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The Watch at the Sepulchre

THE CENTURION.

From «ut to wool Eve msrched beneath the 
eagles ;

From the Pontue unto Gxul,
Kept many e wetch, on which, by death eut- 

rounded,
I've eeen each comrade fall.

Fear ! I could laugh until these rocks ie-echoed, 
To think that I should fear—

Who hare met death m every form unahrinkiog, 
To watch this dead man here.7 , j

In DsCian foresta, sitting by our watch-fire,
I've kept the wolves at bay;

On Rbetian Alps escaped the ice-hills burling 
Close where our legion lay.

On ntoooleis nights, upon the sands of Lybia, 
I’ve sat with shield firm eet 

Ami heard the lion roar j in this fore-arm 
The tiger’s teeth have met.

I was star-gazing when he stole upon me,
Until I felt hie breath,

And saw his jewel eyes gleam ; then he se'zéd 
me,

And instant met his de^jr

gy weapon in hie thick veined neck I b iried,
My feet his warm blood dyed ;

And then 1 bound my wound, and till the morc-
7 v. >g

Lay couched upon hia aide. :*

Hire, though the stars are veiled, the peaceful
city

Lies at out feet [asleep ;
^Round ui still more peaceful dead are lying 

la Vuoaber yet more deep.
i . f.A low wind moaning glides among the olive»,

/a Tf.l every hill-aide aighi t 
Bit round us here the moaning seems to muiter 

And gather where lie lies.

And through the darkness faint, pale gleams are 
flying

That touch this hill,alone ;
Wtvace these unearthly lights ? and whence the 

shadows
That move upon the stone ?

It the Olympian Jove awoke in thunder,
H ’» great eyes I could meet:

Bat bis, if once again they looked upon riir, 
Would strike me to bis feet.

He looked as if my brother hung there bleeding, 
And put my soul to ehame ;

As if my mother with his eyes were pleadiog,
' ovtro*ure-

fall of it," for eternity can bring no repair o* it. It was ill lent to him, and the Owner could ■ Thus the frest truth of free pardon through The congregations have not generally been so i seers—were greatly incensed at thisunusui an 
the wreck. - ’ call back every cent at any moment he chose, the blood of jjbrist sinks into the soul, and saves : large aa customary. An almoet unprecedented unexpected disp.sy on the part o i e pejop e,

Christ in his searching sermon on the mount, ' He could not believe that. As he looked about it. Thus grasped, when all eke is gone, it has : and continuous fever prevailing, the extreme j who themselves seem to have thoug t no jnnrt 
•poke of two classes of builden. The one in his rich-furnished apartments, as he walked : power to aeeétia the drowning spuit, end lift it ! poverty consequent upon the two put years of, of The matter. Ibe meeting which too. pa
built on the sand, and the olhir built on the among the bales of merchandise in his great up above the Hoods tin»: ore going osez it. Tous , distress, from which the people have not yet re- in 1 sul Bogle a chapel on the b.tur *7 L
rock. When the hour of trial came upon both warehouse, and thought of the money invested it breaks I be heart of alone which nothing else j covered, and the high price of cotton goods sen-
alike, the quicksand upset the one, and the rock in the 1 eafst bank in the country,’ perhaps he could touch W-d turns the abandoned peraecutcr ously limiting the purchase of clothing, ire y be
bed upheld the other. The one stood because it ! had something of the feeling of that great mu- into the zjalsL teacher of Christianity. \ assigned as the causes for this diminution. V\e
had % foundation ; the other fell for want of one. ! arch who said • Is not this great Babylon which ___ L_____ __________ j have been pleased to witness generally a delight
Now, juct here is the vital point With every anxi- j I have baiided ?'
oui seeker after salvation—for it will be a Ur- | But God was kinder to [Hr. Warren than his

He who in death was hang-enolùnot save.
“I

Oajtha accursed tree,
Was he tbs baa of God ? for so in dying 

Rs seemed to die for me.

And all my ptt&eai deeds came up before me, 
Gszed it ms It am his face :

What if he rise.sgain, tad! shall meet him ! •
• How awfuVs this place.

—Rout ! at Home.

Easter Hymp.
** Hallelujah 1 Christos lebt !”

But new is Christ risen from the dead and became 
lbs first fruits of tfiem that slept —1 Cer. xv. 20

Hallelujah ! Jesus lives !
He is now the Living One.

From the gloomy house of death 
Forth the Conqueror has gone,

Bright Forerunner to the skies 
Of his people yet to lise.
Jesus l|es! let all rejoice !

Frai* Him, ransomed ones of earth ; 
Braise Him in a nobler song,

Cher|bim of heavenly birth ;
Praise die Victor King, whose sway - 
Sin ana death, and hell obey.
Jesus lies 1 #hv weepest thou?

Whyfthat sad and frequent sigh ?
He whS died our Brother here,

Live^ our Brother slid on high—
Lives Sir ever to bestow *
Blessings on His Chutch below.

Jesus lijrea ! and thus, my soul,
Life |ternsl waits for thee ;

Joined \o Him, thy Living Head,
Wherp He is, thou too shall be ;

With H|mself,.at his right hand,
Victor ofrer death shall stand.

etus II

Letths

• l To Him my heart 
with ever new delight i 
unities, depart ! 
not my heavenward flight ! 
irit ever rise 
net in the skies.

