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The Dumb Child,

She is my only girl :
I ask'd for her as some most precious thing ;
For all unfinish'd was Love’s jewel'd ring,

Till set with this soft pearl.
The shade that time brought forth I could not

see ;
How pure, how perfect, seemed the gift to me !

And many a soft old tune
I us'd to sing unto that deaden’d ear,
And suffer'd not the lightest footstep near,
Lest she might wake too soon ;
And hush’d her- brother’s laughter while she
lay—
Ah, needless care! I might have let them play!

"Twas long ere I believed
That this one daughter might not speak to me!
Waited and watch'd, God knows how patiently,
How willingly deceived :
Vain Love was long the untiring nurse of faith,
And tended Hope till it was quench’d in death.

O if she could but hear
For one short hour, till I her tongue might teach
To call me “mother,” in the broken speech
: That thrills the mother's ear!
Alas! these seal'd lips never may be stirr'd
To the deep music of that lovely word.

My heart it sorely tries
To see her kneel, with such a reverent air,
Beside her brothers at their evening prayer ;
Or lift those earnest eyes
To watch our lips, as though our words she knew ;
Then move her own as she were speaking too.

I've watch’d her looking up
To the bright wonder of a sunset sky,
With such a depth of meaning in her eye,
That I could almost hope
The struggling soul would burst its binding cords,
And the long pent-up thoughts flow forth in
words. )

The song of bird and bee,
The chorus of the breezes, streams, and groves,
All the grand music to which nature moves,
Are wasted melody
To her; the world of sound, a tuneless void ;
While even silence hath its charm destroy’d.

Her face is very fair ;
Her blue eye beautiful ; of finest mould
The soft white brow, o’er which, in waves of
gol(l,
Ripples her shining hair:
Alas! this lovely temple closed must be,
For He who made it keeps the master-key.

Wills He the mind within
Should from earth’s Babel-clamour be kept free,
E'en that His still small voice and step might be
Heard at its inner shrine,
Through that deep hush of soul, with clearer
thnll ?
Then should I grieve ?
be still !

O murmuring heart

She seems to have a sense
Of quiet gladness in her noiseless play ;
She hath a pleasant smile, a gentle way,
Whose voiceless eloquence
Touches all hearts, though I had once the fear
That e’en her father would not care for her.

Thank God it is not so!
And when his sons are playing merrily,
Bhe comes and leans her head upon hus knee,
0, at such times I know—
By his full eye, and tones subdued and mild—
How lus heart yearns over his silent child.

Not of all other gifts bereft
E'en now. How could Isay she did not speak ?
With real language lights her eye and cheek,
And renders thanks to Him who left,
Unto her soul yet open avenues
For joy to enter, and for love to use !

Biographical Sketch
OF MRS. FANNY BROWN, OF ST. JOHN'!, N.F.

BY THE REV. J. 8. ADDY.

The subject of this brief obituary was born
at Carbonear, in the Island of Newfound-
land, in the year 1810. Of her early life
little is known, but it appears that like many
young persons, she sought her happiness in
what are called the innocent amusements of
the world. She had however the great ad-
vantage of a pious mother, who took great
pains in bringing up a large family in the
paths of virtue, and in the observance of the
ordinances of religion, and whose prayers
for their best interests were constantly pre-
sented to the Giver of all good. About the
year 1833 she became the subject of the
gracious awakenings of the divine Spirit,
which led her to give up the vanities of the
world, and unite kerself in church fellowship
with the people of God. From that time
she showed the genuineness of the change
which had been wrought in her, by her de-
light in the ordinances of religion, and the
interest she took in the Sabbath School. In
this latter useful and interesting work, while
imparting knowledge, and “ watering others,”
she was unconsciously qualifying herself for
the more efficient discharge of the weightier
duties that awaited her.

Iu 1836 she was married to our esteemed
friend Robert Brown, Esq., at that time at
the head of a respectable mercantile estab-
lishment at Brigus, a union of the bappiest
and most endearing results, the only dark
hour in which, to use the words of the sur-
vivor, was that of its termination. On her
removal to Brigus, where religion was then
in a very low state, she for a while evidently
sustained considerable religious loss, yet she
regularly attended her class and the other
means of grace. She remained in this state
until the time that the Rev. John McMur-
ray was stationed in Brigus. Under his
faithful ministry our late friend with many
other of the members were very much quick-
ened; but it was especially while Mrs.
Brown was listening to a sister speak in a
love-feast of her rich enjoyment ot divine
love, that she saw her own spiritual deficien-
¢y, and there and then resolved to seek more
earnestly the enjoyment of those blessings
she saw to bé her privilege. For several
weeks her mind was much distressed ; one
night in particular her agony of soul was so
Breat, that she continued all night in prayer,
aud just as the day broke on the

