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There is a peculiar fascin"tion about this view, wvhich, however
otten gazed on, neyer loses its power over the feelings. We
linglered long upon it, and its image w~ill be to us a "1joy forever."

Arow through the Gap in a boat, towvard evening, gave us a
clearer impression of this great natural curiosity than wve had
prcx'viotisly gained, and drew to our lips the w'ords of the P.salmist,

" )Lord, liow mianifold are Thy wvoiks ! Iu -%visdomi Thou. hast
miade thern al."

l'he country around the Gap is associated withi naines almost
cl in i modern Christian story. David Brainerd, ivit a

burimn heart, once traversed the hilîs and vales of the Minisifflz,
seekingr to win the wild Lenape lIndians to Christ and civilization.
he Moravians hiad their missionary establishment at Bethlelheni,

and their preachers traversed the Delaware, Lehigli. and Susqtie-
hanjna Valicys, preaching Jesus witJi some success to the red
wvarriors. Then our own John Brodhead, so wve11 knowvn, S()
ighIly respected, and so greatly beloved, was a native of this

viclinity, who preached in a'sehool-house near bis ancestralho ,
and wvent forth with hieroc faith and saintly fervonr wvhen only
eighteen years old, to preach the -unsearchable riches of Chiri1st.

Our allotted week at this pleasantu spot hiaving, expired u-e
returne(l home stronger in body than 'vhen we left it, and greatly
refreshed iii spirit by our wveek's communion with the solitude.,
and beauties of nature. A place more delightful for a summner
sojourn can flot easily be found. Looking back on that pleasant
week we often apply to it these lines of Wordsworth.

-"1 have learned
To look on nature, not as in the hour
vi tboughtless youtli; but ber "-ng oftentirnes
The stili Sad music of humanit
. Therefore amn I stili
A lover of the meadows and the woods
And mountains; and of uli that we behold
From this green earth; of ail the mighty world
0f eye and ear, both what they haif create,
And what perceive; weillpleased Vo recognize,
In nature and the lantluage of the sense,
The anchor of my purest Lhoughts, the nurse
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soni
0f ail my moral being. "


