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The Soldier of the Cross.
On, Soldier of the Cross—:but not to win 

A wreath terrestrial or an earthly crown ; 
Gird faster thy bright gospel armour on,

Nor heed man's April favour or his frown— 
His frown’s a shade that ever doth precede 
His wrath, which makes his brother's heart to 

bleed.

On, soldier, on—o'er earth the war’s begun, 
And in the air, in mighty phalanx join'd, 

Hell’s countless hosts invisible, are spread,
The sworn foes of God and man combined— 

Yet these, with ail their strong-leagued force, 
shall yield

To power divine, and, * vanquish’d, quit the 
field ! ’ i

On, soldier, on—Messiah’s standard bear
Where Satan and where sin have reign’d to 

death,
E’en there let grace triumphantly abound,

And joy, anil peace, and righteousness thro’ 
faith.

O'er all the world let heaven's broad banner 
wave—

Who died in Adam, Christ hath died to save.

On, soldier, then—thy soul like yonder stars— 
Shall shine, that blaze for other worlds on

high ;
‘■If many unto righteousness you turn,’

They, too, shall beam in heaven’s cloudless 
sky—

In yonder world of uncreated light,
When stars and suns shall all have sunk in 

night !

On, faithful soldier, on—thy brow shall wear 
A bright, a blood-bougbt, nevet-fading crown, 

A harp that has no string attuned to mourn ;
And in the heaven of heavens a throne,

When earthly thrones shall be dissolvedfor aye— 
Her harps have slept, and worlds have pass’d 

away 1 —C/m. News.

Prom the Wesleyan Methodist Magazine.

Dying “in the Harness.”
To die in the hornets (borrowing a figure,) 

or to be quickly transferred, from scenes of 
active labour here, to the higher and more 
glorious employments of the heavenly world, 
has been desired, in submission to the Di
vine will, by many eminent Christians ; and 
it is worthy of remark how many great 
and good men have been suddenly removed 
from the church militant to the church tri
umphant. Thus to quit this world, is said 
to have been the desire of John Fletcher, 
frequently and not inaptly designated “ the 
apostolic Vicar of Madely.” “ We cannot 
die," said he, “ until God calls for our lives ; 
and His time and way are the wisest and 
best. For myself, whenever I shall have 
numbered the days He may appoint, I shall 
deem it an additional honour and blessing, 
if He should appoint me to meet my death 
while I am engaged in the kind offices of 
humanity and mercy." His sudden removal 
was singularly coincident with such a wish ; 
he having conducted the service of the 
church, and administered the Lord’s supper 
to more than two hundred communicants, 
on the morning of the Sunday before that 
on which he died. Mr. Fletcher’s wish was 
in full accord with the sentiment of the im
mortal bard of Methodism :—

“ O that without a lingering groan 
1 may the welcome word receive ;

My body with my charge lay down,
A nd ceaee at once to work and live ! ** •

Matthew Henry, the commentator, preach
ed at Nantwich the day before he died.— 
Complaining of indisposition ho retired to 
bed. The next morning, about five o’clock, 
he was seized with appoplexy ; and after 
lying three hours speechless, with his eyes 
fixed, “ he fell asleep " in Jesus.

Dr. Chalmers had been engaged in the 
most active services connected with his 
church almost to the day preceding his death. 
On the evening of this day he was remarka
bly cheerful. “ I had seen him frequently," 
says Mr. Gemmell, “ at Fairlie, and in his 
most happy moods ; but I never saw him 
happier. Christian benevolence beamed 
from his countenance, sparkled in his eye, 
and played upon his lips." Immediately 
alter family prayers he withdrew, and, wav
ing his hand, said, “ A general good-night.” 
The next morning before eight o’clock, Pro
fessor M’Dougall, who lived in the house ad
joining, sent to inquire about a packet of 
papers which he had expected to receive at 
an earlier hour. “ The housekeeper, who 
had been long in the family, knocked at the 
door of Dr. Chaim*’6 room, but received no 

cludificConclu ; that he was asleep, andllflcth
unwilling to disturtfc'him, she waited till 

"let! willanother party callei 
she then entered ti 
ness ; she spoke 
At last she threw: 
and drew aside

i the root
—but the 
w«f* tlthem*

with a second message : 
room—it was in dark- 
tbere was no response, 

the window-shutters, 
ins of the bed. He

sat ther*phulf erect; bis head reclining 
gently on his pillow , the expression of his 
countenance that of fixed and majestic, re
pose. She took his hand—she touched his 
brow ; he had been dead for hours : very 
shortly after that parting salute to his family 
he had entered the eternal world.”

“ Hi« spirit with s bound 
Left Its encumbering clay ;

Ills tent at sunrise on the ground 
A darken'd ruin lay."

The Rev. Spencer Thornton, Vicar of 
Wendover, Bucks., died in the street. He 
was an eminently gtfcfl young man- When 
at Rugby Grammar school, the head-master 
(Dr. Arnold) said of him, “ I would stand to 
that man hat in hand." “ On Saturday 
morning, January 12th, 1850, he partook 
of an early breakfast, and started by the 
train from Hertford to return to Wendover 
ior his Sunday duties. He was accompa
nied by his uncle, (Mr. Abel Smith,) and 
seemed to be'in perfect health and spirits.— 
The day was intensely cold, and upon their 
arrival at the terminus he proceeded on foot 
to his destination, saying that he preferred 
the exercise to taking a conveyance. He 
had reached North-street, Finsbury, when 
he was observed to stagger and fall upon the 
pavement. He was conveyed into a house 
near. He drew one breath, and life was 
extinct. The spirit was with Jesus."

