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Sacred Silence.

Navet with blast of trumpets 
And the chariot wheels of fame 

Do the sériants and eons of the Highest 
Hit oracles proclaim;

But when grandest truths are uttered, 
And when holiest depths are stirred, 

When our God himself draws nearest, 
The still, small voice is heard.

He has staled Hit own with silence :
His years that come and go,

Bringing still their mighty measures 
~m Of glory and of woe— 
l- Hive you heard one note of triumph 

Proclaim their course begun ?
One voice or bell give'tidinge 

When their ministry was done ?

Unheralded and unheeded 
His revelations come,

His prophets before their ecorners 
Stand resolute, yet dumb ;

But a thousand years of silence—
« And the world falls to adore 
And kiss the feet of the martyis 

It crucified before !

Shall I have a part in the labor,
In the silence and the might 

Of the plans D1 vine, eternal,
That he opens to my sight ?

In the strength and the inspiration 
That bis crowned and chosen know P 

0 well might my darkest sorrow 
Into songt'Of triumph flow !

For I hear in thisaacred stillness 
Thi fall of angelic feet—

I feel white hands oi my forehead,
With a benediction sweet—

Tney say,to me, “ Labor in silence— 
For dearer to God arejthe songs 

Of one earnest,and loving spirit 
Then the yœsne of joyful throngs."

The rivulet sweetest murmurs 
Afar in the forest glade,

And the nightingale wildest warbles 
From dopthe of leafy shads ,

So the poet sings mostjdivinely 
From the noisy crowd apart,

And the lays most worthy of laurels 
Are those he hides in bis heart.

Oh, I hear in this racred stillness 
The fall of angelic feet,

I feel white hands on my forehead,
With a benediction sweet ;

No echo of worldly tumult 
My b;autifui|vialoe sears ;

This silence itself is music,
Like tha silence of the stare !

For the Provincial Wesleyan.

Home at Last.
BY MARY E. HERBERT.

" So he bringeth them unto their desired haven.”— 
Ps. evii. SO.

“ Now safely moored our perils o'er,
We'll sing first in night’s diadem,

Forever and forever more,
The Star, the Star of Bethlehem. '

—Kirk While.
The above beautiful passage of Scripture, on 

which thought has of late dwelt aomewhat fre
quently, «a» strikingly illustrated by the recent 
perusal of a letter, containing a thrilling and 
vivid description of a sea-voyage,—and the al
most miraculous preservation of a near relative, 
from impending danger and sudden death.

Full of hope, the traveller, for months sepa
rated from home and kindred, yearning con
stantly in the land of hie exile, for the presence 
of hia dear ones, having accomplished the object 
of hia journey, with eagerness embarked for hia 
ot;-*Lt home. Joyful in the anticipation of 

meetings, he feared not, nay, scarcely 
thought df the dangers of the way. So fair the 
haven to which he was bound, that he forgot the 
waste of seas that lay between. But bie dreamt 
of security|anti quick return were rudely broken.

- The clouds gathered blackness i tbe air be
came thick and heavy,—and ominous sounds 
feretold the coming tempest. Fearfully the tea 
rose and swelled higher and higher ; the shriek
ing winds,—the roar of waves,—the pealing 
launder andrflashing lightning,1—all filled the 
heart with terror and amaxe.

Now he realised how truthful the description 
of the inspired P.slmiat, " They mount up to 
the heavens, they go down again to the depths, 
their soul it melted because of trouble. They 
reel to and fro, and stagger like a drunken man, 
ana arc at their wiu end.”

The poor ship, madly tossed by the raging 
billows, groaned and shivered in every part.— 
.. Like a thing of life,” bravely it did battle with 
it, foe—but gasping and quivering as blow after 
blow tudly assailed it, became less and les» able 
to withstand the conflict.

Pale and tremulous with anxiety, the traveller 
saw fading away the bright vialona of home that 
had cheered him, at saasewnger alter msaaenger 
hasting, tells of some new disaster. The ship u 
leaking ; the t ere wo 6Hw# ffiven way ; the rud
der has gone ; and as the laM tidings fell on the 
str, hope, that still lingered long, with aad fare
well departed,—and tbe brave spirit strove to 
nerve itself for "the impending doom.

The midnight hour, that hour most solemn to 
all who watch, or wake, or weep, seemed clothed 
with deeper awe and significance, to those who 
in that spacious saloon, gathering together, 
swatted in si'ence, or suppressed éjaculations, 
their final hour. Oh, with what agony must 
thought have dwelt on the haven to which they 
were bound,—on the homesteads they ahould 
never more enter. Memory, almost cruel then, 
“ what did she there at such an hour ? ” bring
ing before them vision» of fair faces they ahould 
never more behold ; eyes, into whose soft end 
loving depths they should never more g see ; 
•kite arms that should never egein tenderly en
fold them ; tips that would remain unprsssed 
kf their kiss of greeting ;—wife, parente, sisters, 
brothers, friends, all those precious ties of human 
•Section, bow could they give they up, how beer, 
■dbeut one parting word, one long last look, to 

fotevst sundered P 
®*e«tly sleeping, unconscious of tbn peril of 

Mf lowed ones, perhaps dreaming of their 
NMd Warn, were tbe kindred who would wait 
dnyt ted weeks, in vain, for their presence j

torturing suspense to end only in more terrible 
certainty, if some hapless survivor lived to tell 
the tele.