Vwrld‘, the Sun of Righteousness arose uj
her Spirit with healing in His wings. Her
J0y was abundant—the Spirit wit-

ber Spirit her adoption into the | be

troubled with doubts ; her piety

this time a class of young persons was com- |
mitted to her charge, in which new sphere
of christian activity she was made a great
blessing. Her ardent piety, and more than
ordinary knowledge of the sacred Secriptures,
eminently qaalified her for that important
office, and she wached over those committed
to her charge as one who must give an ac- |
count. In taking on herself this new duty, |
she had to overcome a naturally retiring dis- |
position ; it is known, indeed, that she took
it up as a cross, but it is equally known that
it became to her one of the richest sources
of christian enjoyment. She likewise sought
out other means of usefulness, such as reliev-
ing the poor, visiting and praying with the
sick and dying, and, as far as her strength
and the calls of her family would permit,

¢ going about doing " In her family,
ber religion ap in a mild and attract-
ive form, her children saw in her the beauty
and pleasantness of piety. As a christian
mother she sought to train them up in the
nurture and admonition of the Lord, and
well was she qualified for the important task.
Her acquaintance withahe Scriptures, it has
been already said, was extensive, and in her
family she was always appealed to as a ready
reference in Scripture matters. Her instruc-
tions, we trust, will long be remembered by
them, and her prayers answered in their sal-
vation.

The cause of her holy activity in her fami-
ly and in the church, we may trace to her

eep and constant communion with God in
private. She had her regular times of pri-
vate prayer, and it was in the exercises of
the closet that she obtained her strength and
heavenly joy.
* When one who holds communion with the skies,
Has filled her urn where the pure waters rise,
And once more mingles with ns meaner things,

Tis even as if an angel shook his wings;

Immortal fragrance fills the circle wide,

And tells us wheace the treasare is supplied.”

When speaking to a christian friend, after
one of these seasons, she said “O what I
bhave enjoyed this day, I am as happy as I
can be.” She would frequently say in her
class “ My mind is kept in perfect peace,”
and would often express her realizing hope
of heaven in the language of the Poet :

J i et

are

yAnd my I;uﬂn,: yhome. N
Bat no part of the christian character of
our dear departed sister shone more brightly
than her humility ; she bad learned of Him
who was meek and lowly of heart, and de-
lighted to sit at His feet in deep self-abase-
ment ;
“ Little and unknown, prized and loved by God alone.”
While she had a high regard for the ex-
cellencies of her fellow Christians, she ap-
peared insensible to those which adorned her
own character. Often would she express
her utter unworthiness of the least favour
which her Heavenly Father bestowed upon
her. {
In 1850 the family removed to St. John’s,
and here for awhile she enjoyed her increas-
ed religious advantages. Though surround-
ed by a numerous family, her high sense of
duty caused her to yield to the earnest soli-
citations of her friends, and again sustain
the duties of a class-leader; but her health
declining it became a matter of painful soli-
citude and regret to her that she was unable
to attend it with her accustomed regularity.
About two years ago she was brought, to
all appearance, to the margin of the grave
by a severe affliction, borne with that resig-
nation and patience which might be expect-
ed, from the portrait we have drawn. On
comning out of this sickness she spoke to a
friend of the preciousness of the Saviour to
her in her sufferings, adding that she was
ready to have gone had the Lord been pleas-
ed to call her.

On her recovery she continued with im-
paired health to discharge, with great kind-
ness and christian temper, the various duties
of the family and the church. Her last visit
was to her class-meeting, on which occasion :
she took a severe cold, from the effects of
which she never recovered. Her last ener-
gies were therefore spent in her Master's
service, and if it accelerated her death as it
evidently did, there is a great consolation to
survivors that she was wounded in so glori-
ous a warfare.

From that time her health rapidly declin-
ed, and severe domestic bereavements not |
only tried her faith and love, but hastened |
the progress of disease in her own person.l
On visiting her a short time after the death
of her youngest daughter—a sweet child of |
4 years—Zthe was found weaker in body but
very happy in God. She said that Christ
was very precious to her, and she felt asto- ‘
flished that he so graciously supported her. |
The anticipations she had of heaven were
delightful ; standing on the borders of the
better country she caught many a glimpse
of its glory. When her infant son died—
less than three months after the little girl—
the event appeared to have a desolating in-
fluence on her heart. To the writer as well
as to others she said that it had left a sense
of loneliness, but when they were betlringI
the infant to the grave a friend who remain-
ed with her, directed her to the only conso-
lation. *“ Yes,” she replied, *I need com-
fort, I want comfort,” and then lookin, up
said, “ the Lord does comfort me,” and her
countenance resumed its wonted calmness
and placidity.

