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perro in eternity. 

past and future of these bright orbs, 
cluster within cluster, and world en- 
circled by world. 
How 

Be still, and leave thy cause with God ; origin, design, and probable destiny, 

4 yer human science can only 
d | theories, and the problem of the Uni- 

Silence. 

BY PROF. UPHAM. 

When smitten, dost thou feel the rod, 

And silence to thy soul shall teach 

Far more than comes from outwar 

speech. 

When secret arts and open foe 

Conspire thy peace to overthrow, 

In silence learn the hidden power 

Which saves thee in that bitter hour. 

Doth not thy Father take thy part? 

Doth He not know thy bleeding heart ? 

And when it seems that thou wilt fall, 

Doth He not feel it ? bear it all? 

Make no reply, but let thy mind 

In silent faith the triumph find 

Which comes from injuries forgiven, 

And trust in God, and strength in Heaven
. 

nm BE 
— 

Little Ones, 

Only beginning the journey, 

Many a mile to go; 

Little feet, how they patter, 

Wandering to and fro! 

Trying again so bravely, 

Laughing in baby glee; 

Hiding its face in mother’s lap, 

Proud as a baby can be. 

Talking the oddest of language 

Ever before was heard ; tpt 

But mother— you'd hardly think so- 

Understands every word. 

Tottering now and falling, 

Eyes are going to cry ; : 

Kisses add plenty of love-words, 

Willing again to try. 

Father of all, O guide them, 

The pattering little feet, 

While they are treading the uphill road, 

Braving the dust and heat ! 

.Aid them when they grow weary, 

Keep them in pathways blest; 

And when the journey is ended, 

Saviour, O give them rest ! 

RELIGIOUS. : 
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The following paper will be perused 

with interest, especially by the ladies it 

being one of the Essays readat therecent 

Anniversary of Horton Collegiate Aca- 

demy. » By this means those who were 

not present may participate in what took 

place on that occasion. The Essay read 

by Miss Wile is highly suggestive, and 

will, we doubt not, open up to many of 

eur readers, new avenues of thought 

and reflection. Hick 

Unwritten History. 

Regarding History merely as_a nar- 

rative of past events, these two words 

might seem to contain a contradiction. 

Yet who is willing to measure his ideas 

of what has been by what has been re- 

corded ? Looking over the annals of the 

past, who is not dis:atisfied with the dint 

and fragmentary gleanings found there, 

and does not long to know of the 

various cycles through which time bas 

eddied in reaching the present? Iis- 

tory, in its widest sense, would include 

the solutiof of this mystery, and by 

rending the veil which separates the 

known from the unknown, present the 

past and future in one grand and living 

picture. : 

The wide region of events untoughed 

by any human record, constitutes Un- 

written History ; embracing a landscape 

so wide and varied. that the imagina- 
tion ‘Staining in vain to catch its oul- 

ep pn S————— 

future, behold the part they will play 
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It is easy to muse on the 

It is easy to ask the 
the Why with regard to their 

evolve 

verse still remains unsolved. 
« But scaling the edges of the Uni- 

verse, we leave the central fields a 
fallow part,” and will next look at the 
Unwritten History of the earth, as 
read in the rocks on which we tread. 
To us they merely convey an idea of 
an infinitude of time, the fossils in them 
speaking a language little better tham a 
jargon, which may be interpreted many” 

different ways; but to the ears of the 

geologist, they tell a wonderful tale, of 
the highly heated liquid condition of 
the earth in that far off mystical 
period * the beginning,” when “grey 
twilight reigned in the primeval seas,” 
of its subsequent cooling, and the wild 
scene which then ensued after the land 
was separated from the water, wave 
rising upon wave in giant disorder, 
while here and there a solitary peak 
reared its head above the hissing boil- 
ing deep, while Nature strove with 
law. Later the dry land being covered 
with luxuriance, its seas filled with life. 

and all things prepared for the Lord of 
Creation, he makes his appearance 
upon the scene, and Nature, instead of 

governing, begins to be governed. 