Haiielujjgh I angels sing,
Join ip in our hymn of praise, 

Let you| chorus swell the strsinl 
...Wjhicl our feebler voices raise :

And on farth His peace and love. 
-Uymnsjrom the land of Luther.

Building on the Rock.
nf REV. THEO. L. CUTLER.

Jbg deep,^nd lay your foundation well, is our 
earnest advi|e_to every awakened soul. Every 
revival nearjj- brings into the Church more or 
less of whztânay be called •• shaky professors." 
I fceir rehgicSii Ufe is frail, ill built, tottering, 
*nd liable tricorne down in the first stiff gale of 
temptation. :1 he simple reason is that, there was 

underlying godliness based on Jesus Christ, 
hen you see a huge crack in the third story 

room of a ta|l mansion, you may at once sup
pose that thieve is something wrong in the foun
dation. So |iith a religious profession that is 
not bottomsrj on the Lord Jesus Christ. Soon
er or Jatter tie crack appears in the daily life ; 
or else the fliinsy structure leans over from the 
Perpendiculai “ like a bowing wall and a tolter- 
•og fence." Ever, if-it manage to hold iteelf up 
•Mil the dyii^g hour, the tremendous surge of 
death tumble! the whole edifies of presumption 
•id falsehood into utter, irretrievable ruin. 
Vhen the last storm descende, and the flood» 
Fat upon it Jit fell* ; “ and great will be the 

I

rible thing for you to find out at last that you 
bava been building on the sand !

In building for eternity, there is but one sur* 
foundation. G sd is rich in resources, but be hae 
provided only one plan of salvation. “ Other 
foundation can no man lay, than that is laid, 
which ia Jesus Christ." What ii meant by this ? 
We believe that it means that, when eiaful man 
had no righteousness of hie own to eland upon, 
Christ11 becomes to him righteousness." When 
he hse no strength, Jeeus offer» to put his infi
nite srm beneath him. When the sinful ion! 
has no inward principle to base a godly life up
on, Jeeue implants one through regeneration. 
When he hae no pattern to live by, Jesue fur- 
nishee a psifeot mode’. And when any penitent 
man sincerely embraces Christ Jesus as his Savi
our, resta on bia atonement for pardon, looks to 
Jesus for guidance, leans on Jesus for support, 
and is united to Jeeus in heart and in daily life, 
then mey he be said to have built on Jeeus as 
bis spiritual foundation. When * man thus em
braces Christ, he hss a rock 6 «infinite add im
movable beoeath him. If you e^such a man 
why he expects to be saved, hie ■nple answer 
is, “ Christ died for me, and hieppood cleaneeth 
from all sin.” If you ask him toe ground of his 
assurance, he answers, with Paul, “ 1 know 
whom I have believed.” If you inquire of him 
whence he derives strength for the strain of 
daily Ufe, its wrenching trill», its wrestling 
temptations, and its toils, he can humbly testify 
that down in the depths of his soul there ii an 
underlying graca which Christ doth furnish. 
This work of Christ for him and within him, is 
his foundation. It underlies h is religion, just as 
the granite underlies New Hampshire’s heaven- 
kissing hills. If you take away the Divine 
Jesus from this man, you take away hia faith, his 
hope, bis peace, his strength, his character, his 
all. It is as if you tore away the* granite bed 
from beneath Mount Washington.

Now, my friend, here is » rock for your soul 
—the rock of ages. If you build on anything 
else—on your prayers or your professions, cn 
your philanthropy, on your ceremonies Or your 
church-membership—you' are buildieg on the 
sand. Morality is a very beautiful part of a 
Christian superstruc’ure, but it is i.ut a Jounda- 
lion. Other foundation, remember, no man can 
toy, than that isJ»id^wjüeb il Cÿwrt Jean». We 
bave seen sSme melancholy crashes in the mor
el carèers^ef men ; we have heard s'ome terrible 
falls in dying chambers. They were the down- 
tumblings of a false hope that was bottomed on 
the sand. When the floods came apd the winds 
smote on it, it fell, and great was the fall there
of !

But when a penitent soul has committed itself 
to Jesus ; and the new heart, the new principle, 
ami the new purpose have come to to it through 
conversion, then on this sure foundation what a 
beautiful and effective life may be built ! A well- 
built life i« just the laying up of one grace and 
good deed upon another, of faith, and patience, 
and temperance, and benevolence, and courage, 
and self-denial, and brotherly love—even as the 
marble block» grew up into that Liberty-crowned 
Capitol at Waebington. It ii growing in grace, 
It J* the sacred architecture of the Holy Spirit 
“ Ye are God’s building."

A well-built Christian is harmonious in all his 
parts. He is not a jumble of opposites and in
consistencies—to-day devout and to-morrow 
frivolous, to-dfcy liberal and to-morrow stingy, 
to-day fluent in prayer and to-morrow fluent in 
falsehoods. He does not keep tl e fourth com
mandment on Sunday, and break the eighth by- 
cunning frauds on Monday. Hie- philanthropy 
does not outrun hia conscientiousness, nor do his 
spiritual fervors outrun his inward faith and self- 
denials. Some professed Christians are as un
finished as the cathedral at Coionge, where vast 
towers have risen no higher than mere stumps, 
and where ugly wooden cranea conceal an ex
quisite gothic tracery. Do not expect to reach 
absolute Christian perfection ; but that i« no 
reason why yoo should settle down content with 
a wilful and wretched imperfeccion.

