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Beligious  liscellany,
The Watch at the Sepulchre.
THE CENTURION.
From’east to west I've marched beuesth the

esgles;
From the Pontus unto Gaul,

fall of it,” for eternity can bring no repair o'
| the wreck.

Christ in his un;chisg sermon on the mount, He could not believethat. As he locked ahout it. Thus gradped, when all elee is gone, it has | and continuous fever pre
The oze in his rich-furnished apartments, 2s Le walked  power to sustfin the drowning epirit, sud lift it | poverty consequent upon t "

!up above theMoods tu.: ure guiug overit. Itus |distress, from which the people have not yet re- | a the Sat i ‘ : . amee's
:'pbreniu the heart of uoncbwbifh nothieg elee ;covend. and the high price of cotton goods seri- | which it was assumed a fo: milable rebellion had | account in these particulars, I may mention that
| cusly limiting the purchase of clothing, mey be |
| assigned as the causes for this diminution. We |

{ have been pleased to witness generally a deligit- |

| spoke of two class:s of builder.

| built on the sand, and the other built on the smong the bales of merchandise in his great

{rock. When the bhour of trial came upon both
| alike, the quicksand upset the one, and the rock
| bed upheld the other. The one stood because it

it. It was ali lent to him, and the Owner could
call back every cent at any mom:nt Le chose.

wirebouse, acd thought of the money invested
in the ¢ eafcat bank in tle country,” perbaps he
bad something of the feeling of that great

Kept many & watch, on which, by death sur- | bad s foundation ; the other full for want of one. | arch who said ¢ I+ rot this great Babylon which

rounded,
I've seen each comrade fall.

Fear! I could laugh until these rocks re-echoed,
‘ To think that I should fear—
Who have met death 1n every form unshrinking,

To watch this dead man here.
, y

In Dacian forests, sitting by our watch-fice,
I've kept the wolves at bay;

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

0Oa moonless nights, upon the sands of Lybie,
I've sat with shield firm set

And Leard the lion roar ; in this fore-arm
The tiger’s teeth have met.

I was star-gszing when he stole upon me,
Unti! I felt his breath,
And saw bis jewel eyes gleam ; then he seizéed

e,
And instant met his deqlip

My weapon in his thick veined neck I buried,
My feet his warm blood dyed ;
And then | bound my wound, ard till the morz-
ing
Lay couched upon his side.

Here, though the ‘stars are veiled, the peaceful
city
Lies at our feet [asleep ;
pRound us still more peaceful dead are lying
Ia slumber yet more deep.

A low wind moaning glides among the olives,
Tiil every hiil-side sighs }

B4t round us here the moaning seems to muster
And gather where e lies.

And tbirough the darkness faint, pale gleams are
flying
That touch this hill_aloze ;
Whence theae unearthly lights ? and whence the

shadows’
That move upon the stone ?

_1t\he Olympisn Jove awoke in thunder,
H's great eyes I could meet:

But his, if once sgain they locked upon mic,
Would strike me to his feet.

He looked as if my brother hung there bleeding,
And put my soul to shame ;
As if my mother with his eyes were pleading,

H me.
g ARGRiSy Overct -

Bt could not eave. He who in death was hang-

ing falls in dying chambers.

Qaithe accursed tree,
Was he theSin of God ? for so in dyiog
He wemed to die for me.

Aud sll my pitlew deeds come up before me,
Gazed ot me from his face : :
What if he rise sgein, wad | sball meet him ! -
- How awful ‘s this place.
—How s at Home.

Easter Hymp.
** Hallelujah ! Christus lebt !”

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

HaLLELUIAR ! Jesuslives !
Heis now the Living Oaqe.
From the gloomy house of death
Forth the Conqueror has gone,
Bright:Forerunner to the skies
Of his people yet to 1ise.

Jesusliges! let ell rejoice !
. Pru. Him, ransomed ones of earth;
Praise Him in « nobler song,
Chergbim of heavenly birth ;
Praise ghe Victor King, whose sway
_ Sin and death, and hell obey.
1]

Jesus Iies! why weepest thou ?
Why;that sad and frequent sigh?
He whé died our Brother here,
Liveg our Brother still on high—
Lives for ever to bestow *
Blessings on His Church below.

Jesus li’%eui and thus, my soul,
Life gtercal waits for thee ;
Joined Yo Him, thy Liviag Head,
Whese He s, thou too shalt be;
With Himself, at Lis right hand,
Victor (éer death shalt stand.