Then begins the history of nations, 
only a meagre share of which has ever 
been written. After the limits of the 
known. found in Bible lore, the first in- 

timation of man’s continued hijtory is 

found in rude implements of stone, or 
other relics of his workmanship, speak- 
ing of a time when art slumbered in 
the brain of man, when keen discovery 
was nol. Later remains, however, 

attest to the increasing development of 
his powers, until in the towers, tombs, 
and massive pyramids of Egypt, we 

find it in many ways rising to a height 
scarcely attained at the present. Here 
is Thebes, *‘the city of a hundred 
gates,” whose history is lost in remote 
antiquity. What marvellous records 
of the mighty past must gather around 
these ancient ruins, had we but the 

ears to hear the tales they tell: of 
kings who had traversed her streets, of 
social and political life, as it was spent 
in, that dim past, as well as the sad 
story of a nation’s idolatry. The in- 
scriptions on the towers, tombs, and 
pyramids, with the rosetta stone as a 
key. has partly given what Thebes 
failed to do, and line by line, the Un- 

written may be read. 
But Egypt is not alone in her pos- 

session of Unwritten History, nor in 
her means of reading it. Every 
country ‘has a rosetta stone, which 
skilfully used may interpret the hand- 
writing on the wall. 

And even when written history com- 
mences, how meagre the record! How 

much behind the scene, not found in 
' the printed page! Is it pessible for 
any one person looking only on the 

surface, seeing results without always 
being able to trace them to their 

causes, to maintain a central unbiased 
position between extremes,—to give a 

perfect counterpart of the real condition 
of a nation? He would indeed be en 
dued with miraculous power who 
could do so. 
The lives of individuals run parallel 

with those of nations. 

linesPknows not if they eRist. 
Though much of this wide field lies 

far beyond mortal ken, and will never 

be pierced'by mortal vision, parts lay 

within our grasp. We can discover 
traces’ of its presence in all creation. 

It is found in the starry heavens above, | 

in the solid rocks beneath, in nature 

around and within us, and in the great 
uncovered future. The vast seroll of 

the firmangent, is written only by the 
finger of God. Fain would our vision 
pierce the infinite depths of blue, fain 
would we “ roll back the tide of years,” 

and discover the myriad worlds, as they 
existed a thousand centuries ago, and 
watch their onward march ; or sweep- 
ing aside the dark curtain from the 

> 

Some few of 

Yet, judging from the world’s stanc- 
ard of great, it must not be said that all 

them. Far from it. Very few names 

yet many must have existed, as wit- 

survived them. 

facts, prevents their proper combina- 
tion. Some parts receive too little 
colouring, others too much, and the 

whole picture becomes distorted. In 
the disappearance of some of the stars 
out of life’s firmament, one sees noth- 

ing more than falling meteors. An- 
other, with cloudless vision, beholds in 

them stars of the first magnitude, only 
transplanted in order that they "may 
shine with brighter lustre in fairer skies. 
Amidst this confusion of tongues, truth 
anderror appear to enclose us in con- 
centric circles, and we wonder in which 
we stand. It is, however, the absence 

of the Unwritten that perplexes us. 
That given, everything would resume 
its proper order. 

If our knowledge of the past is im- 
perfect, what shall we say of the future ? 
It lies before us a great unwritten 
blank, waiting for the tread of our 
foot-prints to record results. We, for- 
getting this, long to pierce into the 
mysteries of the beyond. The future 
has something magical about it. We 
hope for the best, until we meet stern 
reality, face to face, and then on the 

very grave of former hopes, reclothe 
the future in fancy’s garments, only 
to be again disrobed. Our happy 
dreams of golden probabilities float 
hurriedly down the stream of jaspe, 

only to break like bubbles as A 
the rough shores of the present. It is 

hard to strip the future of its visionary 
character,—to give it a reg. place in 

history. It is hard to remember that 
our present course is marking out what 

is before us. If we know the path we 
are taking, we know that our course in 

the future will assume the same direc- 

tion. Time does not shape our steps, 
but we shape the steps of time. If the 

past has been glorious in results, it is 

because those who have lived in it 

to be made glorious, it rests with the 

present generation. They must shape 
the great current of events, and se. 

them drifting in the right direction. 

Some may say that the age of great 
men has passed. Nay, let us rather 

say tlie age of great men has begun. 

Nor can it pass, as long as noble man- 

hood beats in the breast of man, and 

heights beyond remain unattined. An 

original untrodden path Jes before 

each one, and who shall say it shall 

not be immortalized by the tread of his 

footprints 7 And is it meet to bow to 

every noble soul who has lived in the 

past, rather than td” work wp the ma- 

terial which lies around and within us? 

If the heroes of by-gone ages had done 

so, we should not bave tieir nanies 

Baptist Mission, and earnestly desire 

nessed by the great results which have | its 
Of individual, no more | sion. (Laughter.) I have known it 

than of national, life, can it be said | for thirty-seven years. 
that it is possible to present a true | witness, and its missionaries are treated 

nicture. Ignorance of the strepgth of | as men who are responsible to God— 
(Hear)—and that was the great burden 
I had. The committee have their own 
responsibility and throw us on our res- 

have made it so; and if the future is | 

Vol. XL., No. 24. 

