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Reason Insufficient Without 
Faith.

Though earthly joys employ our will,
As il they were a final good,—
1 hough olt by genius, talent wooed, 

They ne’er with peace the soul can fill.

If man, in Eden’s happy days,
An image of his Maker stood,— 
just lived as lovely creatures should,

His Maker's glorious works to praise ;—

If he was made to find his bliss
In leaning on the Almighty’s arm,
Whose presence did his spirit warm 

With joy that God's own might was his

Then vain the thoughts, and all the care 
A meaner file for man to know,
Each step lor such is vainly low,—

Each field thus trod will briars bear.

How can a soul for God once wrought,
His presence and his gifts to share,
And in his heart his image bear,

Find bliss where slaves by vice are caught ;

In snares wide spread of thin disguise,
But suited well to fallen fools,
Unusfed to virtue’s sober ru le*—

Who shadows more than substance prize.

Man’s little spark of reason fails 
To iead him safely o'er a sea 
Where rocks and qnicksanJs thickly be, 

And yet be thinks how safe he sails !

The fight of science boldly leads
The mind in fields of knowledge fair,— 
Why should not man the unknown dare 

And let bis reason form bis creeds ?

Why not ?—Because no learned age,
Nor learned men of any time 
Have found those truths’ we deem sublime, 

All bright upon the Bible s page.

The world by wisdom knew not Heaven,— 
Nor shall the future ages show 
A wisdom mightier in its flow,

Then those that have their sages given.

“ Faith is the gift of God ” to man,
And never shall its triumphs tail,
Wfile there are hearts its truths to hail,— 

Pure souls to yield to God’s own plan :—

Beneath her light the mystery dies
That darkens many a pensive soul,
About the ills we can’t control,—

The sombre hues that pall the wise.

Faith shows that life is but the shade e
That ushers light for worlds to come,— 
The porch that makes a welcome home, 

Where storm shall ne’er roan’s peace invade.

loi'.h for our motto, then we’ll bear,
And let the Bible be our trust ;
Well not believe because we must.

But trt .I largess claim a share.
T. H. D".

Xew Brunswick, Hag lit, 1858.
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A Sailor s Story of Ms Conver
sion.

At one of the recent prayer meetings in 
this city a sailor rose and narrated to the 
congregation the circumstances of his con
version. lie was a young man, a native of 
England, with an intelligent face, and an 
impressive manner of speech ; and hi» re
marks weft received with great attention. 
—Guide to Holiness.

He said :—I am a stranger here, and 
such a scene as this is one that, until very 
recently, would have been altogether new to 
me. Nine weeks ago I was converted, and 
since then have become in some degree fa
miliar with prayer meetings and church 
services, although before that I knew very 
little of either. I have been a very wicked 
man. Fdr one so young I have gone into 
almost incredible dissipation, and have com
mitted almost every known'sio. I can hard
ly imagine a person to have gone a greater 
nund of wickedness than I. 1 am the 
youngest of a large family of children. My 
lather is dead, but my mother is living. 
Sfie is an old woman, now more than seven
ty-live years of age. She is a devoted 
Christina, and has always tried to bring op 
her children to be like her, and some of 
them have followed her example. Several 
of my brothers and sisters are earnest and 

.sincere Christians, who, with her, have 
•oftentimes at home prayed for my salva
tion. But I could never endure a single 
thought of religion. Whenever the subject 
was mentioned to me, I immediately repell
ed it, and repelled it often with a horrid 
oalh. The thought that the members of the 
family prayed for me always made me angry.
I was warned against my dissipation, but 
went more into it the more I was warned 
] grew more at d more wicked every day 
out of spite, and 1 tried to be a great sinner. 
A: last I determined to leave bonfe. 1 
wanted to be free from all restraints, so that 
1 might indulge myself in whatever 1 chose 
to my own satisfaction. My mother implor
ed me not to go. I was going to sea and 
would go. Her eyes filled with tears and 
*e could i ay nothing more. With what
ever sins I had, 1 had some love for my mo
ther. and 1 gave way before her tears. She 
•iked me to promise her that I would never 
go to sea until I obtained her consent. I 
assented, and remained a while at home.
A young man, who was my companion in 
dissipa ion. left England, and came to this 
tommy, arid after he had been here a short 

returned in the same ship. He told 
! triai 1 would’enjoy myself grandly if 1 

Vj|d go away from borne, as be had done, 
fiat there was all manner of pleasure in 
York. 1 again determined to go to 
company wnh him. My mother, see- 