As we close, we point you to the rock of ages, 
Christ Jesus. You never can be saved but 
through him. Every hour ie worse than lost 
that you spend away from Christ. There is a 
dying-bed. spreading for you somewhere, my 
friend. There is a shroud somewhere weaving. 
There is a storm coming that will wrench and 
try your spiritual hope to the utmost. See to it 
that you are well-founded. The way to avoid 
the sand is,to strike for the rock. Dig deep and 
lay your foundation well. He that heareta the 
voice of Christ and doeth his will, he is the wise 
man who buildeth his bouse upon the rock. 
Steadily the structure rises, stone on stone. 
Sometimes through storms of persecution and 
reproach. But he builds for eternity. And it
utjMt trer yf roun tro tro itxae wtro 1 ^
•ball yet be heard : “ Here is the pstience of 
the saints ; here are they that kej the command
ments of God, and the Faith of jESUS.yfnd<- 
pendent. - /

Done Giving.
•* No sir. I shall not give you one dollar, it 

is just - give, give,’ all the time, from one source 
or another, and for my part I am tired of it. 
tell you, sir, I am done gi?ing."

These words came from the lips of a 10 nn 
whom the Lord had abundantly prospered. But 
as his riches increased, be forgot the command 
• Set not thy hertt upon them.’ The passion for 
heaping up treasures had so grown upon him, 
that he felt as if every dollar given away was 
robbery from his stores. If you are tempted to 
court wealth, remember who has said, ‘ How 
hardly shall they that bath riches enter into the 
kingdom of heaven.’ We may think it ie a bard 
saying ; but there it stands, just as true as when 
Jesus uttered it, so many hundred years ago. 
When a man begins to grow rich, he is in dan
ger of setting his affections upon riches until he 
forgets God, and goes down to eternal death.

Mr. Warren had forgotten the great fact that 
his money was n^t his own—no not » dallsx of

deserts. He sent great calamities upon him. 
He might have let him go on in prosperity, hard
ening his heart in selfishness, to sink at last into 
the lake of fire. When a man has • done giving,’ 
he has gone a long way in that direction.

The first great mercy was the burning down 
of his vast warehouse. Half-frantic, he watched 
the hungry flames as they licked up the choice 
merchandise and ran along, leaping from floor 
to floor, and defying all the firemen’s skill to 
check them. Twenty minutes wss sufficient for 
the Lord to sweep away the product of years of 
labor and thrift.

The ruins were still smoking when the second 
mercy came. * Lost at sea. The barque Lap 
wing. Crew saved, but cargo all lost.’

It took but a line in the morning papers, but 
it swept awiy thousands from the merchant's 
possessions. He wss beginning to feel that God 
bad a controversy with him.

He sat alone in hie library one morning pon
dering over his changed fertunes, and revolving 
in his mind what waa to be done to repair them, 
when the gentleman who had been hie head 
clerk called upon him.

• 1 hive bad news again this morning,’ hi said, 
dreading to add the weight of it to his other bur
dens.

• There cinnot be much worse in store for me. 
I am near the bottom now. But as long aa the 
bank stands firm I can begin anew, at least.’

• The bank has failed,’ said the unwelcome 
messenger.

The blow was so sudden and unexpected that 
the man svemed crushed beneath it.

All hope is gi.no, Mr. Cary,’ he cried, press
ing his hand to his brow, ‘ I am a ruined man, 
and my family are beggars.’

The other looked down upon his anguish, with 
deepest sympathy. He was a sincere Christian, 
/and did not fail in this time of need-to point Bis 
friend to the precious words of Scripture for 
those whom God chastenetb.

Mr. Warren went forth from that room with 
hie earthly prospects dark, indeed, but with his 
prospect of a heavenly inheritance greatly bright
ened. Through much humilia! ion he learned to 
regard himself as God's steward, and there was 
never a time again in tiis life when he dared to 
say, or wished he had ‘ done giving^,

7- *—<■

fro* the bowee of ewaall
iy «F*

A Harp in Heaven.
One of tbs sweetest recollections of my girl

hood is a betâtifu! reply my mother once made 
me, when mythe art waa sw tiling with childish 
grief. <

I had juet 
neighbour,,% 
their piano a Iw ham «vary day, to gratify my 
extreme lof*fcuwMkA Oar owe oottege hosae 
looked eo plsà*^hhWwt with the Mss. 1 bad 
juet left, aodfle piano within Its walla, that J 
laid my heed |phn the table, and g ye veot to 
my overflow* grief. I felt perhaps a little an 
gry, that we west enable to afford the one thing 
1 desired ahoy all other»—a piano—and ex
pressed my feSiege to *y mother.

Never shaifl forget bar sweet, gentle tone, as 
she simply replied,1 Never mind, if you eaonot 
hive a piano on earth, you may have s harp in 
heaven.’ Iaataetly the whole eurreat of mj feel
ings was ebuged. Earthly things dwindled into 
insignificancy end the ‘ harp in heaya,’ with it» 
golden string», became the object of my desire. 
1 felt reproved f°r my pinioga against Providence 
that hid plsipd me in a humble home, and from 
that moment the enjoyments of hteven seemed 
fur to outw*|gh all the pleaauree of earth.