1 am attached to the 

prosperity. It is an honest mis- 

I am a good 

pongibility, and that often made me 
work till I worked my throat good for 
nothing. .(Laughter.) I sympathise 
with the committee and the loss of 
their missionaries, and especially in 
reference to India. When a man has 
acquired the language so as to be able 
to preagh fluently ; when he has made 
himself acquainted with the philosophi- 

knows the mythology of the common 
people, if he is a man of a genial dis- 
position, of broad common sense, and 

has gained a large amount of experi- 
ence, such a man is invaluable—money 
cannot buy him—(applause)—you can’t 

order him ready-made—the University 
cannot give him to you—and the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury, with his conse- 
crated hand, cannot communicate to 

him these qualities — Hear, hear. 

Such a man was our brother Sale; 

there were years before him of work, as 
we thought, but God took him, and he 
has declared, “ My ways are not your 
ways, and my thoughts are not your 
thoughts.” There are a few weak 

points entertained by the people of 
England in reference to India; but 

the root of the mistake is this, that 

Hindooism has undergone three modi- 

fications ; first, that as contained in the 

ancient Vedes, written 1500 years be- 

fore Clirist, consisting in the simple 
worship of the elements, In the ninth 
century there were a great number of 
sects who set up different gods. This 

will convey to you an idea of the 
second modification—the Puranic— 

and at a later period the third change 

was in the Tortro, a revelation of the 
ood Shiv, so abominably bad, that Mr. 

Ward says they can never see the 

light of day. These changes have oc- 

curred, but Hindooism is not dead. If 

I see 100,000 people at the confluence 
of the Ganges and Jumna, getting their 

hair cut and getting shaved, and be- 
lisving that for every hair cut there is 

added to them a million years in heaven 

families svend yearly £10,000 in three 

days, in the abominable worship of the 
coddess Doorga, Hindooism is nol 

dead. I saw. just before I left How- 

rah, £300 paid by a few shopkeepers 

for a row ol images on a road, and wo- 

men from all parts flocked there every 

night to sec those images. 1 could 

not then persuade mysell that Hindoo- 

ism was dead. IHindooism is not in 

the image or in the book, it is in the 

heart ot the people—(Hear, hear)— -
»
 

to-day. It therefore rests with us, how 

much of the future shall ‘emain un- 

‘written, for it is the worthy and the 
true that God designs shallbe lasting. 

And though we may neve cee our 
hopes for the future * take fom in fact,” 
we may rest assured that, the world 

sits at the feet of Christ.” 

« So let our hearts witl reverence 

bow, and trust the Unknown for the 

known.” 
J. M. WLE, 

the great mass of mankind, have so 
distinguished themselves above their 

fellows, that we find their names per- 
| petuated in the printed volume, herald- 
‘ed with all the glowing epithets that 
an enthusiastic historian cap bestow 

upon them. Others, whose position in 
life was lower and task humbler, but 

whose contest for the right was per- 
haps stropger, who acted their part in 
life's great drama with admirable forti- 

geously bound volume, but only in the 
warm hearts of a faithful few. They 
lived, however, not to earn praise, but 
to work ; and work is its own reward. 

Lapland, Lunenburg (., N. 8. 
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A Missionary’s Speed, 
ee 

At the late Anniversary § the Kng- 

lish Baptist Missionary Seiety, held 

in Exeter Hall, there werea number 

excellent speeches—and thee are the 

staple of their public gathemngs. One 

tude, with noble self-denial, dying, | of these we give to our reads for per- 

leave their names, not in the mind of | uysal. When they remembe that our 

the public at large, not in the gor- a 
Foreign Missionaries are il a part of 

the land which is referred ti, they will 

receive it as an appeal to hemselves 

as well as to our English bethren : 

and when we have quelled it there by 

the power of the Gospel then you can 

say it is dead. (Applaise.) There 

is another little mistake about caste— 

peop'e suppose that there is a very 

freat relaxation of caste. A Hindoo, 

in a lecture delivered somewhere in 

the North- of England, asserted that 

young hindoos went about Calcutta with 

« bottle of beer in one hand and a 

| beefsteak in the other. "The whole 

(press of India declared that it was a 
| deliberate falsehood. In order to ob- 

| serve caste in all its strictness there 

' must be a purely Hindco Government ; 
vours is a foreign one, therefore, the 

| circle of caste is a little narrowed, but 

Lit is still matched with the greatest 

‘care. The cooking-pot, the drinking- 

| glass, the smoking-pipe, are absolutely 

| sacred, and the last thing a Hindoo will 
part with is his caste, because he is 

ruined in time and for eternity. Travel 

even ten miles in a Hindoo district, 
and see if you can go into a Hindoo 
house—you can’t. The modern Ve- 
dantists, or Brahmos, of which sect 

