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The Return of the Ransomed to
- Zion.

IsAlAH XXXV, 10.

They come from lands of drought and heat,
From parch’d and barren lands,

Where once their weary pilgrim feet
Trod o’er time’s soorching sands.

They come where grateful verdure grows
On Canaan’s fertile shore ;

Where life’s refreshing river flows,
And where they thirst no more.

They come, in glad rejoicing bands,
From scenes of patient toil,
Where long they ploughed with willing hands
An unrequiting soil.
They come where healing fruits are found
In satisfying store ;
Aud where, while harvest joys abound,
They hunger nevermore.

They come from Bochim’ tearful vale,
A vale of grief and woe;

Where o'er life’s agonising tale
Their tears were wont to flow.

They come where mem’ry never sighs
At well-remember’d pain ;

For Jesus wipes the weeping eyes
That ne’er shall weep again.

They come whence clouds obscure the light,
And darkness follows day ;

Whence through a long and stormy night
By faith they grop'd their way.

They came to realms the Lamb has won
And lightens from his throne ;

Where Jesus reigns they need no sun—
There night is never known.

They come from coasts that sin defiles,
Where guilt and sorrow lurk ;

From ocean’s fair but ‘darkened isles,
Where wrath and ruin work.

They come to worlds where pleasures swell
To being’s highest sum ;

Where undecaying treasures dwell,
And sin can never come.

They come whence pining sickness smites,
And plague and pain consume ;

From shores where disappointment blights
The brightest hopes that bloom.

They come where health shall ne’er decay,
Nor pain’s sad visage bear;

Where * I am sick ” none e'er shall say,
For none shall languish there.

They come whence Death, the spoiler, wastes,
And none his stroke can flee ;
Whence swiftly the Destroyer hastes
On every land and ses.
They come to climes of endless joy—
To life forevermore ;
Nor e’er again shall death destroy,
For there his reign is o’er.

They enter Zion’s golden gates
With full salvation’s songs ;
And everlasting glory waits
Those glad triumphal throngs.
They press within the jasper walls,
With robes all white and fair;
And each before the Saviour falls—
Whose blood has brought them than.w S

Glasgow.

There shall be no Night there.

This negative description of heaven is full of
positive beauty. How can a mortal contemplate
it without delight ? It is true that in two res-
pects the exclamation might suggest unpleasant
thoughts, if all our knowledge was based on ex-
perience in this world. Night here is a blessing.

It is a blessing to the body. The farmer as
he guides the plough or gathers the grain, every
laborer in fact, rejoices at the return of night.
It brings the needed repose. Even amusement
wearies us, and when the sable cuartains of dark-
ness overshadow the world, nearly all its inba-
bitants are wrapt in silent sleep. Fiendish cru-
elty has not been able to devise any other torture
s0 agonizing as simply to prevent the victim from
falling asleep.

« But * there shall be no night,” no sleep, in
heaven. What does this teach us, but that in
heaven there is no weariness ? Spirits need no
sleep. Celestial bodies never ache. What is
sleep but temporary death ? Our nights are
lost. The hours that we spend in dreams, or
perhaps without even dreams, must all be sub-
stracted from our real life. We lay up no trea-
sure above while we sleep. The man of eighty
years has not lived sixty. We are but half as
old as our birthdays denote, half of our years
dre lost in infancy and sleep.

But it is not so above. As the Omniscient eye
never closes, and as angels watch over us when
asleep, so when we open our eyes on celestial
scenes, they are never to close again. There
<hall be no throbbing brain, no dizzy want of
self-control, no painful sighing for rest there,
« for there shall be no night,” and no need of
night, to those who can think and act unceasingly
like- God. ) .

Again, night here is a blessing to the mind,
It sctually adds to our stock of knowledge.
Darkness is the mirror onwhich we see our best
But for night, David would never

ictures.
4 « When I consider thy heavens, the

have said ; k
work of thy fingers, the
thoru hast zrdaigned, what ‘is man that thou art
mindful of him, or the son of man that thou
visitest him.” Night introduces us to the count-
Jess stars, just as sorrow enlarges our heart and
brings out the deep music of the soul ; so but
for night we should never have known that the
earth itself is but one of an uncounted host of|
worlds, doubtless peopled or to be Poopldby
the munificence of the Infinite Father. Blessed
then be night ! .
sable mantle labored o'er ! .

