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From the Christian Witness.

THE LoST TRAVELLER —3 Recent Fact.

. At the close of a mild day in September, 1835, ¢
! %lirary traveller, on horseback, was winding his way
through one of the vast prairies of the State of Illi-
Rhois, ~ His dress was coarse and plaiu, and his appear-
Since, way-worn and fatigued. A shade of serious
thought rested on his brow, but the mild light of his
£ye told a tale of inward peacefulness. The lone tra
Veller was a servant of the Lord Jesus Christ, who had
left, for a time, the flock be had gathered in a distant
Part of the Stste, to scatter the seed of the Gospel
Sver the wilderness, and to break the bread of life to
those who were living without hoye and without God
W the world. Like his Master, the faithful man went
from house to house, and uever departed without leav
5 Ing g prayer and blessing behind him. On Tuesday,
1 Hhe thirtieth of September, his heart was cheered anc
_Ms spirit refreshed by his arrival at a cottage, whose
mmates had heard the glad tidings of the Gospel of
‘Peace, and faithfully cherished its hopes and promises
As their best portion here, and only passport to eternity
- 1t was very sweet to him to sit down at their siinple

Soard which the supplicated blessing had hallowed,
Aad sweeter still to kueel around a family altar where
+ Ye flame of humble piety was kept burning, and where
dicense and a pure offering daily arose to the Author
: 9 overy good and perfect gift. But our Missionary
Sould not linger beneath this roof, delightful as it was
2 Linda response when he spoke of the common hopes,
i Joys and fears, that bind the people of God together.
4 1e must be on his way to those who, as yet, saw 1o
"_‘Muty in the face of the Lord Jesus, and try to set
)"m forth in the true loveliness of his life and doctrine.
4 O00n after dinner he mounted his well-fed horse, and,
1 With a parting benediction, took his leave. He rode
i Nowly along. The first leaves of an early autumn
Mere beginning to fall—the silvery foliage of the ma-
e was giving place to its richer garb of gold, and the

prowe

1 #0e forest’s requiem. At a distance of about ten
Wiles from his last resting place, wes a cottage, to
ich the traveller bad been directed, and where he
ped to pass the night. The sun was sinking behind
, hills, and as yet he saw no opening nor sign of cul-
.+ H¥ation, The prairie lay hefore bim in its vast, be-
; Mildering sameness. The dread waste stretched oo
% {gd on, bounded only by the dark blue horizon, With

4 Pehension that the night must be spent in the forest.
ecame dark, and it was useless for bim to proceed.
4 Yealighted from his horse, and taking from his pocket
;gmportion of cold meat and bread that his last kiad
4 ¢ 8tess had put up for him, sat down to his lonely
1 Wigg]  Theye he knelt on the damp earth and offered
¢ P his evening prayer, and soon slept peacefully be-
3 feath the shadow of His wing who never sleepeth.
§ £¥1th the first faint light of morning, he was again on
'Uacertain way. With the confideat expectation
:: %0on reaching some habitation, he consumed the
ﬁ:lnant of his provision, and with a heart cheered by
b\ presence of God, rode along in silent prayer.
i w8 hour after hour passed, and but one prospect pre-
.toted itself—that of a wild, uncultivated prairie.
¢ woods grew more dense and the solitude deeper,
“ " again our pilgrim saw the darkness of night coming
2and found himself without a place to lay tis head.
o tle left his jaded beast and sat down oa the stump
i¢ dtree.  The scene was still and solemn. The sun
¢ Y setting, and as its last rays fell upon the tali trees,
L2 forest presented no unfaithful picture of our world,
| Whrouded, as it is, with the shades of sin, through
ich the Sun of Righteousness can alone penetrate.
op a8 light from this source that illumined the beart
My ur traveller—a light, which, like the pillar of fire
syt led the Israclites of old, he knew wou!d guide him
_;ékﬁ‘”, and whether it was God’s will that it sheuld
o

&

]

him forth from this solitude to serve him on earth,
a €onduct his soul to its heavenly home, he felt that
g Yould be ‘“ well.” When ke found that another
Shot must be-passed in the forest, he took the bridle
pom : i ir

Hhay I8 weary horse and turned him adrift, hopirg
'_‘;;;‘% Instinet might guide him to a habi'ation. And
i 0 he again knelt and poured forth his ssul before
;e:,"y » and the sweet assurance came over him-- ¢ Ves
m 'he Lord ’laﬂl heard !hee." “ “’hy should I mur-:

: mﬂing leaves of the lofty oak awoke the fisst note of

® gathering folds of evening came the painful ap-

' bo exclaimed--* Jesus has been in the wilder—i

ness before me, snd the servant is not greater than bis
Master.” He took his hymn book from his pocket
and sung the following lines, every one of which, he
said, seemed written for him. His voice died away
in the distance, but the strain ascended to the Throne
of God.

Upward I1lift mine eyes,
From God is all my aid,

The God who built the skies
And earth and heaven made.

God is the tower
To which Ifly,
“His grace is nigh
I every hour,

No burning heats by day
Nor blasts of evening air,
Shall take my health away
If God be with me there,

Thou art my sun
And thou my shade

To guard my head
By night or noon,

Hast thou not given thy word
To save my soul from death?
And I can trust the Lord
To keep my vital breath.

Ll go and come
Nor fear to die—
Tl from, on high
Thou call’st me home.

The whole of Thursday was spent in the same
fruitless effort to extricate himself from the mazes of|
the wood. He was now on foot, and with slow and
feeble steps,first took one direction and then another.
At times be would follow the Indian trails, but soon
left them, finding that they always led either to the
top of some mountain or to the depth of a ravine.

