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NO 17. 
        Christ’s Exaltation. 

Rejoice | O christendom, rejoice ! 
Dry every tear, and lift your voice 

In songs of praise alone. 
Forget the past and look on high, 
There leads the road from Calvary, 
And Christ has reached the throne. 

Look down from thence, behold in view, 
Enveloped in a morning dew, 

The sad and suffering earth | 
How great her grief, how large her woo, 
When contemplated from below, 

Yet now, how small their worth | 

Ye happy christians! tell aloud, 
Who in a golden morning cloud, 

Has risen from the grave. 
Of mighty strength, and glorious fame, 
The Captain of the Host, his name + 

For them his life he give. 
Before the host the Captain goes, 
And in each contest with his foes, 

He every danger dares: 
And when through conflict, rest is won, 
The work achieved, and perils done, 

His joy the army shares. 

Cheer up ye blessed warrior band | 
With him in danger, heart and hand, 

Ye have maintained your post. 
Thé warfare ended, think ye now, 
When majesty adorns his brow, 

He will forget his host ? 
Ah, no! a shameful captain he, 

Shall stand at last at the right hand of the 
judge. Gods decree of election Is no more 
than his gracious and eternal design to do 
good, in saving myraids of sinners from ever- 
lasting misery; and surely there could have 
been nothing unjust and cruel in God’s de- 
signing to do good. 

I desire you will further consider, what ef- 
fect the sovereign good pleasure of God, in be- 
stowing the knowledge of salvation on some, 
and not on others, had on the mind of Jesus 
Christ. “In that hour Jesus rejoiced in spirit, 
and said, I thank thee, O Father, Lord of hea- 
ven and earth, that thou hast hid these things 
from the wise and prudent, and hast revealed 
them unto bates; even so, O Father, for soit 
seemed good in thy sight.” (Luke x. 21.)-— 
There you see that the sovereign good will of 
God unto some, and not unto others, which 
amounts to the same thing as election, was 
matter of joy and praise to Jesus Christ.— 
Surely, if there had been any injustice or 
cruelty in this, the compassionate and holy 
Saviour never would have rejoiced and thank- 
ed God on such an account. Is there not 
much reason to fear, that those who speak so 
disrespectfully of election and the sovereign 
decrees of God, are very far from being of the 
same mind as Jesus Christ ?— Extracted from 
Old Welsh Tract, 

  

John Owen and his Works.     Who, after strife and victory,   His people should disown? 
But follow ye your faithful Lord, 
And ye shall share his great reward, 

His kingdom and his throne, 
~From the German of Tholuck, 

  

Thoughts on Election. 
For a proof of this doctrine, I would appeal 

to the experience of all real Christians.— 
‘Whence is it, brethren, that you differ from 
others? You yourselves were once God's 
enemies, but are now reconciled to him and 
become his friends. You see many thousands 
of your fellow-creatures in the same unhappy 
state in which you yourselves lately were.— 
Whence is it that you are now in a better state 
than they ? You delight in the paths of holiness 
and peace, while they delight in the paths of 
sin and misery. You are in the nar- 
row way which leadeth to h s.While they 
are walking in the broad way which leadeth 
to hell. Whence is it that your state is so 
much better than theirs? Who hath made 
you thus to differ ? "Will you ascribe this to 
your own distinguishing goodness, or the dis- 
tinguishing goodness of God? I am fully 
persuaded you will not, for one moment, as- 
cribe this to yourselves. By the law of faith, 
which you are now under, boasting is for ever 
excluded. But if you will not ascribe this 
difference to yourselves, you must ascribe it 
to God. It was he who created you anew in 
Christ Jesus. It was he who, according to his 
abundant mercy, hath begotten you again un- 
toalively hope, by the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ from the dead. "And if it was God who 
thus made you to differ from others, he must 
have acted herein, either according to a pre- 
vious design or without a design. To say that 
he acted without any design, would be infinite- 
ly unworthy of God, and little less than blas- 
phemy. But if he acted according to a de- 
sign, this design must have been eternal ; for 
with God there is no change, nor shadow of 
turning: Now, his making some sinners to 
differ fiom others, by bestowing on some, and 
not on all, regenerating and sanctifying grace, 
according to his eternal design or purpose, is 
all that the Calvinists understand by the doc- 
trie of election. 