bat 1 was bent on going, could not bear 
fought that 1 should leave without her 

t, and so she gave it. I accordingly

until the 21st of December. That was her 
birth-day. when she would be seventy-five 
years old. She gave me her blessing, 
which I shrank from receiving, and 1 went 
off. As soon as 1 got clear of home I felt at 
liberty. 1 said to myself “Now there will 
be no one to pray for me, and I shan’t be 
annoyed with Bibles and texts.” 1 left home 
without any sadness, but rather with a kind 
of wicked pleasure ; and when 1 got on 
board ship, I soon forgot all about mother, 
and brothers, and sisters. After we had 
set sail, and were well on our voyage, a
storm arose that was very violent.__
Just about this time 1 was taken very 
sick—not with sea-sickness, but with a 
dangerous fever. 1 lay in my bunk, toss
ing shout with the ship, as wretched and 
miserable as a man could be. Tbe Doctor 
told me that 1 was at the point of death, and 
that if I had any preparation to make for 
eternity, I had better make it, for 1 had not 
long to live. This be repeated also in the 
cabin, among the passengers ; one of them, 
an aged man, came to see me. I remem
ber his face, it was all kindness ; but I hated 
the sight of him. He came with a book in 
his hand, and said to me, * Young man you 
are almost gone ; I have come to read to you 
something out of the word of life.’ I look 
ed up at him a moment, and said in a rage,
* Hand me tbe book.’ And when he offered 
it to me I took it and put it to my lips, and 
made a solemn oath that I would have noth
ing to do with God or with religion. I told 
him that if he read to me I would not listen, 
and bid him, with an oath, to leave me alone. 
He then went away, and I lay stark alone 
in my birth. It seemed to me that I was 
at that lime more miserable than I had ever 
been before in my life ; I do not refer to my 
bodily sickness, but to my distress of mind.
It was evening, and there was no light near 
me, but all was dark as midnight Sudden
ly the thought came over my mind that it 
was the twenty-first day of December, and 
I remembered my mother’s letter. 1 could 
not rise and get it for 1 was not able ; and 
my first impulse was to call one of my 
messmates to get it for me, but I remember
ed that it was between the lids of my 
Bible. 1 was ashamed to let any one know 
that I wanted the Bible ; and I did not want 
that, but my mother’s letter, I lay for some 
time, and at last determined to call some 
one. One of my messmates came at tbe 
call. I asked him to get a lantern and to 
go to my trunk and get a Bible with a let- 
in it. ‘ Oh 1’ said he, with a sneer, 1 now 
you’re sick you begin to be a coward ; what 
do you want with that book ?’ • I don’t 
want that book, but tbe letter in it,’ I re
plied. In a few minutes he brought a Ian 
tern, opened the trunk, and banded me the 
Bible and letter. He then left the lantern 
on my bunk and went away. .1 sat up a 
little in the bed, and opened the sealed pack
age. The very first words that I caught 
brought tears to my eyes. They were my 
mother’s words,—My dear Son. I read the 
letter carefully from beginning to end. It 
was a mother’s prayer for the conversion of 
ber son. 1 had been miserable before, but 
those words made me more wretched than 
ever. I then begun tor the first time to 
feel remorse (or my sinfulness, and to have 
a fear and dread of judgment. I turned 
about in my bunk in agony which I cannot 
describe. 1 had been told that I could not 
live, and now I was afraid to die. What 
could 1 do ? I began to pray. This was 
what I always bad a horror of before ; but 
I was forced to come to it at last. 1 prayed 
to God to let me get well again, and made 
a solemn promise to him, on my bed, that if 
be would only raise me up, I would reform 
my life. Ttie burden of my sin almost 
crushed me. Even if I had not been sick, 
it seemed as if 1 had died of these, 
tinued to pray ; and when it was exprete 
that I should die, 1 was still alive ; and 
kept alive, and instead ol growing worse, 1 
grew better. Tbe Doctor told me then that 
1 had a narrow escape, and that I bad been 
lying at death’s door. As I got belter, I 
got more and more comfort. Tbe light 
gradually dawned upon my dare soul, and 
us darkness was dispelled. At last one day 
there came a sudden joy—a sweet peace— 
that wrapped me round like sunshine. My 
heart was happy, and while I was wonder
ing what it was, the mercy of Christ was 
made known unto me. 1 felt the csnscious- 
ness that my sins were pardoned. I began 
to be stirred with a new fife. Whereas, be
fore I hated my home, now my heart yearn
ed towards it. My mother—Oh ! I wanted 
to see her, and to put my arms around her 
neck. 1 wanted to tell her that 1 had read 
her latter, and what l had found in it. And 
my brothers and sister» !—I had no more de- 
»ire to be separated trom them ; but with my 
whole soul 1 longed to see them, and to tell 
them that 1 bad found the Saviour. My 
joy continued ; and I told my shipmates of 

Some of them laughed at me ; but I 
did’nt care for that ; 1 knew in whom I be
lieved. At last we came into port ; it was 
on a Saturday morning. On tbe next day 
1 found tbe Mariner’s Chapel ; and, my kind 
friends, 1 have been here ever since. I am 
happy to be here, and can only thank God 
that fie has led me to himselt, and has led 
me to you in so wonderlul a way. 1 am 

airing here to go home and see my aged 
mother. She is very near the grave, and I 
want to throw myself upon her neck belore 
she dies, and thank #her, and thank God for 
her prayers for a wayward sou.

ness which tbe .worldly, unchastened heart Thp flnilt nnri Rpaptinn nf Talo 
never conceived. The bright, fresh flowers 1116 UQ1U aDÛ tteaCU0D 01 lal6- 
with which she has decorated her room, the bearing <Uld Backsliding.
apartment where her infant died, are memen- c t .
toes of the far brighter hopes now dawning S°T °f lh\P ' , Pjofoundest
on her d»v dream She thinks of the Prortrto ar* «bot from God’s quiver

one ininns ot the glory against (he ain of Zander. Take, for exon her day dream, 
and beauty of the new Jerusalem, where 
the little foot will never And a thorn among
the flowers, to render a shoe necessary.__
Nor will a pillow be wanted for the dear 
head reposing on the breast of a kind Sa
vior. And she knows her infant is there in 
that gorld of eternal bliss.