“ How is night's
' nly wrought with attributes '
?v‘:c";?f Shiges ! Wit love ! This midnight

moon and stars which |

we ses through e glass darkly,

than telescopic sweep, shall we gaze upom the
works of God. * Lo these”"—all that here we
see or hear— are but parts of his ways, but how
little portion is heard of Him! But the thun-
der of his power who can understand.” Then
the lightning and the thunder of his power we
shall far more perfectly understand. What a
glorious life will that be when our senses and
reason are not toned down to night, but strength-
ened for the light and joy of constant day !

But night really means darkness, and darkness
is the mother of fear. Darkness is the robe of
terror. Children instinctively fear the night.
No protector is visible there. Is hope a star ?
Fear is the cloud that eclipses it. Fearis man’s
great curse. The fear of sickness, of insanity,
of poverty, of friendlessness, of death, of hell—
each has embittered the life of thousands, and
often perhaps iduced the very end it dreaded.
There shall be no fear in heaven, for night never
darkens that bright clime. Some say there is
no hope in heaven, because * lost in fruition ;”
we doubt it, for fruition itself, to a finite spirit,
may constantly improve; but certain we are
that painful fear is not there—for fear must de-
vart with night. “ Perfect love,” even here,
* casteth out all fear ;” but there, fear can never
knock at the door of the soul. There, there can
be no fear of yielding to fear.

Again, night intensifies pain. The impenitent,
after the judgment, go “ into outer darkness,”
awful night. Darkness strengthens the chains
of despair. Even an earthly night to the suf-
ferer seems endless. Every hour is a century.
The morning delayeth its coming. A sleepless
night of agony—how fearful. Itis not strange
that the hair of young persons has * turned
white in a single night,” for one such night is an
age ! What assurance could give to those who
spent the last night in sleepless pain a more
agreeable conception of heaven than the promise,
“ there shall be no night there :”

* No chilling winds nor poisonous breath
Can reach that healthful shore ;
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,
Are felt and feared no more ”

Night means sorrow, and there will be no sor-
row there. By faith we expect the sunrise of
eternity even as at evening we expect the mor-
row. We part with our Christian friends when
they die, expecting to greet them in the morn-
ing. Life is not to the Christian 4 morning
without a noom, a spring without a summer.
% There shall be no night thege.” Glorious com-
pensation for the petty trials of life. Happy
thought for the suffering and for the joyous ;
appropriate motto for the living, and epitaph for
the departed Christian—‘ THERE SHALL BE NO
NIGHT THERE."—Zion’s Herald.

The of Peril.

The foundations of & gigantic mill were laid
upon the banks of a rapid stream in western
New York, and the men of the little village near
gathered to raise the massive frame to its place.
Bent after bent was lifted, till the last and hea-
viest one alone was left. At the word of com-
mand, this rose above the strong arms which
held tbe pikes, until it reached what builders
call “ the pinch in the bent,” beyond which it
passes with comparative ease to the vertical posi-
tion, and there it stopped.

The master-builder shouted, with alarm—
“ Lift, men, or die ! ” Every muscle was strained
anew, but in vain. There it hung over the liv-
ing throng, like an engine of swift destruction.
Just then three men appeared in the highway,
upon the brow of a hill, and the call for help fell
on their ears ; they saw the peril, and hastened
away from the scene with cowardly fear.

The chief workman mounted a plate above
the trembling company, and in tears again shout-
ded, “ Lift, men, or die!” The struggle was
fruitless—the frame was settling toward the ex-
hausted throng.

Meanwhile, the tidings had spread through
the village ; the women had gathered along the
opposite banks of the current, and were anxious-
ly looking up to the imperiled loved ones. The
eye of the builder was turned upon them a mo-
ment, and then, with a fresh flood of tears, he
exclaimed, “ Mothers, if you would have sons,
wives, if you would have husbands, and sisters, if
you would have brothers to-night, come and heip
us !” With the strong impulse of woman’s na-
ture, they rushed across the stream, and stood
side by side with the dear inmates of the de-
serted homes. Then came the cry of distress
once more, “ Now, all together, lift or die!”
And they did lift. Up—up—went the frame, a
stroke of the hammer, and all was safe. The
reaction confined some of that number to the
house for weeks.

We have often thought of the incident when
a crisis comes to the church of God. The spi-
ritual bent will rise before the power of faith,
and then suddenly pause and hang in suspense
before the fearful gase of the believing heart.
The Head of the church issues his call to his
muu.nrpdbythop-rﬂohhomhdouw
them. If not obeyed, the falling bent crushes
out the life which might have been saved.

And so in national and individual history, the
hour of decision comes when the summoning
forces in heroic harmony of effort alone can save
from fatal reverses. Wise and happy that
church, that nation, and that soul, whose dis-
cernment and moral courage are equal to this
« tide in the affairs of men.”—Tract Journal.