To these solemn examples, one more of 
recent occurrence, must be added. It is the 
sudden death of the Rev. J. G. Pike, author 
of “ Persuasives to Early Piety “ Conso
lations of Gospel Truth “ Christian Libe
rality f Ax., Ax. ; and who was forty-four

• It will st once be reeolleeted br the renders of this 
■sgnsme how runnrksbly such n wish was rssJised In 
the ludden deaths of Dr. Coke, Brnmwsll, Dr. Clarke, 
r*11*, Oi Bswton, end many ether distinguished psr- 
•on connected with the Wesleyan ministry.

years the successful Minister and Pastor of 
; the General Baptist church, Derby, On 
I Sunday September 3d, he preached as usual 
in the morning, and administered the Lord’s 

l Supper in the evening. On the morning of 
the following day he attended a monthly 
union-meeting of Ministers, and afterwards 
made several pastoral calls. In the after
noon he sat down to write some letters, and, 
while thus engaged, was arrested by the 
hand of death. He was found sitting at his 
study-table about half-past five o’clock, with 
his spectacles on, the pen grasped in his 
hand, and a letter that he had just begun 
lying before him : he appeared to have died 
without a struggle in the very act of writing. 
“ Both the position and Ihe employment," 
says the Derby Mercury, “ were singularly 
appropriate to the previous habits of this 
laborious servant of Christ. His wrtings 
were numerous, and have been extensively 
read in England and America, and other 
countries. He had acted as the zealous 
Secretary of the General Baptist Mission 
ary Society from its formation, and was also 
one of the Secretaries of the Derby and 
Derbyshire Auxiliary Bible Society." •

Most admonitory are numerous facts, al
most of daily occurrence around us. Some 
die in their sleep, and in the morning are 
found dead in their bed. The pale messen
ger of fate sometimes overtakes the travel
ler on his journey, and aims his dart at the 
passenger in the railway-carriage. Death 
recently entered the crowded court of justice, 
and presented his summons to the Judge up
on the bench, clothed in his official robes, 
when instantly he fell unconsciously into the 
arms of his friends, and in a few seconds 
breathed his last. The execution of the 
summons could not be suspended, in this 
case, till the close of the assize, however im
portant the business or heavy the calendar. 
All earthly engagements? however pressing, 
must he relinquished the instant death ap
proaches, Like time and tide, he will wait 
for no man- “ The Son of man is as a man 
taking a far journey, who leftliis house, and 
gave authority to his servants, and to every 
man his work, and commanded the porter 
to watch. Watch ye therefore: for ye 
know not when the Master of the house 
cometh, at even, or at midnight, or at the 
oockcrowing, or in the morning : lest, coming 
suddenly, He find you sleeping. And what 
I say unto you, I say unto all, Watch."— 
The time when, the place where, and the 
manner how, we shall leave this world, are 
wisely hid from us ; and the veil has, doubt
less been woven by the hand of mercy. But 
is there not an appointed time to man upon 
earth ?” “ No man can live well,” says Bun-
yan, “ unless he makes his dying day his 
company-keeper." “ If, as we have shown, 
(without including the numerous train of ac
cidents to which we are constantly liable, at 
home or abroad, by land or by sea,) the vital 
cord may, at any moment, be snapped thus 
unexpectedly, he is truly the wise man who 
is living in daily reference to death and eter
nity,—whose “ sole concern and single care 
it is to be fully prepared for what may await 
him at any step of life, that, when he fails 
on earth, he may obtain a glorious mansion 
in the skies.

What are the consequences of sudden 
death to a righteous man ? Doubtless, as 
commonly expressed, in such cases, sudden 
death is sudden glory. Death, in this form, 
is a quick passage from the shores of sorrow 
to the shores of joy,—a shorter route to the 
better land. There is, it II granted, some
thing awful in these abrupt departures from 
the scenes of time ; and to friends who are 
left behind they ore peculiarly distressing. 
Yet to a good man the transition is a myste
rious birth, which introduces him to a blessed 
life of eternal joy. Nor is even sudden 
death without its advantages. Much grief 
and pain to the departing are spared. To 
them there is no lingering look—no slowly- 
wasting sickness—frequently, no convulsive 
struggle. The usual concomitants of our 
dissolving earthly tabernacle are here dis
pensed with. Moreover, no time is afforded 
to the last enemy to suggest harassing doubts 
and unbelieving fears, to becloud the final 
hour, or to obscure the prospect of the land 
beyond the swelling flood of death.) There 
appears to be some approach to a transla
tion ; a mode of exit from earth granted to 
Enoch and Elijah, as a special dispensation 
of favour and honour. Thus, “ By faith 
Enoch was translated that he should not see 
death ; and was not found because God had 
translated him : for before his translation he 
had this testimony, that he pleased God." 
Little is recorded of Enoch in the Old Tes
tament, but enough to secure for his name 
imperishable renown :—* God took him,” 
says Matthew Henry, •' body and soul to 
Himself in the heavenly paradise, by the 
ministry of angels, as he afterwards took 
Elijah. Signal piety shall be crowned with 
signal honour." The latter Prophet was 
translated just after he had been talking 
with Elisha, instructing, encouraging, and 
directing him in his work, for the benefit of 
those whom he was leaving behind. The 
translation of Enoch and Elijah may be 
regarded as a type of the “ change ” which 
saints will undergo at the Saviour’s second 
coming. This change will be sudden in
deed. “ Behold, I show you a mystery," 
says St. Paul : “ we shall not all sleep, but 
we shall all be changed, in a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, at the last trump : for 
the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall 
be raised incorruptible, and we shall be 
changed.” Nothing so effectually smooths 
our passage to the tomb as the possession of 
high attainments in holiness,—“ the love of 
God, shed abroad in the heart by the Holy 
Ghost given unto us." Love, the element 
of celestial joy, secures an easy transition 
from earth to heaven

