THE HARBINGER.

% You pethaps, are not aware that Julia was
this autumn to be married lo a very superior
young man,gifted intellectually and physically.
He deserved to be loved, and Julia had given
him her whole heart—she had that perfect
confidence in his judgment—that respect for
his opinions—anu that devoted affection, which
give promise of great happiness. The future
to our dear girl was all brightness. One night
last month, a ball was given to celebrate the
birthday of her cousin, and Julia was the life
of the party. Never was she so exquisitely
beautiful—never so very gay. At a late hour
she returned home, and after describing to the
aunt with whom she resided, the enchantment
of the evening—sank quietly to rest, As Mrs.
Moressan went down to breakfast, she stopped
at her niece’s door 2nd waked her. Juliathrew
herarms around her aunt’s neck and said in
her low, sweet tones—oh ! dear aunt Rebecca,
you disturbed such a sweet sweet dream,—is it
morning?

“Yes, dear, shell Isend up your breakfast 2

«Oh! nu, aunt, I will, dress directly,” said
she, springing up.

The breakfast hour passed, and no .Julia ap-
pearing, Mrs. M. sent “her maid to see what
could be the cause. A loud shriek which echo-
ed through the spacious mansion brought the
breakfast party to Miss Moressan’s dressing
room. There lay the lovely girl upon the
floos—her fair hair had been uabound, and
floated around her head and neck in rich pro-
fusion. The gorgeous colours of the dressing
gown which was thrown around her, contrasted
with the marble paleness of her visage. The
physicians were sent for, but it was too late.
Julia wasno more. She had evidently com-
menced dressing, and, intending to apply to het
tooth some Kreosate, had, by mistake, taken a
drop of Prussic acid, which she had, by her
Aunt’s request, purchased atan Apothecaiy’s
the preceding day. The cotton was in her
tooth—the vial of poispn unstopped, while the
Kreosite vial stood closed beside it. In the
midst of the eonfusion her lover called. On !
the anguish of that moment, who can tell ?

& Had I allowed you te continue your dis-
cussion,” added my friend, ¢ Julia might have
been convinced ; for, after you left us, she re-
maiked that one of the argaments you used,
had great weight in her miad, and she should
have pleasure in renewing the subject when

vou met here. I could only reply ¢ whatso-
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ever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy
might.”?

MISSIONARY INTELLIGENCE.

From the Congregalional Mogazine.

Our deer brother, Robert Moffutt, has presented
the Christian Church with a delightful book—full of
savage wan, full of aboriginal life, full of the most
romantic incaidents, full of missiouary tul, struggles,
and dangers, full of the triumphs of the Gospel ;—
and all relatea with s simplicity the most witching,
and with pocuical touches truly Ossianic.  Indeed,
these pages have ulten suggested tu us, that had
Mr. Moffatt attended to poctry instead of minding
his great business, he would have been the Ossian
of Africa. But he has done better things than
writing Epics—he has saved souls from death.

He introduces his book into the world with the
same modesty that he steps forward on a platform.
Our readers shall hear him speak for himself:

*¢“The writer has indulged but slightly in philoso-
phicel disquisition, as he deemed it his province
principally to supply facts. He leaves it with men
of leisure and reflecting habits, to analyze, com-
pare, aud deduce from those fucts such ducliines as
they supply. Indeed, litle in this way can be added
to the'luminous works of Drs. Campbell and Har-
ris, and Messrs. Hamilon, Noel, aud others, by
whom the subject of wissivus bas been su learncdly
and eloquently illustrated. He hopes no apology
will e deemed necessary for any imperfections
which may appear in the preparation of s narra-
tive. ‘The collocation of terms, and the polish of
periods, have made but a small part of his studies.
Such pursuits, he conceives, were not the objects
for which he was sent to Africa; and they would
have but ill comported with the circumstances ia
which he spent a large portion of s arduous life
un that bemghted continent.  He feels confident that
lettered men will look into the pages of an African
evangelist for things [far more substantial and im-
portant than the graces of composition—an accom=
plishment which the author much admires, but to
which he makes no pretension.  He makes his pre-
sent appearance before the Brilish public less in the
capacity of an author than of a witness, who most

carnestly desires to establish and to eufurce the
claims of perishing, and helpless, and all but friend-
tess millions, for whom hc has hitherto lived and
laboured—whom he ardemly loves, and with whom
—all black, barbarous, and benizhted as they are—
he hopes to live, labour. anc die *—pp. 3, 6.
PorTrAIT oF DR. YANDERKEMP.—The doctor
in bis cheerless abude was insiant i scaron and out
of season,cagerly embracing every opportunity of re-
commending the Gospel, und catching cach little ray
ol light that beamcd on lus devious path. He was

a man of exalted genius and learming.  He had
mingled with courticrs. He had been aninmate of
the Universities of Leyden and Edinburgh.  He had

obtained plaudits {or his remarkuble progress in lite-
ralure, in philasophy, divinity, physic, and the mili-
tary art. He was not only 2 profound student in
ancient languages, bul .n all the modern European
tongues, even to that of the Hhighlanders of Scot-
land, and had distiuguished himsddf in the arnies
of his carthly sovercign, in connexion with which he
rose to be captain of horse, n?d licutenant of the
dragoon guards. Yet this man.’ constrained by the
¢Jove of Christ,” cnuld cheerfully lay aside all his

honours, miugle with savages, bear their sneers and
contumely, condescend to serve the meanest of his