That be attifai reply hae followed me all my 
life, or rath* bee gone before me like a bright

fui and intelligent appreciation ef the Word 
preached.

Several of our schools are maintaining their 
ground, and working as well as we can almvat 
exped, under their pccuiir circumstances. 1 

it we have not yet been able to effect sny-

•t the

guiding 
shot life, 
glorious si 
have a 
gone. Iti 
it once 
to its twi 
grand hi 
that so 
golden hi 
How my 
mi r !y !

Is I Km

C: .id!" neal
be rich or 
thorns or 
in heaven.1

Reader,

Ring my thought* above thie tren- 
£ opening to my spirit's vision the 
■‘in that ‘ land of life and light.’ I 
l on earth’ now, but it* charm ia 

l no longer glnddene my heart as 
t the earn that loved best to listen 

one are now enraptured with the 
nies of heaven. The dear finger» 

touched its key a now «weep the 
g a. Ob, that1 harp in heaven 1’ 

Elongs for one breath cf ns rich

The Cleansing Blood.
A visitor among the poor was one day climb

ing the broken staircase which led to a garret in 
one of the worst parts of London, » hen his atten
tion was arrested by a man of peculiarly ferocious 
and repulsive countenance, who stood tyion the 
landing-place, leaning with folded arms against 
the wall. There was something about the man’s 
appearance which made the visitor shudder, and 
his first impulse was to go back. He made an 
effort, however, to get into conversation with 
him, and told him that be came there with the 
desire to do him good and to see him happy, and 
that the book he held in his hand contained the 
secret of all happiness. The ruffian shook him 
off as if he had been a viper,-and bide him be
gone with his nonsense, or he would kick him 
down stairs. While the visitor was endeavoring 
with gentleness and patience to argue the point 
with him, he was startled by hearing a feeble 
voice, which appeared to come from behind one 
of the broken doors that opened upon the land
ing, saying, “ Doe» your book tell of the blood 
which cleanseth from all sin." For the moment 
the visitor was too absorbed in the case of the 
hardened sinner before him to answer the en
quiry, and it was repeated in urgent and thrilling 
tones, “ Tell me, oh, tell me, does your book tell 
of the blood which cleanseth from all sin ?’’

The visitor pushed open the door, and enter
ed the room. It was a wretched place, wholly 
destitute of furniture except a three-legged stool, 
and a bundle of straw in a corner, upon which 
were stretched the wasted limbs of an aged wo
man. When the visitor entered, she raised her
self ujioi. Vae elbow, fixed her eyes eagerly upon 
him, and repeated her former question,—“ Does 
yeur book tell of the blood which cleanseth from 
all sin ?"’ He sat down upon the stool beside 
her, and enquired, “ My poor friend, what do 
you want to know of the blood which cleanseth 
from all sin ?’’ There was something fearful in 
the energy of her voice and manner as she re
plied, ’’ What do I want to know of it ? Man, 
I am dying ; 1 am going to stand naked before 
God. I have been a wicked woman, a very 
wicked woman,in my life. I shall have to ans 
wer for everything I have done !" and she groan
ed bitterly as the thought of a lifetime’s iniquity 
aeemed to cross her soul. “But once," she con
tinued, “ once years ago, I came by the door of 
a church, and I went in, I don’t know what for; 
I was soon out again ; but one word I heard there 
I have never forgot. It waa something about

yon have one.’

n the dear baby fingers in the 
it matters little whether my child 
whether her path be strewn with 

n—it she may only have a * harp

Jfntelligtna

vvtAlvlA vtvauw *11 élu. OU, if 1
could hear of it now ! Tell me, tell me, if there 
is anything about that blood in your book P 
The visitor answered by opening hie Bible and 
reading the first chapter of the Firat Epistle of 
St. John. The poor creature seemed to devour 
the words, and when he paused she exclaimed, 
» Read more, read more.” He read the second 
chapter;—a slight noise made him look round ; 
the savage ruffian had followed hint into his 
mother’s room, and though bis face was partly 
turned away, the visitor could perceive tears 
rolling down his cheeks. The visitor read the 
third, fourth, and fifth chapters before h* could 
get his poor listener to consent that he should 
•top, and then she would not let him go lid he 
promised to come again the next day. He never 
from that tiaremisaed a day reading to her, un
til she died, six Weeks afterwards; and very 
Messed was it to see how, almost from the first, 
she seemed to find peace by believing in Jeaus. 
Every day the son followed the visitor into hi* 
mother’s room, and listened id silence, but not 
in indifference. On the day of her funeral he 
beckoned him to one aide as they were filling up 
the grave, and aaid, “ Sir, I have been thinking 
that there ia nothing I should so much like as to 

■nd the rest of my life in telling others of the 
lès ‘ *

spend
Wood which ckeneeth from ell sin.”

Extract of a Letter from Rev. Alfred Kent, 
Parham, Antigua, Jan. lltA, 1866.