« Our route the change ihall roarcely know,
Made perfect first in lore :

With ease our souls through death shall glide 
Into their paradise ;

And thence, on wings ef angels, ride 
Triumphant through the skies.”

Marked by these happy features, death is 
not, indeed, a literal translation, inasmuch 
as the body is left behind ; but it is virtually 
go. “To be absent from the body’’ is to be 
“ present with the Lord." Reader 1 remem

ber, if we would not die like mankind in er soon feels and knows that it is so ; and the us not only to our earthly home, but guides 
general, we must not live like mankind in procession of the noblest king and his mean-1 us toward heaven, the city which hath fouu- 
general. Holy living leads to happy dying ; est subject, is alike a funeral procession to dations, whose maker and builder is God. 
and those who honour God in their lives, the grave.—Ibid, page 123. Poor traveller, wandering on life’s rotfd, be
lle will honour in their deaths. Just as the globules of water that com- hold the cross ! look upon this with the eye

But what are the consequences of sudden pose the cloud are exhaled from the earth, 1 of faith, and thou shall be saved.— Translat
ion^ to the unrighteous man ? Fearful and are borne skyward by the beams of ris-1 ed from the French.
inquiry ! He is hastily summoned to the ing and setting suns, so the origin of these Î —------------ -------------------
bar of God, the Judge of all, in the very act believers was of the earth earthy ; they ,Tt,n Rmrhnnri nf Tinnald WTatr 
of sinning against Him—with his arm up- were sufferers like us ; every trial that we *
lifted, and actually grasping the weapon "of have, they had ; every pain that we (eel, j This earnest, honest face, with its (fine, 
rebellion. What need, therefore, of further | they felt. But as the cloud, when it has clear eyes, and noble, manly brow, is a por- 
witness? " Bind him hand and foot,” is the risen from the earth, is fringed, and some- trait of Donald M’Kay, the best and most 
decree, “ and take him away, and cast him j times gilded with the golden glories of ris- : celebrated builder of ships in the world, 
into outer darkuess ; there shall be weeping irig and of setting suns, and shines with a Who has not heard of him ? Ilis name is 
and gnashing of teeth." Is then the moul- ■ splendor that is not its own, but borrowed j in the mouth of Fame. It rings loudly iu 
dering wall of fliis clay tenement, the body,1 from that sun by whose beams it was ex- the ear of the world. The boys and girls 
all that separates the ungodly man from L "L "" -l" ’ XT ° “
everlasting burnings ? — a wall of mortal 
flesh and blood, which may be thrown down 
at any moment by the most common disas
ter of life ? May He whose prerogative it 
is to give light to them that sit in darkness 
and in the shadow of death,” say to such an 
one, as He said to the blind wayside beggar, 
“Receive thy tight !" Let the careless sin
ner reflect that even now the angel of death 
may be upon the wing, and that we “ know 
not what a day may bring forth." 11 Behold, 
at even-tide trouble ; and before the morning 
he is not." (Isai. xvii. 14.) “This night 
thy soul shall be required of thee.” (Luke 
xii. 20 )

A Christian’s duty, in reference to the 
mode of his departure from this world, is, 
plainly, humble and pious submission to the 
will of an all-wise and infinitely gracious 
God, who doeth all things well. Baxter’s 
sentiment upon this subject is of model ex
cellence ; viz., “As Thou wilt, when Thou 
wilt, and where Thou wilt." The prayer in 
the Litany of the Church of England for de
liverance from “ sudden death," probably 
refers to death by violent means ; being 
there associated with ‘‘ battle and murder.” 
But the best of Christians, who feel the 
shrinking of nature, may conscientiously join 
in such a prayer, if prefaced, mentally, with 
the condition, If it be Thy will ; though 
facts show, not seldbm, that it is the will of 
God suddenly to call His servants home.— 
A Minister of Christ said in his last afflic
tion, in the midst of extreme suffering,—“It 
is the Lord’s will, and I would not have it 
otherwise for all the world." The excla
mation of an illiterate Hottentot was, “ What 
Thou doest, O Lord, that I know well is 
done.” The example of humble submission 
to the will of Almighty God our heavenly 
Father, presented in the conduct of Arch
bishop Fenelon, is very remarkable : “When 

illustrious and hopeful pupil, the Duke 
of Burgundy, lay dead in his coffin, and the 
nobles of bis Court, in all the pomp of sikot 
sadness, stood round ; the Archbishop came 
into the apartment, and, having fixed his 
eyes for some time on the corpse, broke out, 
at length in words to this effect,—‘ There 
lies my beloved Prince, for whom my affec
tions were equal to the tenderest parents’.— 
Nor were my affections lost : he loved me 
in return with all the ardour of a son. There 
he lies ; and all my worldly happiness lies 
dead with him. But if the turning of a 
straw would call him back to life, 1 would 
not for ten thousand worlds turn that straw 
in opposition to the will of God.’”

