
so that we can still sav, as said our founder. 
“ The best of all is God is win i i- ’

Young Musipurfit.
Mono Mills, June 16th 1856.

A Gem in the River.
A young mother, w ith tears ot bereave

ment in her eyes, stood oxer ihe River ol 
Death, gazing wistfully into its black and 
sluggish waters, as if she would Inin rest 
her gaze upon some object away down —

will recall,when bidden, thousands of remin- \down in ils fathomless depths. She gazed

Delight Thyself in God.—O labour* 
ing and heavy-laden souls, do ye not know 
that the restlessness which you take so 
many different ways to alleviate, is occasion
ed by nothing so much as by the want of 
God ? While yon are living wtthout Him, 
all that you do is vanity and Vexation of 
spirit. There is a rest for your souls ; but 
it is not in these things which you have 
been so earnestly pursuing. You seek it 
from the earth ; but the earth says, “ It is 
not in me.” You seek it from pleasure, 
from fashion, from riches, from friendship, 
from praise ; but praise, friendship, riches, 
fashion, pleasure, each ot them says, “It is 
not in me." Ask it from everything in cre
ation,—and everything in creation will say, 
“ It is not in me.” You must seek it above 
and beyond creation ; for there is no rest for 
your se#ls, till you come and seek it where 
only it is to be found,—in the bo*oo of 
Qed'i everlasting lore—Hneitson,

isences from the deep chambers of the hu 
man heart, as the names of these veterans 
of the cross, present themselves to the eye 
by means of the press, and present them
selves to the mind by aid of the ear, as their 
names are referred to by the sons of men. 
Accustomed from an early age to reside in an 
inland village, and once in two weeks to see 
and hear the travelling preachers as they 
came to their appointments, and took up 
their abode at my father's resido’-ce, and 
also to see and read all the We»h ; -m month
ly periodicals, it so happened that the name 
of Dr. Newton became safely lodged in the 
‘ heart of hearts’possessed by the writer. 
There was in particular, one feature of pe
culiar interest connected with the reading 
department. It was an account of the Ex
eter Hall meetings ; of these meetings, the 
missionary meeting in connection wilh our 
body for the time absorbed the attention. 
Ab, there was one name, without whose al
most magic sound the account of the meet
ing would have been incomplete. It was 
Dr. Newton. And then there was an 
amusing item. It was Dr. Newton and the 
collection. But it was nut amusing alone, 
it was deeply interesting. A more interest
ing feature yet remains, » feature it were 
well for ue to have, it was the doctors’s un
wearied perseverance in this noble cause— 
to this feeling must be allied intense energy, 
and dauntless resolution ; truly “ the man 
that minds one thing is terrible," he effects 
much. Never can the writer of this article 
forget the mingled feeling of veneration and 
enjoyment with which he first saw the doc
tor, as be was allowed to repair to the town 
of Cheltenham, and listen to him as be 
preached in our chapel in that town. And 
afterwards to hear him at a missionary 
meeting. Hie noble appearance, and full 
but harmonious voice, will long be remem
bered. But we pass onward. The doctor 
finished his course. He passed away some
what suddenly. So much so, that when Dr. 
Bunting in a few hours after that event, en
tered Exeter Hall, as the Wesleyan Metho
dist missionary meeting was in the course of 
being held, and the meeting full of enthusi
asm ; at that moment the announcement was 
made that Dr. Newton was dead ; the en
thusiasm gave way to sober thought, and 
every eye presented the tribute of a silent 
tear to the memory of Dr. Newton. A no
ble pillar was gone. Time paused not how
ever to note the event down, though it is 
found in his chronicles ; but he passed on
ward in his chariot. Swilily he bears us 
forward to another event of importance. 
Tne removal of another veteran of ours. 
We now refer to Dr. Beaumont. We shall 
be allowed possibly to say that to ourselves, 
he presents the full length portrait of a fi
nished orator. It is well known that nature 
did not fully fit him for his calling, as a 
public speaker. The roof of hie mouth was 
not well formed, and therefore he had what 
we in common parlance termed a silver roof 
placed in his mouth. This occasioned a 
ringing sound in connection with Lis speak
ing, it was most apparent at the conclusion 
of a sentence. So far however from d<-i l ad
ing, it rather added to the interest awaken
ed in hearing him, We once beard him 
praach from Heb. vi. 17, 18, 19 verses. 
The description of the faithfulness of God, 
and the consolations held out • man’s ac
ceptance through Christ was graphic. And 
when he presented the mansiayer pursued 
by the avenger of blood, as he fled to, and 
gained the city of refuge ; and then spirit
ualizing the same thought, he presented the 
sinner pursued by justice, but flying to Je
sus and taking refuge there, the scene de 
scribed seemed so vivid that one might sup
pose that they were then transpiring. It 
was a treat of no common order to see and 
hear Dr. Beaumont preach. Bnt a change 
comes o'er the scene. In the midst of 
health, life, and loving activity, the doctor 
is standing before the congregation in Hull 
No one thought he was so near home. He 
gives out the noble lines,

“ Thee, while the first archangel sing#,
He hides hi» face behind his wings “

The organ peals forth its solemn lays, the 
congregation uniting with it, but ere the 
next two lines can be pronounced, the man 
of God is called to resign his go. He 
sinks down into his pulpit and dies. His 
family mourn their loss, and the public 
flock|to his residence, that they might once 
more gaze on the countenance of the man 
they loved. Tears are shed but they are in 
part joyous tears, for his Christian friends 
rejoice in the hope and the prospect of see
ing him again. We would pause to moral
ize, but onward—onward—onward times' 
chariot rolls with ns, and another scene is 
presented to the eye. It is not calculated 
to occasion thought. Dr. Beecham is laid 
on bis death bed. He has been long and 
laboriously employed by the church of his 
choice, and faithfully has be filled the posts 
assigned him. As one of the missionary 
Secretaries, he has had in common with the 
other three, much to attend to. But his 
work is done, he it dying. Suddenly—be 
fixes his eyes, and with wondering delight 
says,—“Ah! there they are ! don't you see 
them?" He is asked what he saw.—- 
“What" said he “don’t you see them.' 
They are come for me ! and they are bright 
and glorious! they are on a bridge and it is 
thronged ; but it will soon be passed then all 
will be bright ! " He is told that he is dy
ing,—be replies. “ Yes, 1 know it, but I am 
very happy." Girins hi* dying, loving ex-

long and wistfully, and the black waves rol- 
led shllenly, sluggishly onward.