During this affliction she was never heard
to utter the semblance of a complaint. Her
mind was perfectly composed, and her de-
voted partner, and those whe were the more
immediate companions of her last illness,
are eloquent in their description of the com-
fort and happiness of that sick chamber
during the external gloom and rigour of a
Newfoundland winter.

“ Yea, when the storm of winter raged,
*Twas summer round their evening fire.”

Two days previous to her death she spoke
freely to Mr. Brown on the atrangements
she wished him to make in the family after
her removal. She took an affectionate leave
of several kind friends, and cast many a fond
and solicitous look on her dear children as
they passed in and out of thie room. Inall
this her composure, amounting almost to
cheerfulness, would have led one to think
that she was preparing for some short and
pleasant journey, rather than for a walk
through ‘“‘the valley of the shadow of
death;” it was a high demonstration that
she *“feared no evil,” and that

assumed a ! was fast approaching, she said “ I now want

new and more elevated character. About | dying grace, I have perfect peace, but I want

to be filled with love, and I believe I shall
have it.” She rested all her hopes on the
Redeemer’s righteousness. “1 am consci-
ous of my own unworthiness,” she said, “I
have nothing to rest on but the merits of my
Saviour.
“In no
Aty

In the afternoon, when asked if she felt that
falnéss of divine love of which she had
spoken in the moming, she replied “ O yes,
itis brighter and brighter;” a little after she
said “I shall be in my Father's house to-
night.”

Towards evening she appeared quite
aware of the near a of the last
ehl;cmy, and cone“ei:xmung her energies, her

t act as sublunary things was to
take an lﬂ'orl.’:i%:nte farewellryof her distress-
ed and weeping husband,—a scene to be
imagined by those only who have been
placed in similar circumstances, but which
no pen can adequately describe.

She had now done with earth, and hence-
forth all her aspirations were towards heaven.
Her words were few, for the mortal strife
commenced and continued during the night.
About three o’clock in the morning the-con-
flict ceased, and the liberated spirit took its
flight. We need not pause to enquire
whither, for the beautifurlangunge of the
Saviour is “ Father, I will that they whom
thou hast given me be with me where I am,
that they may behold my glory.”

She leaves behind Ler a husband deeply
conscious of her worth, and of his own irre-
parable loss, and seven children, too young,
alas! fully to estimate either, but all of
whom loved her ardently while she lived,
and with other friends will be delighted to
read this little tribute to her memor{, con-
tributed by one who knew her well, and

| who only testifies that which he * has seen

and heard.”
St. John'’s N.F., April 24, 1853.

Visit to the Waldenses.

The Rev. Mr. Thompson, of New York,
who has been in Europe for some time,
thus describes an interesting meeting that he
attended among the Waldenses :—

“ By far the most interesting incident in
our visit to the Vaudois, was an evening
prayer-meeting at the house of one of the
villagers. About eighty persons were assem-
bled in two connecting rooms, crowding them
to their utmost capacity. No one, in particu-
lar, scemed to have charge of the meeting :
bat, as in primitive times, if any one had a
psalm, a prayer, a prophecy, he gave utterr-
ance to it ; yet all things were done decently,
and in order. First, some one proposed a
hymn, which was sung with that unction
which characterizes the devotional singing
of the French, then another hymn was
proposed, and for a while the simple singing

'of hymns was made to feed the devotional,

spirit of the assembly.
remarkably spiritual.

“ After the singing, a young man arose,
and offered a most fervent and affecting
prayer. The master of the house then
asked if any oné had a chapter to propose.
The first chapter of the Second Epistle of
Peter was mentioned. All produced their
Bibles, while one read the chapter. There
was then, opportunity for remark,’ which
was improved—not in the way of general
exhortation, but in the way of comment on
the chapter read, and the application of it to
the assembly.

“ First, the young man who had led,
commented in a very lucid manner, upon
verses 5, 6, and 7, to the eflect that a Chris-
tian profession, a belief that Christ came into
the world to save sinners, &c., was nothing
without a development of the Christian
graces in the daily life : then an elderly man,
whom I took to be his father, called attention
to the fact that all these graces and attain-
ments were to be added to faith, and therefore
it was of the first importance that the faith
be right ; a third then exhorted toa personal
examination as to whether these graces did
exist, and turned, with repeated emphasis,
the declaration that, “ he that lacketh these
things is blind;” & fourth adverted to the
fact that all is summed up in the knowledge
of Christ,” which he described as an infinite
abyss.