Grace at Last.
BY PLAIN JOHN.

It is many, many years since Deacon Ives pos-|
sed away, but the story we record of him isa
true one. Inyou'.hlugnnnnchprominua
Christian. He had health, intelligence, industry
-nd-fowmuolhnd;-mugh,lmly,whve
made his cup run over. For a time the fear of
God wss commanding, and to serve him the
strong purpose of his life. In a fow
-‘Onolﬂlrinthoelnml,nd med
h&ﬂhvoﬂiﬂ‘pﬁty. Bat, alas! there
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wicked used his name as a butt for the ridicule
of all religion. At the card table and the dram
shop, stories of his wicked grasping hardened the
timid and emboldened the vicious.

But there came a change. Investments that
seemed at once secure and immensely remunera-

tive were made, and the poor heart dreamed of

a greater fortune. Suddenly a crash, and all
went over the abyss. The covetous man, en-
snared by his own covetings was penniless.

In the little community where he lived, the
news was startling. One said, ‘ The old man
will hang himeelf, for he will not outlive his
gold.’ Another said, ¢ It will make him crazy,’
‘ The old hypocrite,’ said another; ‘be has neither
heaven nor earth now, it will kill him.” But the
only change visible to the eye, was in a subdued
and humbled deportment. He sat one day in
the office of an infidel and scoffing lawyer, one
who had been foremost in reproaching the piety
of Deacon Ives. The papers were spread out
before them, and comparing assets and liabilities,
there was a small deficiency yet to make up.

¢ It takes it all,’ said the lawyer, and his eye
was fixed on the ¢ knave,’ for such he had styled
him, that he might read his emotion.—The
crushed heart was for a moment silent; then
looking up through tears, ‘ said ‘It is all right;
I was grasping and wicked, and have sinned
greatly ; but God is merciful, for he takes the
idol but he has spared me.’ Tears filled the law-
yer's eyes; he was confounded at the result, and
he afterwards said, ¢ Grace reigns in one heart
l_nthinworld.mdthuhomholdbmlm'

Years passed away, and the changed man
moved on in his sphere, but not with the same
spirit. He was killed and made alive; he had
lost earth and found heaven. He gave his sin
its true name, and never ceased to adore the
mercy which had so effectually disclosed his sin,
and had spared to cut him off amid it. Still
bumble and childlike, he ended his days in the
full hope of eternal life.

« What an admonition to those who by their

‘love of filthy lucre, scandalize the cause of

Christ, and beguile souls to perdition! What a
miracle the mercy which held fast to this way-
ward heart in all its vileness, that it might not
perish! Seldom is such a miracle seen.—Com-
monly the bitter root poisons even the act of es-
pousal, and works out to destroy souls who were
‘ never truly of us.” But all the more searching
for this reason should the question be with the
believer, is there not in you some working sin
which mars your piety, making it well nigh or
wholly powerless, and which threatens to destroy
you if it be not resolutely put away,—.N. Y. Ob-
server.

Lines

Suggested by a visit to St. Stephen Cemetery.

Here rests the dead—the dead! And who are
they ?

‘Whence comes it that they sleep so silent here?
Were they not with us 'mid the bright and gay,

In scenes of joyousness and festal cheer,
When the loud ringing laugh and song of mirth,
Woke the glad echoes round the winter hearth?

Were they not with us when the chiming bell
Summon’d out footstepsto the house of prayer?

Did not their voices blend with ours, and swell
The praises of His name who dwelleth there,”

Until one lofty pean loud and high,

Swept up the arches of the vaulted sky ?

And when the Benedittion gently fell,

And as a white winged messenger divine,
Folded its pinions like & holy spell,

And made each softened heart an altar shine,
Did not they own with us the soothirg power,
The sacred feeling of that hallowed hour?

How have they parted from our fond embrace !
How have they left us in the path alone !
Can we forget the pallor of the face
When death’s cold hand had sealed it for its
own?
Can we forget the solemn, awful gloom,
That brooded like a presence in the room ?

And these low graves, when summer roses twine,
And soft airs wander freighted with the breath
Of dewy violets and fair buds which shine,

“Brightening like stars the gloomy night of

death ;

These are their graves—here sweetly sleep they
all ;

Never to wake till the great angel call.

And these white stones that rear their smowy
forms
Like guardian angels o'er the mounds below,
Foeling alike tbe blast of winter’s storms,
And the soft breezes from the south which
blow,
Gleaming memorials of love and trust,
Reaching toward heaven though reaching from
the dust.