She has marked one passage in that book, 
to her emphatically the Word of Life, now 
lying closed on the toilet table, which she 
daily reads : “ Suffer little children to come 
unto me, for of such is the kingdom of hea
ven.’’—Good News.

The Consoler.

ample, in one bundle, the passage in the 
-fith chapter of the Book of Proverb», from 
the 18th verse to tbe close :—“ As a mad
man, who casteth firebands, arrow* and 
death, ?o 1» the man that deceived! his 
neighbor, and sailh. Am not 1 in «port ? 
Where no wood is, (here the fire goeth out ; 
so, where there is no tale-bearer, tbe strife 
ceaseth. As coals are to burning coala, and 
wood to fire, so is a contentious man tp kin
dle strife. The words of a tale-bearer are 
as wounds, and they go down into the inner
most parts of the belly. Burning lips and 
a wicked heart are like a potsherd covered 
with silver dross. He that hateth, dieeem- 
bleth with his lips, and layeth up deceit 
with him. When he speaketh fair believe 
him not ; for there are seven abominations 
in his heart. Whose hatred is covered by

The Sympathy of Jesus.
When two persons meet who are able to 

recount similar necessities—and tbe same
bufferings of Satan, O, what mutual disclo-_________ _____ _______________________
sures take place 1 what trustful communica- deceit, his wickedness shall be showed be- 
tiveness what tender sympathy is then j fore tbe whole congregation. Whoso dig- 
manifest ! Then one soul gushes out ard j geth a pit, shall fall therein ; and be that 
flows over into the other, and time steals j rolleth a stone, it will return upon him. 
rapidly on. But on the other band, toward . A lying tongue hateth those that are afllict- 
one who knows not our needs by experience, i ed by it, and a flattering mouth worketh 

dumb, reserved, and take no plea- | ruin, "we are
sure in communicating, because we fear that 
he will be able neither to understand nor 
sympathize with us.

So, indeed, would we have kept farther 
away from our heavenly Friend, had he not 
become our companion in tribulation. But 
now the thought is exceedingly refreshing, 
that he himself was tempted in all points 
like as we—and knows tbe bitterest anguish 
of our soul from his own experience. Now, 
even though no fellow-man understands us, 
ah ! still we know there is yet one Friend 
at hand to whom we need but lisp a word of 
our affaire and concerns, and he at once 
comprehends all we feel. His experience 
reaches down into the thickest nights of the 
soul—into the most frightful depths of in
ward sufferings or conflicts.

Under no juniper-tres canst thou sit 
which has not overshadowed him ; no thorn 
can wound thee from which his heart has 
not bled ; no fiery dart can hit thee, which 
has not been shot at his sacred head. He 
can indeed have compassion. Yes, only be
lieve it dear soul ; as often as thou liest in 
the furnace, over thee the eyes of the watch
ful Refiner melt in tears—and a great, holy, 
mother-heart bleeds for thee in sympathy 
from heaven.—Krummacher's Select Dis
courses.

The Empty Cradle.

[toad! preparations to ship at Liverpool. 
lust Fiore I started, which was about the 

of last December, my mother gave am

The death of a little child is to the mo
ther’s heart like tbe dew on a plant from 
which a bud has Just perished. The plant 
lefts up its head in freshened ^eenness to 
iha morning light; so the mothers soul 
gathers Irom the dark sorrow which she has 
passad, a fresh brightening of her heavenly 
hopes.

As she bends over the empty cradle, and 
fancy brings her sweet infant btlore her, a 
ray of divine light is on the cherub face.— 
It is her son still, but with the seal of im
mortality on his brow. She leels that Hea
ven was the only atmosphere where her 
precious flower could unfold without spot or 
blemish, and she would not recall the lost. 
But tbe anniversary of his departure seems 
to bring his spiritual presence near her.— 
She indulges in that tender grief which 
soothes, like an opiate in pain, all hard pas
sages and cares «in life. The world to her 
is do longer filled with human love and 

in the fi

A Woman’s-True Life.
To most women how rarely occurs the 

opportunity of accomplishing great things, 
and making great conquests, as the on-look
ing world estimates greatness. Bat in 
every relation of life, and in almost every 
day s and hour's experience, there are laid 
in her pathway little crosses to take up and 
bear, little lessons to learn of patience and 
forbearance, little sacrifices which may seem 
as nothing to the looker-on, but which from 
peculiarity of temperament may in reality 
be costly ones ; little victories over nameless 
developmentsjof selfishness ; the culture of 
many a little hope and feeling and principle, 
and suppression of many desires, repinings 
or exactions, which make the feeble woman 
sometimes greater n‘nd stronger, in the eyes 
of Him who looks into the soul's innermost 
recesses, than the mighty man who lakes a 
city.