“ Being unexpectedly called upon to make
a few remarks, I stammered out in broken
French our Christian salutations; told them
that we knew their history, honoured their
name and their faith, and, in common with
all the friends of Christ, felt our obligations
to them for having kept the faith in purity :
that we rejoice in.their spirit, and regarding
them as the hope of Italy, and the hope for
the truth in Italy, should pray for them, and
exhort Christians to pray for them coatinu-
ally. The exercises were concluded with
singing and with prayer, in which we, our

The hymns were

tionately commended to God. At the close
of the meeting thay gathered around us and

our hands in cordial salutation.—
They also presented us with a copy of their
hymn-book as a souvenir.”

A Good Example.

We once knew a good man who lived
more than three miles from the house of
God, and was often tempted by the *signs
in the sky,” to stay at home with his fami-
ly on the Sabbath; he sometimes yielded
to the temptation, not without an occasional
twinge of conscience ; at length, he resolv-
ed he would never absent himself from
God'’s house on account of the weather, un-
less it was so bad as to prevent his going to
the village where it stood, for the addition
of a dollar to his purse. “Never,” said he,
toward the close of life, “never, after mak-
ing this resolution, did any Sabbath occur

I could not attend with m
public worship of God !” |
to be eighty years of age, had a family of
thirteen * sonsand daughters "—all of them
as regular attendants as himself at the vil-
lage church—two of them became ministers
of the Gospel ; all of them gave themselves
to the Lord in their early days; and their
descendants are now sca everywhere,
diffusing the spirit of their ts over the
communities where their

brethren, the

I
Father Reeves—a Model Class
m. |
An old man, neatly dressed, some five |
| feet four inches high, of a compact and well |
knit frame, his head partdy bald, bis fore-|
head high and narrow, his fumm]'
but expressive, with inent 1
is walking, with an nmll under his arm, |
along the streets of London. His step is |
somewhat feeble, for he is seventy-three |
ears of age. His aspect is grave, without |
ing sad—it wears the ufmnn of an |
earnest man, with whom life is a great
ndity, and not an idle dream. Yet there
is a light beaming from his small twinkling
eyes, which irradiates his whole counte-
nance, proclaims the presence of a
mind more than peaceful—it is the lustre of
a soul filled with a high, w joy.
Bat as that beautifully man
beneath a railway arch, an infuriated
startled by the rattling of & passing
train of cars above, plunges agginst him,
and lays him prostrate. That blow deprives
him of consciousness—in an he is
dead ! %
And now a strange exci
thro that crowded street.
lip the announcement is
Reeves is dead 7 :
“Dead !” asks the neighbonr* store-
keeper, “who is dead ?” H
“ Mr. Reeves !” $
“ What, that little old man with the
umbrella, who was always going about
visiting the sick #”
“ Yes.”
Onward, onward still, flies thd ramour,
It reaches “Lambeth Chapel.” Groups
immediately gather round the chml gites,
and deeply affected discuss the Pre-
seotly, the services commence within. It

is a missionary prayer meeting, i which,
for many years, the deceased old'man had
invariably been present. But he is not
there to-night ; and the assembly i§ oppress-
ed with grief. They attempt to sing, but
their voices are cho&o! by sighs and sobs,
They engage in prayer, and the wvoice of
him who prays trembles with emotion ; the
cheeks of all are wet with tears. One
sentiment of uncoatrollable grief Elu the

entire congngnion.
A few days pass, and the of the

little old man is carried into chapel
Fifteen hundred people crowd the edifice ;
and hundreds stand without,
admittance. The services over, a
ma. hSoma twen '-I?‘ h
w the corpse ; along
Lambeth church-yard, the wir
large numbers of serious specta
perhaps never before, has
tended at a burial in that graveyard.

Who then is he, wl‘;ooe death f:;almu
such erful and wide ing—
whooep%:rinl is so distingui wisbod' hat
were his pretensions 7 What his character,
and whence his honours ?

Reader, that old man held no higher
office among men than that of a Wesleyan
class leader! His distinguishing excellence
was his piety; his honourable deeds were
works of charity performed in the class
room, or 2{ the bedside of sick and dyi;ﬁ

i

: spreads
lip to
: “Mr.

-

people. ches he had none ; for thron

his long life he was a r man ; and, for
several years prior to his death, he was a
pensioner on a public charity fund. Learn-
ing he could not boast, since at the time of
his conversion he was unable to read ; and,
subsequently, his studies were confined
malinly to - r's Suinu‘wﬁe:t. Bunyan’s
Pilgrim’s , the Wesle mn
Book, and the Eible ! Neither h’:inhe l)"mk
to commend him. In his boyhood, he was
a simple peasant boy ; through life he was
a journeyman mechanic. us, in this
roor old man, there was nothing besides his
ong life of holiness and usefulness to com-
mand public attention. Yet, few princes
have been more honoured in their death
than he—none were ever more sincerely
mourned. The tears shed over his grave

of the genuine affection with which they
loved him. Let us then hastily sketch his
history, }

Father Reeves, as he was familiarly call-
ed, was a native of Cudham, in Kent, where
he was born in 1779. His parents were

r, and he laboured in his childhood as a
armer’s boy. When about 22 years of age,
he apprenticed himself to a wheelwright for
three years. In his 25th year he removed
to London, and through the aid of a friend,
found employment as a coach-maker. Here
he married; as it appears, judiciously ;
| though at the time quite poor.