Oft as we visit this looe realm of death,
Oft as our feet along its paths shall stray,
Oft as our bitter tears and choking breath
Shall tell of joys now yielded to decay,
We'll plant still brighter flowers above the tomb,
As brighter emblemns of immortal bloom.

Guard well, O Death, the trophies thou hast
gained, '
O Grave, hold fast the treasures thou hast
won,
Keepthemncun,tillt.bolntnomhthnud,
Faded the last faint trace of yonder sun;
K.opthcm-cun,ﬁllﬁont.bcoponin‘ﬁiu,
Ani;hthrvoicelhtllcry,nnh!uiu!
M. B. 8.
St. Andrews, August 20th, 1862.
el
A SuRg FounpatioN.—The bridge which the
Goqdlqytomdnnlfdﬁod’n wrath for
poordnmtop.-fnnthiriuwunbm
of God here, and the kingdom of God hereafter,
i-nppomdbymmm:hlﬂovidn-.
power, mercy and faithfulness of God, so that
lbbclilvin‘mlu-dmbnﬁllitn.m.
bow or break. It is called the everiasting Gos-
pd;whnunbunuud earth go to wreck,
Mthkﬂjotcdnhduymdlb
wwhwuwm-w
A CHRISTIAN should look wupon himsell as
sacred and devoted. For that which involves
but an ordinary degree of criminality in others,
in him partakes of the mature of sacrilege ;
what it s breach of trust in others, is in him the
Wﬂdb.ﬁv—lﬂd&l
O that we had spent but one day in this world
thoroughly well I—4. Kempis.
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From the sixty-third report of this useful So-
city the following particulars are gleaned :

During the year, fifty new trasts have been
published, marked by a grest diversity of sub-
ject and treatment; yet embodying the same
great Christian Principles. Among the interest-
ing incidents mentioned of successful tract dis-
tribution, is that of a young English lady, who
visited the barracks in the various towns she
entered. In this way the troops at Courbeone,
8St. Cloud, Paris, and Versailles, have been sup-
plied with tracts ; and many individuals with the
New Testament.

« All the soldiers know her by name, and give
her the military salute, as she passes along the
streets. She told me she had never been insult-
ed, or even laughed at. She speaks in broken
French, but with such persuasive power that she
often draws tears from their eyes. A few weeks
ago she came to a prayer-meeting, followed by
sixteen Zouaves, whom she had induced to ac-
Kompcny her. She visits the worst houses in
Versailles, and has already been the instrument
of many decided conversions. One day, when
speaking to a large number of soldiers who
were surrounding her, a captain came up and
very politely said, ‘If you wish, madam, that
you may speak more easily, I will have the drum
beaten to form a square.’ This was immediately
done, and she spoke to them with great power,
and gave to each of them a tract. She then
went to the officers and said, ‘ Gentlemen, an
officer has a soul as well as a private; allow me
to give you each a New Testament, but under
the express condition that you will never part
with it.’” :

In all the countries of Europe the work of
Tract distribution has been prosecuted with suc-
cess. Whilst a great work is going on in Italy,
the old persecuting laws are unrepealed, and
may at any moment be enforced. In Turkey
eight new works have been printed, and as the
means of the American Missionaries have been
injuriously affected by the war in their native
land, the Society has placed at their disposal
£300. Bunyan’s “ Pilgrims’ Progress ” is about
to be translated for the Wallachians.

Respecting India the report says:—

It is very difficult for those who have never
been in India, and who bave never lived in any
heathen country, to form an accurate conception
of the state of its society or to appreciate the
difficulties of the missionary enterprise. State-
ments sent from Indis are interpreted by Eng-
lish ideas, and thus misconceptions are inevitably
created. Thus there was.a kind of indistinet
notion floating in many circles at home that
there were native school masters in every vil-
lage ; that all the children were taught to read;
that the people eagerly possessed themselves of
books or tracts presented by the missionary in
his preaching tours, and that therefore the cir-
culation of these things must have borne some
proportion to the immense population. Under
such impressions as these a tabular statement of
the issues from the various societies of India for
the last twelve years was prepared, and the re-
sult was certainly unexpected. Not more than
nine millions of religious publications of all
kinds, school-books included, so far as we could
ascertain from the reports of the Society, had
been distributed during the whole period—
Looking at the home circulation of a single
year, amounting to about forty millions, amongst
a population not consisting of so many, a circu-
lation in India of nine Millions in twelve years
amongst 150 millions of people seemed to re-
quire some explanation.