Thus, brethren, have you not in your own 
bosoms very satisfactory proof of this doctrine ? 
If you have any good evidence that you have 
been born of God, that you are new creatures 
in Christ, that your stony heart has been ta- 
ken away, and that you now possess hearts of 
flesh, all this must have been of God. And 
in regenerating you, and making you new 
creatures in Christ his Son, God must have 
acted according to a previous and eternal de- 
sign; and his doing these things for some sin- 
ners, according to his eternal purpose, is the 
very election the Calvinists contend for. 

t you have often heard dreadful things 
said of this doctrine—that it is a soul-murder- 
ing doctrine ; that it makes God a lar, unjust, 
cruel, and every thing that is bad. But] beg 
ay will consider what harm election (as it 1s 
eld by Calvinists in general) has ever done 

to any one. It has never caused the destruc- 
tion of any, but has secured the salvation of 
thousands. It keeps none from Christ, but 
draws many to him. When seven thousand 
were saved from the almost general apostacy 
in Israel, in the days of Elias, by the election 
of grace, election did infinite good to the said 
seven thousand that were saved, and it did no 
harm to the rest. When many thousands of 
Jews were saven in the same manner, in the 
days of Christ and his Apostles, election did 
unspeakable good to as many as were saved, 
while it made the circumstances of the rest 
no worse. (Rom. xi. 4 5.) Therefore, if clec- 
tion does such unspeakable good to so many, 
while it injures none, why are such hard 
things said respecting it ? "There is cortain- 
& great reason to wonder, and say with the 

postle, “ O the depth of the riches both of the wisdom and knowledge of God | how un- 
speakable are his judgments, and his ways 
past finding out I” "But there is no room to 
find fault, 

It is a fact that God saved Saul the par- 
sgator, plucking him as a brand out of the 
burning § as a God of infinite perfection, he 
must have done this according to the election 
of grace. This was to Saul an act of infinite 
mercy; and there could be nothing unjust and 
‘arel in it, as God herein injured no man liv- 
ing, either in this world or the next. And if 
shere was nothing unjust and cruel in God’s 
actually saving Saul in time, there would have 
been nothing unjust or cruel in his designing 

0 5270 1n eternity. The same observa- 

We have once and again had occasion to 
draw attention to the new edition of John 
Owen's works, now issuing from the press of 
Messrs Johnstone & ITunter of this city, and 
to express our thanks to the editor, Dr Goold, 
for the manner in which his duties are per- 
formed, as well as congratulate the public on 
the benefit of having access at length to an 
editor of Owen worthy in all respects of his 
great name, and of the sacred cause to which 
his life, his labours, and his erudition were 
devoted. Were Owen a mere theologian, 
advocating a dogmatic system, we could ask 
or expect for him only a limited range of 
readers; ‘or were he the author only of some 
didactic or devotional Volumes, the circle 
might still be narrow; but, combining, as he so 
remarkably does, the profound theologian with 
the devout and pious Christian,—blending, 
as he does, in every page, the stores of a 
massive erudition with the outflowings of a 
soul that has seen further into “the glory of 
Christ” than has fallen to the lot of perhaps 
any uninspired man,—his volumes should be 
circulated far and wide as a public good. That 
library should now be deemed meagre, and 
that student of scriptural truth ill supplied, 
where the works of John Owen are not all 
possessed and oftén pondered. We anticipate 
a decided improvement in the practical theo- 
logy, at least of our younger ministers, by the 
publication of these works; and in that point 
of view, our words are too weak sufficiently to 
commend them. A 

We have before us the last two issues of 
these works, from Vol. XVII to Vol. XXI. 
of the whole. The first of these contains the 
Theologoumena,—a work of immense erudi- 
tion, on the “ Nature, Rise, Progress, and Stu- 
dy of True Theology.” Written in Latin, it 
is of course only for scholars, though the ser- 
mons at the close of the volume, never before 
printed, render it attractive for all readers. — 
We understand that the Theologoumena cost 
the editor an indescribable amount of pains- 
taking to secure a correct edition. So crowd- 
ed with errors were all the former copies, 
whether British or Continental, that every 
quotation had to be verified ; and no less than 
ten months of editing were spent upon this 
single volume. As far, however, as we have 
been able to examine it, the success corres 
ponds to these endeavours; and the volume 
will never require to be edited again, but 
only to be reprinted. 