Up to his twenty-seventh year, Mr.
Reeves lived a careless, sinful, though not
an immoral, life. He had been subject to
powerful strivings of the Spirit from his
childhood ; but 1 1808, at Lambeth Cha-

| esteem a

by the multitude were honest expressions | 8

vinced of sin. His submission to fhe call of

|
plete to the extent of his measure of light.
| At the close of the service, he sought the
| minister and unbosomed his fears. Then

as yet, was unconverted. Her carnal mind
was aroused, and to his unspeakable grief,
she, with whom he had hlll‘hem 1Iqived in
! harmony, began to ute him. Nothing
| daunted, dehminer:x rsevere, he prayed
| with her. This ber heart, and she
began to seek mercy also. They now went
to class in company, and, after groping in
the dark for about a month, he received a
clear sense of the pardon of his sins.
Dr. Jomnsox once shrewdly remarked,
that “ He who waits to doa great deal of
at once will never do anything.” Mr.
ves appears to have grasped this idea
from intuition ; for while he was deeply con-

| of apparent responsibility in the church, he

his man lived | instantly commenced doing the little things |

came a strict attendant on the means of
;-he visited the sick poor; he muin~

utmost to persuade sinners, by en-
| treaty, to. be saved; he demied himsell of

every forbidden indul and concentrated
all his powers dnux | central, all
'q!—i:il(p nm Thus, he

H A A
“and “the image of “his bee
loved, was, as & consequencs, e

g faiunds, Snd car Sountry wove mect ol lthe Spirit was at once absolute and com-‘

| were at once the basis and the cement of it.

|
|

| hastening home uncomforted. he told his!
wife of his concern, and commenced an ear- |
nest effort to pray, and to learn to read the |
Bible. So absorbed was he in this struggle, |
that his zeal gave offence to his wife, who, |

flected from his serene mind, as light is re-
flected from calm waters. At the same time,
his character was improving in every res-
pect. His constant labors among the sick,
exercised, and thereby invigorated his
while they gradually procured for him the
confidence of the church. Ten
years after his conversion, though not with-
out misgivings on account of his illiteracy,
heI was entr:lx,ned with ::e care of a class.
t was at this period of his history that
his worth began to find de t. He
received his class as a mother does her first-
born—with exquisite, yet trembling affection
—as a sacred trust, fearful and precious, to
be beloved and trained for Heaven.—Thus
he loved his class. Never did parent watch
a child with more tenderness, perseverance,
and ingenious care, than that which he dis-
played for his class. He studied the Scrip-
tures; he sought aid by prayer, that he
might instruct them as well as stimulate
them. He visited them at their homes : he
wept with them in their sorrow ; he rejoiced
with them in their joy; he interested him-
self in their welfare ; he sought to bind them
to each other by ties of Chnstian friendship.
The ignorent he taught to read, and aimed
to make them intelligent as well as holy.
And he was continually seeking to add peni-
tents to his class from among the serious in
the tion.
Such conduct soon made it apparent that
he was no common class leader. His class
filled up ; it overrun, and was divided. He
now lel two classes. A third—a fourth
were formed. He led them all, and at one
time, had over one Aundred and fifty souls

under his personal watchcare. Finding it | Zhrone /™

impossible to visit them faithfully, and work
at his trade, as he had been accustomed to
do, until eight o'clock in the evening, he
made an arrangement to leave his work at
six o'clock. By doing this, he sacrificed
seven shillings every week ; though, at no
time, had he been able to earn over fort
shillings weekly—a sacrifice without a paral-
lel in the history of class leaders.

It was by such labors as these, continued
through a period of thirty years, that Fath-
er Reeves won for himself that affection so
remarkably displayed on the occasion of his
death and funeral. By resolutely placing
his limited powers, means and attainments
under the guidance of pury their dili-
gent, conscientious employment for God—by
a stern tion of self, gradually grew
in the favor of God, and in the estimation
of men : thus realizing the beautifully ex-
pressed sentiment of Tennyson, who, speak-
ing of the path of duty, says:—

* He that walks it, pnly thirsting
For the rw learns to deaden
Love of his closes,
He the stubborn thistle burs ting

Into y purples, which outredden
All voluptuous garden roses.”