Jesus liges ! To Him my heart
Drawgwith ever new delight :

Esrmlyiunl'\ie; depart ! $
Hindef not my heavenward fligh: !

Let the gpirit ever rise

To its mpgnet in the skies.

HalielujiL ! apgels sing,
Join ys in our bymn of praise,
Let youg chorus swell the strainj

un.‘xj'l‘:?,t” feep.er voices raise :

.And on ?nn'u His peace;ud love.
——Hymnx grom the land of Lutier.
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Building on the Rock.

LY REV. THEO, L. CUYLER,
*

“rj:;‘i'd;??'.iind lay your foundation well, is our
.y avigeto every awakened soul. Every
Tevival l:nrfy brings into the Church more or
le:'_d whatimay be called * sheky professors.” |
. Tue;‘r. religicus life is frail, ill built, tottering,
and lisble tefcome down in the first stiff gale of
temptation, ; The simple reason is that there was
l? underlying godliness based on Jesus Christ.
When you see a huge crack in the third story
room of |‘u§1 mansion, you may at once sup-
Pbee that there is something wrong in the foun-
dation, SoIi!b a religious profession that is
5ot bottomed or: the Lord Jesus Christ. BSoon-
®r or latter the crack eppears in the daily life;
Or else the flimsy structure leaus over from the
Perpendicular “ like a bowing wall and a totter-
log fence.” Even if-it manage to hold itself up
wti| the d)inig bour, the tremendous surge of
death tumble§ the whole edifice of presumption
wd fnluboo;l into utter, irretrievable ruin.
When the last storm descends, and the floods
upon itfit falls; “ and great will be the

.
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{ Now, juct bere is the vital point with every anxi-
ous seeker after calvation—for it will be a ter- |
rible thing for you to find out at last that you:
have been building on the sand !

In building for eternity, there is but one sum |
foundation. God is rich in resources, but he has |
provided ouly one plan of salvation. * Other
foundation can no man lay, than that is laid,
which is Jesus Christ.” What is meant by this ?
We believe that it means that, when siaful man
bad no righteousness of his own to stand upon,
Christ “ becomes to him righteousness.” When
he has no strength, Jesus offers to put his infi-
nite arm beneath him. When the sinful eoul
bas no inward principle t» base a godly life up-
on, Jesus implants one through regeneration.
When he has no pattern to live by, Jesus fur-
nishes a perfect mode!. And when any penitent
man sincerely embraces Christ Jesus as his Savi-
our, rests on his atonement for pardon, looks to
Jesus for guidance, leans on Jesus for support,
and is united to Jesus in heart and in daily life,
then may he be said to have built on Jesus as
his spiritusl foundation. When g man thus em-
braces Christ, he has a rock beddinite aid im-
movable beneath him. If you ealysuch a man
why he expects to be eaved, his ‘@mple answer
is, * Christ died for me, and hifod cleanseth
from all sin.” If you ask him the ground of his
assurance, he answers, with Paul, “ 1 know
whom I have believed.” - If you inquire of him
whence he derives strengta for the strain of
daily life, its wrenchicg trials, its wrestling
temptations, and ita toils, he can humbly tes:ify
that down in the depths of his soul there is an
underlying grace which Christ doth furnish.
This work of Christ for him and within him, is
his founduiob. It underiies his 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 his faith, his
hope, his peace, his strength, his character, his
all. Itis asif you tore away the granite bed
from bepeath Mount Washington.

Now, my friend, bere is a rock for your soul
—the rock of ages. If you build on anything
else—on your prayers or your professions, on
your philanthropy, on yeur ceremonies or your
church-membership—you” are buildisg cn the
sand. Morality is a very begutiful part of a
Christian superstruc*ure, but it is 1., 8 founda-
tion. Other foundation, remember, no man can
tay, thar that s leid, which is Cligiet Jesgs. We
have seen sSme melancholy crashes in the mor-
al caréers.of men; we have heard some terrible
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,
and the pew purpose have come fo to it through
conversion, then on this sure foundation what a
beautiful and effective life may be built ! A well-
built life is just the leying 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 blocks grew up into that Liberty-crowned
Capitol at Wasbington. It is growing in grace.
It is 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-day liberal and to-morrow stingy,
to-day fluentin prayer and to-morrow fluent in
falsehoods. He does not keep the fourth com-
mandment on Sunday, and break the eighth by
cunning frauds on Monday. His philanthropy
does not outrun his conscientiousness, nor do his
spiritual fervors outrun his inward faith and self-
deniale. Some professed christians are as un-
ﬁninb‘ed as the cathedral at Colonge, where vast
towers have risen no higher than mnere stumps,
and where ugly wooden cranes conceal an ex-
quisite gothic tracery. Do not expect to ?ench
absolute christian perfection; but that is no
reason why you 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 bour is worse than ‘lost
| that you spend away from Cbrist. There is a
| dying-bed. apreading for you somewhere, my
| friend. There is o shroud somewhere weaving.
| There is.a storm coming that will wrench an'd
1} try yous spiritual hope to the utmost. See to_n
[that you sre weli-founded. The way to avoid
| the and is. to strike for the rock. Digdeep and
} lay your foundation well. He that heareta t.he
| 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 ln_d
reproach. But be builds for eternity. And it

