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%A E sun rose, bright and beawtiful, above the mountains
of Lebanon, and the sultry brecze, cooled in its passage
over their snow-crowned summits, dcn:_endcd,' laden
with the breath of the fragrant cedae tree, to mingle
with the odours of Autumn, and waft he Jdth and activity
sround the feitile plains of Judea. Na‘urc had lavished

4 her bountics ﬁpon man: the olive and the date were
gathered ; the vine had yielded its fruit *“the former
and the latter rain® had fallen, and their abundant pro-
duce had filled the borns of the cultivators with rich
provision. But a nearer joy,a dearer interest, awoke
the gratitude of Isracl, 1t was the first of the year of
Jubilee. The greal atonement for the sins of a guilty
nation had been made, and the trumpets were sounding
their notes of, jby, in unison with the-voices of thousands
of anxious and rejoicing omea, who hailed the arrival
of that blessed morning. Hearts, whose cherished
hopes had been deferred until they twere almost extin-
guished, now swelled with grateful praise. The lan-
guid frame which poverty had attenuated, was invigo-
rated by the certainty of again receiving its necessary
comforts—ihe bondman was free—the wearied wretch,
who for yeara had been the slave of snother, was now
to be the possessor of his awn jnheritance, the tiler of
his native z0il. And he will return to frecdom a wiser
man.—He has learned, from his oiwn experience, to
pity the sufferings of others— he has learned that e little
shared with his beloved oncs in his own dwelling, is
hetier, far better, than abundance, in slavery and exile.
What wounder, then, that a whole people should rejoice
and shout their thanksgiving to the A1l-Wise, who, fore
seeing and pitying the weakness of His creatures, had
thus graciously provided against its conscquences!
What scenes of deep interest occur, as long porled
friends meet, to return together to their former homes !
What grief mingles with their joy, as they miss from
their circle, the déar ones whom death has withdirawn
from their snticipated happiness! And are no teers
ehed in remembrance of those whom they leave be-
hind3 Does no tic of sympathy, no band of affectian,
eausc them. to regret the homes they are lezving 1 the
chains they are dimevering?  ~

Behold that group of noble forms, assembled undor
the shade of those lofty Palms—joy and grief strug.
ghing in their hearts,  They embrace; they smile, they
wesp. ) .

They have met after years of separation, to return to
their own Judah, the land ef their inheritance, the home
of their fathers. Famine had assailed them; disease
and poverty had affiicted them, and they sold their pos-
seesions until the year of Jubilee, dispersing themselves

‘amoug other tribes is servants, to await the period of
their reunion, -

§t bas arrived=~but has it brought with it no wayward
circumstances, no bitler rethembrances 10 mar their
happineas 1 Let us listen to the wards of Nahshon; the
father of the family, as be addresses a young man, whose
stalely figure, and noble countenance, might adorn the
station of a. prince. )

. “Elzaphar! wilt thou bringthe gray hairs of thy
fathiér to the grave with yor'to?v, forsthc{, my son, my
frst-borri 7 stiake off this' unmanly weskness ; among
the thousands of 1sraé) canst’ thou find no other choice
for thy heart thunia,m;mtrog the lmdtg: Syria 1
ters of ths heathén.” - - WER ot with 158 dacgh-
“ Alas, niy father ¥ no daoghter of Tsracl can suspass
my Salome in loveliness, and is she not the nﬁ-’née':i “of
my. soul1 Compel me not to leave her alone jn her
sorrow, but suffer me to return to my servitude, and
fulfl.my vowa to riiy beloved:” :

“Rash did degenerate boy?® cried the father,
“ wouldst thou relinquish the spleadid bopés of thy
b.'_"hmbg . the noble ' aspirations of the - freemen,
wouldst thou endare the degrading c?'emo'ny, which

would condemn thee to willing slavery for «ll ths yesirs
ofthy life? o to, thou drt beside thysell.—Arise; and
Yot us proceed on our way.”. e

So saying, he assisted his ‘wifs ard daughter to rise
fro tie bank on which'they were reelining?h They ap-

inii—

proached Lhe uihappy’ youth=they clasped him in their

e

arms, and the tears of the szister beduwed the cheeks
of the brother.