Would that the fallen mautle of this holy
class Jeader may be caught up by some Am-
erican Elisha, and his spirit communicated
to our churches! Such men are the salt of
Methodism. Give it a few men like Father
Reeves, in every town and city, and how
Elorion.ly would it thrive and multiply—

ow mighty would its cunquests be. His
life shows that it is ot learning, wealth, or
genius we need, so much as humble powers,
entirely consecrated to theidea of duty—
minds that turn neither to the right or to the
left to serve self or to please the world ; but
who, with “ patient toil of heart, and knees,
and hands,” press on, through every gorge,
and over every c! hilltop of duty. Give
the church these, and she is invincible in all
fields, whether she contend in self-defence
or in aggressive effort for theconquest of the
world.—Zion's Herald.

Matthew Henry.

Marraew Hengy presentsa specimen of
early piety, which shows how rapid is the
progress of those whom the Spirit of God is
teaching. When he was three years of age
Matthew Henry could read the Bible dis-
tinctly ; and, as he grew in years, he visibly
rew in grace.

“ The ‘h,::.fhf"l boy was often remarka-
bly solemnized under his father's preaching,
and, when the services of the sanctuary were
over, would haste to his little chamber to
weep and pray, and could scarccly be pre-
vailed on to come down and share the fami-
ly meal.”

“ With his young sister he helda little
prayer-meeting on Saturday afternoons ; and
amid the sequestered sanctity of their peace-
ful home, and under the loving eye and
wise instruction of their tender parents,
these olive-plants grew round about the
table.”

He delighted in the society of the godly,
in listening to their discourse, and learning
wisdom at their lips. In short, his case is
one of the most pleasing upon record, of a
heart early drawn to Christ, and so closely
knit to him as to leave little room for the

pel, he was suddenly and powerfully con- | world’s ascendency.

One remakable thing in the devoutness of
this child was its solidity. The Scriptures

It was not sentiment ; it was not mere emo-
tion. As little was it the mere cleverness of
a wonderful child inflated into importance,
or dragged in notoriety by the vanity of in-
discreet parents. It was substantal
manly piez; the fruit of the Spirit; and
such, therefore, as was certain to shine more
and more unto the perfect day.

the lambs with His arm, and carry
| them in His bosom, and shall gently lead those that are
with young,"—lsa. 11 : 1.

bereavement, or death, to have the counte-
nance and
| friend !

one nearer, dearer, tenderer still—the Friend
that never fails—a tender God! By

{ which were in his limited power. He be- |

many endearing epithets does Jesus

80 hot or 80 cold, so windy or stormy, that | scious of insufficiency for any great work | the tenderness of his affection to his

tained an unblemished reputation ; he did his | forteth,

md,

How soothing, in the hour of sorrow, or

~no word of upbraiding—in silent love “ he

lays him on Lis shoulders rejoicing "
, When Peter falls, he does not unnecessa-
| rily wound him. He might have repeated
| often and again the piercing look which
{brought the flood of penitential sorrow.—
| But he gave that look only once; and if he
| reminds him again of his threefold denial, it
| is by thrice repeating the gentlest of questi-
| ons, “ Lovest thou me ?”
| My soul! art thou mourning over the
| weakness of thy faith—the coldne.s of thy
| love—thy manifold spiritual declensions ?

sented itself at the base of the cataract, At
the whirlpool, the falls must have been sta-
tionary for several ages. Lyell has also
traced the paralled banks, cut through the
ancient drift that overlies the district which
formerly confined the river. It cannot be
doubted, then, that thousands of years

the Niagura poured its watersover a Inm
of abeut 240 feet, not as they would now
upon the lovely valley of the Ontario, but
into the waters of an ocean whose waves
dashed and mingled with the waters of the
headlong fall. The work of excavation be-

{ Fear not! He knows thy frame—he will
{ * earry” in his arms those that are unable to
walk, and will conduct the burdened ones
through a path less rough and rugged than
others. When “the lion” or “the bear”
comes, thou mayest trust the true David, the
tenderest of shepherds !  Art thou suffering
from outward trial? Confide in the tender-
ness of thy God's dealings with thee. The
strokes of his rod are gentle strokes—the
needed discipline of a father yearning over
his children the very moment he is chasti-
sing them! The gentlest earthly parent
may speak a barsh word at times—it may
be needlessly harsh. But not so GOD.—
“ He may seem, like Joseph to his brethren,
to speak roughly ; but all the while there is
love in his heartI” The pruning-hook will
not be used unnecessarily. It will never
cut too deeply. The farnace will not burn
more fiercely than is absolutely required.—
A tender God is seated by it, tempering the
fury of its flames.

