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The White Rose,

Rose of the desert! thou art to me
An embl
Of those, who, keeping their garments
‘Walk on through life with steps aright.

it has never ventured to break silence since

| it heard the voice of the Eternal.

| I employed two complete hours in wander-

ing on the shores of the Dead Sea, notwith-

| stunding the remonstrances of the Bedouns,
white, | who pressed me to quit that dangerous

region. I was desirous of seeing the Jor-

n of stainless purity,—

Thy fragrance breathes of the ficlds above,

| into the lake ; but the Arabs refused to lead
Whose soil and air are faith and love;

me thither, because the river, at a league
And where, by the murmur of silver springs, from its mouth, makes a detour to the left,
The Cherubim fold their snow-white wings ;— | and approaches the mountains of Arabia.—

It was necessary, therefore, to direct our
Where those who were severed re-meet in joy, | steps towards the curve which was nearest
Which death can never more destroy ; {us. We struck our tents, and travelled for
Where scenes without, and where souls within, | an hour and a half with excessive difficulty,
Are blanched from taint and touch of sin ;— through a fine and silvery sand. We were

: . ) moving towards a little wood of willows and
Where speech is music, and breath is balm ;

And broods an everlasting calm ; { perceived growing in the midst of the desert.
And flywers wither not, as in worlds like this; | All of a sudden the Bethlemites stopped,

And bope is swallowed in perfect bliss ;— and pointed to something at the bottom of a

Where all is peaceful, for all is pure ;

attention.
And all is lovely ;

Without being able to say what
and all endure; i

And day is endless, and ever bright ;

And no more gea is, and no more night ;— I approached it, and saw a yellow stream
which could hardly be distinguished from
the sand of its two banks. It was deeply
furrowed through the rocks, and with diffi-

Where round the throre, in hues like thine,
The raiments of the ransom’d shine ;

And o'er each brow a halo glows

Of glory, like the pure White Rose !

— Delta, of DBlackwood.,

sand : it was the Jordan.

I had seen the great rivers of America,
with the pleasure which is inspired by the
magnificent works of nature.

Rt

Valley of Jordan and the Dead
Sea.

CuHATEAUBRIAND gives the following
striking description of the Valley of Jordan
and the Dead Sea:—

We quitted the convent at three in the
afternoon, ascended the torrent of Cedron,
and at length, crossing the ravine, rejoined
our route to the east.

but on none of these occasions did I expe-

its banks were the theatre of the miracles
of our religion. Judea is the only country

7'\" opening in the | which recalls at once the earliest recollec-
mountain gave us a passing view of Jerusa- | tions of man,

lem. I hardly recognised the city; it seem- | heaven ;
ed a mass of broken rocks; the sudden]feeling in the mind, w
appearance of that city of desolation in the 53
midst ot the wilderness had something in it
almost terrifying. She was, in truth, the
Queen of the Desert.

As we advanced, the aspect of the moun-
tains continued constantly the same, that is,
a powdery white—without shade, a tree,
or even At half past four, we de-
scended from the lofty chain we had hitherto
traversed, and wound along another of infe-
rior ¢levation. At length we arrived at the
lust of the chain of heizhts, which close in
on the west the Valley of Jordan and the
Dead Sca. The sun was nearly setting;
we dismounted from our horses, and 1 la
down to contemplate at leisure the lake, the
valley, and the river. e b el - .

When you speak in general of & valley, | éarlier parts of the Scriptural rcclords‘ ‘ ‘
you conceive it either cultivated or unculti-| As we look upon the wonderful remains
vated ; if the former, it is filled with villages, | of antiquity, as they are thus collected le',';e-‘

hich no other part of
{ the world can produce.

British Museum.

I think there was no one of the public in-
| stitutions which on the whole gave me more
| satisfaction than the great national institu-
| tion, the British Muscum ;—an institation |

which stands out to the notice of the world,
not only on account of its valuable library
| of 300,000 volumes, its zoological collections
| and fossil remains, but for the remains, some
| of them recently collected—Roman,Grecian,
| Egyptian, Assyrian—which throw light dpon |

ImMoss.

“corn fields, vineyards, and flocks; if the |ther and arranged, and preserved with great |

latter, it presents grass or forests; if it is|care in the British Museum, we obtain im-

| dan, at the place where it discharges itself

tamarinds; which, to my great surprise, I |

ravine, which had not yet attracted my !

it was, 1 perceived a sort of sand rolling on |
through the fixed banks which surround it. |

culty rolled on, a stream surcharged with |

I had hailed |
the Tiber with ardour, and sought with the |
same interest the Eurotas and the Cephisus ; |

rience the intense emotion which I felt on |
approaching the Jordan. Not only did that |
river recall the earliest antiquity, and a name |
rendered immortal in the finest poetry, but |

and our first impressions of |
and thence arises a mixture of |

| hath since been kept.
{ dimmed thy woman’s purity, or cast a sha- |

| name.

| other lives.