And the mother laid her hands siibtui» 
sively on her bosom and wept, and said, 
•/My gem ! my gem !"

And a celestial being, like an angel, stood 
near the hidden door of her heart, and whis
pered in a silvery voice, like music, “ What 
seekest thou, mourning sister r ’

“ Alas !’’ said the mourner, “ 1 once, even 
yesterday, wore a beautiful gem in my bosom 
To me it was invaluable—it was no irivml 
gem, it was one that kings and monarch» 
might well have been proud of. The riches 
of the East could not have purchased it 
Irom me. In an hour that was to me t vil 
and miserable, the gem dropped from my 
bosom into the black night of this deep 
river. As I sow it floating away Irom mo

fently as the coming of an eastern shadow, 
reached alter it, but it was beyond my 

grasp and my gem—my babe smiled u|>oii 
me, as it was riding on the waves limber 
and further from me. It began to sink—to 
sink from my sight, and in a moment ray 
gem was gone—and gone forever !" and 
she turned sorrowfully away.

And the angel voice whispered again, 
“ Stay, sister, grieve not ; look again into 
the dark river."

She looked, as she was bid, and a cry of 
sweet and rapturous joy burst from her lips. 
“Thanks to the Father! 1 see ray gem 
floating in a gijeat black wave. 0, may 1 
not wear it in my bosom again ?"

“ Stay, my sister, thou art deceived , 
what thou eeest in the river is not thy gem i 
it is the shadow of what was given ihee in 
trust. Look, sister, heavenward, and bid 
thy mourning heart rejoice.”

She lookea'alolt, and away up in the dark 
beclouded sky, she saw a single spot clear 
and olue, and in it a bright star was gleam
ing, and in its silvery rays came down and 
danced on the gloomy river, giving the black 
wave a brightness, as if silvered through 
and through ; and away down many fathoms 
the bright reflection rested, and tins the 
mourner fought was her lost gem. Sim 
gazed silently upon the scene, and the star 
from heaven was shining.

And the voice of the angel came again, 
like unto the sweet song of many instru
ments of music, saying, “ Sister, the gloomy 
waves thou seest, though cold, and dark, and 
terrible, roll ceaselessly onward up ro the 
great gaÿ of heaven, and thither they bore 
my mourned-fur gem, which the good Father 
lent thee ; the waves have borne it back to 
him, and it blooms and shines forever near 
the throne, like you brightly beaming siarl” 

The voice was hushed, and ttie sorrowing 
mother turned away with her eyes lilted 
from the earth aud gloomy river, and fixed 
them hopefully and wistfully on heaven.

And the bright star she saw, when tears 
tilled her eyes mourning for her loss, yet 
beams brightly, and it shines on her little 
baby’s gra/e.

Great Danger of the Church.
Tu. world is still the world, as much as 

when Christ proclaimed ns essential antago
nism to him; but with this great arid omi
nous difference, that instead of meeling 
Cûristiamty face to face, aud rushing to an 
open onslaught, it travels the same road, 
under the shadow of the same red cross 
banner, and pretends a courteous alliance 
wilh the saints of God. The world no 
longer calls itself the world. Infidelity no 
longer oxvns its baptismal name ol Deism. 
Every form of heretical opinion claims to 
bave extracted some principle Irom tho 
Gospel, its purest aud best principle, and 
made its own vital element. Dame Morality 
borrows some ol the most spiritual phrases 
of Christianity for its crutches. Ehilau- 
tbropy makes scorn of piety. The world’s 
literature, professing the utmost purity of 
sentiment, insinuates the venom “of unre- 
generae nature into the church ; and, what 
is worse, the church’s literature borrows tho 
world’s enticing forms, to make the truth as 
it is in Jesus more romantic and winning, 
and sequesters the Bible from the parlor, 
and hides it in the closet or the sick cham
ber. Expediency often supplants the sim
plicity of religious principle, and Christians 
sre too apt to consider what will tell, rather 
than what is right and true. Even in the 
preaching ol the Gospel, the most august of 
human responsibilities, looking beyond- all 
other responsibilities, to the remotest issued, 
and the most solemn criticism of the judg
ment, the requirement seems o I ten to be, 
not what people need, but what they will 
like; not, Is it the truth of the living God? 
but, Is it the general sentiment of the con
gregation?—A. H. Vinton.

Useful Bullet.—It was customary in 
Cromwell’s time for his soldiers to carry, 
each a Bible in his pocket. Among others, 
a profligate young man was ordered to 
attack some fortress. During the engage
ment a bullet had perforated his Bible, and 
gone so far as to rest opposite these words 
iu Ecclesiastics : “ Rejoice, O young man, 
in tby youth, and let tby heart cheer thee 
in the days of thy youih, and walk in the 
ways of tby heart, and in ihe sight of thine 
eyes ; but know thou, that tor all these 
things God will bring thee into judgment." 
The words, to appropriate to bis case, pow
erfully affected his mind, and proved, by 
the blessing of God, the mean* of hu con- 
TMta,