And what, believer, is the secret of all this
tenderness?  “ There is a man upon the
Jesus—the God-Man Mediator ;
combining, with all the might of Godhead,
all the tenderness of spotless hutanity. Is
thy heart crushed with sorrow ?—so was
{ His! Are thine eyes dimmed with tears?
—s0 were His | “Jesus wept!” Bethany's
“ Chief Mourner ” still wears the Brother’s
heart in glory. Others may be unable to
enter into the depths of thy trial. He can
—He does!

With such a “ tender God ” caring for me,
providing for me, watching my path by day,
and guarding my couch gy night—* I wnll
both lay me down and sleep ; for thou, Lord,
only makest me dwell in safety.”— Night
Watchers.

Niagara Falls.

BY PROPESSOR SILLIMAN.
Let us stand by Niagara, and while we

mark—

“ How the giant element,
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound,
Crushing the cliffs, which downwards worn and rent
With his flerce footsteps, yield in chasms a fearful vent,’
to the torrent, we may trace many of the
changes produced in our own and past ages
by the agency of water, and also many which
depend on the alternate rise and tall of con-
tinents. The cataract and its channel are a
chronometer on whose dial we may read in
rude but unerring language, the lapse of ge-
ologic ages—periods so vast that the mind
can hardly grasp them; yet nothing when
compared with the eternity which went be-
fore, whose monuments are still visibly be-
fore us. It is only in astronomy that we
find distances of space, which may be com-
pared to the distances of time recorded by
geology. The features of the country about
the Falls are so well known that we need
not describe them minutely. The extensive
plateau, in depressions of which the upper
t lakes are situated, descends very
ually from Lake Superiorto Erie, which is
334 feet above Ontario, and this descent is
made in a great part within a single mile at
the rapids and falls of Niagara. The pla-
teau itself terminates abruptly at the escarp-
ment 250 feet high, called Queenston heights,
and from its base the plain descends imper-
ceptibly 120 feet to Ontario, seven miles
distant. The rocks across which the river
flows belong to the Silurian system. They
are nearly horizontal, having a dip to the
south of only 25 feet in a mile. Beginning
at Lake Erie, they are named by the New
York geologists, Helderberg limestone,
Ouondago salt group, and Niagara limestone,
of which the last is the earliest formed, and
oldest. Where it issues from lake Erie, the
river is calm and interspersed with beautiful
islands, which character it maintains for fif-
teen miles, w. - fall of only as many feet.
Then come the rapids with a descent of fifty
[feet in a mile, after which the torrent
| plunges abruptly 165 feet into the foaming
{abyss. The fall is divided into two; the
| American 600 feet wide, and the Horse-
| shoe nearly one-third of a mile across, which
are separated by an island not mach narrow-
er than the last. Seven miles below, the
the river pursues its impetuous way through
|a chasm whose walls rise about 300 feet and
| which are from 200 to 400 feet apart; it
emerges from a ravine at Queenston and
| quietly loses itself in the waters of Ontario.
We shall not attempt to describe the mingled
| grandeur and beauty of Niagara, nor the
emotions to which it gave rise. The only
description that we have ever seen which
approaches towards satisfying the mind, is
Byron's description of the fall at Velino,
from which we have already quoted. The
| geologist, however, has something more to
say than the mere traveller; let us hear the
| past and tuture history of this mighty cata-
ract. It is perfectly obvious that the falls
have not always presented the appearance
they now have, nor always occupied the

|

| ition. it -
On the Tenderness of JESUS—A | ward by deroying tbe ek e 8 south-
Meditation.

timated by Mr. Hall and Sir Charles Lyell,
of one foot annually. Father Heaonepin, a

.

J.ewu missionary, saw 'it in 1678, and has

igious
plate represents Horse-shoe fall as straight,

sym| y | and a third fall obliquely across it, produced
My mm words tell thee of

by an angle of Table Rock. Kalm, the pu-
pil of Linnwus, saw and desbribed ‘it 72
years afterward, at which time the third
fall had disappeared, and the Horse-shoe
had assumed much more of its present ap-
pearance. And these are all the historical
data we have, for fifty years ago the count

was still in the ion of the Indians
In the absence of all other evidence, how-
ever, a cursory examination of the ravine
cannot fail to convince the observer that the
river has been adequate to excavate the
seven miles from Queenston to the Falls, if