To the most of women, the great warfare 
of this probationary life must be a warfare 
known best by its results—tbe enemies they 

'ould vanquish meet them in the little hid- 
nooksof every-day life, and the victories 

|jiey gain in the warfare are recorded not 
on the scroll of earthly fame, but by watch
ing angels in God’s book on high.

Then how greatly important is each day's 
result in this discipline of domestic fife, if 
here it is we are to achieve holy victories 
and then to receive the plaudit, “ Well 
done !”—or at the last to find inscribed upon 
our course, “ Defeat—failure—irretrievable 
loss.”

What we owe to Christianity.
The late eminent English Judge, Sir 

James Allen Park, once said at a meeting : 
“ We live in the midst of blessings till we 
are utterly insensible of their greainess, and 
the source from whence they flow ; we 
speak of our civilization, our arts, our free
dom, our laws, and forget entirely how large 
a share is due to Christianity. Blot Chris
tianity out of man’s history, and what 
would his laws have been, what his civiliza
tion ? Christianity is mixed up with our 
very being and our very life. There is not 
a familiar object around you which does not 
wear a different aspect, because the light of 
Christian lore is on it—not a law which 
does not owe its truth and gentlenAs to 
Christianity—not a custom which can not 
be traced in all its holy end healthful parts 
to the Gospel.”

How to Hear the Gospel
Rowland Hill paid a visit to an old 

friend a few years before his death, who 
said to him, “ Mr. Hill, it is just sixty-five 
years since 1 heard you preach, and I re
member your text and part of your sermon. 
You told us that some people were very 
squeamish about the delivery ol different 
ministers who preached tbe same gospel.— 
You sa:d, •• Suppose you were attending to 
bear a will read, where you expected a 
legacy left you, would you employ the 
time in criticising the manner in which 
the lawyer read it ? No, you would not ; 
you would be giving all ear to hear if 
anything was left to you, and how much 
it was. That is tbe way I would advise 
you to hear the Gospel.’ ”

Good advice,—well worth remembering 
sixty five years !

Spiritual Death.—Strange as it may 
sound, how many a man has followed him
self to his own grave 1 He is no mourner— 
would he were, lor then there might be still 
hope—but be is an assister at tbe grave of 
his own better hopes and holier 
all in which tbe true life ol bis 
ed, which is all dead and

The wickedness and mischief here so pun- 
gently described, spring very much from 
simply listening to scandal and then repeat' 
ing it. « A wicked doer giveth heed to 
false lips, and a liar giveth ear to a naughty 
tongue.” N ext after this extraordinary deli 
nftion of a wicked doer and a liar, one of 
the prdoundest, pitbiest, and most compre
hensive proverbial truths is this, that a lying 
tongue hateth those that are afilicted by it.— 
Let a man set a lie agoing against his neigh
bor, or Iqf him take up such a lie and en 
dorse it, and the more it injures hie neighbor 
tbe more cruelly and causelessly it maligns 
and tortures him, the more will the man 
committing this injury hate him that en 
dures it Let any person launch a calumny, 
or freight it when launched, and he will be
gin forthwith to hate the slandered man, 
especially if he knows the story to be untrue 
and very injurious- In proportion as the 
mi chiet injures his neighbor, the slanderer 
will bale him. Slander baa this pre-emi
nence over every other form of malice and 
wickedness ; it kindles a deeper fire of de
pravity and malignity in tbe soul of the liar.

And if his neighbor, thus cruelly slander 
ed and wounded, take* up tbe calumny and 
pursues it, the slanderer will begin to think 
himself injured by such pesait, will reeent 
the defence as a personal violence, end may 
perhaps accuse the slandered- man of abuse 
and malice and bitterness, because be pro
nounces the calumny a calumny, and 
seeks and produces the evidence to -prove 
it such. A man who belore was per
fectly friendly to another, may become his 
enemy, just simply by injuring him, may 
deg in to hate him, just because he has done 
him wrong. This is one of the dread mys
teries of depravity in our fallen nature, one 
ol the proofs of a heart indeed set on fire of 
helL And tbe mischief that the slanderer 
thus inflicts upon his own character, as well 
as the misery lie may cause to the slandered 
man, is one of the reasons why God’s wrath 
is made to burn with such intensity against 
this sin.