Inquiries of the Secretaries of the Tract Soci-
eties of India showed that this paucity of issue
was attributable to three causes, want of funds,
want of an adequate agencyfor distribution,
and—this being the chief reason—* The masses
are totally unable o read.” It is estimated that
not more than 2} per cent. of the whole popula-
tion can read. Of the importance of the Tract
as a means of evangelisation, the Society has
bad many proofs.—During the yesr many in-
stances of conversion of natives through this
agency have come to the knowledge of the Com-
mittee.

In Brazil there is much to encourage in the
operations of the Society, though the wood-cuts
which form so attractive a feature to Protestant
readers, lead to an abuse in that Roman Catho-
lic country. A gentleman writing from Para
says:—

“If you could get up some without the plates,
or better still, substitate something of which
they could not possibly make saints, I could
use them. You have no idea how easily a
saint is manufactured here. A china doll or
picture is taken to s padre, sprinkled with holy
water and blessed, and is forthwith saint any-
body whose name it is desired to bear. I am
told that not many years since a man who died
lately, leaving a large fortune, laid its foundas-
tion by going up the Amason and selling as
saints the picture cards taken from common
plsying packs !”

The truths of the Gospel influencing the
heart and life are needed to make a great and
good people, and it is the duty of all Christians
to help to bring about that happy state of
things.

Seeking the Wanderers.

From the Annual Report of the London City
Mission, we obtain the following sketches of
special departments of the Society’s labors :—

Amthodlye‘b-noﬂ.oadon.thrumil-
sionaries have again this year been laboring
with much There are now
more cabs not used on the Sunday than ever
before. The number on May the 5th was 1760,
which is nearly a third of the entire number li-
emd.—cvahpwﬁnwbemﬁud
to. And one of the three missionaries states,

\
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[ visiting a sick cabman, he noticed a handsomely

boand volume, which on taking up he found
was composed wholly of tracts. * Ah,” exclaim-
ed the cabman, “that book is made from the
tracts you and others have given me. I gave

|4s. to have them bound up, and I am saving

and I have nearly got enough for a second vo-
lume.”

A fourth cab-missionary has this year been
appointed, who devotes himself entirely to the
visitation of the night cabmen, who are almost
an entirely distinct class of men from the day
men. The number of night cabmen exceed
1000, about a third of whom are immediately
sonzected with bad women, and haunt the Hay-
market, Cremorne Gardens, casinos and like
places. Another third are old men, who for the
latter years of their life are driven to this branch
of the trade, while the remaining third are out
by day or by night as they can obtain employ-
ment. When the missionary, on his appoint-
ment, told these men that kind friends had
interested themselves in their welfare, and had
sent him to visit them, in health and ‘sickness it
was most gratifying to witness their thankful-
ness. “God Almighty bless them,” were the
words of many of them. Their busy hgurs are
when the theatres and when the House of Parli-
ament close, and gay parties of pleasure hreak
up, and when the early morning trains arrive at
the railway stations. But the missionary is
enabled to deliver his message even in these re-
sorts. “1 am thankful to report,” he writes,
« that I have free access to the night cabmen,
and have now gained their confidence, so that
they look on me as their friend. Frequently do
I see a tear run down their weather-beaten
cheeks while I speak to them of God's love in
the gift of his son to die for them. 160 of them
have been supplied (chiefly from private sources)
with Testaments and there has not been a man
who has refused a tract. As, a class, they are
as teachable as children.” Such entries as the
following occur in this , missionary’s journal,
which will show the temptations to which these
poor men must be exposed :  Visited one of the
night public houses from 1 till 3 this morning.
Present 9 fallen women, 21 cabmen, 9 prize-
fighters, 5 niggers, 7 thieves, 4 theatricals, and
ten homeless My p g
them was as if a bombshell had fallen in the
room from the enemy’s camp. But there was a
general attention while I brought before them
the truths of the Gospel. One of the thieves
told me he had been twelve times in prison.
And one of the niggers said that one of his com-
rades had just died who on his death-bed had
besought him to change his life. A theatrical
said he had been educated at Cambridge Univer-
sity.” The missionary adds, It is but fair to
the publicans to say, that from them generally 1
receive the greatest kindness, and they even
protect me from insult,” while as to the compe-
ny, he remarks,—* Nothing could be more ac-
cessible, or offer a better field of usefulness than
these houses. I meet with no Pharisees here.
None attempt to justify their conduct. All I
have to de is to direct them to Him who came
into the world to save the iost.” He writes
also as to the night coffee-houses, twenty-six
in number, regularly visited by him: “I have
free access to every one of them. The pro-
prietors offer me every facility for visiting their
customers, frequently even invite me to take
tea or coffee free of charge, and are ready to put
any religious publications on their tables with
which 1 may supply them. About twemty of
them have even hung up Scripture texts in their
shops on cardboard, with which a xind lady has
furnished me.