&
to me, that some of the very sculptures which
are now seen in the British Museum and in
the Louvre of Paris, had been seen by and
had received the admiration of these prop-
liets themselves. It is true we do not as
yet understand to any great extent the pre-
cise import of these remarkable symbols ;
but still the impression is lefi distinct and
deep upon the mind of one who beholds
them,®that they really had a meaning, what-
ever it was, which was well understood by
the people of those early times, and that
their presence in the minds and in the writ-
ings of the prophets was wholly in harmony
with the national mental culture and associa-
tion. And a remark similar to that which
has been made in respect to the Egyptain
remains will apply here. Perhaps it will
be found that the numerous inscriptions on
these remains, which are very distinct, and
some of which have been translated, will
throw more light upon the Scriptural narra-
tive than the monuments themselves.— Pro)
Upham, in the Congregationalist. ’

S,
[FOR THE PROVINCIAL WESLEYAXN.] |
“Victoria. |

A simplename ! How many associations |
cluster ubout it. Varied the toue in which
to one heart, and another, it may speak, as
the summer-breath, or plaintive moan of
autumu-winds. Right dear it is unto the
loyal, telling of one who though almost a |
child was called— ;

* To erase the child—smile from her lips—
To erase it with a solemn vow,—a princely vow—to rule—
A priestly vow—to rule by grace, of God the pitiful— |
A very godlike vow ,—to rule, in right, and righi eousness.” |
Early crowned, and wedded, queen of a
mighty realm. Strong even in her girlish
weakness, circled with love, and hope, that
brightens still. Cherishing in womanhood,
a mother’s gentle counsels, and pure pre-
cepts, which blessing her childhood, gave a
light to guide, when the loved lips taught no
longer, and the mother owned a sovereign
in her child.
Right well methinks the priesily vow,
No bloody deed hath

|

- : : = |
dow on tny peaceful reign! The heart that |

beats so lightly in a palace home, shrines

|
no

memory that had the power to(darken |
Even as a mother long since guided thee, |
so wilt thou train the bright flowers given to
thy keeping—so in coming years, a nation
shall remewber, but to bless, and breathe, |
with words of love, and praise, “ Victoria's”

“Victoria!” to me it is a sweet, and

Bat % speaks to my
heart of a happy home in a sunny land, of
one who was its loveliest flower.

Fair, and fragile in thy childish beauty,
shadowing forth, in thy meek, quiet spirit, |
such as the blessed Saviour loved, on whose |

. 1 .
The Little Tountain.

Rev. Mr. Willetsgof Philadel-
phia, in illustrating the blessedness
of cultivating a libegal spirit used
this figure :

“ See,” he saysy* that little
fountain yonder—gwiy” yonder in
the distant mountaigy shining like
a thread of silver thrgugh the thick
copse, and sparkling like a dia-
mond in its healihfuf aetivity. It
is hurrying on with ing feet to
bear its tribute to thesiyer. See,
it passes a stragnantigel, and the
hails it; ‘Whi(herm, master
streamlet 7 <] am to the
river to bear this cuppf water God |
has given me.” * Ah,{you are very
foolish tor lh;\t——yolﬁ meed it be-
fore the summer’s gver, It has
been a backward sgfing, and we
shall have a hot sunuiier to pay for

it—you will dryup t\;ﬂ.’ ‘Well
| said the streamlet, ‘ ¥ X am to die |

so soon, | had better work while |
the day lasts. If[ am likely to
lose this treasure from the heat, I |
had better do good with it while 1|
have it.”  So on it west, blessing
and rejoicing in its eourse. The |
pool smiled complacently at its own
superior foresight; and husbanded
all its resources letting not a drop |
steal away. Soon the mid-summer
heat come down,and it fell upon
the little stream. Bat the trees |
crowded to its brink, and threw |
out their sheltering branches over
it in the day of adwesity, for it
brought refreshment and life to|
them, and the sun peeped through |
the branches and smiled compla- |
cently upon its dimpled face, and |
seemed to say,—‘I¢s not in my
heart to harm you,’—and the birds |
sipped its silver tide, and sung its |
praises ; the flowers breathed their |
perfumes upon its bosom ; the beast |
of the field loved to linger near its |
banks ; the husbandman’s eye, al-
ways sparkled with joy, as he look- |
¢d upon the line of yerdant beau- |
ty that marked its course through |

it went, blessing and blessed of all ! |
“And where was the pradent |
pool? Alas! in its glorious inacti- |
vity, it grew sickly and pestilential. |
‘The beasts of the fiel:put their
toit, butturned away without Eril:t
dng ; the breeze stopped and kissed

the history of nations ; and some of them will | thrilling melody ! It echoes not from lordly | it by méstake, but shrunk chilly
be found to be important in illustrating the | halls, or prineely lips-

away. Tt eaught % rhalaria in
the contact, and ecarried the ague

through the region, gnd the inhabi- i

tants caught it andBad to move
away, and at last the very frogs cast |
their venom upon the pool and de-

v;l'he Still Small Voice.