The code of law in the Old Testament, 
add of love in the New, is marked in this 
respect. One of %ie greatest proofs of 
high civilization and purity in any country 
is the worth of reputation, and the care with 
which, by law -and religion, a man’s charac
ter is protected from assault. God put in 
His dtcalogue, Thou shall not bear false 
witness against thy neighbor. And He 
added, “ If a false witness rise up against 
any man, to testify against him that which 
is wrong; then both the men, between whom 
the controversy is, shall stand before the 
Lord, before the priests and tbe judges 
which shall be in those days, and the judges 
shall make diligent inquisition, and, behold, 
if the witness be a false witness, and hath 
testified falsely against his brother, then 
shall ye do unto him, as he sooght to have 
done unto his brother; and those that re- 
maims),all hear and fear, and shall hence 
forth commit no more any such evil among 
you.”

Hearsay could never be alledged in ex
cuse for propagation or hearing witness to a 
calumny. Neither was one witness alone 
sutocient, much less a pretended witness who 
bad only caught up the reverberation of the 
other’s report. It was set down by divine 
inspiration as one mark of a truly upright 
and good man, that he not only backbiteth 
not with his tongue nor doeth evil to his 
neighbor, but taleth not a reproach against 
his neighbor. He receiveth it not, he does 
not endorse it, nor bring it into his habita
tion as a guest. He will not stoop to take 
it up, if he meets it in the street ; he will 
cot be guilty of taking it up, in the sense of 
spreading it, reporting it, as a hearsay which 
be believes.

And if he sets his band in writing, or in 
print, along with others, to a reproach thus 
wickedly got up, it is as an unrighteous 
witness, much more deliberately, and there
fore much more sinfully, with much greater 
guilt, both in the sight of God and man, 
than if he had merely given to the calumny 
a circulation with the tongue. No lan
guage can tell the misery that may be in
flicted on an innocent and harmless victim 
in either way. How many households have 
been filled with misery and mourning all 
through fife, how many hearts crushed with 
irremediable ruin and anguish, how many 
fair prospects blighted, and hopes of useful
ness and happiness destroyed. And the 
author and reporter of the calumny is him
self the assassin of the character, and the 
robber and the murderer of the slandered 
victim of his wickedness. Every pain the 
slandered man has to bear, every sharp 
pang, that enters into his soul, the slanderer 
gives to stab. Every pecuniary loss that 
ensues, the slanderer is tbe highway robber ; 
and as death is sometimes tbe result of a ca
lumny, the slanderer in that case is the mur
derer.

It was a dark and stormy night. The 
missionary’s horse was tired, and he was
wet and weary. For some time he had j they now ? They have retired fr m active 
looked in vain for a cheering light in the t.fe. Thvy have' rclired t0 tb,, grave._ 
lonely woods. At length he saw a faint We have to congratulate ourselv s upon a 
glimmer through the trees. It came from a greal work. j!ut let Qs this—let
small log cottage. It did not promise much, us acknowledge it with candor—hat they 
but the missionary was gkd of any shelter. ;n truth apd in reality laid the four dation of 
But, when he had fa-tened his horse, and this work—and that we are reapin - the bar- 
gone into tbe cabin, he thought he had never rest. My Lord, allow me to say .me thing, 
seen so wretched a p ace. It was cold and It j9 this—that we are not only doing work, 
dirty, and almost will,out furniture of any but we are making* work. Look at that 
sort in a corner of ;he room was a ragged glorious evangelist and traveller, Dr. Liv- 
bed, on which lay a pale little girl. Ihe mgstone. Dr. Livingstone was a .rood Mis- 
missionary pitied her, and drew near to the sionary. Dr. Livingstone did goo<l work in 
bed. He saw that the little girl s face was tbe Cape Colony. Dr. Livingstone iostruc- 
pale, and her hands thin. She was very ill, ted the natives around him. D:. Living- 
and a1great sufferer ; yet the poor little thing st0ne, wherever he happens to he in the 
was not impatient. She smiled with a order of God’s providence, must be one of 
Wile that showed peace was in her heart, God’s nobility. He is a great mat—a man 
while her body was suffering with disease. 0f extraordinary energy and extraordinary 
From under her pillow peeped a little book. p0Wer. My Lord, in the Missionary field 
It was the New Testament. ^ Some agent Dr. Livingstone did good service, hut in his 
from tbe Bible Society had dropped it in 1 travels he has cut out work enough for the 
that desolate place. The missionary asked Christian Church for a century to come.— 
the little girl—“ Can you read this book ?” | And this, if I mistake not, is the natural 

A es, sir. “Can you understand it: progress to events. The Report adverted 
“ A great deal of it, sir; I see there bow j t0 l„dia. Why, you might have kept out 
Jesul Christ came injojhe world to save 0f India if you had chosen to do o. But

you have had to enter into these complicated 
affairs.

sinners. He said, * Suffer little children 
to come unto mo, and forbid them not ; 
for of such is tbe kingdom of heaven.’ And 
when 1 think of ti nt, I am happy. And in 
the dark night, wh, n Î lie here, and cannot 
sleep for pain, I tbinl ot my Saviour and 
heaven, and he sei .ns j be saying, ‘ Suffer 
that little child to < a. up to me, and forbid 
her not.’ I am so :i -oing to be with him 
forever.” Thus that gift brought peace to 
the heart ol the f or little sick girl—that 
peace which Jesus promised to his disciples 
when he said, “ P- ce 1 leave with you, my 
peace I give unto you.” John xiv. 17.— 
Bible Society Record.

