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‘THE COLONIAL CHURCHMAN.

times, giving his comment upon it for an hour every
morning.’ C

Ta the life of that simple hsarted and cortented,I had
almost said innocent man, Iz:acWaltun, there is an in-
teresting account of the d»mestic devotions of Mr. Ni-
cholas Farrer: and, in the life of his contemporary,
GeorgeHerbert, a similar testimony is borne to his ha-
bits of social worship. ¢ Hisconstant public prayers
did never make bim to peglect his own private devo-
tinns, nor those prayers that he thought .himself bound
to perform with his family which were always a set
-form, and not -loag, and he did always conclude them
with that collect which the Churchbad appointed for
theday or week. "Thus he made every day’s sanctity
atstsp toward; that kingdom where impurity cannot en-
ter, . )

Toapproach. nearer our own day, . would glance at
the mention made of the habits of the late Mr. Bacon
a name familiar to every lover of the finearts. 'His bi-
ographer Mr. Ceril, states, thathe was a bright exam-
ple to bia family and tothe world. Religion, withhim,
was not the Sunday garb of a formalist. Oceupied
with busiqess, -exalted . by favor, and tempted with
wealth, raligion was gtill bis grand concern. Aniwated
by this, bis family dwelt in a Aouse of daily prayer and

. In Dr. Henderson’s Account of bistravelsinIceland,
several sketches, of nesnean interest, are drawn ofthe
domaati;; warahip of the islanders. Tnvol. 2dp. 124.
be describhedthe Sysselman, of Skard, collecting bis fa-
uiily and leading their hallowed exercises with alife and
energy which few, even of the clergy, would surpass.
Inp. 24, of the same volume, he details another scene
at Stadarhaun, in a family of ei‘flﬁ intividnals, assem-
bled rouad their coarse wooden tible, when several ap-
‘propriate Psalnis wera sung in.a very lively muouer, af-
ter which a solemn and impressive prayer was offered
up; allthe females placing theirhands flat on ghm fa-
ces, 80 as entirely to cover their eyes. ¢ Thejoy,” he
adds, which béamed from their countenances, at the
cauclusion of the service, discovered plaioly the in-
crease_of bappiness derived from their renewed ap-
proach to the fountain of bliss.’ ‘

habits of the Scotch peasant, as drawn by th

younagood day.” —This pious conduct of the Icelander,!  Surely I-need not say more in favour of a prac-

when viewed in connexion withthe awful scenery that tice which, #s we have seen, conduces to the iety

surrounds him, is at once characteristic and delightful.!and good order of families, to the discharge of re-

It bears 3o strong a resemblance tothe chasacter and lative duty, {
e

to the improvement of the young, t¢o

’ ively pen-'the r:orals of servants, aud to the welfure of the
cil of the author ofthe Shepherd’s Calendar that Ecan- community at large—a practice consonant to ths
not better express my own feelings than in bis langaage.|will of Gop, and co-incidertal with the dictates of
‘I know,” he observes, ‘of noscene so impressive 88 a well-informed judgment—a practice, wmoreoven
that of a family sequestered in a lone glen during the adorned by the recorded examples both of primitive
time of a winterstorm. There they sreleft tothe pro-and modern Christians in every .station of lifs,
tection of Hleaven, and they know xnd feel it. 'Tbmug‘h-l from the throne, to the lowly cot of the pious pes-
out all the wild vicissitades of nature, they have no r nch il
hope ‘of sssistance from ‘man, but are conversant with|is to be wished that so pure and iateresting a featurs

sant: nor need I add a syllable in proof how much it

ther, (aptemblem of the faithful spiritusi pastor ;indeed,

be seen but the conflict of the elements, nor heard
but the ravingof thestorm.  Then they 2l kneela-
round him, ‘while' lre‘recommends*fhém to the pro-

praise can scarcely 'be hesrd even by themselves,
as it mixes with the rosr of the tempest, they ne-
ver fail to rise from their’ devotions with their spi-
rits cheered and their confidence renewed, and go
to sleep with an exdltation of mind of which kings
and conquerors have no share. ‘Often hate I been
a sbarer in such scenes, and never, even in my young-

ad by the circumstances, ere is & sublimity in
the very idea. There welived, as it were, iumates
of the. cloud and the storm, ‘but'we stood in‘a re-
lationship to the Ruler of those, that neither time nor
eterpity can ever cancel.  Woe to bim that ‘would
weaken the bonds with which true christianity con-
nects us with heaven and each other I' Of such a
spectacle as this, is it too much to say,

t/ngels might stoop from thronesin hegven to be
Co-woarshippers in such a familyt”