Keshub is the head, assert that the 
volume of nature tells us all that we 
want to know of the nature of God, 

—(laughter)-—when 1 find that some | 

The Rev. T. Morgan, missionary | and of the future destiny of man. 
from Howrah, said : I thank you all— 

such have left their history behind | the secretary, treasurer, and every boy 
and girl who has given a pency to- 

come down to us in Ancient History, | wards our work. 

These men are inveterate enemies of 
Christianity. 1 see nothing in them 
that is favourable; they are a new 
regiment, commanded by the devil him- 
self, like a broad phalanx determined 
to oppose Christianity, and they have 
told me over and over again, they are . 
going to convert us. (Laughter.) 
Young lads have told me * there are 
Brahmos in America and in England, 
and that all England will be Brahmos 
soon,” adding that “ we are going to do 
it” These men are clever, intelligent 
and educated. I am not come here to 
utter platitudes, or to try and make an 
eloquent speech. (Hear.) My time 
on earth is short, your time is valuable, 
and our necessities are urgent. All 1 
want to do is this—to give you some 
clear tangible reason why those who 
have supported the mission may be en- 
couraged, that those who do so only 

cal systems of the Hindoos; when he | feebly may do more, and that those who 
do nothing may be stirred to the work. 
(Cheers.) That is my object. T will 
try and bring it before you as clearly 
as I can, like a little panorama. First 
of all, there is important work to be 
accomplished, there are 260 millions of 
people in India, we are amongst them 
like a few soldiers in an enemy’s coun- 
try holding small forts. What is to be 
done? It is not a question of time, 

but of work. The winds will not carry 
the Gospel, nor will the waves bear it 
as they do to newly-formed coral 
islands ; the clouds will not distil it. I 
know but of one way, namely, men 
saturated with the truth, men filled 
with love to God, men burning with 
zeal to go to men who are dead and 
tell them about Christ. (Cheers.) 
The people of India and China and 
Central Asia will remain just as they 
are for 10,000 years if men do not go 
and preach the Gospel. 

We have the command of Christ, the 

example of Christ—He went every- 
where preaching the Gospel—the exam- 
ple of the Church at Jerusalem ; the ex- 
ample of the Primitive Church, that 

+ had its evangelists ; the example of the 
poor Nestorian Church, in the seventh 
century, which sent men to China and 
other countries, and brought back the 
products of these countries as trophies, 
and hung them up in their churches to 
show where they had been. We must 
have money and men, but in the accom- 

plishment of this work there are diffi- 
culties. There are climatic difficulties. 
In Bengal and Upper India, where you 
get three months’ rain, three months’ 
intense lieat, and, say, about five months 

of beautiful cold weather, when we can 

itinerate. Government surveyors, and 

others who do out-of-door work, go out 

in November and are back in April, 

and then work in offices at heme. True 

we can work at home in the bad sea- 

sons ; but to be expo=ed at certain times 

to the climate is a matter of physical 

impossibility. In England I take my 

stafl and my wallet, and a few shillings 
in my ‘pocket, and 1 can trave!® from 

one end of the land to the other. 1 

know where I can get lodgings and all 

necessary, but in Bengal I have to take 

provisions it a boat for a month, and 

when going twenty miles inland, the 

best place 1 could get a night's lodging 

in is the bullock's house. I was not 

clean enough as a beefeater to be put 

into the lodging-house, and I was only 

thankful to get that accomodation. We 

cannot work as rapidly as you can. 

There are difficulties arising from sus- 

picion of the people. The late govern- 

ing company were afraid of the peo- 

ple, and the people were afraid of them; 

it was like two bulldogs, one looking 

at the other, and challenging a bite. 

(Laughter.) Now, wherever 1 went, 

and the people had never seen any mis- 

sionary before, I went to a shop to ask 

a man who was writing, * Will yon 

take a book, sir? WME nobody can 

read.” And the next said the same. 

Well, then I was obliged to go on the 

village green and get the people out, 

and mount a platform and tell them that 
I bad nothing to do with the Govern- 

ment, but had been sent by the peeple 
of England to bring them the true reli- 
gion of the golden . Until I did 

this, the people would have nothing to 
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