To this circuit lira past year haa been moat 
eventful. The dispensations of Providence have 
indeed been tfflic'.ive ; bot, I trust, we have en
deavoured to bow in humble submieeion to the 
Divine will, comforting our heart» in the un
erring wisdom of Him who ordereth all things 
for the best ends. Sickness has been unusually 
prevalent, especially fever. Thank God, those 
whom it seised were eoon restored. The deeth 
of the late Superintendent, the Rev. Relph Ar
nold, filled oer hearts with almost inconsolable 
sorrow ; but the certainty that hia end waa one 
of triumph in the Gospel of Christ, somewhat 
aesuoged it. The church could ill «pare eo zeal
ous and devoted a servant of Christ His la
bours were abundantly owned and blessed of 
God. Our aociety at Sion Hill hae loet a most 
exemplary and influential member in the person 
of Mr. John Atkinson, manager of the Garden» 
Estate ; hie name will ever be embalmed in the 
memory of the church for his piety, influence, 
and benevolence.

O, how thankful I should be were it in my 
power to conmunicate pleasing intelligence of 
the prosperity of our work ! Long hss our 
•train been that of lamentation and mourning 
over Zion. Oft have I meditated ott the grand 
imagery of the prophet Jeremiah,—“ The way» 
of Zion do mourn, because none come to her 
solemn feasts ;’’ and cried, “ How long, O Lord, 
how long ?"

Once, during the year just past, I was bewail
ing the condition of our church to one of our 
leaders ; and the reply was, “ Sir, we must re
member, it’s 1 r.ot by might, nor by power, but 
by My Spirit, saith the Lord of Hosts ;’ and we 
must abide the coming of the Spirit.” Even the 
Minister of Jesus is at times impatient. Fruit, 
immediate fruit, is hie desire and cry ; forgetting 
the neceseary vegetative process of germ, bud, 
blossom, and fruit “ To wait,” patiently, ex
pectantly, and believingly “ to wait,” is a grace 
needing great cultivation.

The year’s record has not closed in absolute 
gloom and discouragement. O, no! We rejoice 
in the Lord over those who have “ slept in Jesus.” 
And here and there a poor penitent sinner hss 
been heard isquiring, “ What must I do to be 
saved ?" .$

On one occasion, I remember|after the Sab
bath’s labourt, being exceedingly cast down. 
All direct effsrt and preaching seemed of no 
avait. I bed preached that evening from the 
word» of the prophet, “ Who hath believed our 
report ?" &c. ; and left the pulpit for the Miasion- 
house, truly sad at heart Monday came, «till 
the gloom deepened. 1 prayed, but no appar
ent encouragement dawned. The tièàe for the 
Prayer-meelirg arrived. I went to the chapel ; 
prayer was offered, but no light gleamed through 
the darkness over-ehadowing my souh Ore 
person after another offered up eupplication, un
til a young nan commenced a prayer, simple 
»n^ earnest, thinking God for the sermon of 
last evening. The truth came home to his heart; 
he saw himself loet and undone before God, and 
be went to his chamber to plead for mercy, and 
found forgiveness. To describe my feelings is 
impossible. Suffice it to say, I trembled with 
joy ; the gleom fled, and I think I have learned 
that it is beat to labour on until God in Hie own 
good pleasure causes the fruit to sppeer.

On another occasion, one came to me with a 
request that I would pray with and for her, and 
direct her to Jeaue, whom, she said, she had 
been aeeking with troubled heart for three weeks, 
but had not found Him. Other case* of (oaten 
success I could furnish ; but, for the macifnta
lion of the secret and hitherto unknown good, 
we must patiently wait 
i-

________net of the yeer l
end, by the blessing of Heaven, We trust that 
■set, or rather lUe, year will witness still better 

Ged grant that oer hop* huy uot be
blighted!

r Hayti
In the Sallowing letter, our rendera will recog

nise the heert of n devoted Missionary, clinging, 
in spite ef el! discouragement», to e beloved field 
of labour ; and well exemplifying the coble re
solution expteened by Weeley, n hundred and 
twenty years ego, in referee* to Knglnnd :—

“ Believing égalait hope,
We hang upon Thy grace,

Through every lowering cloud look up.
And wait for happy days.”

Extradofa Lditr from the Ref. if. P, Bird, 
doled Port-au-Prince, Nov. 7th, 1865.

Ae • Mission field, I see no need of despair 
for Hayti, notwithstanding ull the distressing 
facts connected with its present state. Hayti, 
whatever be its woes, must remain a nation, with 
a population of some 700,000 souls or more ;, 
nor is it possible that the present, chaos of thin;'* | 
should continue : the «dements of our pjst eue- j

which it was assumed a fuimiJable rebellion had 
been organised, waa au ordinary meeting for re
ligious purposes, and at The end of the services 
discussion took place among those pretent cn a 
question pf wages, and a resolution was cotrfe to 
not to wo^k for one or two of the neighbouring 
proprietors, who either paid too little wages or 
none at all^sfter these black peuple had done the 
work. Tbnr statement I hufe from more than 
one of the suivivors who attended the meeting. 
They stem to have regaidtd the affair of the 