shall yet be heard: ¢ Here is the patience of
the saints ; bere are they that ke; . the command-
ments of God, and the FAITH OF JESL'S.—/—I"dc-

pendent. - /
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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. ' I
tell you, sir, I am done giving.”

These words came from the lips of o man
whom the Lord had abundsntly prospered. But
as his riches increased, he forgot the cam'mlnd,
¢ Set not tby hertt upon them.” The pasuon-for
heaping up treasures had so grown upon him,
that he felt as if every dollar given away was

court wealth, remember who bas said, ‘ How
hardly shall they that hath riches !nter.into the
kingdom of Heaven” We may think itis a bard
saying; but there it stands, just ss true as when
Jesus utteréd 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.

his money was not his owa—no not & dallar of

robhery from his stores. If you are tempted to ﬁnhe died, six weeks afterwards; and very

Mr. Warren had forgotten the great fact that ;Yand the rest gf my life in telling others of the

I have bailded ?’

But God was kinder to Mr. Warren than his/!
deserts. He sent great calamities upon him.
He might have let bim go on in prosperity, hard-
ening his heart in selfishness, to sink at lastinto
the lake of fire. When a man has ¢ done giving,’
he has gone a long way in that direction.

The first great mercy was tbe 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. Tweaty minutes was eufficient for
the Lord to sweep away the product of years of
labor and thrift.

The ruins were stiil smoking when the second
mercy cams. ¢ Lost at sea. The barque Lap-
wing. Crew saved, but cargo all lost.’

It took but a line in the morning papers, but
it sawept away thousands from the merchant’s
possessions. He was beginning to feel that God
bad a controversy with him.

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

¢ I have bad news again this morning,’ ke said
dreading to add the weightof it to his other bur-
dens.

¢ There cannot be much worse in store for me.
I am near the bottom now. But as long as the
bank stands firm I can begin anew, st least.’

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

The blow was o sudden and uni-xpected that
the man scemed crushed beneath it

¢ All hope i3 gone, Mr. Cary,’ he cried, press-
ing bLis hand to his brow, ‘I am & 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 kis
friend to the precious words of Scripture for
those whom God chasteneth.

his earthly prospects dark, indeed, but with his
prospect of a heavenly inheritance greatly bright-
ened. Through much humiliation he learned to
regard himaelf o8 God's steward, and there was
never n time again in his life when he dared to
say, or wished he had ¢ done giving,’,
’ ‘_—_‘.w - *\ ‘_
The Cleansing Blood.

A visitor among the poor was one day climb-
ing the broken staircase which led to a garretia
one of the worst parts of London, when his atten-
tion was arrested by a man of peculiarly ferocious
and repulsive countenance, who stood upon the
landing-place, leaning with folded arms ageinst
the wall. There was something about the man’s
appearance which made the visitor shudder, and
bis first impulse was to go back. He made an
effort, however, to get into conversation with
him, and told him that he came there with the
desire to do him good and to see him happy, and
that the bock he held in his hand contained the
secret of all happiness. The ruffian shock him
off as if he had been a viper,7and bade him be-
gone with his nonsenee, 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, * Does your book tell of the blood
which cleanseth from all sin.” For the moment
the visitor was too absorbed in the case of the
bardened sinner before him to answer the en-
quiry, and it was repeated in urgent and thrilling
tones, * Tell me, ob, 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. Wien the visitor entered, she raised her-
self ujo.. uae elbow, fixed her eyes eagerly upon
him, and repeated her former question,—* Does
your book tell of the blood which cleanseth from
all sin?” He sat down upon the stool beside
ber, and enquired, * My poor friend, what do
you want to know of the blood which cleanseth
{rom 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 em dying ; I em 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!” le b'he' groan-
ed bilterly as the thought of & lifetime’s iniquity
¢ But once,” she con-

seemed to cross her soul.
1 came by the door of

tinued, * once years ago,
a church, and I went in, I don't know what for;
I was soon out again ; but one word 1 heard there