Scripture Illustrations,
“ And when h« putteth forth his own 

sheep, he goeth belore them, and the sheep 
follow ; for they know his voice. And a 
stranger will they not follow, but will ilee 
from him ; for they know not the voice of 
strangers.” John x, 4, 5.

“ Fifteen minutes after, wé passed ano 
ther fountain, called ’Ain Hil-Jerabek, • the 
Fountain of the opening of the knapsack.’ 
This, it appears trom the name, which is 
not uncommon in these mountains, a favorite 
resort of the shepherds, who are great 
epicures of water. They here collect their 
flocks in the heat of the day, and opening 
their scrips, in which each one carries his 
humble fare, they eat their meals wtih a re
lish, which those only can realize, who 
breathe the pure mountain air, and are 
braced by vigorous exorcise. Often in my 
wanderings have I sat beside tb* bubbling 
fountain, in the midst of these simple and 
wild-looking shepherds of Antilibanus. I 
have seen their flocks gather round them, in 
one dense mass ; end I have been not a lit
tle astonished and pleased to observe thdt 
this mingling creates rio confusion. Each 
shepherd, when he has finished his repast, 
or when the time of rest is over, rises from 
his place, and walks -readily away, calling 
his sheep or goals, ,.nd immediately his own 
flock separate themselves from the throng 
and follow him. Hit companions do so 
too, and each flock follows its own shep
herd.’’—Rev. T. L Porter.

Religious intelligente.

The Corruptions of the Heaet.— 
It is much easier to pull up weeds oat of a 
garden, than one corruption out- of the 
heart ; and to procure • hundred flowers to 
adorn a"
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The Rev. Dr. Dixon, who was greeted 
with bursts of applause, which were repeat
ed and prolonged for some moments, and 
who was much moved by the cordiality of 
his reception, said,—My Lord, the task de
volved upon me would, under any circum
stances, be sufficiently cifficult, but the mani
festation of so much kindness and love quite 
unmans me. Ijlrust you will forgive the emo
tion l cannot but feel—and that you will 
extend to me your forbearance during the 
few broken observations I may be able to 
address to the meeting I have no difficulty 
at all in seconding t1 e Resolution of nip 
dear friend, Dr. II in' :h, for the adoption 
of the Report. it g :ly considered, my 
Lord, that Report i- a very wonderful docu
ment. What dors it contain ? Not only 
the area of Missionary exertions, Missionary 
stations, and Miss unary triumphs, but it 
contains also tbe d . el pment of religion it
self in its genome characteristics. We 
have here revivals of tbe work of God. 
We have the coot, rsion of numerous souls 
to Christ. We have the budding of intelli
gence, and though;, and genius. We have 
native converts, who have just emerged 
from barbarism and cannibalism, beginning 
to preach “the unsearchable riches of Christ,’’ 
and who, standing in the midst of their coun- 
trymeeiéiheir beautiful islands,are strangely 
proclaUg the love ol God, and the salva
tion of Christ. W hy, my Lord, this warm 
picture Is enough to riir the depths of every 
Christian heart, and I should be ashamed 
of myself.if I could meditate for a moment 
upon this intelligence from Feejee without 
deep Christian sympathy—in this work of 
God. My Lord, this is a very strange Re
port after the lapse of so short a time—after 
so few years of work ; but I think we Metho
dist people—1 know not whether owing to 
our creed or our character—are often a 
little impatient. We expect great results 
without much labour. Now, my Lord, it 
strikes me chat this great meeting must be 
well satisfied with the Report which has 
been made, that after only, some fourteen or 
fifteen years’ labour, these blessed and beau
tiful results are attained. But let u$ guard 
ourselves against one possible deception.— 
Let us guard against the idea that this work 
is our work. We come together, we see 
each other—at any rate some ol you see 
each other ; this is to you a jubilant meet
ing ; you congratulate one another ; and, 
in tbe exuberance ol yifcr imaginations, you 
perhaps think that this work which is re
ported is your work, and you say, “ What 
glorious Christians—whet glorious Métho
diste—we ere to beabk^t^ri|iirt sach re-

have been other minds at work preparing! part, to recognise the past, and endeavour to 
the soil, and moreover sowing ti e seed.— improve it. I think it is time a!-o lor me 
Many of those friends I used to meet ; many , to conclude. But I leel a very great inti r- 
of them 1 used to work with ; but where are i est in the Indian question. In my humble