jaopvfml Saturday trivial Kfrfcotici, and the rescue 
fro* n poMwman without* warrant wss not dene 
by mom*taK»T»r> few personsotr.- of whom 
livsd In the duectieif of Story Got, tud o’.hers 
not On the Monday, the G'.vtli of th^ Price 
issued warrants against the most,enterprising 
and independent cf the,Stopy Gut/people,and, 
therefore, those moA uffeustve lo the ruling 
clique. The few policemen who went, up were 
certainly reeiited, and the reason war, thaï the 
partiea against whom warrante were i/syad and 
threats uttered by the officials, were efijtiirihvy 
could not depend upon having justice debe by 
the msgirtrates. they thought, and probably 
with perfectly eufficieit reason, that the affair ol 
the Saturday would be made the excuse for visit
ing upon their heads vengeance for the sp:rii cf 
independent* the Stony Gut peasantry had da 
played, and for all ouUUnding questions ol 
wsges. If the peasantry did wrong in resitting 
the policemen who went up to capture half the 
ralliement, they certainly did not exhibit other
wise aay wry violent disposition to resist the 
laws, for Paul Bogle and the others wrote a let
ter to the Governor, detailing the incidents that 
had occurred, asserting their want of confidence 
in the integrity of the magistrates, and calling

elsewhere, and excited the community to apitch 
of madness by details of atrocities committed 
only in their own imaginations.

cess, although limited, must still remain, and | “pun him to send,one to investigate the matter, 
they will etill be our hopes for the future. Ele- -md protect them from their oppresanrs. So
ment» of prosperity of every kitul abound; in this 
republic; nod there can he no doubt but that in 
due time they will be developed. Alas ! it is in
deed a sad truth thnt, at present, the main thing 
in this nation ia wanting. God is act « nought 
here, as well as elsewhere, yet there is a wide
spread conviction amongst the Haytian people 
that thia ia their national crime ; nor is it to be 
supposed that the truth of the Gospel, which haa 
been so widely diffused throughout this republic, 
by the circulation cf the Scriptures, by the pub
lic ministry,—not only smongst ourselves,—and 
by a widely extended Protestant education, haa 
all been in vain. In fact, I should be sorry if 
the comparative smallness of our eucrass in 
Hayti, together with the wickedness which so.

•snd times greater than they have ever yet been. 
I trait, too, that the same view will be taken of 
the Jamsici Mission, where we are now begin
ning to see such awful proofs that our work is 
but little more than begun, as well ae here.

Of our out-places I can say but little : our 
flocks are nearly all without shepherd», and the 
circumstances of the country are such that I can
not visit them ; but I know they are still living 
in hope, and holding on.

At Port-au-Prince our congregation» do not 
flag; and, considering how the public mind ie 
absorbed by passing events, which are sometime» 
intensely exciting, I feel frequently surpised and 
thankful that ao many flock to hear the word of 
God. Some case» of real good have occurred, 
even during this year of confusidn,—cases, too, 
of unusual importance, which, we truet, will rarve 
as good moral levers for ultimate good to this 
afflicted land.

Our day school at the capital ii, upon the 
whole, prospering ; we have now about seventy 
name» on the book», eix of whom are boarders. 
The Concordat with Rome haa taken from us 
probably all that it ia likely to take ; and we are, 
therefore, hoping for yet greater prosperity as 
soon ae the country ie again fettled.

Our Sunday school, to which we attach great 
importance, has Buffered more from the general 
state of things than any other department of our 
work.

We are indeed cast down, but we are not dis
couraged. That great changea are likely to 
take place in Hayti ie becoming more and more 
evident : what they may be it would, indeed, be 
difficult to predict ; but, if we may judge from 
the prevailing ides», aa well ae the general lean, 
ing of the public mind, which are very apparent, 
there ia certainly an interne wish for every kind 
of real improvement and progress ; indeed, it 
cannot be doubted that this is the genuine and 
earnest wish of the Hsytisn nation. It is, how
ever, a lamentable fact, that the true principle» 
of government are wanting here ; hence the 
storm now raging may yet lait until very des 
pair is felt. ,

We are still uneasy respecting the English 
bombardment cf the Cape, for there is reason to 
believe that the pinion» on both sidea are ex
cited. Mey our heavenly Father rule in thie 
•term '

I au thankful to say that we are all in good 
health.—Jlfte. Xoticei.

little idea had they of revolting, and so anxious 
mere they to call in the aid of the Executive, that 
they sent off a man on horseback express to 
Spanish Town wif^ thia massive, but, as the 
Governor wae at hia mountain residence of Flam- 
etead, no anewer wae received until it was too 
late. The anewer of the Governor, indeed, was 
found by Mr. Ramsay in the poet-office, and 
used f, r the means of hengiog all the unfortu
nate to whom it was addressed. On the Tuesday 
the official» were more irritated than «ver at the 
proceedings of the Stocey. Out men, and openly 
avowed that if they did not come down on Wed
nesday they would go up with an armed parly 
and inflict all manner of chastisement. In the 
course of Tueeday they sent off to Bath for the

Central

The Jamaica Cruelties.
Correspondents of some of the English Press 

for Jamaica, furnish additional particulars of the 
horrors of the late insurrection. The account 
given of the origin of the riot bear* strong evi
dence of truthfulness, but places the conduct of 
the Gowercor snd his officials in an increaaiogly 
unfavourable light. Our readers may have sup
posed that the cruelties before noted were ex
treme cases ; but further details go to show that 
the instance» given were but aamplee of some 
thousand» of transaction» of like barbarity :— 