Let us learn, then, in imitation of these 
and still higher examples, to say, “ Not as 
I will, but as Thou wilt.” J. B.

haled from the earth ; so the mighty com- from Nova Scotia to Cape Horn, from Bos' 
pany of them that have washed their robes ! ton to California, from London to Australia, 
and made them white in the blood of the j and from Ihe Cape of Good Hope even to
Lamb, will shine in a splendor not their 
own, but borrowed from the Sun of right
eousness, unto whom alone they give the 
glory, the praise, the thanksgiving, and the 
honor.--Ibid, page 273.

• Ills recorded In the tile of the excellent FbUip Henry, 
father of the commentator, thnt, one day calling npon e 
tanner in hie pnrieh, he found him so busily employed in 
tannine a hide, that be wee not aware of nle approach 
until he gave him n slight tsp oa the beck. The man
started, and, looting behind nhn, blushed. ‘
he, u 1 am ashamed you should find me time Philip 
llenry replied, “ Let Christ, when b« comes, «nd me so 
doing.’’ •• What !" said the man," doing thus?" “ Yee," 
rejoined the M mister, “/eiiVW sa Us Suits e/m* coUrnt *

t Banyan's pilgrim Hopeful said to Cbsletlan in meb 
circumstances, “Brother, I see thegate, and men standing 
by to teaalve aa " Bat Christian would answer, “ Tfc 
yee, 'tie wi. they wait for; for you bare been Htftfsl 
ever slice I knew yoa. "

Beautiful Similitudes,
The following beautiful comparisons are 

selected from the volumes of Dr. Gumming, 
recently published by J. P. Jewett A Co. 
They are characteristic of the distinguished 
author :

IJow often do we see one apparently wrap
ped and absorbed in what is Christian, who 
yet has no Christian motive at all ! I have 
seen the mountain eagle almost beating the 
blue firmament with his outspread wings, 
and I have thought, as 1 have gazed at his 
magnificent ascent, that he was soaring to
ward the sky and the realms of purer and 
of brighter day ; but I had only to wait a 
little to find out, that though be seemed to 
soar so high and aspire so purely, his bright 
eye was upon the quarry all the while, that 
was on the ground below. So it is with 
many a one, with loud pretensions, high- 
sounding professions, great Christian aims 
avowed and declared ; while he seems to be 
soaring upward with his outspread wings, 
and seeking a lofti* sphere and a nobler 
land, he is really looking down to what will 
bring the greatest profit to his purse, or the
noblest credit to his name__Church Before
the Flood, page, 322.

God means society to be just what we find 
it ; a gradation of wealth, gradation of rank, 
gradation of social, political, and national 
circumstances. That seems to be the lnw 
of nature, and no less the recognition of the 
Gospel of Christ. Were all society maca
damized into that dead level road to which 
some would bring it, the very first to suffer 
would be those who had made the experi
ment. The valleys have flowers so sweet, 
and vegetation so green, because the black 
high hills above them contribute their show
ers and streamlets from their bosoms ; and 
the humbler classes of society have many 
of them their chiefest blessings, the sweetest 
shadow from the other, because society is 
constituted as it is in our favored and privi
leged land—the absence of tyranny in high 
places, the absence of insubordination in low 
places ; and all because it is held together 
>y the sweetener and the cement of life, the 
religion of the Gospel of Jesus.— Voices of 
the Dead, page 120.

Your heart has now regained its true 
polarity, [now that you have left all to follow 
Christ,] your affections now do not oscillate ; 
you ore not drifting upon the currents of life, 
you are sailing across life's solemn main ; 
and as you sail, you will touch at every place 
where a flower is to be gathered, a brother 
is to be cheered, a blessing is to be left. 
But you will only touch at it ; you will again 
set sail and sweep onward toward that haven 
of happiness, that home and rest that remain 
for the people of God.—Ibid, page 105.

All the splendor of lofty circumstance is 
little more, when we can look at it in the 
light of a judgment-seat, than the clouds of 
the west illuminated by the beams of the 
setting sun, or the poor man’s casement 
lighted up with the glory of the rising sun, 
when the hearth may be cold within, and 
the heart may be pining in poverty and in 
want The greatest scepter, the most illus
trions crown, is, after all, but a gilded toy, 
and the gilding loons wear off, end the own*

Behold the Cross,
It was toward the end of the year 1827 

that some friends and myself crossed the 
Alps to go from Pignerol to Briançon. In 
the little village of Fenestrella we engaged 
guides, mules, and everything necessary for 
our journey. So anxious were we to depart, 
the season being already far advanced, that 
we set out notwithstanding the rain, which 
fell heavily, and turned a deaf ear to the 
sinister warnings of the astonished villagers.