There is a voice so soft so calm,

A voice that ah:\'l.\ list to bear,
More potent than the magi's charms,

It stills the throe and dries the tear,
And binds the wounds of sorrow’s breast,
And gives to wearied pilgrims rest.

There is a voice 30 mild and sweet,
So gentle, that the breeze of Lheaven ;
Which fans the summer fevered heat,
Or hangs upon the shades of even,
Is not more peaceful.  Oh, its power

Gives to the soul its bappiest bour,

There is a voice whose seraph breath
Can raise the sunken eye of care,
Spread smiles upon the face of death,
And still the surge of black despair,
Guilt’s waken'd conscience truly knows,
From it all source of comiori Wows.

There is a voice whose gentle strain,
Directs the wayward steps of sin,
Can guide from hell's destructive tramn,
And purify the thoughts within ;
Aud through the giddy maze of youth

Leads to the boly fane of truth.

| There is a voice whose sweetest lay

Can melt the icy Ureast of age,
Can chase the glooms of doubt away,

And bind the unhallowed gusts ot rage,
Oh! tis a voice no ministrel's art,

Such heavenly numbers can impart.

There is a voice whose me!low tone
Can touch the darkest, dullest soul,
Di.solve the frigid heart of stone,
And give desire its due controul.
Yes, "tis a voice whose holy sound,
Can only fix affection’s bound.

There is a voice that bids the heart,
No longer droop in cheerless mood,
That blunts the pale king’s with'ring dart,
When nature owns its empire rude ;
Tells of the price Immanuel bore,
Eternal life and death no more.

From whence this voice ? from earth ? Ah, no!
Earth has no voice so sweet, so kind ;

{ his fields and meadows ; and so on | Earth yields no balm for real wo ;

It wounds, but ah! it cannot bind.
Earth cannot one bright beam afford,
No, tis the voice of God our Lerd.
Axx1E
Richmond Vir., Chris. Adv., Feb 27, 1853.

(FOR THE PROVINCIAL WESLEYAN.)

Out Door Preaching

My Dear Bro.—We will cndeavour
frequently to recollect the title, or heading
of your editorial of the 7th inst., * Don’t for-
get the great object.”

require it, and an audience can be obtained.
We are now reminded by the re

Sprifig, that many favourable opportu

for attention to this work will soon present

themselves in our

And

} .
ther

ities, towns, and villages.
we reminded,

and the
uncertainty of our continuance in the vine-
yard of the Lord, of the necessity of our

in scason and out of

not less forcibly are

wpidity with which time flics

being * instant season,”

in the use of all means, if, by so doing, we

may be the instruments ot saving, at lrast

ne of those are never scen int

Sanctuary of God's House. W.
April 13th, 1853,

Is Religion Beautiful ?

ArLways! In the child, the maiden, the
wife, the mother, religion shines with a holy,
benignant beauty of its own, which nothing
of earth can mar. Never yet was the female

{character perfect without the steady fauth
of piety. li«um:y. intellect, wealtli! they
are like pit-falls, dark in the brightest day,
unless the divine light, unless religion throw
hier soft beams around them, to purify and
exalt, making twice glorious thut which

| seemed all loveliness belfure.

Religion is very beautiful: in health or
sickness in wealth or poverty. Wenever
enter the sick chamber of the g(uuL but soft
musie¢ seems to float on the air, and the bur-

some who

den of their song is, * Lo! peace is here.” |

Could we look into thousands of families
to-day, where discontent sits fighting sullen-
ly with life, we should find the chief cause
of unbappiness, want of religion inwoman.

And in telons’ cells—in places of crime,

]‘ misery destitution, ignorance—we should be-

[ hold in all its most horrible deformity, the

| fruit of irreligion in woman.

{ O, religion! benignant majesty, high on
thy throne thou sittest, glorious and exalt-
ed. Not above the clouds, for earth-clouds
come never between thee and the truly-pious
| soul : not beneath the clouds, for above thee
| is heaven, opening through a broad vista of
{ exceeding beauty.

Its gates in the splendor of jasper and

| precious stones, white witha dewy light that

ceedeth from the throne of God. Its towers
bathed in refulgent glory ten times the
brightness of ten thousand suns, yet soft,
undazzling to the eye.

And there religion points. Art thou
| weary 7 it whispers, * rest—up—there for-
ever.” Art thou sorrowing 7 “ eternal joy.”
Art thou weighed down with unmerited ig-
| nominy ? * kings and priests in that holy
| home.” Art thou poor? “ the very street
before thy mansion shall be gold.” Art
[thou friendless ? “ the angel: shall be thy
companions, and God thy friend and Father.”
" Is religion beautiful ? We answerall is
desolation and deformity where religion is
inot.—dlrs. Dennison.