How vein then the ambition, pride, and pomp 
of earth, to thoee who expected each moment to 
exchange time for eternity ; the boasted strength 
of man, how powerless then ; youth, health, 
wealth, all alike could not secure a moment's re
prieve. Far distant from any friendly port, in 
their frail «battered berk, that rudderless, lay at 
the mercy of the tempest, alnne'apparectly upon 
those raging seas, was there no help, no refuge ? 
Yea, ye mad waves, end thou, stormy wind, there 
was One who could control your violence. To 
Him they betook themselves, and in the hour of 
deepest denge1, deliverance came.

The morning dawned ; the tempest was ae- 
tnaged ; tbe vessel, though fearfully shattered, 
had outridden tbe gale ; hope returned to glad
den their hearts,—and at length, after days and 
nights of exceeding peril end anxiety, they 
retched safely their destined port.

“ So he bringeth them unto their desired 
haven.”

“ When I arose in the morning," said the re 
lative to whose letter reference has been made, 
“ and found we were at last moored quietly in 
the harbour, I could scarcely believe in the reality 
of our safety ; I almost feared I should find it 
but a dream."

And kindred and friends, as they greet him 
with joyful congratulations, swell the chorus cl 
praise, <t Oh give thanks unto the Lord for he 
is good ; for hie mercy endureth for ever."

And does not such a voyage furnish an apt 
illustration of human existence. Embarked 
upon life’s tempestuous set, what peril» does tbe 
soul encounter $ what fierce battling with tem
pests ; what waves of trouble threaten to over
whelm it. Again end again, it is beaten bick 
from its destined port,—here, a yawning aea 
would engulph it,’; there, frightful rocks seem 
greedily waiting for their prey.

If those who ere safely lodged in " Our Fa
ther'* house on high ” were permitted to behold 
their kindred, striving to gain the same harbour 
of repose, with whet intense anxiety, if anxiety 
could enter Heaven, would they not view them, 
•till on the ocean of life, exposed to tempest, 
shipwreck, and ruin.

Battling with contrary and tempestuous winds, 
sorely shattered in the strife ; how often does 
hope and courage seem to fail ; and as the eoul 
views its own weakness, end the perils that lie 
between it and the longed for port, does it not 
sometimes almost despair of ever reaching the 
•• Land of the Blest.”

But Jesus is at the helm,—and they «ho trust 
in Him shall never be confounded. Fear not, 
Christian, the “ Eternal God is thy refuge,"— 
and thou «halt yet ling. “ Home at Liât."

“ The Lord on high it mightier than the noise 
of maoy waters,” aad in peril’s darkest hour, 
you may well say with good George Herbert, of 
sainted memory,

“ Away, despair,
My gracious God doth hear ;
Though winds and wares assault my keel,
He doth preserve it ; he doth steer ;

E’en when the boat seems most to reel ;
Storms are the triumph of his art,
Well may He close hia eye», but not hia heart.”

Thus confiding in yourjhelmsman, you shall yet 
reach the port. Gliding into that harbour of 
eternal «erenity, where “ not a wave of trouble 
rolls,” you shall furl your sails, and rest in con
scious safety.

No more storm-tossed and tempest-vexed, the 
poor, weary, throbbing heart, «ball thrill with 
fresh life, as it contemplates the delights of its 
new abode. Oh, what rapturous congratulation» 
•wait you there, from loved ones gone before. 
How will they rejoice over your safety ; with 
what hallelujah» of praise shall they welcome 
you,—and holy angels, too, shall they not gladly 
hail your ar.ival,—and while, with his approving 
•mile and benediction, the Lord of all crowns 
your felicity, and permits you to approsch Him ; 
will you not then fully and sweetly realise, •• So 
he bringeth them unto their desired haven.” 

Dartmouth, May 19, '68.

found in the B >ok of God. It reads thus : — 
“ Now the Lord had said unto Abram, get thee 
out of thy country, and from thy kindred, and 
from thy father’s house, unto a land that I will 
shew thee : And I will mske of thee a great 
nation, and 1 wilt bless thee, and make thy 
name great ; and thou ahalVhe a blessing : And 
I wi.i bless them that bless thee, and curse him 
that curseth thee : And in thee shall all the 
families of the earth be blessed.”—Gen. xii, 
1—3- Now ” four hundred and thirty years,1 
(see Ex. xii, 41.) before tbe “ foundatior of the 
world,” t t, the Jewish church, God decreed 
that in Christ * all the families of the earth 
should be blessed."

There sre two o-her words, both of which are 
translated world—three are Oikoumene and 
Aion ; but it is questionable whether either of 
these ever me ans the earth, or globe. I will 
quote one passage where the meaning is obvious. 
1 Cor. ii, 7, 8, “ But we speak the wisdom of 
God in mystery, even the hidden wisdom, which 
God ordained before tbe world (aionon) unto 
our glory ; which none of the Princes of this 
world (aionos) knew; for bad they known it, 
they would not have crucified the Lord of glory.” 
Those who “ crucified the Lord of glory” were 
the Jewish priests, and these persona the Apostle 
calls, '• The Princes of this, world therefore, 
“ this world ” must mean the Jewish nation ; 
and the mystery which for many ages was hid
den, was God's decree, or ordination “ before 
the world;” that is before the Jewish nation 
existed, that in Christ “ all the families of the 
earth should be blessed.”