I have pever forgot. It was something Ab.out.
viova widvh uiveuccel feows wlt slus Gh, i I

could hear of it now! Tell me, tell me, if there
is anything asbout that bloed in ;our'book P
The visitor enswered by opening bis Bible and
reading the first chapter of the First Epistle of
St. Jobn. 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 [ook.rountl';
the savage ruffian had followed bim into bis
mother’s room, and though bis face was partly
turned away, the visitor could perceive tears
roliing down his checks. The visitor read the
third, fourth, and fifth chapters before hé/ could
get his poor listener to consent that he s}?ould
stop, and then she would not let him go tiil he
promised to come again the next day. He never
from that time missed a day reading to her, un-

ssed was it to see how, almost from the first,
she seemed to find peace by believing in Jelu.l.
Every day the son followed the visitor into hisy
mother’s room, and listened in silence, but not
in indifference. Oan the day of her funeral he
beckoned him to, one sidé as they were filling up
the grave, and said, ** 8ir, I have been thinking
that there is nothing I should so much like as to

Mr. Warzen went forth from that rocm with |

=
Thus the §reat truth of free pardon through)
the blood of Bhrist sinks into the soul, and saves

could touch shd turns the sbandoned persecutcr
into the z2alaus teacber of Chrietianity.

——— - - —— —_

A Harp in Heaven.

| Opeof thesweetest recollections of my girl- |

hood is a
me, when ni
grief. ¢ s
I had just from the house of & It
neighbour, d hindly given me the use
their piano '2

iful reply my meother once made

looked so With the oxe. L bad
just left, an

laid my head
my overflo grief. I felt perhaps a little an-
gry, that we Were unable to afford the one thing
I desired aboyg sll others—s piano—and ex-

pressed my feglicgs to my mother.

she simply replied, * Never miad, if you eannot
have a piano on eartn, you may have a harp in
heaven.’
ings was chi
insignificaneg; and the * harp in heayen,’ with its
golden strings, became the object of my desire.
I felt reproved for my piniogs ug/.innt Providence
that had pl#d me in & bumble¢ home, and from
that moment {he enjoyments of heaven seemed
far to outweigh all the pleasures of earth.

That be

guiding stagd
siznt life; Al

you have one.’

-9
Eztract of a Lelter from Rev. Alfred Kent, dated
Parham, Antigua, Jan. 11tk, 1866.

To this circuit thg past year has been most
eventful, The diapa%ntions of Providence have
indeed been efflictive ; bat, I trust, we have en-
deavoured to bow in humble submission to the
Divine will, comforting our hearts in the un-
erting wisdom of Him who ordereth all things
for the best ende. Sickness has been unusually
prevalent, especially fever. Thank God, those
whom it seized were soon restored. The death
of the late Superintendent, the Rev. Ralph Ar-
nold, filled our hearts with almost inconsolable
sorrow ; but the certainty that his end was one
of triumph in the Gospel of Christ, somewhat
assusged it. The church could ill spare so zeal-
ous and devoted a servant of Christ. His la-
bours were abundantly owned and blessed of
God. Our society at Sion Hill has lost a most
exemplary and influential member in the person
of Mr. John Atkinson, manager of the Gardens
Estate ; his name will ever be embalmed in the
memory of the church for kis piety, influence,
acd benevolence.

O, how thankful I should be were it in my
power to communicate pleasing intelligence of
the prosperity of our work! Long has our
strain been that of lamentation and mourning
over Zion. Oft have I meditated ofi the grand
imagery of tbe prophet Jeremiab,—* The ways
of Zion do mourn, because none come to her
solemn feasts;” und cried, “ How long, O Lord,
how'long ?”

Once, durisg 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 ‘ not 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 his desire and cry ; forgetting
the necessary vegetative process of germ, bud,
blossom, and fruit. “To wait,” patieatly, ex-
pectantly, and believingly ** to wait,” is a grace
needing great cultivation.

