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lence; and thence aYisz dim convictions of an
wwiul future—of the necd of a Siviour——and of a
woal force, forcign to mysclf to chanye me,
and wake mo good.  How these are to be supplied
1 know not; but let them be nnnounced, and I
find they st me ; and os Iapply them,am con-
vinced of their veracity.

Now, to anrounce the great doctrines of the fall
of man—salvation provided in the atonement of

, Jesus—renovation by -the Holy Spint—tnmortal

exigtence in misery or happiness; are to my af.
flicted nature, what sounds of harmony are to
correct ear: the moral instincts of my natme hml
them, and zally round them. wnd entertam the
conviction of their divine veracity, inasmuch as
they sound the depths of my miserable being—-
bringto the surface obscuro thoughts wiich |
thought too bold to cherish; and, at the samie
time, carry me beyond myself into a region so
calm, 80 purc, 80 blessed, so sublime, to an ac-
quaintance with doctrines so necessary, yet so
profound,.so utterly beyond the range of human
thinking, and yet so true to my capacity when
announced, that I know not how I can do without
them ; or, bow it would be possible for me to re-
jectthem. Théy are so true, so good, s0 noble, so
congenial to me, as guilty, depraved, undone.
With a nature that shrinks from annihilation ;
nay, from the pause of death iteclf, how congenial
is the doctrine of immottality., There is much in
the decay of avtumn—renovation of spring: in
the influence’ of -every prior stage in personal or
social listory on that which -is to succeed, and in
the very general conviction of mankind, to dispose
me to the reception of the doctrine when an-
imated. It is botha large ficld .in whose bosom
& Jodged the precions sced of harvest, waiting for
Ahe genial warmth of spring, till its zephirs
blow all appears barren, disorganized, yet in the
ten thousand grains buricd; there lies the germ of
life, at length she pays her welcome visit, and
under heratep all swells into distinctness and living
green. So the gospel wafts jis genial spirit over
our souls, and all heaves with immortal wishes.
“This explains the great fact that such splendid
endowmeats of intellect, and moral fecling as are
&omumion to man, were given for some other pur-
pose than to waste the fingrance on the desert 2ir
of: the wildemess. Why framo such an appara-
tui 10 enable a man to make the point of a pent—
to throw a piece of wood, curiously formed, a-
méong a thousand threadst—~to measure cloth with
a wand t~—or follow a yoke of oxen all day, and
cry ¢ gesand haw 1”  The mind oppressad with
the thought that this is all of man, excliims, in all
t)qe bitterness of disappointment, ¢ Why hast thou
made all menin vain1” But 1clieved, elevated,
braced by the doctrine of immortality, he is re-
signed to occupy his place in the stern seminary
ol adversity. 1t is a achool to prove him fauhful
in that which is little, and to prepare him for much
yetin tescrve. Al this has about it the air of
truth ; and a candid mind embraces it as * a faith-
ful saying, and wonthy of all acceptation.” My
being,”” says-the disciple of Jesus, under the glow
of life and immoruality,” is not the bubble whose
rainbow tints delights the boy who has jnflated it
with his sosp-suds, s0on to burst, and pass into the

surrounding air.  The creation, large as it is, mag-
mficent as 1t is, is not cqual in grandeur and value
to my immoutal spirit,  Majestic the universe!
but can it think or feel, imagine or reason 1 Talk
to me of the suu: Le s not alive: heis but a dead
luminary after all.  But § am alive: I never was
dead: 1 never can die. I might, therefore, put
my foot upon that proud orb, and say, I am
greater than thow.”  The sun, with all his rays,
caunat write on flower or grass, or the broad page
of ocean, the name of his Malker—a child of seven
can: and is therein greater than the sun, ‘The
st cannot, from all his vast surface, utter an ar-
ticulate sound : he is dumb in his magnificence ;
but " out of the mouths of babes and sucklings,
‘Thou hast perfected praise.” The sun camiot
love one of the plimets which revolve round bis
ray: T can love all being, The sun shall perish;
but T have that within me that will never die,
Aud, if greater than the sun, I am greater than the
whole material universe. The universe may be
100 great now for the grasp of my intellect but
my mind, I find, can grow to grasp it.  The uni-
veise, in fact,isonly thenursery to the infunt soul;
and whether is greater, the nursery or the child 1
‘The universe you may call it what you please,
Lut you cannot call it one thing—you cannot call
it a spirit.  But I am a spirit, though a spirit dis-
guised ; an immortality, though an immortality
veiled ; a beam from the father of lig'ht, though a
beam that has gone astray 3 and may I vt there-
fore pradicate men of my own fallen nature, that
itis of more dignity, grandeur, and valuggthan the
whole material creation.”® But whence these
mughty thoughts of man and his destiny and
wiience that marvellous doctrine of the Son of
God's descent, to render his being holy and eters
nally blessed? What cye hath scen any thing
which would indicate this 2 what ear heard any
shing that could justify the assurance? and throigh
what mind of man uninspired, ever glowed this
maguificent conception—and yet it is among us a
matter of daily belief, a principle of practical in-
fluencet  Much casier would it be for us to be-
lieve that Paradise Lost is the preduction of half-
witted poor Juseph, orasthat the glorious truths of.
revelation are the annouacements of unaided rea-
son, when announced; yet their truth erd adaptation
arc as true to the discermnient of the tiniest minds
as to the soaring genius of Newton,

