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was half a million of natives professing
erence to the Duteh Reformed Church, 1:
a great deal about the prospects of
hyterianism, or the Reformed Church as
ught rather to be called ; and I think that
¢ arc wise, we should all encourage the
tendencies of which I sce traces both at |
eand in the Colonies ; the tendency to-
s union with those who have separated, |
the tendeney towards the idea of the -
prmed Church as wunderstood by Calvin
Enox. This last, corrects the dangers
he others, gives us our true historical po-:
n, and connects us not only with the,
byterianisi which has sprung from Seot-,
, but with the older branches on the
gnent of Burope. I saw lately a letter in
Canadian Presbyterian, about the injus-,
done to the Church of Scotland, in a-
Lyterian Almanac published in Ameriea,
what struck as still more blameworthy in |
publication, judging from the number of
hich I saw, was the omission from its|
of any account of the German, Duteh, |
other continental Reforined Churehes,
their branches in the new world. |
have writien so often about my own mat- |
that it is like an oldl story going over it
in, It cunsists of regular service in the
ich Church here tu a congregation made |
of Scotsmen and Dutch deseendants, and
casional service in the jungle to the cof-
planters. I like this last expedition very
h, were it not from the necessity of clos-
the church in Kaudy, or getting one of
elders to read a sermon. I send out no-
afew days before my visit, go out onj
Saturday to a distance of 20 or 30 niles, |
conduct service in some central bunga- |
among the hills, to a congregation of 26
Europeuans, who come riding up on the |
day morning, over mountain paths, astride |
Australian or South American  horses,
selves rigged out with top boots and
t hats to protect them from the sun.
ing the past year, we have had a clergy-
whose whole work lies among the plan-
; and all the white hands tell us that dur-
the past few years, there has been a very
religious improvement in the jungle,
Yours, very sincerely,

G. W. Srrorr.
v. Allan Pollok,
8t. Andrew’s Church, New Glasgow.
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CAPTAIN WILLIAM HARRISON.
JANUARY 21sT, 1860.

Fold the hands and close the evelids!
No more work for either here;

He at noon his toil has finished—
Summer corn in growing ear.

Furl the sail and drop the anchor,
_Say not wherefore, ask not how,

Nomore need of chart or compass! ,
He is safe in harbor now. t

Vor. VI.—No. 4. 8

Many a rough and stormy voyage
Ile has made aeross the sea,

Where the bruiad aud blue Atlantie
Surges on in majesty,

Till to him euch wave and billow
Home-like seemed as daisied sod

By some old familiar highway
Which the buy to school had trod.

Often when the angry tempest.,
Like the charge of coming foe,
Whistled through the yielding halyards
T'o the bailing waves helow—
When the brave ship tossed and trembled
On the wide sea’s stormy realm,
Ile with nerve that never ful ered,
Stood beside Ler guidiug helm.

And with brave heart rai<ed to heaven,
For the skill to dire and do;
Ile has conquered in the battle,
Borne the good ship bravddy through,
Till the storms beeame as playthings;
And so well he knew the way,
Memory put aside the log-bouk,
Where the roll of reckoning lay.

And when England’s ocean glory
Sunght one triwinph more to gain,
Climbing up the stecp of science,
High as tower ou Shivar’s plain,
First of all her noble sailors,
Drave on sea and firm on land,
She in faith and honor gave i
The ¢ Great Eastern” to coninand !

Hew his labor he aecomplished—

1Low the work she gave was done,
Needs nu poet’s line to blazon,

For the world was looking on !
Generous enterprise and courage

‘T'a the nuble task hie brought,
And his faith and perseverance

Cheered thein who the problemn wrougist,

Told the hands and eease from labor,
Droop the culars; suftly tread?
Wit have we to do with glory
When we stand beside the dead 3
e who ofien un the ocenn
Met and tiiumphed over death,
In the Sulent’s silcnt water
Yiclded to its cruel breath.

But a breeze upon the river—
But a plunge within the sea:
Speetre of the loucly valley,
What had thesce for such as he?
He the hero in the tempest,
Congueror over storm and tide,
Shall a land-breeze now appal him,
With his comrades at his side?

I1e is brave and wize in dwger;
Ald he counts but idle hoon;

Frosh in vigor, strang for Tabor—
Iis is but life’s summer noon.

Fagland needs his gallant service:
Sce the great ship anchored by}

Home and friends wnd scienee elaj him,
Tell us net that he must die.

Hush! the kindly heart is silent:
Al his work on earth isdonce:

11 has made his Latest voyage,
And the hardest port is won'!

Moored within & quiet haven,
Home beyond a stormy sea

e no more has fear of ship vreck,—
Anchored for cternity !

Halituc, Feb., 1860. AL X.