“Son of my love ! ericd ths mother, * listen 10 the
voice of thy father, for his are the words of wisdom.
Return 10 thy home with us, and when our cares shall
have restorcd its comlotts and we shall be established
in the inheritance of our fathers, thy fathet will buy the
maiden of her master—she will become thy wife, and
we shall not lose our son.”?

¢ Nay, my mother, the man Ahiezer will not part with
the damsel ; she is his slave—no Jubilee can frce her
from her bondage—and i€ ) desert her, no flower of
happiness ivill ever bloom for her.”

# Say not 50, Elzaphar my son; thy father will seek
the man, and peradventure, & great ransom shall ob-
tain her deliverance from him. Now obey his com-
mands, lest his anger (ail upon thee, and thyesoul trem=
ble beneath his reproof.”?

With a sad countenance Elzaphar bowed his head
in submission 1o the_commands of his parents, and tak-
ing the arm of his young sister, they followed their foot-
steps in silence.

In the city of David is scen a stalely mansion—rank
and opulence are displayed in its architecture and
adornments 3 magnificence and beanty pervade its apart-
ments, yet there is bustle and comfusion, indicating
greparation for a ¢eparture.  Nahshon and bis son are
{eaving their home to seek the habitation of the Syrian
maiden. Their journcy is 1o the distant cily of Dan;
and after tvo days of travel, they enter the dwelling of
Ahiezer.

“ We come,” cried Nahshon, * o traffic with thee for
thy Syrian slave, Salome. Elzaphar, my son, tecks
her for a wife.

The brow of Ahiezer grew dark, as he rudely answer-
ed. “The slave of Ahiezer may not become the wile
of the son of Nahshon. Thrice have I said to him I will
not sell her.” o

¢ Be wise, nnd accept a great ransom for her,” cricd
FElzaphar. % The mioney my futher will give thee, will
purchase many damsela.’?

¢ Tel thy son seck another wife,* replicd the Dauite,
not deigning to answer his former aervant ; “ this maid-
en loveth him not.”

“Saidst thou not that she was betrothed to thee 1”
enquired-Nahshon, turning to Efzaphar.

ST Qeceived thee not, wy father. Let Abiezer sum-
mon the maiden to answer for herself in this matter.”

The fair girl obeyed the mandite ofher master ; and
when the éyes of Nahshon fcll upon her graceful figure,
and lovely lace, ho starledaith surprisc. ‘,~

¢ God of my fathers 1’ he exc'aimed, ¢ hast thou in-
deed, restored the dead to my afmis 1’ Then seizing
her hand and gazing earnestly in her face he ecried,
*Tell mo, maiden, art thou a daughter of Syria 1”

Her voice was sweet and low, asshe replied, “ The
days of my youth have been passed in that country,
but my childhood waa spent with my parenls in the
land of Judah.”

¢ Thou sayést falsely,” interrapted Abiezer, “the
man who sold thee to me told me thou wert Syrian.”?

% He feared to speak the truth, lest the prico which
thou wert to pay him for me should be diminished, for
he knew well that no daughter of Ysracl might remain
@ slave; afler the glorious Jubilee had come.”

 And how didet thou fall into his power 17

“ My parents visited a friend at Keilah and took me
with them—a little child. The Philistines invaded the:
land, and in the hurry of flight; § was separated from
them, and from my attendant, and fell imto the hands
of the énemy. In their retreat before the army of King
David, T was borne away and sold to my first purchaser,
from whom you bought me.”

% Know you aught of {our mother’s family—of her
name 1” anxiously enquired Nahishon. )

% Her nome was Miriam—the daughter of Obed, of
the tribe of Judah,”

Nahshon srose, and folded (he darmsel in his arms.

. Now, the Lord be praised | who, in hie 0own good
time, hath ehewn niefcy to the house of Obed.  Thou
art, indeed, flesh of my Besh ; the daughter of my sister,
returinéd by Jehovab; lo-comfort and snstain ber in her
lonely . pitgrimage. She weeps even now for the lon
lost child of her afféction, killed, ns she believes, _iﬁ
that terrible’ slavghter, of the fatnilies of Keilah,”
‘Then turning 1o Ahieser, he continued, . * Thisduugh-
fer of Judah thou eanst not hold in bondage—the bles-
sings of the Jubjlee extend to hér. Nevertheless, as
thou hast paid & price for her, 1 will redeem het with
the same 3 (or am T not her nearest kineman, end dath
it not rcmain with mie to provide a husband for her?
‘Lot my niamé be (ree from reproach In this maiter, § pray
thee; and'yield the damsel to-our dernand,?”
*The-unwilling Ahiezer was forced to acquiepes fri this
arringement, and the happy Elgaphar bore away his
lovely bride in triumph, blessing the God of Israel,
Jehovah who had thus visited aad redeemed his people.