The more ready access of the missionaries to
the people, has ordinarily extended to the Jews,
who have always been most difficult to deal with.
To the Jews ug'l:ut interest pertains, from the
association of their past history with all whiclf'is
dear to Cnristians, as well as from their future
destinies, as recorded in the prophecies of truth.
How important is such a field of labor, as is re-
ferred to in the following extract from the report
of a Spittalfields missionary, and how encourag-
ing the prospects which it unfolds among God’s
ancient people ! ¢ There is,” he writes, ** a con-
stant stream of members of the house of Lsrael
coming from all quarters of the globle to the
district assigned to me, who stay for a few weeks
or months, and then remove elsewhere. Their
arrivals take place almost daily, and, after a
careful calculation, I find that nearly 200 fami-
lies of Jewsmove into and remove from the dis-
trict every year. During the past year, 123 un-
baptised Jews, who had come to this spot from
various countries, some s great distrance, have
heard the glad tidings of s risen Saviour, per-
haps for the first time, and some, before they
left, appeared no longer filled with batred against
Him, but had begun to ask whether Jesus might
not possibly be the promised Messiah.”

Remarkable Conversion.

“One case of conversion—the most remark-
able case I have known among foreigners in the
Mission field—took place shortly before we left.
Thepenonlnlerto,x.l.li.,ilumﬁnoﬂbe
United States of America; he has been many
years in Samoa. He lived several years at Ma-
tautu on Savaii. On Savail he led a very wick-
ed life, and during the years he has resided at
Apia he has pursued a similar course. Fora
time he was a regular attendant upon our Sab-
bath services, but for a long time subsequently
he has lived in utter disregard of the means of
gnee,nndinthcpucﬁaofouu‘pou'ickd-
pess. It has come out since his conversion that
the memory of a pious mother haunted him in
the midst of all, and that he was ill at ease,
though he seemed to bave steeled his heéart
.;-innonryinﬂuanni(htdhtwbihh
his career of sin and folly. He kept s rum shop
and bowling alley lately, of which he was Ralf
owner. He was in this employment when the
grace of God found him.

« The circumstances under which his coaver-
sion took place are too long to be detailed ; but
the issue, so far, is all we could desire.
rum-selling was soon sbandoned, and ' thet un-
der very striking circumstances. Ihave sires-
dymdthtlnw-wcmdthhi-
ness. Such was also the case with regard to
the premises. The receipts were from 50 to 60
dollars weekly. His partner'is on a visit at pre-
gent to Sydney. His' conssience would not al-
fow of his continuing his Business. ' As regards

| himself, his course was elsar ; but justide wes to

be done to his partoer, T A not foel ot liber

His | with this characteristic of his mind-—thorough-

the premises, so he determined to ciose them till!
his return. And there it stands, & silent witness |
to the power of God's truth, yet speaking a lan-
guage that all can understand. Happily H. was |
engaged in another business besides his rum-sel- |
ling when the change took place. To that, which
is of an unobjectionable character, he gives him-
self while awaiting the return of his partner, who
also has a share in that.

«Mr. H's conversion canmot be distinctly
traced to any human instrumentality ; God kias
done it, and to Him be the praise. He had, as
I have already remarked, a pious mother, and
her prayers and efforts are now yielding their
appropriate fruit. She has long since gone to
her rest. His conversion has produced a very
marked impression on the community. His
readiness to sacrifice worldly interests has struck
opposers dumb, and the general if not universal
conviction is that he is sincere. He is a man of
energy and decision of character; he has had
considerable educational advantages, and is pos-
sessed of good natural abilities ; s0 that should
his life be spared, he M likely to be a useful man.
One of the direct consequences of his conversion
has been the establishment of a Total Abstinence
Society. The movement which led to this, ori-
ginated with him. Before 1 left Apia, the So-
ciety had been fully organized, and a considerable
number, who had been in great danger from
having contracted habits of intemperance, had
signed the pledge, most of whom are likely to
remain steadfast.—South Sea Missions.

 Gueral Hliscellany.

Three Qualities of Dr. Kitto.

The first is, singleness of purpose. By this
we mean devotion to one grand, all absorbing
object, in distinction from a division of time and
efforts, among several. Many persons undertake
several different pursuits in life, and excel in
none. They go from one thing to another, with
the hope of hitting upon something that will
materially add to their prosperity. All the while,
however, they only just live simply because di-
vided efforts run to waste. But Kitto’s heart
was set upon one thing. One object absorbed all
his thoughts. He did not care particularly for
anything else. That object was LEARNING. This
he desired beyond all other earthly possessions.
For it, he was willing to toil, and make almost
any sacrifice. We speak now more particularly
of the beginning of his course.