As we ascended the mountain immense 
precipices broke on our view, and the noise 
of the torrents which rushed beneath our 
feet mingled their voices with the wind howl
ing in the pine forests. We began, too late, 
to fear that we should pay dearly for our 
temerity ; but without stopping at the minor 
accidents on our route, I shall only say that, 
after some hours of painful ascent, having 
passed the villages of Pourriere and La 
Rua, we arrived at the mountain called 
Chanal da Col. By degrees, as we ascend
ed, the rain was mingled with snow, and at 
last snow only fell, in heavy flakes. Our 
march became slower and more difficult ; 
the narrow path that we were following was, 
by degrees, effaced under an immense white 
veil, and we felt ourselyes in all the horrors 
of solitude. A philosopher would have 
chosen this moment, and this place, to paint 
the most powerful sensations of the human 
heart : a disciple of Christ would have come 
there to contemplate the terrible majesty of 
«n eternal and infinite God. Imagine this 
sorrowful cortege, each upon«his horse or 
mule, covered with a he*y cloak to preserve 
himself from an icy temperature, and en
veloped in a mantle of snow, which seemed 
to confound him with the face of the moun
tain. Imagine this caravan, which advanced 
like a wandering hope, slowly, silently, tim
idly, risking at every step being dashed to 
the bottom of precipices, notwithstanding the 
circumspection of onr faithful beasts. The 
travellers looked on each other with a pen
sive eye : not a sound could be heard : the 
wind had fallen, every trace of the path had 
disappeared, and flakes of snow filled the 
atmosphere more abundantly than autumn 
leaves falling in a thick forest. We had two 
guides ; but their knowledge did not appear 
to extend beyond the place at which we had 
now arrived. They begged us to stop, then 
held a long consultation—bad pressage for 
lost travellers : both acknowledged that they 
knew not which route to follow ; and one 
cried, with more sincerity than prudence, 
“ If the wind rises, we are lost." One must 
have traversed alpine regions to understand 
the violence of these harricanes, which seem 
to rush like furies, tearing the mountains 
from their ancient foundations.

After some minutes we determined to 
advance with the greatest precaution. Most 
of us prayed ; tor in the hour of danger it is 
natural to have recourse to God ; and the 
Christian in these solemn moments not only 
utters a cry of distress, but raises his heart 
with filial confidence toward him who hears 
his prayers. Not that he always delivered 
from evil the moment he asks it, but he may 
rest assured that he will obtain, through 
Christ, his Advocate an< Friend, that which 
it is best he should receive. This was a 
moment in which we experienced those strong 
emotions which are felt but once or twice in 
the course of a life-time, the remembrance 
of which can never be e&ced. Dull silence 
reigned around us : nature wore a sorrowful 
and dark aspect : danger increased. In 
secret we asked, Was it not a great fault to 
have exposed life for so trifling a motive ? 
The martyr falls nobly, ii obedience to God’s 
commands ; but to die on this solitary moun
tain, because we would not delay our depar
ture, or take an easier route, was it not a 
sin as well as a misfortune ? At last a cry 
ol joy and surprise ressunded ; the guide, 
who preceded us, as if seized with a sudden 
ecstasy, shouted, “ The cross ! the cross !" 
Echo repeated his words from afar : “ Here 
is the cross ! we are saved !" replied our 
two guides, in a transport of enthusiasm. 
Not unfrequently do we find in these savage 
regions a high wooden cross planted on the 
summit of a rock, the brink of a precipice, 
or the side of a road. These crosses have a 
twofold object—the first, to fulfil a supersti
tious practice ; the other to guide travellers 
when the snows of winter have effaced the 
paths. Whichever of these might here be 
the intention, I can only say it rescued us 
from danger, perhaps from death ; and we 
soon began the descent on the other side of 
the mountain.

The incident caused me much reflection : 
“ Would it be," said I to myself, “ tfn im
proper analogy, or a forced application, to 
compare the situation of man with this event 
of our journey ?” Are we not all travellers 
hastening toward eternity ? Have we not 
lost tho trace of the right road ? Are we 
not wandering from God by reason of our 
evil deeds ? And, according to the testi
mony of infallible truth, do we not walk, 
from natural blindness, on a path of ruin and 
death ? This journey, too, is difficult, pain
ful, full of pitfalls, surrounded by terrors. 
But the cross ! the cross ! there is hope, 
safety, peace, salvation i not the cross raised 
by superstition, not the morsel of wood bear
ing a crucified man, but Christ who died for 
us, his blood shed for the remission of sin— 
the offering which he has presented to God 
for a wicked and lost world. The deliver
ance which he brings is not to show our 

across alpine chains, but to save us 
eternal condemnation. He conduct!

China, have heard of him. as the builder of 
the biggest, swiftest, most beautiful ships 
which ever floated on Old Ocean’s ample 
bosom. This is fame indeed ; and 1 know 
my curious young readers are eager to learn 
somewhat of the boyhood of the man who 
has won it, and who deserves it all ; for 
Donald M’Kay is more than a great mecha
nic, he is a good man.

Donald M’Kay is, as his name suggests, 
of Scotch descent. His grandfather was an 
officer iu a Highland regiment. Donald 
himself was born in Nova Scotia, in 1809. 
His early home was in a cottage on the 
bank of a river, called the Jordan, and about 
seven miles from the town of Shelburne. 
He had seventeen brothers and sisters, of 
whom four have been taken to the better 
land. His good parents are yet alive and 
in good health. And what is strange for 
this day of false teeth, filled teeth, and no 
teeth at all, Donald’s mother, aged as she 
is, never lost a tooth, nor has she a decayed 
tooth in her head. I don’t know certainly, 
but I have little doubt that in her youth, 
this good lady ate very little candy or rich 
cake. If she has been a muncher of candy, 
as most children are now-a-days, 1 doubt if 
she would have had a single sound tooth in 
her head.