On Thursday evening be sank on the ground, sick
and exhausted. Hefelt all the symptoms of fever,
and death seemed inevitable, Taking a peceil and
paper from his pocket, he wrote, what he considered
his dyirg requests, and commending bis soul to his
Saviour,laid his weary head on a log of timber,—to
die.

But God bad ordered it otherwise. He bad yet
work for his son on earth, and he csused a deep sleep
to fall upon him from which he did not awake until
the sun called him forth to renew his pilgrimage. It
was now (wo days since he had tasted any food, and
the ‘ water was spent in the botile.’

But though wesk nature was almost exhausted, his
spiritual streng!h failed not—He had meat to eat that
we know not of, and he had tasted of that living wa-
ler of which those who drink shall never thirst,

Auother day he was doomed to wander, and ano-
ther night to sleep beneath the canopy of heaven. OQu
Saturday morning,be, with difficulty, raised bis crip-
pled limbs from the ground. After walking a short
distance, he sgain sank down, exhausted, when—the
clear, vioging sound of an axe broke on his ear. He
fell on his knees—‘ Father, I thank thee that thou
hast heard me,” he exclaimed, ¢ and I know that
thou hearest me always, aud art always nigh to those
who call upon thee.’

He arose and followed the sourd, and soon per-
geived, through an opening in the trees, g distant
house and baru, With great effort he reaclhed it, und
sinking on the door step was immediately lifted uj
and borne to a bed. .
‘Don’t you recollectus 2 exclaimed one and all.
He knew not that hLe had seen any of them before.
“But don’t you know that you tcok dinner with us
last Tuesday,” asked the good woman of the house.
A diwness resied on his mental vision,- all sremec
strange to h'm. Soon after the aged hoad of the fa-
mily came in-~¢ Wy, frierd, don’t you remembe
that you sang and prayed with us on Tuesday, and sa-c
it was the only fumily you had found with whom you
cculd thus mingle your heart aud voice? The truth

now broke upon the mind of the Missionary. He was
again beneath the roof of the Christian family whom
he had left four days before, and whose prayers had
daily ascended for him since bis departure. They
now ministered kindly to his suffering body, and after
repose for the day and night, he was so far refreshed
as to be able on the next morning, which was that of
the sacred Sabbath, to perform for them the sweet
services of bis calling. A. M. M.

New York, March 19th, 1836.

AN ENGLISH CATHEDRAL.

We gavein our last an extract from ¢ Sketches of
Society in Great Britain and Ireland,” by an Ameri.
can Congregational Minister. We now present to
our readers a description of a Cathedral of the CLurch
of England, by the same writer.

¢ Yesterday was the Sabbath, and at eleven o’clock
we directed our steps to the Cathedral, there ¢ to wait
upon the Lord,” and ¢to renew our strength.” * #
* % ®. *# Dr, Sumner, the learned and pious
prelate of the See, is not at preseat ia Chester, and the
audience was small, consisting principally, from ap-
pearance, of those counected officially with the Cathe-
dral, with their families, and a few strangers.

The perfect quietude and order of the whole city
during the morsing, except the chiming of silver-toned
bells, calling her citizens to the temples of their God;

{the neatness, respectability, and Cbristian aspect of

the crowds we met making their way, in the bright-
ness of the morning, to their various places of worship;
and the cursory view we bad taken of the Cathedial,
had allaided in a preparation of the heart for the ser-
vices of piety, And I was thankful for that frame
of mind, in which alone we have the humble confi-
dence, that we worship “in spirit and in trutb.’

I do not remember at any time before to have been
g0 deeply moved by the Litany and its touching ap=~
peals to the most sacred phssions of the bosom; and
if I have ever koown the affections of penitence and
love to God, of faith in a Redeemer, and joy and
peace in believing, they once more visited my ‘soul
with a melting and refrashing power, as I now bowed
before the Almighty,and joinetfin the praises and supe
plications of his people. :

The Rev. Mr. Law, a prebendary of the Cathe«
dral, and a brother of a late Bishop of Chester, preach~
ed the sermon. His voice and intonations are not a-
grezable; but his manner was solemn and sincere; snd
the discourse, in doctrine, i!lustration, and practical
inference and application, all that trutH¥%d miuviste--
rial faithfulaess could desire.’ — Church Advocate.

KEPLER, THE ASTRONOMER.

Kepler concludes one of bhis astronomical works
with the following prayer: ‘It remains only that [
should now lift up to heaven my eyes and hands from
the table of my pursuits, and hurubly and devautly sup-
plicate the Father ot lights. O thou, who by the light
of nature dost enkindle in us a desire after the Tight
of grace, that by thisthou mayest franslate us into
the light of glory, I give thee thanks, O Lord and
Creator, that Thou hast gladdened me by thy crea-
tion, when I was enraptured by the work of thy.
hands. Behold! [ have here completed a work of my
calling, with as much ol intellectual strength ss thou
hast granted me. Ihave declared the praise of thy
works to the men who will read the evidences of it, sor
far as my finite spirit could comprekend them, in
their ivfinity. My mind endeavoured to its uimost
to reach the philosophy; but if any thing unworthy of
Thee has been taught by me —a worm born and nou-
rished in sin—do thou teach me that I may correce it.
Have I been seduced into presumptions by the admie
radle beauty of thy works, or bave I sought my own
glory among men, in the construction of a wo-k de-
signed for thine honour? O then graciously and mer=
cifuly forgive me; and fioally grant me this favour,
that this work may never be injurious, but may cor..

duce to thy glory, and the good of souls.’— Gambicr
Observer,

Comfort in Affliction.--Has your child been takem
from you?. It way but lent of the Lorp. Bt has
gone to the haven before the storm of life comes

on,--not gene away from you, but gone before yom:

prepare to meet it in gloxy.
v