apprehension we are very mueh connected 
with India. Now, supposing you leave In- 
India in its idolatry. Very well. Then 
you leave the whole eastern world in its 
idolatry. Supposing you bring India into the 
light of the Gospel, and of civilisation, and 
into the enjoyment ot such freedom ns that 
Which you are able to possess and enjoy.— 
Supposing you make them British ; sup; os- 
ing you transport old England to the plains 
of Bengal; supposing you impress the E g- 
fish mind, and the English character, and 
English literature, and English science, and 
English jurisprudence, and English politics, 
and English religion, upon the millions of 
India ; supposing you do all that, then you 
have gained not on y a great conquest on 
the soil, but, as I thinl.,—your military com
manders talk about a basis of operations — 
you will have a baris ol Chri.-tinn opera
tions for China ami everywhere. Thai is 
one great point. And, my Lord, I think 
my friends the Secretaries,—old Irieml» of 
mine, who know I have no very bad mean
ing in me,—my triends, the secretaries, will 
permit me to remark, that 1 think our nl- 
iairs have come to such a point as to admit 
of a very considerable augmentation in our 
exertions for India, and especially lor China.
I find, my Lord, that your glorious country
man, Sir Colin Campbell,—I find that S r 
Colin, before he «Hacked Lucknow, took 
care to dispose of lie rebels lying up and 
down, the outposts, the smaller forces. Ilo 
heat them, as you know, a; Cawnpore, an i 
his lieutenants beat them I know not at how 
many places beside. Well, ns soon us these 
outposts were conquered, and these suburban 
relÿls were subdued, what did Sir Colin do ? 
Why, he marched his forces to Lucknow 
and soon disposed of that city. That is 
just what be did. Somehow or other wo 
have been led in times past to conquer out
posts. This is wl,a( ivj have been doing,— 
and we have done it pretty well. I beg to 
remind you that now the United Stares is 
occupied,—that the American Colonies be
longing to the Crown of England arc pretty 
well occupied and pretty well manned,-that 
our West India Islands are also pretty well 
occupied and evangelized,—that the new 
world, Australia, is pretty well occupied,— 
and that those groups of islands in llie 
Pacific are pretty well occupied,—and I am 
thankful to hear, from the Report of to-day, 
that,— I know not how many—some two 
hundred or three hundred young evangelists 
are springing up out ol that great work 
which has been wrought, who we are led to 
expect will be able in a great degree to bo 
self-sustaining, and cot only self-sustaining, 
but will become evangelists to other places. 
Well, then, you have cleared the way. You 
have little to do in Canada and the Colonies 
there—you have little to do in the West 
Indies—you have little to do in Australia— 
you have little to do in the l’ac lic Ocean.
But you have a great deal to do in Africa 
—you have a great deal to do in India—and 
I would recommend your Generalissimo at 
tbe Mission House just now to concentrate 
his forces and march on India. 1 think, in 
the order of Providence, wc art* called upon 
to do this. It is a shame that we have 
done so little in India. Fur ray own purl,
1 accept, with my own understanding of the 
matter,—I accept the remark of Lord Ellen- 
borough, that Christianity has been the dis
turbing element. I think that it h is hern 
so, and that it ought to be so We are 
labouring under a very great error if we 
suppose that we can introduce such a system 
as Christianity into the midst of such sys
tems as Mohammedanism and Brahmim ni 
without producing disturbances, l'uu are 
sure to ptodoce them. You ought to pro
duce them. Have you not to level ti es- 
monstrous systems to the ground, and will 
hey shake gently and mcelf down just to