The home of young Donald M’Kay was 
situated so far from the town, that he was 
unable to attend the school there : and there 
was no district school house rearing its 
modest head in some shady nook iu his 
neighbourhood, so he could not go to school 
at all. His child fife, however, passed 
quietly and even profitably away : for his 
good parents were careful to instruct him 
and his brothers and sisters in tho truths of 
religion. The voice of prayer went up to 
heaven from that humble cottage on the 
river side, and although Donald was untaught 
in Hie mysteries of arithmetic and grammar, 
and was not introduced to the facts of his
tory, yet he was taught the higher, purer 
mysteries of the kingdom of God, and he 
also made acquaintance with that most pre
cious and charming of books, the Holy Bible.

But if Donald could not go to schoolf -be 
did not waste bis time in idle dreams. He 
was brim full of activity, and was never so 
happy as when he found something to do. 
Nor was he careless of what he did. What
ever he undertook he did well, and this 
habit, formed so early, is doubtless one of 
the secrets of his success in after fife. I 
hope that reader of mine, who is in the 
habit of doing nothing well, will put on his 
thinking cap, and con over this feature in 
young Donald’s character, with very great 
care.

Y’oung Donald was also quite fortunate 
as a hunter and fisher. Somehow or other 
the fish always bit hit hook ; the rabbits 
always went into his snares, and within 
range of his gun. Perhaps, he knew how 
to fasten his bait and to place his snares, so 
as to suit the fancy of his game. If he 
knew this, it was because he thought on the 
subject and thus taught himself to be a good 
hunter and fisher boy. 1 am told that he 
never returned from hunting without rabbits, 
or from fishing without fish. On several 
occasions he caught so many rabbits, that, 
when they were strung around his body, he 
looked like a heap of walking skins. His 
brothers couldn’t see Donald anywhere. It 
was all rabbits before and behind, above 
and beneath, until the good natured fellow 
loosened the strings and revealed his round, 
red face to his smiling parents, brothers and 
sisters.

The first time Donald “ brought down" a 
moose, it was considered the triumph ol 
boyish skill, and there were great rejoicings 
thereat, in the cottage on the banks of that 
Nova Scotian Jordan.

Young Donald was also fond of adven
ture. To indulge in it, he was wont to 
collect half a dozen boys for a hunt, far out 
in the forest. Taking a supply of food with 
them, these boy hunters would camp out at 
night by themselves. Fine times they had 
beside their camp fire, 1 dare say. I faucy 
I can hear their happy voices echoing like 
merry music along the gloomy arches of 
those ancient woods. I see, too, the ex
pression of confidence written on their glad 
faces, as they complete their camp ; and 1 
also see how in such excursions as these, 
young Donald learned that habit ol intelli
gent self-reliance which is another secret of 
his success as the genius of the ship-yard.

Donald was a lad of courageous spirit, too. 
He loved even to be daring. If he wished 
to crose the river, or to sail upon it, he cared 
not for the aid of a boat. A pole and a log 
were all he needed. Give him these, and 
he felt secure, whether the waters were still, 
or whether they were wild and turbulent as 
in the river’s rapids. Master of himself and 
his log, he would venture anywhere. Yet 
he was not rash ; he was only fearless of 
dangers which he felt confident he could 
overcome ; although most boys of his age 
would have shrunk before them.

But Donald had endurance as well as 
courage. His heart was not easily subdued 
either by danger or by pain. Playing with 
his sister one day, some gunpowder explod
ed near him, burned his face badly, and 
gave him great pain. But while his face 
was black with powder, and the skin peeling 
from it, he thought how it would afflict his 
mother to see him in such a state. Forget
ful of himself, and bravely struggling with 
the pain which tortured him, moved chiefly 
by the love he bore his mother, and his de
sire to spare her feelings, he turned to his 
sister and exclaimed :

“ Don’t tell mother ! Don’t tell mother:
Brave, noble Donald ! A boy who loved 

his mother thus, could hardly fail to make 
* good mark on the world.

At another time, he and a younger
woodstbsr had basa out in the

bro-
winter.

It was very cold, and Donald’s brother Ve
gan to feel exhausted. Donald cheered him, 
urged him on, in vain; he could go no 
further, but he must fie down and go to 
sleep. And sleep be did, with such fatal, 
soundness Donald could not rouse him. Bui 
what did Donald do? He was nearly three 

! miles from a human habitation. He knew 
that if he left his brother there, while he 

I went for help, he would die ; so he look his 
brother’s insensible body in his arms, and 
carried him the entire distance. He arrived 
safely at the house. His brother was re
stored ; the excitement calmed down ; an,!, 
then, it was found that Donald's feet were 
badly frozen—so badly, that it wiXs several 

I weeks before he was able to go abroad again. 
Brave, unselfish boy ! Who will not love 
him for this nuble, unselfish devotion ? 

j The serious cast of young Donald's mind,
! and the influence of his religious education,
, appeared in a striking remark he once made 
| to his uncle. He was on board a small 
j vessel with a brother and uncle, on the way 
home from Halifax. A fierce squall over
took them on a lee shore. It became neces
sary to attempt a passage through a very 

j difficult channel, or to be east away. It was 
j very doubtful, however, if their little bark 
j could be carried through the narrow strait ; 
j but her bows were directed toward it, and 
away she flew over the rough and turbulent 

j waters. The people on shore saw her dan- 
i ger, and stood trembling and silently watch
ing her progress, l'oung Donald, fearless 
as ever, stood bracing himself firmly upon 
the deck and gazing on the foam-covered 
waves which were boiling so furiously in 
the dreaded channel. Presently, he turned 
to his uncle, who was really alarmed, and 
quietly remarked ;