W. Wilson.

For the “ Provincial Wesleyan “

Biblical Criticism.
Ephesians i, 4.—" According as he hath 

chosen us in hi® before the foundstion of the 
world, that we should be holy, and without 
blame before him in love."

The Celvinistic error, claimed to be supported 
by this text, arose from considering the phrase 
•• foundation of tbe world,” as synonymous with 
the creation of the world. This is s great mis
take, for foundation and creation are tot con
vertible terms, end it is impossible to prove 
that the term “ world ’’ here means the earth or 
globe on which we dwell; for it bee no founda
tion. Job says, chap, xxvi, 7, “ He hsngeth 
the earth upon nothing.” Tbe word “ belima,” 
here translated "nothing" signifies that which 
binds or restrains, end is what modern philoso
phers call “ gravity ”—ao that the earth is not 
founded upon anything, but is sustained by the 
“ Belima," or the inscrutable “ bend ” of attrac
tion. “ World," therefore, cannot mean the 
earth. The term “ world," " Eosmos,” has 
severs! meanings, it is from the Hebrew " Kos- 
,om" which signifies to arrange, adorn, or trim, 
as the hair, benoe beauty, order, arrangement ie 
the proper idea of the word.

1. It sometime» mean» the whole universe, 
because of the order end beauty every where 
seen. John xvii, 5—" And now, 0 Father, 
glorify thou me with thine own glory which I 
bad with thee before the world wee." Before 
the universe was oreated.

2. It means the human race, because of the 
beauty and order obvious in the body and mind 
of man; John Hi, 16, “ God so loved the world 
(the human race) that he gave hi» only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in him should 
not perish, but beve everlasting life."

3. It means the Jewish dispensation, because 
of tbe beeuty of the tabernacle and temple wor
ship. GaL if, 3, •' Even ao we, when we were 
children, were in bondage under the element* of 
the world." Under the rudiment» of tbe Jewish 

religion.
It is in this mm only that we can understand 

tha expression, " before the foundation of the 
world.” Before tbe “ laying down " er found
ing of tbe Jewish Church, » Kaiaboltt Montons 
God had in Ms plan of mercy end love, not the 
Jewish nation merely, but tbe *boie rsos o 
Adam ; and be mmtoe “***" J 
which decree ie not secret, or unknown, but is

Hardening Conscience.
Every man should take heed to the way in 

which he treats hie conscience. If the light in 
him be darkness, how great is that darkness! 
When we put a lighthouse on the o ,a»t, that in 
the night mariners may explore the dark and 
dreadful way of tbe aea, we not only swing glass 
around ab ut it to protect it, but we enclose 
that glass it.Vf in a network of iron wire, that 
birds may not dash it in, that summer winds 
may not sweep it out, and that swarms of in
sects may t ot destroy themselves and the light. 
For if the light in the lighthouse be put out, 
how great a darkness falls upon the land and 
upon the sea ! And the mariner, waiting for the 
light, or seeing it not, miscalculates and per
ishes.

Now a man’e conscience ought to be protec
ted from those influences that would diminish its 
light, or that would put it out ; but there are 
thousands tf men who are every day doing their 
utmost to destroy this liight. When they do 
wrong their eoneciene tebukee them, and they 
instantly attempt to repress it and put It down. 
They undertake to excuse themselves and palli
ate the wrong. The next day, when they do 
wrong, the same process goes on, and they make 
a deliberate war against their conscience ; for it 
is a very paioful thing for a man to do wrong 
and carry the hurt, and he feels that be must 
overcome his torment if would have any peace. 
The next day, when he does wrong, the same 
process is repeated, and he saja, • My interest, 
my business and my social position require that 
I should go along this way, and I will not obey 
the voice within me that criee out agaioat it, but 
will swallow it down and cover it up.' And he 
declares war against the light of God in the soul
_the very point from which is to flow luminous
guidance. He attempts to suppresa the beet 
thing in him—the foundation of the kingdom of 
God—for if the kingdom of God is to be built 
in a man, it is to be built on the foundation of 
conscience and love.

A great many men not only are making war 
against the light of God in the aoul, but are be
ginning to feel the greatest complacency in their 
achievements. They come to a state in which 
they can lie and not feel bad. They come to a 
state in which they can do a great deal of injus
tice, and not have it strike them any more as in
justice. Men that have got along so far in tbia 
moral perversion that their conscience haaeeaaed 
to trouble them, and they think of wrong doing 
merely as a thing that is in the way of business, 
ate sometimes surprised as their mind strike* 
back to the time when they were more sensitive 
to the right, and they say:

“ I recollect that, ten or fi (lean year» ago 
when I first began to do such things, I used to 
be so troubled about them that I lay awake at 
night ; but it is a long time since they have given 
me any trouble.'