Had Christianity been qui t, I sup 
pcse the India Board would have b en quiet 
enough too. Had you kept David Brown 
and Dr. Buchanan, and Henry Mnriyn, and 
Dr. Carey, and Dr. Marshman, and Ward 
at home—had you also preserved -dencc— 
(I think it wa« about tbe year 1800 the 
question arose on the introduction of Chris
tianity into India)—you need not h ive been 
bound up in these complicated affairs, and 
have had to use your ingenuity an 1 genius 
and political sagacity and foresight on tbe 
Indian question. Your work is creating for 
you great difficulties, and you have to meet 
them,—you have to battle with them—you 
have to enter the fields of debate and the 
fields of controversy—and I ventur- to pre 
diet that this Indian question wii engage 
your best talent for a great many years to 
come. But permit me to remark, my Lord 
that I think there is one great advantage on 
the aide of our Missionary friends, our Mis. 
sionary Society, and that is that we really 
have not to settle political questions,—wc 
have not to settle whether the old Govern 
ment is the best or whether the n-’w Gov
ernment will possibly be the best. We have 
not to vindicate the old Company. With 
your permission, my Lord, 1 will venture 
to say that it has been the most successful 
Government that has ever exist'd, as 
think, in history,—and something is due to 
a body ol men who have conducted 
a greal affair with such talent and ability 
as to secure for this country one of the most 
anomalous things that ever existed—the 
possession of an empire, the largest that 
ever fell beneath the shadow of the Grown, 
Well, we have nothing to do with that—but 
l think, my Lord, that my friends around 
me will pardon me if I venture upon speak' 
ing a word for old men and old institutions. 
There is another point I think a part of 
the British public has done some injustice to 
the English part of our Indian population. 
Why, we have seen in the riewsnaiiers and 
writings and speeches that our dtrymen 
officers, and soldiers, and civilians,—have 
all been deeply tainted with immorality, and 
sin, and crime of every sort; and our young 
subalterns have been represented as boyish 
dandies, lolling in the sunshine of the East 
enjoying its luxuries, and caring nothing 
about its duties, and all that My Lord, lei 
us guard against an injustice. I -ay this, 
there have been many Christians in India 
Taking the English population of Indians 
the datum of calculation, there ha ,e been 
more real sound hearted Chri tian- in that 
country than in England. And so with re
spect to the greatest ornaments of ti e Chris
tian Church,—both in your Cbu ch, my 
Lord, and in the Church ol England and 
moreover in our Church,—some of the 
greatest ornaments which have graced Chris 
tianity have been converted in India. Why, 
thirty qr fotly years ago, we used to have 
on our platform one, or two, or three retired 
Indian gentlemen or officers, advocating 
most intelligently and gloriously tlm inter 
ests of Christianity in the East. My Lord, 
let us do justice to everybody. 11 is not 
true that our countrymen in the E 1st have 
been so bad as some party writers have re
presented them to be. Will you tell me, 
that the glorious men who met the Revolt, 
who have fought your battles, who l ave ex. 
ercised the highest, the widest, ta! nt and 
capacity which were ever developed in the 
history of the human race,—will you tell 
me that such men as Sir Henry Lnwrence, 
and Sir John Lawrence and General Ed
wards, and the rest and not amongst tbe 
least, the glorious Havelock, have been 
cradled in ease and voluptuousne-s, and I 
know not what kind of vices ? My Lord, 
great intellect, great moral force,great char
acter, never sprang from the depibs ot de
pravity. And when I see these gr- at char
acters standing upon the theatre ol affairs, 
at a very awiul and interesting crisis, and 
exhibiting those fine features, I must be 
permitted to demur to slanders which have 
been cast upon our British people in tbe 
East. But there is another question aa to 
Christianity. 1 find that spécial pleaders, 
when they want to make out a case, take 
just as much as suits their point, and wisely 
repudiate everything eke—potting it aside 
with great adroitness, in order to secure tbe 
triumph of their argument. Now, tbe ad
vocates of the Christian cause in India want 
us to use our utmost ability and power to 
promote religion in that country. .They 
have the right to ask us to do so. But I 
think it would be quite as well for them to 
give credit to the men who have gone be
fore, and to give glory to God for the work 
which has been wrought. My Lord, there 
is good in India. There is more good 
in India than wo are perhaps wil
ling to admit just at present for our ar
gument's sake. But has not the Bible been 
largely circulated in India? Have you not 
Been preaching the Gospel, as we have 
been told, at tbe gates of temples, in the 
llreets and cities, on tbe wayside, and 
everywhere you chose? And have you not 
established even Christian schools up and 
down tbe country as yon had the means and 
theoppoctei^ of —

spare your nerves/1 They will do no such 
thing. They will fall. We have heard the 
crash, and my own idea, my Lord, a that 
the wonderful events that have taken place 
in India are for the furtherance of the Gos
pel. These are things that can only he 
done in judgment When you have a mur
derer to deal with, you must hang him.— 
Justice requires it. And the God of all 
truth, justice, and love, is a just God, and if 
evil things refuse to yield to the truth and 
to the tender mercies of our Christianity, 
they must be made to yield to the sovereign 
will of God who reigns in the universe.— 
He has, in my bumble opinion, struck down 
these monstrous systems by a blow that lias 
reverberated to ourselves. And now, we, 
on our part, have a great task to perform. 
Will all Christian churches come up to their 
duty? Will they come to their duty ?— 
That is the question. We want a good 
many great men. We want a good many 
Dr. Duffs. We want men of some calibre 
in the East Well, tbe point is, that the 
Lord, who is the author of human existence, 
and the author of religion, can easily bring 
up from the depths of humanity suitable 
agents, and he will do it if my friends at 
the Mission House will be very faithful to 
their trust. 1 have remembered, my Lord, 
on One or two occasions, to address myseil 
to the younger men of our Connexion, and 

would now say to our young men, es
pecially the clerics—1 would say to them 
now, “ Study India." I don’t mean study 
it like schoolboys, in elegant extracts and 
things of that sort, bat study it deeply, and 
study it thoroughly, and don’t be afraid of 
its history and its politics. Look at the 
whole of the Indian question. Try it, 
master it, for somebody in our Connexion 
as well as throughout England will have to 
do great service for India. Let my young
er friends around me determine to support 
this great and glorious cause as long as they 
live. And if you will permit me, my Lord, 
in my closing observation to say a word for 
their encourgement, I must declare that tbe 
very greatest pleasure, the very greatest ex
citement—and I like to be excited—life very 
greatest measure of enthusiasm that ever 
glowed within my heart, and, if I have ever 
had any very tender, and very direct, and 
very ardent friendships—they Lave all stood 
connected with this Missionary Work. It is 
the glory of the age* 'It is the glory of the 
world. It is great in itself. Its interests 
are profound and mighty. There are things 
which eootein in themselves the elements

d n n d

-(

«I

If

II
\ 1;