“ None but God can help us now."
And God did help them. Their vessel, 

guided by a skilful helmsman, leaped over 
the waters, dashed between the rocks, and 
sailed triumphantly on to her safe and quiet 
haven. You see here, again, another secret 
of Donald's subsequent prosperity—he early 
learned to trust in God ; and God has made 
him to prosper. May Donald never with
draw that trust. May God never withhold 
from him that prosperity 1 When he was 
sixteen years old, Donald left his forest 
haunts and his home by the river side, and 
went out into the big busy world, to seek a 
better educatiàn, to do what he rightly might 
to carve his name on the memory of man
kind, and to benefit his race.—Forrester s 
Boys’ and Girls' Magazine.

A Dying Sister’s Prayers-
To one who lovea the wihl uml roiQ^nlio,

a large part of the State of Vermont, at 
some seasons of the year, is truly delightful. 
New and beautiful scenes are constantly 
bursting upon the traveler’s vision. Waving 
corn covers the valley on either side of the 
deep, slow moving stream. Soon, perhaps, 
the hills rise abruptly on either side, with 
only room for the rapid stream, and the 
road which persevering industry lias made 
by its side. Among these hills many a 
flourishing village may bo found, with its 
neat cottages, school-house and village 
church. There, too, may be found many a 
quiet and happy home ; so retired, so far 
from the noise and strife of the busy world, 
that it would seem one must be strangely 
insensible to all around hiss, not to he cheer
ful, mild and lovely.

Many ol these lovely homes are hallowed 
by the voice of prayer a»d praise. One ol 
them has been made sacred by the prayers 
ot a dying sister. (We give her no oilier 
name, for this is most appropriate.) Follow 
me now in imagination, and witness a scene 
far more touching than the moat exquisite 
scenery of the hills that surround it- Sitting 
in tho door of the cottage is a slender female 
form. There is a sweetness in her voice 
which sounds almost unearthly. There is a 
paleness on her cheek that reminds you of 
the grave, and all her cheerfulness cannot 
banish the thought from your mind. Soon 
the cough, that falls like a funeral knell 
upon the ears of those who have seen a be
loved friend was'ting away in consumption, 
tells us plainly that the grave will soon be 
her resting-place.

Her eyes are resting upon the road, which 
is soon hid from view, winding among the 
hills that fie towards the rising sun, watching 
the return of a brother from his labours in 
the Granite State. He comes at length. 
It was a happy meeting, and joy sparkled 
in all eyes for a few moments. But when 
the first gush of joy was over, a tear might 
have been seen stealing down those pale 
cheeks ; for she soon learned that her bro
ther had only grown thoughtless in his ab
sence, and was farther from God than when 
he left the paternal roof. Faithful were the 
warnings, and kind were the entreaties 
which fell from her lips during this visit ; 
yet little did he heed them.

When the morning for the parting came, 
she became more earnest ; and fixing upon 
him those soft blue eye*, dimmed with tears, 
so soon to he closed in death, she said,
“ Will you not promise me, dear brother, 
that you will soon seek the Saviour ?" 
Coldly he turned away, denying his dying 
sister the promise for which she plead. 
Thoughtless youth ! he could resist warn
ings, entreaties and tears ; hut there is help 
even when these fail.

He departed. She immediately retired 
to her closet, and there agonized in prayer 
until she felt an assurance that her prayers 
were heard and would be graciously answer
ed, and her wayward brother he brought 
back to God, even before she left the world.
In the meantime he returns to A------, aid
is there surrounded with associates, like 
himself, more than three miles from any 
place of public worship, or minister of the 
Gospel. How, then, shall these prayers be , 
answered ? By what means will the Lor | 
arrest his attention, and bring him to re
pentance ?

Truly has the sacred poet said :
“ God moves in ft mysterious way,

His wonders to perform.”
In another part of the same State in which 

he was thus living secure in his sins, was 
one, who, with high hopes, fair prospects, 
and’many prayers, had set out in his prepa-1 
ration for the Gospel ministry. With ardor j 
he pursued his studies, urged on by thoughts | 
of souls perishing in sin, until health failed, | 
and many of his friends, as they looked upon 
his pale and wasting form, whispered to each 
other that he would die. And when his 
own feelings told him too plainly, that un1- 
less he rested from his studies for a season, 
the rest of the grave would soon be his, he

reluctantly yielded, ard sought repose with 
friends among the verdant bills of A—*—, 
away from all excitement : in a place of 
sweet retirement, where the air is pure and 
free,

And gentîr whisper evening c&’t’S
As the brook murmurs on the va!»s.