In Vol. XVIIL, the Exposition of the Epis- 
tle to the Hebrews begins, and Vol. xa 
the last ot those already issued, brings down 
the work to the close of Chapter V. of the 
Epistle. The general preface by Dr Goold 
is interesting in its bearings on the literature 
of the work ; but no editor—no writer but 
Dr Owen himself—can convey any idea of 
what we deem the united thoroughness and 
grandeur of the work. In more recent times, 
Tholuck has given much attention to the He- 
brews ; so. have Moses Stuart and several 
others ; but they only skim the surface,—they 
only touch the hem,—compared with the great 
Puritan. Some may deem the work prolix ; 
it is only exhaustive. Its profound Exercita- 
tions leavélittle to be desired by those who 
would learn the mind of God in this Epistle ; 
and though in our superficial day some may 
be intolerant of the erudition, all whose duty 
and delight itis to “search the Scriptures,” will 
count this commentary a storehouse beyond all 
price. Another issue of three volumes will 
complete the whole; and, though we do not 
undervalue any of the aids which Germany 
gives in exegesis, we confess that we would 
willingly forego them all, in as far as they 
bear on this portion of the Word of God, while 
possessed ost Owen on the Hebrews. 

We observe from the publishers’ prospectus, 
that the works of John Howe are to follow 
those of Owen. Howe, if second at all, ia 
second only to Owen. The grandeur of his 
mind and views, his profound spirituality, his 
serene, elevated style of thinking, and his per- 
fect love, combined with great fidelity, all 
point him out as a fit companion to his i 
predecessor in this valuable series. A Life of 
the author by Henry Rogers is an additional 
commendation ; and nine dcetavo volumes, by 
sucha man as Howe, for two pounds seven 
shillings and sixpence,—the price to subseri- 
bers,—nay, even for two guineas, if the num- 
ber of subscribers admit of it, may be regarded 
as forming an cra even in our age of cheap 
books; and when we keep in mind the intrin- 
sic worth of Howe’s works, we cannot doubt 
the success of the publishers. Those who 
have read his  Blessedness of the Righteous,” 
his ¢ Redeemer’s Tears,” or his Living Tem- 
ple,” will require no farther recommendation 
to acquire or to circulate this edition of the     rill hold good ing every ome that majestic and ethereal Puritan commended ap it 

is by the publication of undoubted works by 
him, never published before. It will not be a 
token for good concerning our awe, 
works are not anxiously sought and carefully 
studied by all who are interested in the pro- 
gress of truth. 

u 

  

The Little Forrester. 
There is a picture still shown in one ofthe 

churches of Italy, répresenting a number of 
black dogs tearing and worrying a pack of 
wolves, while the pope and the cardinals sit 

| by to sce it done. Itisa strange dark pie- 
ture, and you might really wonder. what it 
could possibly mean ; you might gO on won- 
dering fora long time without coming to any 
satisfactory conclusion, but if you asked the 
sacristan or verger, he would tell you all about 
it. ’ 

“Yonder wolves,” he wonld say, “are none 
other than those terrible Waldenses, or Albi- 
genses, or people of Vaudois, or Poor Men of 
Lyons, or whatever name you may call them 
by, who, six hundred years aco, were the hold- 
est and most wicked heretics under the sun. 
Just as a wolf steals sheep,—comes up so sly- 
ly when the night has set in, and the flock is 
unprotected, and takes away the poor silly 
bleater to make a meal of him,—so these 

Catholic Church, and sheep after sheep, sheep 
after sheep, was taken away. Of course, that 
great shepherd, the pope, could not allow this 
to go on, so he set the dogs of the flock to ai- 
tack the heretics, and sharp work they had. 
but they beat them, as you see yonder black 
dogs are doing, and so the fold of the churels 
was left in peace and security.” 

This account would give additional interest 
to the picture: you would take another look 
at it ; go round the church, but come bacl to 
the dogs and the wolves again, and when you 
had the opportunity, you would begin to look 
through your history hooks for the full state- 
ment of the story, and there you would read 
something like the followino :— 