On one occasion, when he was entreating his
father to take him from the Poor-house, and al-
low him to struggle for himself, with an education
in view, he gave utterance to the following lan-
guage, which shows that not only one high pur-
pose animated his soul, but also an unconquerable
spirit dwelt within his breast : * There is no fear
of my starving in the midst of plenty. Iknow
how to prevent hunger. The Hottentot subsists
a long time on nothing but a little gum ; they
also, when hungry, tie a light ligature round
them. CannotIdoso too? Orif you can get
no pay, take me out without, and then I will
sell my books and pawn my neckerchiefs, by
which I shall be able to raise about twelve shil-
lings ; and with that I will make’ the tour of
England. The hedges furnish blackberries, nuts,
aloes, etc., and the fieids turnips ; a hayrick or
barn will be an excellent bed. I will take pen,
ink, and paper with me, and note down my ob-
servations as 1 go ; a kind of sentimental tour ;
ot so much a_description of places as of men
and manners, adventures, and feeling.” A youth
with such a purpose and spirit, does not often
fail of success.

Look back upon that part of his life already
sketched, and see if you can find a period when
bélost sight of this one object. In the work-
house he was a shoemaker ; but was he not still
a self-denying, laborious student ? Can we not
trace his determination to acquire knowledge,
even when he was most zealously employed at
his trade ? In like manner, when his friends
decided tha? he should int himself with the
art of dentistry, was he not still earnest for a
thorough education ? Was it not equally so
when he was a printer ? While he devoted him-
self to these with an ardor worthy of all com-
mendation his heart did not lose a jot of its love
of knowledge. Underneath all the interest he
manifested for the manual labor his friends de-
sired him to perforng, we discover a strong, irre-
sistable current of feeling, setting towards the
fields of literature and science. Whatever else
be might be temporarily, to pl his benefi
tors, he was determined to be a learned man
eventually. It was this one noble purpose that
animated his soul amid all his trials and disap-
pointments, It gave him courage when other-
wise he would have faltered in his wearisome
way, and developed an energy and perseverance
which defled the stoutest opposition.

Another quality of Kitto was thoroughness.
When the young are obliged to devote themselves
to a calling in which they are not interested,
their advancement is usually slow, if they ad-
vance at all. It is & kind of drudgery to them;
and therefore they apply themselves only just so
far as they are compelled to this end. The same
might have been expected of Kitto. Ardertly
attached to books as he was, and resolutely de-
termined to have an education, it would have
been rather unnatural for him to slight his work,
band prove a very superficial toiler. But such
was not the case. Thoroughness was an element
of his charcter, so that whatever he did was well
done, whether it was reading a book, or making
o shoe, or artificial tooth. At the work-house,
he excelled all the boys in making list shoes.
For this season, a shoemaker selected him from
the whole number, for his apprentice. In den-
tistry, his proficiency was so marke] that, in s
single year, it was proposed that he should set
up that business in his native town. As a prin-
ter, he was no less thorough. Indeed ; every-
thing to which he spplied himself, was speedily
mastered. This made him a critical schalar.
All the works which he published are impressed

Dess.

Another quality which contzjbuted to his suc-
céss, a8 it always does wherever it exists, was
wéthod. This enabled him to busband his time,
#0 28 t0 make the mostof each day. His atten-
tion was first called to the subject by reading the
remarks of some reader thereon. They seemed
o him important, and he st once applied them

He was methodical, both in ‘his

ty, in his absence, to begin any new business m'

Life's Ebb.
You know the peculiar interest with wh' '\ wo

{ look at the setting sun of summer, in hit lsst
| minutes above the horizon. Of course he

going on just as fast through all the day: atel
midday we did not know the value ol
minute as we do when he is fast goiog ¢ owi. |
have been touched by the sight of humaa . -
ebbing almost visibly away ; and yvou cuuid

but think of the sun in his last littie #pace abos
the mountains or above the ses.

I remember two old gentleme, grew fuien 's
both on the extreme verge of Lte. .o wo°
about ninety, the other eighty. But their wits
were sound and clear, and, better st/
hearts were right. They confessed th.
were no more than strangers and pilerinis on the
earth ; they declared plainly that they sought a
country far away, where most of those they hed
cared for were waiting for them. DBut the body
was nearly worn out; and though the face « {
each was pleasant to look at, paralysis had |
its grasp upon the aged machinery of limb avd
muscle which had played so long.