The year's record has not closed in sbsolute
gloom and discouragement. O,no! Werejoice
in the Lord over those who have * slept in Jesus.”
And here and there a poor penitent sinner has
been heard irquiring, ** What must I do to be
saved ?” :

On one occasion, ] rememberj after the Sab-
bath’s labours, being exceedingly cast down.
All direct effort and preaching seemed of mo
avall, I had preached that evening from the
words of the prophet, ** Who hath believed our
report ?” &c. ; and left the pulpit for the Mission-
house, truly sad at heart. Monday came, still
the gloom deepened. i prayed, but no appar-
ent encouragement dawned. The time for the
Prayer-meeticg arrived. I went to the chapel;
prayer was offered, but no light gleamed through
the darkness over-shadowing my soul. Otce
person after another offered up supplication, un-
til a young man commenced a prayer, simple
ang éarnest, thanking God for the sermon of
last evening. The truth came bome to his heart;
he saw himself lost and undone before God, and

found forgiveness.

impossible. Suffice it to say, I trembled with

good pleasure causes the fruit to appear.

but had not found Him. Other cases of

ood which cleanseth from all sin.”

we must patiently wait,

| presched. ) ' :
Several of our schools are maintaining their | proprietors, who either paid too little wages or

eart was ""m"" with childish | gy5ect, under their peculir circumstapces. 1

reg:l, we have not yet heen abig to effect any-

| SRy %0 e '
e the .The state of thirigs is cestaivly more .
"W‘.’:” M"Nﬁ,h-nm e‘; y year;

extreme love Our own cottage home “b,ﬂn \
j Dext, or rather this, year will witneas still beter

within its walls, that-I/hings. God grant that our hopes sy uot be
the table, and gpvé veot to blighted !

Never shalfT forget ber sweet, gentle tone, as niee the heart of a d.voted Missionary, clinging,
in spite of al! discouragements, to a beloved field
of labour ; and well exemplifying the noble re- |
Iagtaatly the whole current of my feel. | *0lotion expressed by Wesley, s Lundred and
alged. Earthly things dwindled into | W€Dty Years ago, in reference to Eogland :—

ful reply has followed me all my |for Hayti, notwithstanding ull the distressing
life, or rather b.‘l.ono before me like a bright |facts connected with its present state. Hayti,
iting my thoughts above this tran- | whatever be its woes, must remain a nation, with

& opéning to my spirit’s vision the |8 population of some 700,000 souls or wmore;
"in that ¢ land of life and light.” I|nor is it possible that the presen: chaos of thir;;s | had occurred, asserting their want of confidence
on earth’ now, but its charm is |should continue : the ¢iements of our past suc-

s 0o longer gladdens my heart as | cess, although limited, must still semain, and | upon him to send oue to investigate the matter,

¥ the ears that loved best to listen | they will still be our hopes for the future. Ele- and protect them from their oppressors. So
'no are now enraptured with the | ments of prosperity of cvery kind abound in this | little 1dea had. they of revolting, and eo anxious
nies of heaven, The dear fingers | republic;-and there can he no doubt but that in | were they to call in the aid of the Executive, that
touched its ke" noi sweep the due time they will be dev rflUpcd. Alas! it is in- U"')’ sent off a man on horseback exprees to
rings. Ob, that ‘ harp in heaven !’ | deed a sad truth that, at present, the main thing I
lorgs for one breath of 1s rich |in this nation is waating. God is set at pought
s bere, as well as elsewhere, yet there is o wide-
ppon the dear baby fingers in the spread conmviction amongst the Haytian people
e, it matters little whether my child | that this is their nationel crime ; nor is it to be
whether her path be strewn with | supposed that the truth of the Gospel, which has
@ers—it she may only have o * Larp been so widely diffased throughout thistepublic,
; by the circulation of the Scriptures, by the pub-

the comparative smsliness of our success in

sand times greater than they have ever yet been.
I trust, too, that the same view will be taken of
the Jamaica Mission, where we are now begin-
ning to see such awful proofs that our work is

The congregations have not generally been so :
large as customery. Axa almost unprecedente
vailing, the extreme |

ful and intelligent appreciation of the Word

ground, and working as well as we can almost

m.{ M"‘ﬁ‘ ‘trust that

Hayti

Ia the following letter, our readers will recog-

“ Believing against hope,
We hang upon Thy grace,
Through every lowering cloud look up,
And wait for happy days.”

Eztract ofoy Letter from the Rev. M. P. Bird,
Port-au-Prince, Nov. Tth, 1865.
As & Mission field, I see no need of despair

lic ministry,—not only amongst ourselves,—and
by a widely extended Protestant education, has
all been in vain. In fact, I should be sorry if

Hayti, together with the ‘wickedness which so

4u ity were understood otherwise tEam|
as constituting the strongest reason for render-
ing our efforts as a Missionary Society a thou-

but liitle more than begun, as well as here.