As to the riot at Morant Bay. A lad had a 
few word» at the door of the Court Home on 
Saturday, the 7th, with a policeman. On bear
ing a voice from the bench shouting, " Who ia 
that making a noise ? Bring him here iff the 
youth bolted, and the policeman followed 'him 
into the market-place where the country people 
were assembled selling their provisions end mak
ing their markets. The lad resisted and escaped 
among the people, and thia waa the email be
ginning of the whole catastrophe. The magis
trates—local proprietor», attorneys, and over-1 etrieken creatures who came on to Kingston and

view of defending the civil power when assailed 
and unable to maintain its supremacy, but done 
for the purpose of enabling the local authorities 
of Morant Bay to carry out their threats of ven
geance. One of the first duties of the new 
Governor ought to be to take the right of call
ing out ito armed force from the hands of the 
local officials, who have so little discretion, so 
much prejudice, and so little regird for the lives 
of the peasantry. The vohmtees were not limit
ed to two rounds cf ammunition. They took 
aa much aa they could ; and a sergeant and a 
•mall party who followed in the morning took 
more powder. At the very time the c fficial» wei e 
thus accumulating material» for an explosion 
they appear to have been in friendly communi
cation "with the Stony Gut people, for the pur
pose of inducing them to come down on Wed
nesday. The latter, believing that the Governor 
would have rant one to protect them, made up 
their minda to do so, but after learning of the 
arrival of volunteer» they were inclined to re
main at home. It was only after some persua
sion that Bogle and the others could induce all 
those summoned to go down with a view of tak
ing their trial.

The negroes were not armed ae a body ; they 
had not even their matdhetls or cutlasses which 
they usually carry for the purpose of clearing 
away the brush wh-ch springs up in a very abort 
time in the bye-paths of the country. They had 
merely their walking-sticks, and had music as on 
all holiday occasions. All the account» which I 
have heard go to ehow that the negroes did not 
begin any attack;-that they were slowly ap
proaching the Court-house a» an unarmed body 
when the magistrates and othare were standing 
and talking in an excited manner on the steps. 
The Riot Act was not read. Some wanted the 
volunteers to fire at once ; hut the officer ob
jected became the Riot Act wai rot read. A 
book containing it was then pissed cut to Bsron 
Ketllehoidt, the Gustos ; but before he had read 
the Act the volunteers fired, and several of the 
negroes fell This was about three or half-past 
three, and from that period until balf-paat five 
or ao the volunteer» and magietrates continued 
to keep up a fire tyion every black man they saw 
from the Court house ; end the black people in 
return got the muskete from the police barracks, 
but without powder, and endeavoured to defend 
them wives. The Court .house wae not fired by 
the negroes, but was fired accidentally. First 
school house—that is to say, a wooden shed 
covered with dry shiogles, which adjoins the 
Court house, and over which the volunteers were 
firing upon the peasantry, who were crouching 
for shelter in the neighbourhood—took fire from 
some of the horning wads having dropped upon 
it. After those who had thus been firing upon 
the people for about two hours were dislodged, 
unquestionably, they were barbarously attackld 
by the blseke. A pilot of Kingston, who had 
been driven by etress of weather into Morant 
Bay, and who saw the whole affair, describes the 
murder of Mr. Walton at bis leeL He craved 
for mercy to him ; but the excited negroes de
clared he had shown no mercy, and should have 
none. There was, however, no mutilation of 
the bodies. I have rain people who saw the 
bodies dressed for burial in the Alme-bouse, 
where they were taken, and they declare there 
was no mutilation. According to those indivi
dual», Baron Kettleholdl’e head was not cut off, 
Mr. HerchelTe tongue vu not cut out, Mr! 
Price’s bowels was not cut open. Thie is cor
roborated by Mr. Price’, old housek.eper, who 
herralf dressed him out for burial. The mixing 
of the brains end blood, and aU the* hideous 
stories, are mere invention* of the poor penio-