In the early part of the thirteenth century; 

ed ready to separate from the Church at 
Rome. The first Reformed religion was 
preached at Languedoc, two hundred years) 
before John Wycliffe preached the gospel in 
England, and more than three hundred years 
before Martin Luther began his great and 
glorious work. The people of the south of 

lives, but they had gone further than this ¢f 
from leaving the practices, they soon began 
to leave the doctrines of Rome; they refusecs 
to call the bread and wing used in the Lord 

priests, using the old Jewish argument,—a | 
sound and good one,—* None can forgive sin 
but God only ;” they refused to wo 
images, calling it idolatry, and, indeed, were 
fully what we should now call Protestant 
Christians. When the Pope and the Roman 
Catholic rulers saw how the doctrines of the 
Albigenses spread, they grew frightened, and 

such good fruit. 
had been for years, bent on crusading, and as 
Palestine was a long way off, and the country 
of the Albigenses near at home, it was easier 
to go there than to the Holy Land; so a cru- 
sade was preached against the Albigenses, 
crowds of adventurers flocked to the standard, 
a large army was assembled at Liyogs, and the 
march began. You have doubt " 
story of that time; how the tow 
was besieged and taken ; how, in the slanaht 
er that ensued, the question was brought 
the commander, by what means the innocent 
should be selected from the guilty ; how the 
frightful answer was sent back, © Slay them 
all, the Lord will know his own I” how twenty 
thousand people were massacred; Low an- 
other town was stormed and taken, the cru- 
cl besiegers singing the stately hymn, ¢ Come, 
Holy Ghost, Creator, come;” how five hun- 
dred people were burntalive | And thinking 
of all this, you would try to fashion to your- 
self how some one or another of these good 
and holy people lived and acted cre those 
disastrous times began, and how they calmly 
met their fate when their work was to die. 

In connection with this blood-stained page 
of history, may I tell you the story of ¢ The 
Little Forester #” X 'think I may. 

Well, little Hubert was the son of a forres- 
ter, and a fine, handsome, bold-spirited boy he 
was. I wish we had more boys in the world 
like him. He was not the forester’s only son, | 
though he was but ten years old, for the for- 
ester had a large family, seven in all, going 
down like so many steps, Hubert being th 
highest step,—the eldest and the tallest of the 
family. Though Hubert was only ten years 
old, he was very useful to his father. © Pray 
and work,” that was the home-lesson he had 
learnt, and he practised it well. 
When Hubert was four or five years young- 

.er, his father had one day said to him, « Hu- 
bert, my boy, what would you like to be ?” 
Perhaps you have had such a question put to 
you. Hubert’s eye sparkled, and at last he 
said, “JT would like to be a soldier, and wear 
a sword and a helmet.” Then his father had 
told him that the trade of a soldier was not 
the best in the world, that soldiers often had 
to do that which a Christian would scarcely 
like to do, but that thers was one sort of sol- 
diership free from all blame, and that was the | 
soldiarship of Christianity. He told him that 
Jesus Christ was the great captain to be fol- | 
lowed; that the sword a man should wear was | 
the sword of the Spirit, and that the safest | 
and best helmet was that of salvation. Ever 
since that day Hubert resolved to be a Chris- | 
tian soldier, and to fight the good fight of faith 
under the great Captain. He began early, 
but not too early, for the youngest are admissi- 
ble to Christ's army. 

Troublous times came. Tha sword of the | 
crusader was drawn, and the poor Albigenses 
were filled with terror as they heard of the | 
approaching army. The country folks fled 
to the towns. Beziers was crowded. Amang 
those who sought shelter within its walls was 
  

heretics used to come up to the fold of the [4 

France had led quiet, simple, honest, uprighis 

supper the real flesh and blood of Jesus! 
Christ ; they refused to confess their sins to 

determined to cut down the tree which bore bg 
All the world was then, and | 

Beziers {i 

{with the boldness and faith of the chi 

ry, 

| tho 

ar- 

the town.— 
Little | he 

ert saw it from the walls There were the 
yite tents stretching far away over the undu- 

» ground ; here were the strong men-at- 
5, in their steel coats and iron caps; here 

ind sight was presented ! 

1 

Iftin 

ere the cavalry, there the infantry, all with 

lel 
| 1: 
yh 

#4 
Ie ered brightly in the beautiful sunshine. 

Laslthe great red cross was displayed, and the 
|@iike prepared to chant the solemn hymn 
| A: ctory ! 
[' I Without the walls of Beziers all was confi- 
[goes and boasting ; within, all was terror 

idl despair. ~ At last the citizens resolved, to 
| fake a sally,—that is, to come out unexpec- 
edly and attack the besiegers ; and with curi- 

| jus interest little Hubert heard the news, and 
{#aw them, well-armed and prepared for the 
I ght, approach the gates. Many a prayer was 
{Ifiered as they dashed suddenly from" under 
ihe old gateway, and, with a shout that rang 
burough the ranks of the foe, attacked the bow 
Plogers. As the waves break upon the sea- 
i hore and retreat, retreat only to advance a- 
sain, the little band of heroes rushed forward; 
I% wall of spears met them : many a man fell 
jfcad. For a few moments they retreated, 
‘then dashed on again, again to tremble and 
#reak before that wall of spears. - Atlast they 
‘irned and fled. Then another shout was 

{eaised, and the pursuit began. The whole of 
‘that vast army was in motion, coming steadi- 

dily on towards the city. A short 
aw the fosman at the gates, the besieg- 

ws and besicoed entered the town together ; 
the streets eziers were filled with comba- 
fants, the air was rent with shricks and cries : 
the work of slaughter had begun. 