It declares I need an agency more powerful than
the might of passion. I feel I need it. O God
makethe experimentonme. lis reception by fuith
and love calins a soul long agitated with storm,
relieves a spint long held in chains of iniquity,
renders a weakling strong as Sampson, makesa
worm thrash the mountains, enables a cipher to
enter the hsts, and throw principalitics, thrones
and dominions, and clevates one who is of the
earth to communion wath the skics—* for we have
our conversation in heaven, whence we look for
the Saviour,” &e.  All these glorious effects may
be produced on a mund yet ignorant of the pro-
phetic and historical evidence, but well he knows
from internal evidence he hos entered the temple
of truth, and every first stew he has 1aken along
its aisles, every sound he has heard from its sacred

desk and every whisper which has lingered within

its vaulted roof, has added firmnves to hix convice
tion—*1f any man wilt do the will of ray Father,
he will know of my doctrine that it is of God,”
He has the witness in himself:

T'o relish food, and derive nourishment from it,
1t 1s not needlul that I should know the- history of
its progress ill it reached my lips, ‘Todiscern the
tewth of & discovery, it is not secéseary that I
should know its history from the moment of twi«
hght conception till it brightened into cértainty in
the mind of the discoverer j or showld know. its’
wanderings from the moment it became a recorded.
fact in science, till it made its appeal to my reason
for veception. Nor to be conviuced of its truth, ie
it necessary that I should know the géographieal
limits in which the oracles of God were uttered,
the age in which the utterer lived, or who the vt
terers were.  If they spake as moved by the Holy
Ghost, I have to do with what they said, not with
the men who said it. The light of a taper is light,
as well as the light of the sun at noon, It were,
however, folly of the most cgregious character, to
cry for the light of the taper to shew me 1he light
of the sun—Dbetter look at the sun himaelf, and thie
objects on which he throws his radiance. Should
a person insist on our proving to him that the sun
guve light, we would convince him by saying;
# Open your eyes, and behold it.” And wete any
one to ask us for the most convincing argument of
the {ruth of Christianity, we would say, % Opea
your mind to its contents.” ¢ To the Jaw and the
testimony, if they believe not this, it is -becauves
there is no Jight in them.** ¢ And if they belisve
not Mouscs and the prophets, neither would they‘
Lelieve if one rose front the dead.” The entrance
of thy won! giveth light?? illumines the wnders
standing, purifics the heart, diffuses joy and pesce
in believing, inspires bope in a future remote a8
eternity, ¢ Because I live, ye shall live alao,®

“ Go, sun, while mercy holds me up,

On nature’s awful waste,

To drink this last and bitter cup
Of grief, that man shall taste;

Go, till the night that hides thy face,

Thou saw’st the last of Adam’s sace
On carth’s sepulchral clod,

"The darkening universe defy

To quench his immortality,
Or shake his trust in God.”

Hrevivws and Shelches,

[FOR THE CARISTIAN OBSERVER:)
INSPIRATION OF THE SCRIPTURES.

The British and Foreign Bible Society
had advanced from its small beginnings,
whereit had been cherished in the prayers
as well as supported by the pence of God's
poor saints, to the position of a vast public
corporation, known and noticed by the
wealthy, the noble, and the . {Vbtt,
by the sale of life-memberships and THfe:
directorships for monsy; and what, by the
sycophiancy of its office-bearers, who thought

it a great matter to exhibit the patronagé