gan, and, as the rocks indicate, the u
layers wore away much faster than those
low, so that the cataract divided into two,
and afterwards into three, each st
wearing its way back with unequalled 4
until they met once more at the whirlpool,
'and thence, with their united force, worked
their way to the south, constantly losing in
grandeur what they gained in place. 'y
will not halt at their present station, but re-
treat slowely and surely about two miles
farther, where they will stop for an unknown
period, and probably for ever, since at this
the hard limestone will form both base and
top of the falls, and thus stop the rapid des-
truction of the rock. Some have thought
that they would finally reach Lake Eria,
and that then the lake would be completely
drained. Such an event is impossible. At
the point already mentioned, the torrent will |
gradually wear away the surface of the
limestone forming a rapid, and henceforth
Niagara will be one of the lost wonders of
the world. Other changes have befallen this
region extending over the continent, and
through periods vastly longer than that re-
uired for cutting the gorge of the Niagam.
rom the rock we may gather a history
which we may well call ancient. As has
been already indicated, the whole continent
was once formed beneath the ocean; by
swealar refrigeration, the platean of the
great lakes was elevated, and than at Niaga-
ra, or elsewhere, perhaps, was an outlet to
the then nothern seas ; again it was sunk and
its rocks were scoured und polished by ocean
currents, and floating icebergs ; this was the
glasical period ; once more the continent
rose from the sea, and then, wr are sure,
that the Niagara began to eit its present
channel. Of-the length of these
we know pothing ; the rocks only us
of their order of succession.

It's all Light.

The pious William Gordon was once dis-
coursing to a friend on his rapid approach to
death, and the delightful hope he was
mitted to entertain of the rémission of his
sins, and his full, uolimited pardon with God,
th the atonement of a reconciling Savi-
our. It was not long before his decease,
and his friend, in order to strengthen, if pos-
sible, his hopes, and administer fruits of fur-
ther consolation, read a verse of the twenty-
third Psalm :- “ Yea, though I walk through
the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil ; for Thou art with me; Thy rod
and Thy staff they comfort me.”

“ Yes,” said the dying saint in reply “ yes,
if He were not with me, how dark it would
be! but it's all light.” :

It was all Kight to him. Not a cloud
over his heavenward prospect. Not a
of grief mor a murmur of impatience rose
from his 1i His llness was protracted,
bat this did not appal his spirit. It raber
served to disencumber it of all earthly hind-
rances. With him, to draw nigh unto death
was to draw nigh unto heaven.

Spectacle after spectacle burst upon his
sight, glory after glory, revelation after re-
velation of distant and hitherto unapproach-
able splendour, so that the thousands who
gathered from time to time at his bedside
were favoured with descriptions of blessed-
ness which banished skepticism and over-
awed unbelief.

Do you ask why it was that heavenly visi-
ons were disclosed to his expectant soul ?—
Let him answer in his own expressive lan.
guage: “I threw all my burdens upon
Christ.” And then light came, great light,
pure light, brighter light, shining more and
more unto the perfect day.

That day was the dawning glory of his
soul in the realms of happiness above the
stars.

“It’s all light!” No language could ex-
press more clearly the full shining of God's
countenauce. There rested not within his
bosom a doubt of Christ’s sufficiency to save
sinners. His confidence in Jesus was per-
fect, firm, deep rooted ; and as there was
not a doubt to trouble him, therefore there
could not be one sin to alarm, since the
blood of Jesus was sufficient to wash
sin away. If “it’s all light” to the dying
believer, “it’s all dark” to the soul unre-
conciled. This is the teaching of reason, re-
velation and Divinity. If heaven delights
the one Yy its sp r, bell afirights the
other by its gloom. If Jesus throws open
the gates of glory, and allows visions of im-
mortal beauty to rush out and enrapture the
believer on his death-bed, He may also pros-
trate the dreadful bulwarks of hell, and send
damned epirits forth to terrify thé infidel
heart ere its entrance into perdition. Grant,
O Father in glory! grant, in Thy infinite
goodness and loveythat all of us may be per-

mitted to encourage the weeping friends who
stand at our pillow when we die, by the ex-
pression of this holy consolation, “ It's all
light!”  God can surround the death-bed of
every believer with this radiance from His
throne. O that you, dear reader, and I, and
all whom we hold in affectionate remem-
brance, and all to whom relationship has en-
deared us, may be thus encompassed, thus
illuminated, and whisper, as the flame of na-
ture dies out in its sogket, “ It's all light.”—
Chris. Int.

Rev. John Fletcher's Preaching.

On my occasional visits 1 wasstruck with
several things. Preaching on Noah as a
type of Christ, he was in the midst of a
most animating description of the terrible
day of the Lord, when he suddenly paused.
Every feature of his expressive countenance
was marked with painful feeling ; and, strik-
ing his forehead with the palm of his hand,
he exclaimed, “ wretched man that I am!
Beloved brethren, it often cuts me to the
soul, as it does at this moment, to reflect
that, while [ have been endeavouring by the
force of truth, by the beauties of holiness,
ladmblthbmmohh Lord, to bring
you to walk in the peaceable paths of righte-
ousness, | am, with respect 1o many of you
whe reject the Gospel, only tying millstones

&