-
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heaving bosom of ocear Sorrow, suffering,
and even death, may visit you. Your
gallant bark may be dashed into a thousand
her masts that tower
cally may be snapped in twain; her snowy

now

fragments ; SO majesti-

rent a ler by the wild winds
power ; and those 10 bave said
farewell, may find a resting-place ’mid the
« treasures of the dee P

But in the midst of these forebodings, &
bright being appefirs! a wreath of hawthorn

whom we

In her hand is a seroll,
she opens it, and the first word which meets
our gaze is * Hope™!  Her lips are parte d,
and to our listening ear comes——oh ! !

=

entwines her brow.

S0 8001
ingly,~Hope ! and a thousand echoes
“u'.nt". She wears a breastplate and there-
on is engraven, Hope!  We look npon her
forehead, and there in characters unmistak-
able, is imprinted, Hope! Our eyes meet
hers, and in their clear depths we can dis-
tinctly trace the sweet word, Hope ! which
word is mirror'd back our own. All
things now wear a diflerent aspeet; what
was before so gloomy and dizmal in appear-

answer,

in

ance, is bright and promising. Sunny hopes

take the place of dark fears; and a sweet

! voice whispers, “ Those loved. ones shall be
| neither flashes, nor blazes, but steadily pro- |

preserved in thir travels across the ocean.—
Their tall ship shall outride cvery storm,
and be wafled onward by prosperous gales
to the desired haven. Health, and
prosperity, shall attend them ; their brightest
dreams of happinesd and fondest anticioa-
tions will all be realized,—they shall return
again. In after years the homeward track
will be sought by the wanderers’ feet,—their
now vacant seats, by the board and hearth-
will be resumed, —the old hall will once
again resound with the music of their foot-
| steps and merry laugh j=—=a vl pach hilt and
valley of their native land will echo back the
joyful, bliss-inspiring sound of * welcome
home.”

peace,

Sweet, sweet hope ! | hail thee as a

!friond, sent by our Father above, who has
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watered by u river, that river has windings, |
and the sinuosities or projecting points afford |
agreeable and varied landscapes. DBut here |
there is nothing of the kind. Conceive two |
long chains of mountains running parallel
from north to south, without projections,
without recesses, without vegetation. The
ridee on the east, called the Mountains of
Arubia, is the most elevated ; viewed at the |
distance of eight or ten leagues, it rcsem-{

|

bles a vast wall, extremely similar to the
Jura, as seen from the Luke of Geneva,
from its form and azure tint. You can per-
ceive neither summits nor the smallest
praks; only here and there slight inequali-
ties, as it the hand of the painter who tra-
ced the long lines on the sky had occasionally |
trembled.

The chain on the eastern side forms part
of the mountains of Judea—less elevated
and more uneven than the ridge on the
west: it differs also in its character; it
exuibits great masse$ of rock and sand,
which oceasionally present all the varieties |
of ruined fortifications, armed men, and
floating banners. On the side of Arabia,
on the other hand, black rocks, with perpen- [
dicular flanks, spread from afar their sha
over the waters of the Dead Sea.—
The smallest bird could not find in those |
crevices of rock a morsal of food; every
thing announces a country which has fallen
under the divine wrath ; every thing inspires
the horror at the incest from whence sprung
Ammon and Moab.

T'he valley which lies between these moun- |
tains resembles the bottom of a sea, from |
which the waves have long ago withdrawn : |
banks of gravel, a dried bottom—rocks
covered with salt, deserts of moving sand |
and there stunted arbutus shrubs
grow with difliculty on that arid soil ; lheir“
1 ayes are covered with the salt which had |
nourishied their roots, while their bark has
the and taste of smoke. Instead of
villazes, nothing but the ruins of towers are
to be seen.. Through the midst of the ‘
valley flows a discoloured stream, which
geemms to drag its lazy course unwillingly |
towards the lake.. Its course is not to be |
discerned by the water, but by the willows |
and shrubs which skirt its banks—the Arab
conceals himself in these thickets to waylay |
aud rob the pilgrim. 1‘

Such are the places rendered famous by‘
the maledictions of Heaven : that river is |

Jordan : that lake is the Dead Sea. lti

a serene surface; but the

g'f..tv cities which are embossomed in its |
waves have poisoned its waters. Its solitary ‘
¢ can sustazin the life of no living

173 no vessel ever ploughed its bosom ;|

15 shores are without trees, without birds,

out verdure ; its water frightfully salt,

» heavy that the highest wind can hardly
In travelling in Judea, an extreme feeling |
of cinui frequently seizes the mind, from
the sterile and monotonous aspect of the
objects which are presented to the cyu:}
but when journe§ing on through these pulh-;'
less de sy the expanse seems to spread
out to infinity before you, the ennui disap-

dows

Yo
—liere

scent

ise

prars, and a secrct terror is experienced, |
i, lar from lu\\n‘rlng the soul, elevates
the extraor-
tuary scenes reveal the land desolated by
les ;—that burning sun, the impetuous

, the barren fig-tree ; all the poetry, all

the pictures of Scripture are there. KEvery
Dame recalls amystery ; every grotto speaks
r“l the life to come ; every peak re-echoes
the vuice of a prophet.