Of our out-places I can say but little : our
flocks are nearly all without shepherds, 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 congregations do not
flag; and, considering how the public mind is
absorbed by passing events, which are sometimes
intensely exciting, I feel frequently surpised and
thankful that so many flock to hear the word of
God. Some cases of real good have -occurred,
even during this year of confusidn,—cases, too,
of unusual importance, which, we trust, will serve
as good moral levers for ultimate good to this
sfflicted land.

Our day school at the capital is, upon the
whole, prospering ; we have now about seventy
names on the books, six of whom are boarders.
The Concordat with Rome has taken from us
probably all that it is likely to take ; and we are,
therefore, hoping for yet greater prosperity as
soon as the country is again gettled.

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

We are indeed cast down, but we are not dis-
couraged. That great changes are likely to
take place in Hayti is becoming more and more
evident: what they may be it would, indeed, be
difficult to predict; but, if we may judge from
the prevailing ideas, as well as the general lean-
ing of the public mind, which are-very apparent,
there is certainly an intense wish for every kind
of real improvement and progress; indeed, it
cannot be doubted that this is the genuine and
earnest wish of the Haytian nation. It is, how-
ever, a lamentable fact, that the true principles
of government are wanting here ; hence the
storm now raging may yet last until very des-
peir is felt. <

We are still uneasy respecting the English
bombardment cf the Cape, for there is reason to
believe that the passions on both sides are ex-
cited. May our heavenly Father rule in this
storm !

I ana thankful to say that we are all in good
health.—Mis. Notices.

seers—were greatly incensed at this unusual snd

who themselves seem to have thought no more

he two past years of | of the matter. The mecting which tock plack |

in Paul Bogle’s chapel ou the Saturday night; et

been organized, was au crdinary meeting for re-
ligious purposes, and st ke end of the services
discussion took place among those present cn a
question pf wages, and a resolution was coute to
not to wok for one or two of the neighbouring

nope at aljpfter these black pecple bad done the
work. Thl¥ statement I huve from more than
one of the suivivors who attended the meeling.
They scem 1o heve regarded the affair of the
Lm 3too trivial ta¥volice, and the rescue
from a policeman witho@it a warrant was not dene
by morethan.syery fow persous, some of whom
lived™ in The directiolof Stony Gut, tnd others
not. Oan the Monday, the Clerk of the Peace
jssued warrante egsinet the most .eaterprising
and independent of the Stony Gut pecple, and,
therefore, those mo#t offeusive to the ruling
clique. The few policemen who weny up were
certainly resisted, and the reason was, tha: the
parties against whom warrants were i and
threats uttered by the officials, were alRid  they
could not deperd upon having justice doke by
the magictrates. They thought, and probably
with perfectly sufficiefi reason, that the affuir of
the Saturdsy would be mad: the excuse for visit-
ing upon their heads vengeance for the spirit of
independence the Stony Gut pessantry had d's

pleyed, and for all outstauding questions of
wages. If the peasantry did wroug in resisting
the policemen who went up o capture balf the

settlement, they certainly did not exiaibit cther-

wise apy very violent disposition to resist the

laws, for Paul Bogle and the others wrote a let-
terto the Governor, detailing the incidents that

in tle integrity of the magisirates, and calling

Spanish Town with this massive, but, as the
Governor was at his mountain residence of Flam-
stead, no answer was received until it was too
lste. The answer of the Governor, indeed, was
found by Mr. Ramsay in the post-office, and
used f.r the means of hanging all the unfoitu-
nate to whem it was addressed. Oa the Tuesday
the officials were more irtitated than ever at the
proceedings of the Stoney Gut men, and openly
avowed that if they did not come down on Wed-
ueeday they would go up with an armed party
and inflict all manner of chastisement. In the
course of Tuesday they sent off to Bath for the
teers qf tha{ town, a distance from Morant
Bay of fifteen miles. * This was a_most
unfortunat&¥tep, snd it wal mot done with the
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-
iog -out an armed force from the hands of the
local officials, who- have so little discretion, so
much prejudice, and so little regard for the lives
of the peasantry. The voluntees were not limit-
ed to two rounds of ammunition. They took
as much as they could ; and a sergeant and a
small party who followed in the morning fock
more powder. At the very time the cfficials were
thus accumulating materials 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 sent one to protect them, made up
their minds to do so, but after learning of the
arrival of volunteers they were inclined to re-
main at home. It was only after some perspa-
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 as a body ; they
bad not even their matéhetts or cutlasses which
they usually carry for the purpose of clearing