Here lie found rest. Rest, did 1 say t 
Perhaps 1 ought not to have given il such a 
name: for no sooner was he thus away in 
retirement, than thoughts of the lost and 
perishing came with renewed power to his 

1 mind, calling upon him to arise and labour 
* for the salvation of the souls in that secluded 
1 place. Soon he gathered together the peo
ple of the neighbourhood upon the Sabbath 

I evenings, and reasoned with them, and cx- 
j horted them out of the Scriptures, prayed 
' with and for them, and pointed them to the 
1 Saviour of sinners. Among their number 
j was the thoughtless brother of whom wo 
■ hatB^tlready spoken. On the third even
ing. coming earlier than usual, lie wa* 
invited into another room, for personal con
versation. There alone, by a stranger, his 
danger was set before him, and lie was 
asked if he had no pious friends to care lor 
him, and to plead willt God for his conver
sion. A chord was touched that vibrated 
to his inmost soul. Visions of the past— 
the form of" his dying sister—her prayers 
and entreaties—came up before him. He 
burst into tears. He was no longer tho 
careless youth of former days, for tho truth 
sank deeply into his heart—the Spirit had 
begun its work—he begged an interest in 
the prayers of Christians, and soon began fo 
pray for himself.

Not tong after this, one evening, sitting 
alone in my room, engaged in deep thought, 
and listening at times to tho sound of the 
storm thnt was raging without, 1 heard a 
gentle rap at the door. Who should 1 meet 
there, but this same young man ? He had 
come through the storm and cold, late in 
the evening, to tell me that ho hoped ho 
had found tho Saviour. Soon after, he 
visited the home of Iris childhood. It was 
in season to ask forgiveness of that sister 
whose prayers had followed him Irotn tho 
day of his departure, and to bid farewell ; 
for soon her spirit was set free, to soar away 
to the mansions of bliss.—Puritan liée.

The Chinese Rebellion.
Hong Kong, August, 1X54.—When I 

wrote on the subject of the insurgents in 
January, 1 referred to the assumption, by 
the Eastern King, of a Divine commission" 
and equipment to be the religious minister 
of thtfnew dynasty, that it was an element 
out of which much error and confusion might 
grow. So it lias proved. When the Ame
rican Commissioner visited Nanking last 
month, this same individual, by name Yang- 
Seu-Ching, was found to have proceeded to 
claim to be the Holy Ghost, the Comforter 
of the Church, the Enlightener of the World. 
Subsequently Her Majesty's steamers, the 
Rattler and Styx, were despatched to Nan
king by Sir John Bowring, and the news 
which we have received to-day, ia to the ef
fect that they had returned to Shanghæ, 
bringing a confirmation of the report of the 
American visitors, and many additional par
ticulars. The knowledge acquired has not 
been fully imparted to the public us yet, nor 
have I received any private accounts. My 
impressions, therefore, may be found here
after to require some modifications.

Two points seem ito be established—first, 
that the religion of the insurgents is running 
into a wild and blasphemous fanaticism,— 
and, second, that they have assumed an atti
tude ol determined hostility to all foreigners. 
Several new publications have been brought 
from Nanking by the most recent visitors, 
which contrast with those obtained by the 
Hermes in April last year as darkness does 
with light. Not only does the Eastern King 
personate the Holy Ghost, hut 1 understand 
the Western King personates our Saviour, 
and the general contents of tho books are, it 
is said, exceedingly mean and disgusting.— 
Y’ou will remember that from the first, I 
professed my disbelief in the revelations to 
which the leader, Hung Seu-lleuen-laid 
claim, and my horror of iiis asserting a pe
culiar brotherhood with our Lord. We now 
see to what ungodliness they have grown in 
that vast assembly of men at Nanking- But 
now, while such blasphemous errors are pub
lished, the Bible—tho WordofGod, without 
note or comment, continues to he issued. 
This is strange. Plainly, it seems to me 
their are two parlies in the camp, not openly 
opposing each other, but pursuing different 
and conflicting courses. Perhaps Hung 
Sen-IIenen, a dreamer, but sincere, the ori
ginating spirit of the movement, but now a 
reclose, is still there,^_pup'pot in the hands 
of his selfish and ambitious chiefs, but per
mitted so tar to have his own way, publish
ing the Scriptures, while they are engrossing 
the management of affairs and send out their 
own proclamations, and are intending by-and- 
Vy to cast him altogether aside. However 
this may be, the development of error is ( 
throwing the display of truth which attracted 
us at first, and filled us with hope. Into Ihe 
shade. 1 And as the truth perishes from the 
minds of the insurgents, so will their power 
pass away. The iron rod with which they 
seemed able to break in pieces all opposing 
force, will change into a reed ol straw.— 
With the Eastern King for tho Holy Ghost, 
and the Western for our Saviour, those 
thousands can hardly be expected long to 
cohere. Simple patriotism might suffice to 
overthrow the feeble Tartar rule ; but high 
patriotic principles will hardly be found to 
ce-çxist with degrading fanaticism.

The hostility manifested by the chiefs to 
all foreigners is very much to bo deplored. 
They have a Divine commission, they say, 
first to destroy the Tartars, and then all 
other peoples who will not submit to their 
leader, as the God-appointed Lord of all the 
world. I could make allowances for dis
trust and dislike of foreign powers. These 
are all in alliance with the Tartar Govern
ment. They must also be identified in their 
minds with the opium traffic, the introduction 
of that “ flowing poison," which has wrought 
and continues to work so much evil to China. 
The general welcome given to the visitors 
in the Hermes, as brethren, seemed to indi
cate the subversion of Chinese prejudice and 
hostility to foreigners ; but 1 could beat- 
being disappointed in that hope. Those 
other considerations might have come in to 
check the outflowing of the feelings prompted 
by their new principles ; but they are vain
glory and fanaticism, which seem to influence 
their conduct. To themselves the déclara-