Bat this is not a solitary iastance, nor hsa thépoculiar
beauty of this nstional habit escaped the observation of]

But thera are two passages io the first volumeso truly the muse. ThePuet of Scotland himself, felt this tobe

interesting, that, as some of your readers may not be in
possession of the work, 1 must quote them.

“The exercise of domestic worship is attended to in
almost every family in Iceland, from Michaelmas to
Easter. . During the summer months, the family are 8o
scattered and the time of their returning from their va-
rions employments 80 different, that it is almost impos-
sible for them to worship Gop in a collective capacity;
yet there are many families whose piety is more lively
and zdealon‘s, that make conscience of it the whole year
rouna. . - . -

* Oae day Istrolled up arising gronnd behind the fac-
tory, and fallingin with a dry and sheltered spot, 1 lay
down onthe grass. ‘While my thoughts were engaged
with some of the Psalms 1 heard the notes of harmony
behind ; the which, on turning about, I found procecd_ed
from a cottage at a little distance to the left. The in-
habitants consisting of two families, bad collected to-
gether for the exercise of 8ocial worship,and were gend-
ing up the melody of praise to the Gop of salvation.—
This practice is universal in theisland onthe Sabbath
day, whenthere is no public service, the members of
each family (or whera thereare mgre fomilies than one
they combine) join in singing several hymns, read the
Gospel and Epistle for the day, a prayer or two, andvne
of Vidalin’s eermons. Where the Bible exists, it is
brought forward, and ssversl chagtersofit are read by
the young people iathe family.’

'T'hisisthe first aceount which this Christian traveller
gives of these simple people. The.other psssage is at
the close of his description of their mode of spending
their long evenings. P. 8681 Atthe conclusion of the
evening labours, the family join in singing & psalm or
two; after which.a chapter frow some beok of devotion
is read, ifthe family be not 1n possession of a Bible; but
where thissacred bbok exists, itis preferred to every
other. A prayer issalsoread by the head of the family,

one of hig native country’s chief and purest.excellences.
Is it mecessary to mention ‘the Cotter’s Saturday
night 2 or havenet Burns*lovely stanzas already hur-
ried over the recollection, and brought full in view
a family, in which . "

& Their cheerfu* supper done wi’ serious face,

They round the ingle form u ¢tircle wide,

The sire turns o’er wi’ patriarchal grace,
. The big ha’-Bible—ance his father’s pride.
" His bonnet rev’rently is laid aside ;

His lyart mffots wearing thin and bare,

Those strains that once did aweet in Zioa glide,.

He wales a portion with judicious care,

And ¢ Let us worship God !’ hg says with sclemn air.”

“ Then, kneeling down to Heaven’s eternal King,

The #aint, the father, and the husband prays |

But stop. Your readers must be familisr with the
remainder of these exquisite lines : and if any

socia] prayer, let them condescend to learn them
from an Ayrehire cotter. L '

Or if poetical authority of a still higher stamp
be sought for, T would point to what are, perhaps

ssges of Milton’s incomparable Paradise lost. 1In
the former he thus speaks of our first parents while
as yet they were unconscious of sin and therefore
approached as nearly as possible, in all their social
rites, to the Divine will: ,

“ As soon as sacred light began to dawn

In Eden on the humid flowers, that breath’d

Their morning incense, when all things that breathe
From the earth’s great altar sentup silent praise

To the Creator, and his nostril’s fill . .

With grateful smell, forth came the human pair

And join’d their vocal worship to the quire

Of creatures wauting voice !”

and the exercise concludes with a Rsa!m. Their morn-
ing dsvotions are conducted in asimilsr manuer at the
lamp. Whenthe Icelander awakes, he does not salute
any person, but hastepsto the dopr, and, lifting up bis
eyes towards heaven, adotes bim who made the heavens
snd the earth, the author and preserver of his being, the
source of exery bleasing. He then returns into the
bouse and salutes eyery one he meets with, ‘ Gop grant

In the second they appear at their vespers.