merely their walking-sticks, and had music as on
all holiday occasions. All the accounts which I
have heard go to show that the negroes did not
begin any attack ;-that they were slowly ap-
proaching the Court-house as an unarmed body
when the magistrates and others were standing
and talking in an excited manner on the steps.
The Riot Act was not read. Some wantéed the
volunteers to, fire at once ; bLut the officer ob-
jected because the Riot Act was not read. A
book containing it was then paszed out to Baron
Kettleholdt, the Custos ; but before he had read
the Act the volunteers fired, and several of the
negroes fell. This-was about three or balf-past
three, and from that period until balf-past five
or 80 the volunteers and magistrates continued
to keep up a fire §pon every black man they saw
from the Court house ; and the black people in
return got the muskets from the police barracks,
but without powder, and endeavoured to defend
themselves. ‘The Court:house was not fired by
the pegroes, but was fired accidentally. First a

@z_;grgl_ _Qisrcﬂaqg.

' 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 bears strong evi-
dence of truthfulneas, but places the conduct of
the Gowernor and his officials in an increasingly
unfavourable light. Our readers may have sup-
posed that the cruelties before noted were ex-
treme cases ; but further details go to show that

be weot to his chamber to plead for mercy, and | the instances given were but samples of some
To describe my feelings is | thousands of transactions of like barbarity :—

As to the riot at Morant Bay. A lad had a

joy ; the gleom fled, and I think I have learned | fow words at the door of the Court House on
that it is best to labour on until God ia His own Saturday, the 7th, with a policeman. On hear-
ing a voice from the bench shouting, “ Who is
On another occasion, one came to me with a |that making & noise ? Bring him here !* the
request that I would pray with and for her, and | youth bolted, and the policen:an followed ‘him
direct her to Jesus, whom, she said, she bad |into the market-place where the -country people
been seeking with troubled heart for three weeks, | were assembled selliog their provisions and mak-
ing their markets. The lad resisted and escaped
success I could furnish; but, for the manifésta- | among the people, and this was the small be-
tion of the secret and hitherto unknown good, | ginning of the whole catastrophe. The magis-
trates—local proprietors, attorneys, and- oyer-

hool house—that is to say, a wooden shed
covered with dry shiogles, which sdjoins the
Court house, and over which the volunteers were
firing upon tke peasantry, who were crouching
for shelter in the neighbourhood—took fire from
some of the hurning wads haviog dropped upon
it. After those who had thus been firing upon
the people for about two hours were dislodged,
unquestionably, they were barbarously attackéd
by the blacks. A pilot of Kingston, who had
been driven by stress of weather into Moraut
Qny, and who saw the whole affair, describes the
murder of Mr. Welton at his teet. 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 bave seen people who saw the |
bodies dressed for burial in the Alms-house,
where they were taken, and they declare there
was #o mutilation. According to those indiyi-
duals, Baron Kettleholdt’s head was not cut Ba,
Mr. Herchell's tongue was not- cut out, Mr,
Price’s bowels was not cut open. This is cor-
roborated by Mr. Price’s old housekeeper, who
herself dressed him out for burial. The mixing
of the brains and blood, and all these hideous
stories, are mere inventions of the poor panic-
stricken creatures who came on to Kingston and

away the brush which springs upin a very short
time in the bye-paths of the country. They had

| elsewhere, and excited the community to a pitch

d | unexpected display on tbe part of tke people, | of madness by details of atrocities committed
! only in their own imaginations.