1 used, for a few weeks, to go one evening in
the week and sit with them and take tea. They
always had tea in large breakfast cups; other
cups would not have done. I remember how
the two paralytic hands shook about as they
tried to drink their tea. They were {rieuds, the
two old friends. They bad been friends {rom
boyhood, and they had been over the world to-
gether. You could not have looked but with
eyes somewhat wet at the large teacups shaking
about, as the old men with difficulty raised them
to their lips.

And there was a thing that particularly struck
me. There was a large old fashioned watch al-
ways on a little stand on the tea-table, tickiog on
and on. You seemed to feel it measuring out
the last minutes, running fast away. It always
awed me to look at it and hear it. Only for &
few weeks did I visit those old friends till one
died; and the other soon followed him where
there are no palsied hands or aged hearts. No
doubt through all The years the old-fashioned
watch had gone about in the old gentleman’s
pocket, life had .been ebbing as really and as fast
as then. And the sands were running as quick-
ly for me as for the aged pilgrims. But then
with me it was the middle, and to them it was
the end. And I always felt it very solemn and
touching to look at th.e two old men on the con-
fines of life, and at the watch loudly ticking off
their last hours. One seemed to feel time eb-
bing as you see the setting sun go down.— Good
Words.

Un-Religious Literature.

A positively irreligious literature would not
be endured at the present day. But there is
very much that, without being irreligiovs, in the
sense of profane or skeptical, ir un-religi» s by
the absence of all religious influer e or recogni-
tion from its pages. Manv [
ters discard it upcn principle,
who have ad-licted th iuselves tr nee,
inquiries into materfal ‘.iin-., that |
direction ; though man; o
literature have the same (.
is an increasing number -
which nligion is ait,y Ler Vie Nabe i
snd thing. Even its antiseptic inluenc. s
prevade them. This spirit aims to er-.
world of its own, in which there rh*i Lo tie sy
no God. If it alludes to rengion at all, it i
under the form of a sly sneer, on insinuated
doubt, or a contemptuous depreciation of its pro-
fessors, as if they alone were the men that =
wanting in common sense. The reading of
works in which this is the spirit, we nee. 2. i,
observe, is highly dangerous, especialiy to (he
young.

This is a reading age. There is a prodigious
number of light works now issued from the press.
The periodical literature of our day, in particilaz
is pouring out a perfect torrent of coutinucus
publication., It is in this class of works caper ial
ly the evils lurk to which we ailude. Let ai;
one recall to his mind, if he can, the pariodis 14,
not one of which has any religious characier.
Such works, with the newspapers, are threate.-
ing to supersede all other kinds of readiug. The
least evil is, that they must create a supe:fl ial,
unthinking generation. It is true they do not
wholly repudiate religion ; on the contrery, they
profess a certain kind of respect for it. But
is not the respect that springs from aifcction, or
that produces reverence. There is a Hippancy
sbout them, when religion is spoken of, that lit-
tle consists with true love.

People in general are not aware of the dan
gers they expose their minds to by the eonstant
perusal of such publications. Or if they know
it, they have not principle enough to forego the
mental gratification of their exciting, medley
pages. They persuade themselves .that there
can be no harm in them, because they find Chris-
tian feelings now and then spoken of and com-
mended. It never strikes them that it is religion
with the bloom of life off and the chill of infidel-
ity on.— London Christian Observer.
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A Man Stopping his Heart by his
own Will

From an article on the Heart, by Isaac Ashe,
B. A, 1. C. D., L. M., in the Popular Bcience
Review, we take the following exiract :—

This four chambered heart is & muscle, and
acts oy means of muscular force. What the
agent may be which irritates this muscle and so
causes it to contract, has been a subject of much
discussion ; but is now generally considered that
this agent is oxygen, which is received into the
blood in the lungs, and stimulates the muscular
contractility of the heart through the nerves of
the organ. This muscular action of the heart is
almost entirely beyond the control of the will, as
indeed are all the vital actions of the body ; yet
instances have been related of persons who were
able to stop the heart’s action at will, and in one
case this experiment was carried too far, snd
the individual died by the mere act of his own
will. On the other hand, the hesrt will continue
its regular pulsations for a long time after iis re-
moval from the body, and of course the desth of
the animal ; and the lower the ecreaiure iu the
scale of creation, the longer will this aciiern con-
tinue; so that the heart of a sturgeon wiil gou-
tinue to beat as long astwenty ‘our hours after
its removal from the creature.

to practice. —
| division of time, and investigation of topics.

I‘" is the W' of all N“‘iun.