Quem- M. W. B.
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THE REV. G. G. COOKMAN,
WESLEYAN MINI3TER.

Tus following brief notice of this lamented sger-
vant of God, is abridged froi the Philadelphia
Christian World and the National Inlelligencer,

The loss of the President, it seems, must be ad-
mitted. Even love, ever since the first fear still
praying and hoping, must change its prayer, and
transfer its hope. Ve wonder not that it has been
s0 difficult to persuade those who are most dearly
and nearly concerned in il, of the veality of this
sad event. With no personal knowledge of any
on board except the lamented Preacher, whose
apparently premature decease has excited so ge~
neral and lively an interest, we could never until
recently yield to the conviction that ship and men
are indeed down the deep. Nay, while we thus
write, hope returns, as from a distant search, and
as if {o reproach us for taking advantage of her
temporary absence. In an exchange paper, but
a few days since, we saw a notice of a letter re-
ported to have come from France, and giving in-
formation of the arrival of the steamship, after
detention in the ice for seventy-six days, But
none can- believe it. By the storm, by the ice,
by fire, by steam, or by some other equally awful
agency, all agree in the deplored conclusion that
verily the work has been wrought. Still be Thou
adored—O Lord of the Jand and of the sea!

. The following sketch is from the National In~
telligencer. Ttis a glowing tribute, and will doubt-
less long be treasured by the friends of its subject :

The dead are evety:vhere!
The mountain side, the ses, the woods profound,
All the wide earth—the (ertile and the faire

fs ohe vast burial~ground,

It was a beaatiful Sabbath, toward the clese of
Febroary last, when, with many others, I repair-
ed to the Hall of Representatives, to listen to the
farewell sermon of the eloquent Cooman, All
who were Eresent will recollect his last impressive
words—¢¢ Perhaps,” he-said, ¢ it is the last time,
my beloved hearers, that 1 shall ever address you.
or that we shall ever meet again upon earth. i
go to my native land to receive the blessings of an
aged father, and to drog a tear upon the grave of
a sainted mother.” There was something pro-
phetic, solemn, and deeply affecting, in the tones
end manner of the preacher, Small .in stature,
and slender in body, he stood Jike the image of St.
Paul before Felix. All who had known him, or
who had listenied with- rapt attention (o the elo-
quence which gushed from his lips, touched as
with a living coal from the altar, were moved (o
tears, and seemed to feel as if they wete taking
in reality a last farewell of one wlio had given a
new ardour to their piety, and thrown an addi-
tional interest into the services of the sanctnary,
The whole scene was in no ordinary dégree grand,
imposing, and affecting. Who of all that crowd
of admiring auditors believed for a moment that
in a few short weeks he who then stood before
them, in the impressive dignity of an apostle, and
with the appearance of one inspired of. Heaven,
would be buried in one of the « dark unfathomed
caves” of the ocean, there to repose till the last
trumpet shall call him before the throne of that
great Being whose cause he loved; and fo whose
service be had long devoted all the energies of a
superior intellect?” It would seem most strange ;
but the ways of Providence are often mysterioug
and inserutible. | .

Mr. Cookman was one of the most eloquent pul-

it orators in this country. Many wete, perhaps,
hiis supetiors in polish and elegance of style, ox-
tent of acjuirementy, and depth of research, but
none sutpassed him in the power which belonged
to-the orator, in rousing the feelings and passions
of the hearer, in the felicity and appropnateness
of illustration, the splendour of his rhetorical fi-
gures, and the occasional bursts of impassioned
eloquencé, . Such was the latented Cookman as

'a minister of God and a pulpit orator. He slee

the Jong sleep of death in guiet and peace, amiq
the deep dark waves of the bottomless ocean—wpo
Jonger o motirh ovér the vices, or to weep for
the misaries of mankind. He vests on the bosom
of his Saviour, but hig widowed relict and her

helpless offspring ave left to weep in snsuish
the?r irreparable loss, P . gwish ovey )