As an example of Provost Marshal Ramsey's

| the court before which Mr. George Ciarke, a
brother of Samuel Clarke, was tried, in some
extraordinary mood of humanity, remanded him
to enable him to call witnesses. Ramsay was
excessivelindignant, and took Clarke back to
prison with evident disgust. A day or iwo af-
terwards Clarke ventured, in a very humble tone,
to remind Ramsay of his witnesses, when that
functionary instantly fureed te the guard, and
eaid, “ If that brtie me give
bim a dogen.” Clirke 7 bul agaln,
on & subsequent cccasion, nnupi to say that-
be had been remanded for a specific purpose.
Rameay levelled his revolver at his head, yelling
out, “ Youd d political brute ! One word
and I will blow your brains out.” Seversl days
thereafter Clarke saw one -of his peighbours
dragged in as a prisoner, and fearful that he
would be executed, and that his testimony would
be lost, notwithstanding the risk, told Ramsay
of the fact, and beggsd that he might be taken
before the court.  Ramsay, exasperated beyond
measure at this pertinaeity of a coloured man in !
altemptiog to save his life, drdered him out ta
be flogged, and he was flogged, getting, I'think;
twenty-five lashes for presuming to do what he
had been remanded by the court-martiab for the
purpose of doing. Clarke, a respectable free-
holder, was never again brought up for exami-
nation, but ordered to dig graves, aid clean out
Neleon's yard, and every possible indignity wus
hesped upon Him. At the corclusion of mar-
tial law his trial wasstill unfinished ; be was for-
tunately not executed, although he had been
prepared for death every day for several weeks,
and the tale he can tell will be duly laid before
the llo;hl Commissionere. f
>(The case of Marshall, who was -hanged- for
making a face at the 48th lash, is one of fhe
crimee for which Ramsay must be to ac-
count. Marshall was the son A“r::cenb!o
trader in Morant Bay, and a weakly youngman,
and particularly peaceful in his disposition. His
flogging was without trial, and I have been told
by persons (not negroes alome, nor ‘reporters
alone), that from th ition of health of the
poor fellow the ﬂoﬁs to him particularly
tevere, His back was torn, and the hlood
streamed down. He writed with the excessive
pain, and it was this which gave Ramsay um-
brage. He cordered hirf to'be taken down and
instantly hanged, which was done by sailors who
were present. 'The bleeding wretch was thrown
on his face, and his* hands tied behind him. A
rope was put round his neck, and he was drag-
ged to the Court house, and .the rope thrown
over a beam. He was dragged up like a sack of
corn until his feet were just off (he ground, and
a eailor puta large stone between his tied bande,
in order to make him a little heavier.
Mr. Gordon was compelled thus to witness
seyeral executions before he himself was mar-
tyged, Ramsay, and I grieve to say some officers,
taunting him with the certainty of his coming
down. On one occasion he was‘ led out before
all the other prisoners, when Willilam Grant, of
Stogy Llut or-Morant Bay, was put to death.
Ramsay led him forward, and ordered Mr. Gor-
don to look at the contorted features of Grant.
“ Look there,” said Ramsay, * there is one of
your deluded victims ; see what he has come to
—and to that end you will certainly come.”—
Mr. Gordon, with that perfect meekness which
even his political opponents here admit to have
been his characteristic, only bowed, and was led
back to his place.
Now it is a young woman from Stony Gut who
tells how thickly the settlement was peopled be-
fore *“ the war ;” how her father lived there, and
her uncle, and- her brother-in-law, and now all -
are gone ; houses burned, provision grounds laid
desolate, and the men executed ; while the woé-
mén with the children are living in wretched huts
in bush, fed no one knows how, and no one here
seems to care. She tells how seven males of her
family%uhhed on the gallows at Morant Bay ;
and all, she believes, as innocent of crime as the
chiid unborn. One of them was James M‘Laren,
the so-called .rebel secretary. He was at home
in the day of the riot, but he had committed a
crime which was unpardodable in the eyes of
those who condemned him, He was a friend of
George William Gordon, and for (hat, and that
alone, he was doomed. He wes no more a rebel
secretary than Mr. Ejre was. There was no re-
bellion of which he could have been the secretary;
and M‘Laren was a quiet, industrious man, better
educated than his neighbours, and therefore a
standing offence to the estate attorneys, most ot
whom hate nothing more fervently than an edu-
cated negro. This is the game James M‘Laren
who wes examined as a witness on Mr. Gordon’s
trial. He had been tried by couft-martial and
condemned to death, and was brought up in the
hope that he would say tomething with a ¥IeW®
of averticg his fate. Ramsay, the Provost-
Marshal, of whoee acts I shall have to speak in
terma of the utmost abhorrence, had entered the
prison-yard that morning, and in presepce of all
-the poor crouching miserables, tried and ubntried,
had openly proclaimed that if any one wogld
give evidence against Mr. Gordon he would not
only save bis own life but be rewarded by the
Government. * The two witneases, 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 truth. * Do
you know,” said Brand, the president of the
court, “ that Mr. Gordon has something to .do
with the rebellion ?” Mark the malicious un-
fairness of the question. The noble answer was,
“ 1 kuow I am going to be hanged this night;
I doa’t know if he has enything to do with it.”
Faighful acd true to the end—for he was hanged
that night.
. L . Y ™

One morning ‘while it was still dark, -
of soldiers burst int6 a cottage at Coaley.
husband started from his bed and tzied to esc:
but the soldiers were too quick for him, an
rifle bullet was sent through his shoulder, wl
the wife and children screamed with terr
Wounded as he was the man dashed into t.
bush and was preserved, although his arm is no

useless. There were thus only the woman an. /
children left, upon whom the brave veterans
could exercise their valour. Imagine the scene

—tbe poor creatures roused from sleep by th
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