1
Bpoken on these shores;
lmuv“;_\, t

i inflames genius.  These

God himself has |

these dried up|
iese cleft rocks, these tombs rent |
asunder, attest ks resistless hand : the desert
#Ppears mute with terror ; and you feel that

| ornament as well as an emblem.

pressions of departed empires, distinct, vivid,
mournful — such as conform exceedingly
well to the abstract statements of history,
but which history alone could never give.

| Egypt, like life from the dead, starts up be-

fore us, bearing in her hands her tombs;
and we know her at once in her supersti-
tions, in her domestic life, in her conceptive
power, in her artistic skill, in the length
and breadth of her rude but massive gran-
deur. And when it was said in the Scrip-
tures that Moses was “ learned in all the
wisdom of the Egyptians,” it is a satistac-
tion to know that these varied and wonder-

[ ful remains, that the sacred historian, in

describing these Egyptians as a wise people,
which implies the developement in various

| ways of thought, feeling, and skill, has

uttered a precise historic truth, which scep-
ticism will ir vain attempt to discredit.

| And if the monuments themselves are a
' memorial of a truth, there may be some-
| thing, and perbaps much more remaining in

the inscriptions which they bear. Who
knows what further and various light may
be disclosed from these sources, when the
interpretation of the hieroglyphics, so hap-
pily begun by Champollion, shall become a
completed and undoubted history !

I never doubted the Scriptures.
ceived my faith from the lips of my mother,
confirmed afterwards by thought and inqui-
ry, as I received my physical support from
the life of her bosom. To me, theretore,
the Bible has been, and now is, a living
reality. And still “it has often seemed to
me surprising, although it has never dis-
turbed my belief, that the Bible so frequently

| indicates the existence of cities and nations, of

the Assyrian empire for instance,which could
hardly be exceeded in wealth and numbers,
in civilization and power ; and yet that these
cities and nations should have entirely pass-
ed away, with no memorials left behind. I
have nevertheless had full confidence, that
Providence in its mysterious methods of ope-
ration would ultimately settle all such sugges-
tions and ditlicultic And now, on the banks
of the Nile, the Tigris, and the Euphrates,
the evidences of their greatness and splen-
dour, long buried in the dust, have been

| young heads his precious hands were once

1 re-|

laid in blessing.

Ours then—for thy voice made musiogin
our home. But now, thou hast a fairer|
dwelling. Thou, art where the day never |
ends ; where the lightis not dimmed. Thine
earthly beauty was a naught, compared to
that which cast a halo round thy brow,
making thee, like to the angels in heaven!|
Oyrs no longer, sweet sister, for thou hast
early won the rest, which our weary feet are
seeking.

Thou art the pure, and cherished link, |
which binds our hearts to heaven. We |
turn our earthly eyes, to the bright azure
overhead, and hope cometh, sorrow fleeth,
for we know that thou art there! * Oria,” |
s0 a lisping tongue, had named thee,—so 1|
love to call thee now !

When I knew that thou hadst fled, that |
thy voice would answer it no more, I took it |
as a talisman, a sweet memorial of one who |
dwells with God !

It is; as it were, a dedication of my
purest, happiest thoughts to thy dear memo-
ry, seeking in giving them to other eyes,
the pure and holy spell which lingers yet
around thy houselold name ! Oria.

-

dra.ndeur ofa Ma.n.

How great the solemuity and dignity of
the individual life! Granted, the littleness
of man, the brevity of his personal sojourn,
the limitations of both his sphere and know-
ledge ; yet there is a stupendous largeness
impressed upon him. He opens his bosom |
to the influences that are coming down from |
generations past ; and hardly has he receiv-
ed them, ere he steps into the stream, ad-
ding his own power, and floating onward in- |
to the boundless future—a recipient of what ‘
has proceeded him—an agent of what follows |
—a transition-point, where effects acquire
the propertics of a cause. Thus all human- |
ity is linked to the past, and linked to the |
future—so linked that no one lives to him- |

; sell; and no one dies to himself. The pnst‘

brought to light—evidences so transcending |
all our conceptions as to furnish another |

great miracle, if other miracles were want-
ing, in order to sustain man’s faltering faith.

I feel bound to say, that some of the re-
mains of Assyrian art remains, which are
unlike those of Egypt or any other people,
exhibit a spirit of conception and a power of
execution which is unsurpassed, and in some
respects, as it seems to me, unequalled by
those of any other nation. I have reference

| in this remark particularly to their massive

grandeur, and that true spirit of the object,
whatever the object is, which seems to in-

| crease and dilate itself, without losing its dis-

tinctive nature, in conformity with the vast-
ness of the masses in which the artist has
embodied it.