They muse and eay :1 How queer it is ! I used 
to shrink from things that were not just right, 
and to be afraid to deviate in the least from the 
strictest rectitude ; but I have got over it. Now 
I do not feel so. How is it I I wonder whet 
has happened to me.'

O yet, you wonder what haa happened to 
you ! There has been death in your house.— 
The moral dement of your aoul is dead.

finished with a pareunia! fountain that through 
the lipa, or through the hands, the clear water 
flows in a perpetual stream, on, on, on forever ; 
and the marble stands there—passive, cold, 
making no effort to arrest the gliding water P— 
It ia so that time flow» through the hands of 
men,—swift, never panting till it haa ran itself 
oat ; and there ia a man petrified into a marble 
sleep, wot feeling what it ia which ia passing 
away forever.

It ia ao, just so, that the destiny of nine men 
ont of ten aecomplithea itself, slipping away 
from them, aimleta, useless till it ia too late. And 
we are asked with all the solemn thoughts 
which crowd eround en approaching eternity, 
what baa been our life, and what do we intend 
it shall be P Yesterday, last week, last year,— 
they are gone. Yesterday, for example, was 
such a day as never before, and never can be 
again. Out of darkness and eternity it was 
born, a new, fresh day ; into darkness and eter
nity it sank again forever. It bed a voice call
ing to ur, of iti own. Its own work, its own 
duties, what were we doing yesterday ? Idling, 
whiling sway the time in idleness end luxurious 
literature, not as life’s relaxation, but as life’s 
business ; thrilling our heart with the excite
ment of life ; continuing now to spend the day 
moat pleasantly P Was that our duty F Bleep, 
brethren, sll that is hot sleep. And now let ns 
remember this, there is » dey coming when that 
sleep will be rudely broken with a shook ; there 
is a day in our future lives when our time will 
be counted, not by years, not by months, nor 
yet by hours, hot by minutes—the day when 
unmistakable symptoms shall announce that the 
messengers of Death have come to take us.

The startling moment will come which it is 
vain to attempt to realise new, when it will be 
felt that it is all over at last,—that our chances, 
r.ur trials ere past The moment that we have 
tried to think of, shrunk from, |nt sway from 
us, here it is—going too, like ell other moments 
that have gone before it ; and then with eyes 
unsealed et last, you look back on the life that 
is gone by. There is no mistake about it ; there 
it is, a sleep, a most palpable sleep, self-indulged 
unconsciousness of sise pie destinies, end God, 
end Christ ; asleep when Christ is calling out to 
you to watch with Him one hoar ; asleep where 
there wee something to be done ; a sleep bro
ken, it may be, once or twice by rest lees dreams, 
and by a voice of truth which would mske itself 
heard at times, but still a sleep which was only 
rocked into deeper stillness by interruptions.— 
And now from the undone eternity, the boom 
of whole waves is distinctively audible upon 
your soul, there cornea tbe serene voice again— 
t solemn, aad voice,—but no longer the same 
word ‘ watch other word» altogether, 1 ye 
may go to sleep.’ It is too late.to wake ; there 
is no science in earth or heaven to recall time 
that haa once fled.— F. IF. Robertson.

Mgions lidtllicicm.

The Irreparable Past.
Time ia the solemn inheritance to which every 

man who is born is heir—he has a life rent of 
this world—a little section cut out of eternity 
and given ua to do our work in ; an eternity 
before, an eternity behind ; and the small stream 
between, floating awiftly from the one into the 
vast bosom of the other. The man w!,o haa felt 
with all his soul the significance of time, will not 
be long in learning every leaaon this world haa 
to teach him. Have you ever felt it P Have 
you ever realised how your own little streamlet 
is gliding away, and bearing you along with it 
towards that awful other world, of which all 
thing» here are but the thin shadows, down into 
that eternity toward» which the confused wreck 
of all earthly things is bound ? Let us realise 
that until tensstion of time, and tbe infinite 
meaning which ia wrapped up in it, has taken 
possession of our souls, there is no chance of 
our ever feeling strongly that it ia worse than 
madness to sleep time away. Every day in thia 
world baa ite work ; and every dey as it rises 
out of eternity, ke^s petting to etch of us the 
question afresh, wbst will you do before to-day, - 
«...__ l i-in .t.mitv and nothing rises again ?has sunk into eternity and nothing rises again 
And now what hsve we to eey in respect to thi. 
aolemn thing—time P That men do with 
through life just what the apostle did for one 
precious and irreparable hour of it in the garden 
of Gethsemane i they go to slee^

Have you ever seen thoee marble statues in 
soma public square or garden, which art has so

ere they are fully taught themselves. Tbe pre- veal or mutton, who think aothirg else will do 
sent number of Missionaries ahould be et least but a choice rib or eirloin, or a fillet or loin of

■ — ------ - ... - =: -—'--- : ' - treb'rd ; and even then vsst fields for leboor will veal, or leg or saddle ef mutton, will answer,
Fiji. remain unoccupied. For, consider s country which et s coat of eighteen and three-quarter

