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great scholarship. When people heard of his residence 
for nineteen years in the darkest portion of the heathen 
world, all that time sweeping down the altars of idolatry 
and gathering souls to the Redeemer by the net of the 
Gospel, they said, “This must be the finger of God.” 
Men must be employed, but the work is Divine, for 
whether a sinner be converted by St. Paul, John Wesley, 
or Dr. Chalmers, it must always be ascribed to the 
grace of God. It appears that Mr. Geddie and his 
companions have carried not only the light of life, but 
the light of civilisation into those benighted regions, and 
have taught the natives to abandon raw flesh for their 
food and skins for their clothing, and to manufacture 
their garments and build houses. The virgin soil has 
been stained by the blood of some of the labourers. 
We are thankful that Mr. Geddie and his wife have 
escaped the war-club of the native. He was more 
likely to escape than a fat plump Englishman, for a 
thin spare man like him would scarcely make a break
fast to a savage. Missionary fires are now trimmed in 
Nova Scotia with diligence and zeal. Presbyterians, 
Methodists, and Baptists readily unloose their purse 
strings to extend the empire of the Gospel, and many 
earnest prayers are daily offered up for those devoted 
men who have left home and country and kindred to 
promote the conversion of the world to Christ. I have 
lately had a letter from your mother-in-law (i). The 
heads of our families have all gone to the silent land, 
but the seed sown by our pious fathers has not been 
lost, and their mantle has fallen in deep folds on many 
of their offspring, and we humbly hope through the 
merits of our Redeemer for a cordial welcome from 
them at the gates of Paradise. You may take it for 
granted that this shall be the last letter from me. I 
am far advanced in time’s list ; the world has run away