These works, as well as those of Egypt,
throw light upon the Seriptures. It will
be likely to occur to the reader of the Serip-
tures, for instance, that the horm, as an
emblem of power, is often mentioned in the
Old Testament, and one of the first things
which attracts the notice of a stranger, on
entering the Nineveh gallery, is the sight
of horns, issuing upon a number of the Assy-
rian sculptures, from a human head, and
twining around it so gracefully as to be an
The sym-
bolic existences, so often occurring in the
books of Daniel and Ezekiel, and so differ-
ent from anything which is found in other

is ours as we are affected by it; the future, ’
ours as we shall shape it: and the pre-
sent, the great moral eddy where these two
ideas meet, deriving its main significance
trom what has been and what will be.

The incumbent of duty, the friend of God
and man, the philanthropist and the Chris-
tian, may regale his soul with the pleasing
thought of being so bound to his species, that |
in living one life he will live a thousand, and
that his existence in its benign effect will
be deposited in the bosom of unborn genera- |
tions. Who would not be a man, especially
one rising to the enviable privilege of mak-
ing a good and great impression upon his |

What a glory surrounds the ex-
istence of some men.  When we think of |
them in their true relations, they seem to be |
tutored angels sent to earth to touch moral
notes, the melody of which will last forever. ‘
To be a man, gifted with a sphere for virtu- |
ous action, allied with the totality of the]|
race, bearing the stamp of immortality, and
floating in the stream of eternal consequences |
—this indeed is a lofty eminence of being. |
Let not such a creature make himself less |
than he is. If he can write to the profit of |
mankind, then let him wield the pen; if he |
can preach, let him sound out the word of

species ;

|the Lord; if great plans are projected for
| the world’s conversion ; then let him be their

earnest patron; let him put himselfin har-|
mony with God, and the best interest of |
his species; and he will not have lived in |

vaine. A prolonged effect, developing fori

| ages, and rising in significance 0 the end

writers, lions with human heads and with | of time, when its history is minutely traced,

wings, and the like, are found among these

l will catalogue him among its honored ageats.
Evangelists :

remains ; and it is quite possible, as it seems ' —

{ change of heart.

serted it, and heaven, in mercy to
man, smote it with a hotter breath ‘
and dried it up ! |

“ But did not the little stream |
exhaust itself? Oh, no! God saw |
to that. It emptied its full cup in- |

to the river, and the river bore it | -

on te the seq, and the sea welcomed |
it, and the sun smiled upon the sea.

{ apparently, in these Provinces, a good deal |
of reluctance shown to enter upon the work. |
{ To what can this reluctance be attributed ?

INDIAN’S TLLUSTRATION.—A con- |
verted Indian was asked how he |
knew that he had experienced a
He gave no an.
swer. He was asked if he saw |
the power ?

“ No.”
Did you hear it ?”
No.”
Did you feel it ?”
Yes.”
“ Well, then, cannot you
cribe you feelings 7” :
He paused a moment, and then
knecling upon the sand, made a
small circle of chips and dry leaves.
—Ile then gota little worm, and

des-

| placed it inside the ring, and with

a spark from his pipe lighted the
pile. The poor worm, when it
began to feel the heat, crept first
to one point, then to another, and
at last, after many ineffectual at-
tempts to get out, finding that the |

| fiames completely surrounded it,
| erawled to the center, as if in des- |

pair, and coiled itself up, awating
the result. When he began to
feel the heat too sensibly, the In-
dian took it in his fingers, and
placed it without the ring in safety.

“ Now,” said he,* I will explain
my meaning. “ I was like the poor
worm ; the fires of hell were burn-
ing around me; they began to
scorch me ; I ran every way; I
drank fire-water ; I tried hunting,
every thing, but T couldnot get
out. At last I threw myself down,
and tried to pray, and then God
stretched forth his hand, and lift-
ing me forth, gave me rest. Now,”

| said he, “ I cannot explain it any

better. I cannot tell you how it
was done, bat 1 feel a change, and |
I know it was s0”!— Youth's Cabi-|
net.

OBSERVANCE OF THE SABBATH.

—If any doubtthe necessity of a
Sabbath, in order to the mainten-

lance of our civil and religious in-

stitution, let them look to those na-
tions which have made the experi-
ment of living without one. W hat
was ancient Rome, with her six or
seven millions, when she had no
Sabbath, but the grand theatre of
inhumanity and crime, whose de-
leterious influence has, ever since,
been felt all over the world ? What
was France when she introduced
decaces and blotted out the week-
ly Sabbath? What have been
Mexicoand South America? And,

|it may be asked, what are they

now ? And what has been that of

every Christian nation contemning |

e

that heavenly institution ?

ReviGroN is like the firma-
ment ; the more one searches it,

the more stars are seen. It islike | °

the sea ; the more one views it, the
more boundless it appears,

| is satisfied with the

employed, and also at those which might be
called into operation in the Church, for the
promotion of the best interests of man, T was
reminded of one, to which I would, through
the medium of your columns, beg to call at-
tention. It is that ot out door preaching.