“ When at their shady lodge arriv’d, both stood,
Both turn’d, and under open sky ador’d

Andst ole. Thou also mad’st the night,
Mnker.:gn‘;potent! And Thouthe day ,
Which we;.in our appointed work employ’d,
Have finish’d, happy in our mutualbelp
And mutual love, I{e crown of sll our bliss
Ordain’d by Thee {”

the Almighty alone. Before retiringto rest, the shep-
herd-uniformly goes out to examine the state of the wea-

of every Christian parent,) in order to meke his report
to the littte dependent group within, - Notbing is to

tection of Heaven; and though their little hymn of]

est years, without baving m.;hheart deeply impress-] .

of them are still strangers to the ‘pure delights of]

two of the most beautiful and finely-conceived pas-| -

The Gop that made both sky, air, earth, and heav'n, \

in the character of aur ancestry should be universally
discernible in our own. ‘

April 26th, 1836,

SAMECH. .

The following has been sent.us by a friend who says ho has
written it off from memory—* incerto auctore :” s
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THE SEVENTH PLAGUR. ©
— i o LT
Ezredus—Chap. ix, veree 3,

S ——

*Twas morw, the rising splendonr roll'd
On marble tow’rs and roofs of gold :
Hall, court, and gallery below

Were crowded with a living flow ;

.Egyptian, Nubian, Arab, there,

‘The bearers of the bow and spear;
e i e
slavy, the.gem'd and glittering P

o o o

A dazzling ring,round Pharach’s throna.

There came a man—the human tide
Shrank backward at his stately stride;
His cheek with time and storm was tann’d’
A shepherd’s crook was in his hend,
A shudder of instinctive fear .~ =
Told the darkKing what step was near;
On thro’ the Host the stranger carne,

Tt parted round his form like flame,

‘e stop’d not at the footstool stone,
Unclasp’d not sandal,kiss’d not throne, -
Erect he stood amid the ring, . R
His only words—* Be just, O King}

The blood in Pharaoh’s cheek flush'd high,
A fire burnt in his sullen eye;

Yet on the chief of Israel '
No arrow of his thousands fell,

All mute and moveless as the grave,

8tood hush’d the Satrap and the Slave.
¢Thou'rt come’ at length the Monareh spoke;
Heughty and high the words out broke, . -
¢Is Israel weary of his lair 1 :

¢ The forehead peal’d, the shoulder bare!

¢ Then take this answer to your land,

¢ Go reap the wind, go plough the sand,

t Go vilest of the living vile

¢ T'o build the never-ending pile,

¢ Till 'darkest of the nameless dead, . -

¢/The vulture on your flesh be fed ; . :

" $What better asks the howlingslave,

¢ Than the base life our bounty gave?

Shouted in pride the turban’d Peers,
Upclash'd to heav’n the golden spears ;—- -
¢King Thou and Thine are doom’d—Bebold 1-—*
The Prophet spake—the thunders voll'd,
Along the pathway of the Sum

Sail'd vapoury mountains wild and dun:

¢ King be the word for freedom giv'n,

¢What art thou man to war with heav’n.

There came no word ! the thunders broke ;

Like ahuge eity’s final smoke, ,

Thiek, lurid, stifling, mixed with flame,

Thro’ court and hall the vapours came :

Scatter’d like foam along the wave

Flew the proud pageant, prince and slave,

Or in the chains of terror bound

Lay corpse-like on the smould’ring ground.
¢Speak, King ! The wrath is but begun—

¢ Still dumb 1—Then, Heaven, thy will be dons !’

Echoed from earth a bollow roar,

Like ocean on the midnight shore,

A sheet of lightning o’er them wheel’d,

The selid ground bensath them reel’d, .

Ia dust sank roof and battlement,

Like nets the giant-walls were rent,

Red, broad, before his startled gaze

The monarch saw his Egypt blaze.

8till swell’d the plague ! the flame grew pale,
Burst from the clouds their charge of heil