As en example of Provost Marshal Rams») ’« 
account in these particulars, I msy mention that 
tibe court before which Mr. George Ciarke, a 
brother of Samuel Clarke,^ras tried, in some 
extraordinary mood of humanity, remanded him 
to enable him to call witneuee. Ramsay was 
exceilivelÿf indignant, and took Clarke back to 
prison with evident disgust. A day or two af
terwards Clarke ventured, in a very humble lone, 
to remind Rameay of hie witnesses, when thst 
functionary instantly tunrad to the guard, and 
said, •• If the* bl*e cfiilfffifr**ito me give 
him a doeen.’’ Ctfrka i nVgfiR^i i W agate, 
on n subséquent cceasion, ventwwfi to ray thet- 
be had been remanded for a epee fio purpose. 
Rsmssy levelled hie revolver at his head, yelling 
out, •* You d——d political brute I On^word 
and I will blow your brains out.’’ Several days 
thereafter Clarke saw one of his neighbours 
dragged in as a prisoner, and fearful thst he 
would be executed, and that his testimony would 
be lost, notwithstanding the risk, told Ramsay 
nf the fact, and begged that he might be takeu 
before the court. Ramaay, exasperated beyond . 
measure st this pertinacity of a coioured^man in 1 
attempting to save his life,Ordered hi* out to 
be flogged, and he was flogged, getting, I think, 
twenty-five lashes for presuming to do what he 
had been remanded by the court-martial, for the 
purpose of doing. Clarke, a " respectable free
holder, wss never again brought up fog exami
nation, but ordered to dig graves, and clean out . 
Nelson’» yard, and every possible indignity was 
beeped Upon him. At the conclusion of mar
tial law his trial w»s still unfinished ; he was for
tunately not executed, although he had been 
prepared for death every day for aeveral weeks, 
snd the tale he can tell will be duly laid before 
the Royal Commissioners.
^"The case of Marshall, who w*a-hanged for 
miking a face at the 48th lash, ie one pf the 
crimes for which Ramsay, must baunlUti to ac
count. Marshall 'Was the son grV respectable 
trader in Morant Bay, and a weakly youngman, 
and particularly peaceful in hie dispositien. Hi* 
flogging waa without trial, end I have been told 
by person» (not negroes alone, nor Reporters 
aldne), that from th^SWdition of health of the 
poor fellow the ficjjjgjig was to him particularly 
severe. His ’osekwa* torn, and the blood 
streamed down. He wrlted with the excessive 
pain, and it was this which gave Ramsay um
brage. He Ordered hilti to*be taken down and 
instantly hanged, which waa done by sailors who 
were present. The bleeding wretch w*s thrown 
on his face, and hie- hindi tied behind him. A 
rope wae put round hia neck, and he wae drag
ged lo the Court, house, end the rope thrown 
over a beam. He was dragged up like a lack o' 
corn until his feet were juet off the ground, and 
a sailor puts large stone between hit tied bands, 
in order to make him a little heavier.
^Mr. Gordon was compelled thue to witness 
several executions before he himeelf was mar
tyred, Ramsay, and I grieve to aay aome officers, 
taunting him with the certainty of his coming 
down. On one occasion he was* led out before 
all the other prisoners, when William Grant, of 
StoQjjh£Uit or Morant Bay, vu put to death. 
Ramsay led him forward, and ordered Mr. Gor
don to look at the contorted features of Urant.

Look there," said Rsmssy, " there Is one of 
your deluded victime ; see what he has come to 
—and to that eqd you will certainly come.”—
Mr. Gordon, with that perfect meekneas which 
even hie political opponent» here admit to have 
been his characteristic, only bowed, and waa led 
back to hia place.
YNow it is a young woman from Stony Gut who 
tella 1

si-

bow thickly the settlement wae peopled be
fore •' the war ; ” how her father lived there, and 
her uncle, and her brother-in-law, and now all 
are gone; houaes burned, proviaion ground» laid 
desolate, and the men executed ; while the woff, 
men with the children are living in wretched hull 
in buah, fed no one knowa how, and no one here 
seems to care. She tells how seven males of her 
family’perished on the gallows at Morant Bay ; 
and all, she believes, as innocent of crime as the 
child unborn. One of them was Jamea M’Laren, 
the eo-calltd .rebel secretary. He waa at home 

jkin the day of the riot, but he had committed a 
crime which was unpardonable in the eyes of 
those who condemned him. He was a friend of 
George William Gordon, and for that, and that 
alone, he was doomed. He wes no more a rebel 
secretary than Mr. Eyre wae. There was no re
bellion of which he could have been the secretary; 
and M'Laren wae a quiet, induatrioua man, better 
educated than his neighbour», and therefore a 
•landing offence to the estate attorneys, most ol 
whom hate nothing mere fervently than an edu
cated negro. This ie the ^ame James M’Laren 
who was examined ae a witness on Mr. Gordon’s 
trial. He had been tried by court-martial and 
condemned to death, and was brought up in the 
hope that he would eay something with a flêV 
of averlirg hia fate. Rameay, the l’rovoet- 
Marshal, of whose acte I shall have to speak in 
termrof the utmost abhorrence, had entered the 
prison-yard that morning, and in presence of all 
the poor crouching miserable!, tried and untried,

» had openly proclaimed that if any one wogld 
give evidence against Mr. Gordon he would not 
only save his own life but be rewarded by the 
Government. The two witnesses, Jas. Gordon 
and Anderson, who spoke against Mr. Gordon, 
responded to the invitation ; but M’Laren was 
taken solely in " the hope that his love of life 
would prove superior to his love of troth. “ Do 
you know," ssid Brand, the president of the 
court, “ that Mr. Gordon has something to do 
with tbs rebellion ? ” Mark the malicious un
fairness of the question. The noble answer wae,
“ 1 know I am going to be hanged this night ;
I don’t know if he has anything to do with it.” 
Faijbful and true to the end—for he was hanged 
that night

« _J---• • • * •
One morning While it was still dark, a - 

of soldiers burst into e cottnge et Coaley. 
husband started from his bed and tried to esc: 
but the soldier» were too quick for him, an 
rifle bullet waa rant through his shoulder, wl 
the wife and children screamed with terr 
Wounded as be waa the man dashed into t. 
bush and waa preserved, although hia arm is no 
useless. There were thus only the woman an. / 
children left, upon whom the brave vetetam/ 
could exerciw their valour. Imagine the »cene 
—the poor creature* roused from ileep by tbe