‘This labour of love is approved of by the
most zealous and devoted of the different de-
nominations of Chiristians ; there is however,

The fact that multitudes will not come to
the house of God, assigning as a rcason, the

want of a seat, or the want ot decent apparel, '

must be generally known. In addition to
this, there is the circumstance, that as the

ministration ot the Word of God is the most
| powerful agency that can be brought to bear
| against the interest of Satan’s kingdom,

every means which infernal ingenuity can

| invert, will be used to prevent mankind from
| coming under the sound of the Gospel, and

yet shull it be thought, that we evince any
reluctance in conforming to the example of
Him, who having come into the world to
seek and to save that which was lost, was in
reality a street-preacher, and whose impera-
tive injunction to His ministers is, “ Go ye
out into the highways and hedges, and com-
pel them to come in that My house may be
filled 7”

It may be asked, “ what are the Wes-
leyans about that they do not continue to
show how justly entitled they are to the de-
signation ot pioneers, by tal.ing the lead in
this important work 7~ Mr. Wesley was a
wise man, and io his judgment, us to the ne-
cessity ot out-deor preaching, great deference
should be shows. With the New Testament
before us—the practice of our adorable Re-
deemer and His Apostles, and also that of
Wesley and his coadjutors, how can we re-
frain from embracing the opportunities that
present themselves to us, in our cities and

| towns especially, of, in this way, calling sin-

ners to repentance 7 Going after perishing
sinners —looking them up—putting ourselves
in their way, and addressing them out of
doors, is, I apprehend, as much the duty of
a christian Minister, as it is for him to enter
the sacred edifice, ascend a pulpit, and
preach a systematic discourse to regular pew-
holders. Surely the man whose conscience
conzideration that he
preaches regularly to
so many times a week, and confines his minis-
try to those, whom he may call his flock,
does not possess views similar to those of

Mr. Wesley, when he said “ the world is my |

parish.”

|

Can it be the case, that though we are so |
deeply impressed with the infinite value of

souls, yet, that we are also so influenced by |

the fear of man—the love of ease, or by any
other unworthy motive, as to be prevented
from using all possible means to rescue the
sinner from sin and its dreadful consequen-
ces? Surely not. Often do we endeavour
to think and speak of the views and feelings
of the Apostle, when, in replying to those
who thought his great labours were the re-
sult of a heated imagination, he exclaimed,
“the love of Christ constraineth us;” and
often do we sing that verse of our inimitable
poet :

“ The love of Christ doth me constrain,

To seek the wandering souls of men;

With cries, entreaties, tears, to save,

[ ch them ‘rom the gaping grave;

For this let men revile my name,

No cross | shua, 1 fear £o shame.”

connexion with the duty of faithfal pas-
instruction, surely there cannot be an
agency more likely to be successful in secur-

the great and glorious object of the chris- |

ministry, than that of out-door preach-
where the circumstauces of the people

a certain congregation, |

' New Discoveries in Assyria.

Dr. Layard's new volume, recently pub-|

| lished says, the Christian News, is even
| more interesting to general readers than the

record of his first discoveries. One of the
| most important results of his late investiga-

tion is the discovery of the Palace of Senna- |

cherib at Konynnjic. In the course of his
travels among the Kurds, he found that
among that race there were customs almost
exactly similar to those referred to in the
writings of Moses the prophet:—

pass through the mountain range of Zerna
In the valley we foumtleclusters of hlack tents
belonging to the Burds] he hill
| sides were covered with their fl The
summit of a high peak overhanging the road
is occupied by the ruins of a castle formerly
held by Kurdish chiefs, who levied black-
mail on travellers, and carried their depre-
dations into the plains.  On reaching the top
of the pass we had an uninturrupted view of
the Subhan Dhan. From the village of K.-
ragol, were we halted for the nigid, it rose
abruptly before us. This magnificant peak,
with the rugzged mountains of Kurdistan, the
River Euphrates winding through the plain,
the peasants driving the oxen over the corn
on the threshing-floor which added so much
to the beauty and interest of the picture at
Karagol, had been seen in all the villages we
had passed during our day’s journey. The
| abundant harvest had been carried in, and
the corn was now to be threshed and stored for
winter. The process adopted is simple, and
nearly such as it was in patriarchal times.
The children ecither drive horses round and
round over the heaps, or standing upon a
sledge stuck full of sharp flints on the under
part, are drawn by oxen over the scattered
sheaves. Such were®™the threshing armed
with teeth’ mentioned by Isaiah. In no in-
stance are the animals muzzled—* Thou
shall not muzzle the ox when he treadeth out
the corn ;’ but they linger to pick up ascanty
mouthful as they are urged on by the boys
and young girls, to whoom the duties of the
threshing-floor are chiefly assigned. The
grain is winnowed by the men and woman,
who throw the corn and straw together into
the air with a wooden shovel, leaving the
wind to carry away the chaff, whilst the seed
falls to the ground. The wheat is then rak-
ed into heaps, and left on the threshing-floor
until the tithe-gatherer has taken his portion.
- e