We have much aetitfsetion it- iiimaf-mi g to equal in extent to that of Wales, and populated ■ cents per pound amounts to two dollar! and thir- 
our column» the following letter, addtes-ed to , with about two hundred thousand acute, without ty-flve cent», when a croaa-tib or chuck-rib or 
the Rev. Stephen Rabone, General Secretary of roads or conveyances, save tbe everlasting boat, shoulder of veal, or fore-quarter of mutton of 
the Australasian Mission», by the Rev. J. B. which ia anything but a comfortable mesas of the same weight, would oost about one dollar or 
Smy the. Chaplain to H. M. 8. Brisk. It ia a travelling, especially for those who feel that their oae dollar sod twenty-five cent» ; then the letter
seasonable and valuable testimony to the impor- j swimming powers are not to be depended upon, 
trnce of our Missions from tbe pen of a careful \ W bat I have stated of the success of Mission 
and candid observer. work in Fiji applies equally to that in the Navi-

The Weevil in the Heart
Whoever has examined a head of wheat, where 

that most destructive insect the weevil,Jwaa doing 
it» work, found that though the outward appear
ance showed no defect, upon rubbing it out, 
where tbe golden berry should have been, there 
was nothing but a tiny orange colored worm ; 
instead of fruit, the destructive weevil So 
stealthily had the parent fly deposited its egg 
in that wheat ear, so steadily had tbe worm 
hatched, from that egg, done its work of mis
chief, that little elae than weevils end chaff are 
produced.

A sad emblem this of tbe human heart. Ex
ternally, the appearances are fair, the profession 
ia good, but no precious fruits of righteousness 
are produced ; there ia a weevil in the heart. In 
some men's heart» the weevil is covetousness. 
Thia worm gnaws away the very kernel of piety. 
At the family altar, or et the communion table, 
in the public congregation, or the social meetings 
they look like other Christiana, but there 
ia no growth in grace, no outflow of holy influ
ence on the family or anocistea. God reaps 
nothing from their lives ; the Church get» no rev
enue of bleeaiugi, because in the inner core of 
the soul the All-Seeing Eye deteete the destroy- 
ing worm, the love of mammon batched from tbe 
egg deposited by the wicked one.

In tome hearts the weevil ia the root bitter
ness of unchristian feelings to some of their bre- 
thetn. Outwardly they ahow no evil disposition 
to any one, but instead of taking an active part 
in the Sabbath School, tbe prayer meeting and 
every claim of Christian enterprise, they are 
growing entirely indifferent. The reason ia plain. 
Thia weevil has destroyed the kernel of heart-love 
to Christ And the egg of thia destructive worm 
wee deposited, when they firat felt that they had 
ought against their brother. So clear ie the Savior’s 
teaching on this, that there can be no need of 
mistake ; Matthew v. 13, 24. And all who hsve 
permitted this weevil to hetoh end grow in their 
hearts, will be the absent Thomas's when the 
brotherhood meets for communion and devotion 
In every point they yield only chaff. Nothing 
but the laying again the foundations from dead 
works can produce any after growth ; and even 
then it will only be a thirty, instead of a “ sixty 
or an hundred fold.”

In the second book of Samuel we read of thet i 
aad effect produced by the weevil of lust, in the 
royal heart of David. This lust worm in the 
king’s heart is beginning to eat out ell tne good 
in his heart when the heat of temptation is 
brought to bear upon it. Just at the weevil is 
set in motion to the July sun, adultery in tbe 
darkness ends m\murder in the daylight. And 
when David is lid to see his crimes he is not at 
s loss to know from whence they sprang, but in 
his prayer he earnestly pleads for a dean heart. 
In Htsekiah’e heart wee tbe weevil of pride.— 
Peter had an insect of presumption ; Judas of 
avarice, and Paul must have been troubled with 
some weevil Reader, bas satan deposited the 
egg of some sin in your heart P Search for il 
Watch unto prayer. Crush the egg, or it will 
bring forth tbe weevil, and thet worm will bring 
certain death to your piety end your peace, your 
hopes and to the Master’s harvest—N. IF. Ai- 
vocale.

Am Illustration.—A distinguished divine 
oa a certain occasion, while preaching with hie 
usual eloquence, said, “ Brethren, I sometimes 
illustrate asy subject ia thi» mnnwer r and Mut
in» the action to the word, put his handkerchief 
to bie nose and blew a blast loud enough to 
awaken " the seven sleepers." That was not the 
intended illustration, but some of Ms hearers 
thought it was.