{}"DR THE PROVINCIAL V-'l'.sLEYAXAI

On Parting with Friends,

“ But then to part! to part when Time
Has wreathed his tireless wing with flowers
And spread the richness of & cliine 4
Of fairy, o’er this land of ours.
bitter then to rend the heart,
With the sad thought that we must part:

And like some low and mournful spe

To whisper but one word—Farewc

Yes—we have parted! The deep, deep
sorrow,—the unutterable anguish of heart,
which marked that long-dreaded hour of se-
paration from the heart’s fondest treasur
has been experienced. The parting kiss ot
affection has been imprinted on the lips.
The hand has been clasped the last time for
many long months. The eye has looked its
last on those loved, but now pale and sad-
dened faces. Tle last, last words have been
spoken,—and it is all over !—Yes, that w i_-“"‘
| we once looked forward to, with a r!nkh.:;.
sickening dread, has been realized. We
have endured what we once imagined would
be insupportable, and now we turn away
with that utter desolation of heart, which
parting moments never fail to bring; and
feel how drear it is to be left alone. Dut
| suddenly we start! and, as it were, wake
{ from some fearful dream. Alas! alas! it is
no dream, but stern sorrow-fraught reality,

i,
R
il

| snid, Iy presence shall go with thee, and
I will give thee rest.” And why despair?
The little birds which gladdened-our hearts
by their sweet songs for a while, and then
took flight to a warmer clime, have return-
ed to us again. The sweet flowers which
bloomed around our pathway, greeting us
with their pleasant odours, and then vanished
one-by-one, have re-appeared even brighter
than before ;—and surely the * Unseen
Power ” that takes eare of the birds and
flowers, will muchi more abundantly care for

| that little bard, who bave placed in Him

We left the plain of Hinnis, he says, by a |

their trust.

Barrington. Lizzie LesLin.
PO —

} [VYOR THE PROVINCIAL WESLEYAX.]

Mr. Epitor,—I have just scen in the
Christian  Visitor of the 4th ult, a chaoice
specimen of (he spirit of the Baptists to-
wards other denominations.

A correspondent of that paper, over the
signature of A. B. C., says, in speaking of
certain meetings then recently Leld in the
Baptist Churches in St. John, that his * heart
was lacerated by a report which brother
Harding, of Shippegan, made as to the des-
titution of a preached gospel in those sections
of the provinee near where he resides, such
as Chatbam, Newcastle, DBathurst, New
Bandon, and other places in that region.”—
And again, ** Our brother Harding said they
had no preaching—no relizious books."”

The editors adopt the sentiments of their
their  leading
about * souls

correspondent. inserting as
editorial a thrilling article
famishing for lack of heaven's bread,”—
Japtist churches which shull be * lights
from Heaven amid the surrounding durk-
” &e., &e. They say they fiel the
furce of the mandate of their “risen Lord,”
and ask, * Can we know that tens of thoy-
sands are within our reach who have not the
Gospel and not bg stirred up with a holy
impulse to proclaim to them the joyful mes-
sage 7" And they close with,—* Ransomed
souls delay not! The blood of Christ is
pleading in [eaven; the spirit of God is
interceding in the hearts of his people below

nese,

—deathless souls' on the verge of ruin send
the Macedonian cry, and the awful retribu-
tions of eternity demand that we shall hasten
with the Gospel message,” &c.

Naw, Sir, allow me to lay before your
readers the facts in reference to the places
concerning which we have these fearful

| statements and all this efferve:-cence of evan-
gelizing zeal. They are * Chatham, New

iL':h!]q:. Bathurst, New -Bandon and other

!ll!il(_’\.‘\ in that region,”

| A. B./C. knew very well, or, if he did

gnm, the Editors of e Visitor knew, that

| for nearly a quarter of a century a Metho-

the

dist preacher Las been stationed in Chatham
i aforesaid ve have a large Chapel,
| Mission house, ». There also two
Presbyterian Churches and an Episcopal
('In:\;.(tl of Ease.

The Methodists have preaching twice, the
Presbyterian churches once
“and the Chapel of Ea

making

where

are

sometimes
once, each
Protes-
zrious services on the Sabbath in the
Ch In New Castle
there are Methodist, Pre shyterian, and ]':pi!-
In

ularly by
the .“i‘"'.h‘“inl preacher, and I think, by the
other|clerzymen resident at Bathurst. Yet
we have seen what is said of the religious

twice, a

in all, five or six

sinall town of itham.

ime,

destitution of these piaces !

Now, when such statements as those in
the articles referred toare made respecting
places baving from oné to four resident
Protestant clergymen, and from one to six

| Prole?m‘nt religious services on the Sabbath,
what inference can be drawn, but that the