H. M. S. “ Brisk,”
Sydney Harbour,

November 25!h, 1867.
Rev. Sir,—You are doubtless anxious to 

know the result of tbe visit of H. M. S. Brisk, 
to Fiji, in so fatfts it relates to the murdrr of 
the late Mr. Baker and his seven native v ach
eté. Information touching this will bs beet de
rived from the official report ; therefore I need 
only state that, owing to the influence brought 
to bear upon Thakombau, the acknowledged 
Chief (or King, aa be is styled) of Bau, and of 
that part of the group where the crueljdeed was 
perpetrated, he called meetings of his subordi 
nate Chiefs, to take counsel together, and ar
range to proceed into the interior ea soon as 
possible, with a strong force, and punish tbe 
murderer» in auch a way aa to mark hia abhor
rence of their wanton and barbarous act It is 
satisfactory to know, that of this outrage but one 
feeling exists amongst sll the Christian natives 
and resident Europeans. The deepest sympa
thy is felt for the poor widow end her children, 
and the cry for.’chastisement is universal. Pun
ishment eeequete to the offence is cure to be in
flicted, although from the almost impenetrable 
nature of the country, the inappropriate time of 
the year, (their cotton planting esasen,) the te
dious ceremonies which precede all Fijian move
ment», and lait, but not least, preparing to meet 
an American debt of very questionable equity, 
the guilty mar escape longer than is desirable. 
However, this foul massecre is the last act of the 
kind which is likely to be committed in Fiji; for 
this raid into the remote interior will in all pro
bability strike the fatal blow at the root of heelh- 
enism, and render life secure throughout the 
entire gioup.

Intense seal carried poor Mr. Baker beyond 
tbe bounds of prudence ; and hia error lies in 
proceeding on hia wo), after repeated warning» 
to the contrary. In him a valuable life lias been 
cut off ; for hia highest aim was to spread Chris
tianity in those dark and cannibal regions, 
which a heart leas brave than hia own would 
have shrunk from penetrating.

1 cannot refrain from taking this opportunity 
of recording my high appreciation of the great 
and good work which the Missionaries ere ee- 
oompliihlng in JFiji ; and which must be appar
ent to every unprejudiced and Christian man 
visiting these islands. It ia indeed a rare plea
sure to attend the native service» ; to see large 
and flourishing congregations imbued with the 
spirit of devotion and godly reverence ; to hear 
heartfelt praise to God ; to obaerve their seal in 
prayer, and the lore of their Bibles. Never waa 
I so much impressed with the power of Divine 
truth aa when I stood in the midst of a native 
congregation at Bau, of over eeven hundred,— 
the King seated in a dignified manner in an arm
chair, with hie large Bible before him ; the Queen 
(the finest specimen, a* regards Utah and bonce, 
of the " human form divine” that I ever saw) in 
a oonapicuous place among the woman, —and 
heard the Gospel preached by a native Minister, 
and the accents of their praise ascending up on 
high like the voice of many waters. Tne church 
ie a large native building, capable of holding 
one thousand persons, and displays great inge
nuity in in style of architecture. It ie situated 
within n few yards of the ruins of an old heathen 
temple, where human sacrifices were wont to be 
offered to their gode, previous to their being 
cooked and eaten. The ovens which were uaed 
cooking the victims are still to be seen, filled 
with earth, and quite close to the church. A 
large tne overhangs them, the trunk of which 
is covered with notches, representing the num
ber cooked. I found it impossible to count 
these, owing to the irregular order end antiquity 
of the early entries. I confess that my soul was 
stirred within me, es I quietly surveyed the dark 
faces of the worehippere in n church raised by 
their own hands to tbs honour of ths true God, 
their eyes eagerly reeling on the preacher, end 
the Scripture references sought out with facility. 
This was not a special gathering ; for I attended 
native services in several places, end generally 
addressed the congregation» through the Mis
sionaries, and am thoroughly convinced of the 
magnitude and reality of the good work of God 
in Fiji

Who cannot feel as I did ? when be reflects on 
the revolting customs cherished for ages, end 
the barbarous practices of these once benighted 
savages, who, » few years ego, were accustomed 
to feed upon each others' bodies, as large fishes 
do upon small ones. We cannot but admire the 
men whose indefatigable labours brought about 
this change, • change a - great, and attended 
with ao much difficulty, that only great persever
ance, tempered with wisdom, could hsve effect
ed it?

I was well repaid for my visit to the Rich-
lond Native Institution on the island of Kan- 

davu. The clean and airy school room, the tidy 
little houses for tha students, and the beautiful 
order in which the grounds are kept, delight tbe 
eye of the visitor. Whsn we entered the Insti
tution, a well-defined sir of satisfaction gleamed 
in tbe feces of forty-flve floe looking young men ; 
and, as wa proceeded to ascertain their mental 
attainment», elates end paper were quickly plac
ed before them, and the examination paired ofl 
in e manner alike creditable to themselves and 
to their energetic teacher. The writing of some 
especially attracted my attention, it being as 
good aa any I have ever aeeo, and the course of 
study ia wisely selected.

This institution is clearly the hope of Fiji, for 
native agente must be largely employed | there
fore e constant number of not leee than one hun
dred should be kept under instruction ; and al
though Mr. Nettleton appears to be a host in 
himself, an Militant is necessary. Mrs.’Nettle- 
ton devotee much of her time to the wives of the

galore’ Group ; for few Mission fields are bless
ed with eoch truly excellent men, of long expe
rience aid sound judgment. The Native Sem
inary at Matua, under the able management of 
Dr. Turner and hia colleague, is a perfect model 
of its kind. It is the firat of the sort I ever saw ; 
end when I consider tbe beauty of the situation, 
the harmony which pervade* every part, the ad
mirable course of instruction, and the exact me
thod with which everything ie retried eut, I can
not but compare it favourably with many of our 
English grammar reboots

It is self-supporting, and contain» generally 
from ninety to one hundred student», and turns 
out annually, on an average, thirty well-treinsd 
candidates for the ministry, who ere allotted 
their respective spheres of labour, to take charge 
of day echoola and conduc t Divine service on 
Sunday ; the Missionaries, of courses having the 
auperint-ndenee of the whole. In thia way each 
village baa its own teacher, and supports him 
comfortably.

Things are »o well managed, that not only do 
the natives provide for their own edueational 
wants, but they make a large contribution every 
year to the London Missionary Society.

A handsomely-bound copy of the Holy Scrip
tures, and nearly all the useful English school, 
books, are tranalated into the native language 
und are in universal use. The Samoans are na
turally a superior, and comparatively a peaking a 
refined race ; and I helices they ere farther ad 
vanced than any other native race in the South 
Sen, except, ptrhap», the Tongana of the 
Friendly Islands, whoae great progress 1 know 
only by reputation. They ere all Christiana ; 
and are now manifealiog a desire for progress in 
the direction of law and order. Their hospital
ity, combined with their eeremnnioua manners, 
impresses all visitors with a feeling of satisfac
tion.

I may here «late that ao very strictly ia the 
Lord's Day observed in all the Christian islands 
of the South Seat, that I have heard the wisdom 
of tbia exact teaching questioned by even seri
ous men, who averred that " tbe Sabbath was 
made for man, and not man for the Sabbath.’’ 
To me it appears quite right ; for the heathen 
moat be draft with In the beginning M children, 
end we do not give the time liberty to the latent 
mind ea to thet of mature growth.

Mission operation in the New Hebrides Group 
has much to contend with ; it ia only beginning 
to be felt in many parte ; end the natives are 
physically end intellectually low In tbe scale of 
humanity. However, e greet effort ia being 
made, and all honour to Nova Scotia, the first 
English colony to send Missionaries to the hea
then ; the right sort of men ere at work, end ere 
long, with God’s blessing, Christianity will grow 
and blossom like the rose, end take tbe plane of 
ignorance end cruelty.

The native» of Aoeiteum, a very poor race in
deed, have had tha advantage for year» of the 
labours of Mr. Inglia, ooo of the moat judicious 
and devoted of Missionaries. HU colleague, 
Mr. Geddy, I bed not the pleasure of meeting. 
But Bishop Selwyn’s testimony of him is a suf
ficient guarantee of his value. When I visited 
this Ulnnd fourteen mon the ego, an epidemic 
broke out, which caused greet mortality among 
the nstivee ; and I shell never forget the greet 
care and anxiety manifested by Mr. InglU end hU 
excellent wife for the sick end dying, vUiling the 
poor creatures from house to house with medi
cine and cordials, and treating them u tenderly 
as though they were their own children.

This sad visitation suspended the operation of 
e large native school near Mr. InglU'e residence, 
to that I had not an opportunity of seeing it at 
work ; but judging from thU good man’s seal 
and ability, I have no doubt of tbe style in which 
it is managed end the success stteudiug it.

I need hardly add that the Aneiteumew ere 
all Christiana ; and a beautiful copy of the New 
Testament, with suitable school-books of the na
tive language, ie in the binds of every family. 
The leaven of Divine truth U slowly bat surely 
developing itself on the thrice blood-stained is
land of Erromanga, (thanks to the devoted Gor
don, brother to one of those who fell in hie Mas
ter’s service,) m it U on the other islands of thU 
group.

Mr. Fletcher is working hard sud successfully 
on the unhealthy and lonely island of Rotumab. 
He is bolding on until he completes e transla
tion of the New Teetameit, and then I hope 
some compassion will be in store for him, M his 
constitution end that of his attached wife art 
suffering a good deal.

I hsve thus briefly recorded my experience of 
Mission work in the islands of the South Pacific, 
carefully .ought out and impartially stated, in 
the hope that gainsays» may be convinced, and 
Christians rejoiced, when they know that tbe 
Lord's cause is being honoured end magnified in 
these once dark spots of the earth.

Your» faithfully,
James B. Smytue,

Chaplain to B. S. Britk.

if prepared by a plain country cook, would make 
either joint quite m tender, juicy, u well m re
lished, end more eatable than thet which ooets, 
nearly or quite half as much more when prepar
ed by many of our modern cooks.

Again, there are some who, if they had but 
twenty-five cents in the whole world to ley out 
in meet, would select a “ pound of the best por
ter-house steak, or a pound of veal outlet»"— 
not a tests hardly for two persons, but it must 
do for six—when, if laid out for a three or four 
pound piece for e bouilli, or coup, or a common 
slew, would bsa bountiful supply of food for all. 
Tvs, twenty-five rente worth of meat and ten 
rente worth of been» or pense, or some other 
good low-priced vegetables, would make a much 
more wholesome, nutritious end economical 
meal, than would a fourteen pound eirloin steak 
make alone, at a oost of wventy-flve rente or n 
dollar. 1 have often observed that those who 
plead against tha dearness and extravagant 
price* of meat, and whom I have offered e six 
or «even pounds beef» heart, which would make 
them two good nutriiiout meals, refuse to take 
it at n cost of fifteen rente only ; they would ra
ther pay their lut half dollar for half es much 
meat in an expensive steak or chop. This is one 
of the chief causes why ths lew prims parts are 
so high-priced.

Sometimes, however, we find pereone who 
were brought up in the country among our thrif
ty farmers, fail not to remember the prewpte of 
the good housekeeper, their mother, who bed 
taught them the greet domestic accomplishment 
of producing en economical dinner from an or
dinary part of any joint of ment I am sorry, 
da I am free to eey, that thie one accomplish
ment, so necessary to every women housekeep
er, end so useful to the economy of every-dsy 
Ilfs, is not taught now-n-daye ; It is not even 
hinted at in any of our schools or asmlnsriose— 
Market Assistant.

useful information and indoor civilisation.
The call for help is so great that many of the 

poor fellows have to leave before their course 
of study is completed, tad essay to teach others

(general
Economy in the Use of Meats
The English mske excellent dishes of cow- 

heals, sheep’s-trotters, melts, lights, etc., while 
the Germans of the entrails of calves make n dish 
which I found to be exwllent sating | and we find 
that each nation, as well m family, has its pecu
liar manner of cooking nearly every joint of 
moat as well as other articles of food.

There are many people of limited means who 
“domarketing" who seem to have no desire or
wish to practise eeomomy, but rather to appear 
extravagant, if it lire in their power, by purehu-

_____________________ _______________ ___ ta§ everything at the highest prices, more ts-
msrriod students, in storing their minds with Aeeialiy where credit is given ; others do thU

... • «s» -• - ne ___.L___ » - A-------- Atkan —Aftnte ftknmrather to hre on tbe labour of other people than 
rely on their own. Some there are who have e 
large family, for instaure, end who went a reset 
of shout twelve pounds weight, * ’ * ’

A Poem by Hugh Miller,
Almost evelything which serves to exhibit 

the heart ot the eminent, relf-taught Scottish 
thsologiat, whose Inhere wore no varied end 
valuable, end whore end WM so tragically end, 
bM a specie! and touching Interest. The fol
lowing poem accompanied e Bible which 
WM presented to hie " dearest Lydia" on the 
eve of their marriage. It speaks the unmietek- 
ship language of aSbotlon and of faith, even if it 
very imperfectly voies» his genius.

Lydia, since ill by sordid gift 
Were love like mine expressed,

Taka Heaven’s beet boon, this sacred Book, 
From him who loves thee beet.

Love strong as that I beer to thee 
Were sure unaptly told

By dying flowers, or lifeloM (sms,
Or eoul-ensnsring gold.

I know 'twM He who formed this heart,
Who seeks this heart to guide |

For why P He bids ms love thee more 
Than all on earth beside.

Yes, Lydia, bids me «leave to thee,
As long this heart hM cleaved ;

Would, dearest, thet hie other lews 
Were half so well received I

Full many a change, my only love,
On human life attends |

And at tha eold Mpulchret stone 
The uncertain vinte ends.

How beet to bear th* uncertain change 
Should weal or woe befell,

To love, live, die, this sacred Book,
Lydia, it tells ns ell

O much-loved, our oosaiag day 
To us is ell unknown ;

But sure we stand a broader mark 
Than they who stood nions.

One knows it ell : not His aa eye 
Like ours, obscured sad dim ;

And knowing ns, He givre this book,
That we may know of Him.

His words, my love, are grMioue words,
And gracious thoughts sxpraM ;

He ceres e’en for cash little bird 
Thet wings tbe blue abyss.

Of coming wants and wore He thought,
Ere went aad woe began ;

And took to Him a human heart 
That he might foal for men.

Thin, O my flrst, my only love,
The kindest, dearest, beet !

On Him may all our hopM rapoM,
Oa Him our wishes rest

Hie be the future's doubtful dey,
Let joy or gnef befall ;

In lifs or death, in weal or woe,
Our God, our guide, our elL

The Modem Christian Home.
IT EEV. WILLIAM ADAMS, D. D.

A bouM is not n homo, but e home Implies 
that there is a house. The style oi human 
dwellings is an index of the varied stages of 
civilisation. Nomadic tribes make use of mov
able tente ; savages hsve holes or hats execrable 
with ftltb. “ The Houm of Diomede," m it ie 
celled, at Pompeii, by ite very structure, with so 
much of court and corridor, and so little room 
within, reveals the idee of Roman life—out of 
doors and public, with small domMtie conveni
ences. Erasmus accounts for the prevalence of 
the plague in England, in hie dey, by the condi
tion of the bouies. Very few in all the king
dom had chimneys for the passage of the smoke. 
Rashes end straw covered the floor, accumulat
ing discomfort day end night. It ie not strange 
that, in such circumstances, Lord Basse brought 
hie imperial imagination to contrive whatever 
wm desirable in domestic architecture. In the 
remarkable description from hie pen of the 
" Houm of Solomon," in the new Atlantis, 
which wm received by hi* contemporaries as a 
mere rhodomontede, we have what bM aisM 
been proved to bo the fer-renehtog vision of 
science ; for there is scarcely e contrivance there 
imagined for warming, lighting, ventile ting, and 
furnishing e human habitation, which ia not in
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