Little ITubert, with his mother, his brothers, 
rs, had, before the fight began, been 

ced in one of the houses in the city, and 
y the door the forester kept gnard. Ie 

d, and they, kneeling in prayer, heard al- 

i 

He: 
1&0, 

ve laughter that ming- 
led with the cries for pity, the shrieks for mer- 
0¥, and the forester turned pale and his hand 
trembled. 

# Father,” said Hubert, coming softly to 
him, “ what shall we do ?” 

“ God only knows, my child.” 
“ Shall we fight ?” 
‘It would be useless, if we had the will.” 
‘ You are not afraid, father ?” 
No child, no.” 

aram I. The preacher re ad to us 
truth that we should not fear them 

kill the body. Is it not so ?” 
“Yes, child. God's will pe done !” 
The noise without grew louder and fiercer; 

{the sea of human life, and agony, and death 
> beat on the walls, and broke against the door. 

{ Hammers and axes were ringing on iron bars 
and fastenings; old wood splintered and gave 
way beneath the shower of blows. With a 

{great crash the only human safeguard of the 
| family falls, and scores of flushed and angry 

: come pouring in. “Death! death!” it 
{Is shricked forth by the intruders, and seems 

ry aloud from every blood-stained sword 
that 1s uplifted. The work begins, and where 

| the woodsman stood so lately there is nothing 
{ but a bleeding body that fell heavily a mo- 
ment since ; and cruel hands have slain the 
sittle anes, crouching in terror on the floor. 
All but two of the family are dead—the mo- 
ther and her son. Is that little Hubert? It 

There he stands, his childish face made 
nd and noble by the feeling of his heart, 

» arm about his mother’s neck, the other 
ised as if to avert a blow : his mother is 

senseless, and he her sole defender, except 
that God who gives him courage to do it.— 
And who is he that would strike down the 
wither and her son? It is a young, and 
brave, and handsome knight; but he stays his 
liand, motions for the rest to stand aside, and 
Uys 

% How now, little heretic 2 
“Heretic or no,” the child replie 

no coward.” 
There was a flush on the young man’s check. 
“You have a sharp tongue, and 1 a sharp 

sword ; beware!” 
“I am not afraid to die; God will take 

i care of‘ me, living or dead, but I will save my 
mother’s lite if T can.” 

There was a pause ; then the knight put up 
his sword, s: 

: 
[toe 

ore ere 

bh] Jest 1 am   
ing, 

“ And you shall. God have mercy on me 
for this day’s work | Clear the room.” 

The men retived as the young knight 
ke, and what ensued is easily told. Struck 

Id, the 
young knight henceforth became his protect- 
or. Hubert and his mother were at once 
card for, and, preserved from all violence, 
esciped the general destruction. From ad- 
mirng the courage of the boy, the young 
knight learned, in after years, to love the re- 
ligt which made a child so fearless, and be- 
cake an avowed disciple of the reformed 
faith. 

The Golden Rule Exemplified. 
Euly one morning, while it was yet dark, 

a peor man came to my door, and informed 
me that he had an infant child very sick, 
which he was afraid would die. He desired 
me i ¢o to his home, and if possible prescribe 
some medicine to relieve it. ~ © For,” said he, 
“I want to save its life if possible.” As he 
spelsg this the tears ran down his face. He 
then added :— 

“Tam a poor man; but, doctor, I will pay 
oud work as much as you ask if'you will go.” 

I said—* Yes, I will go'\with you as soon as 
I take a little refreshment.” 

£40, sir,” said he, “I was going to try to 
get abushel of corn, and get 1t ground to car- 
ry, aud I am afraid the child will die before I 
get ome. I wish you would not wait for me,” 
and then added—# "We want to save the child’s 
life if we can.” 

It being some miles to his house, I did not 
217i7¢ there until the sus was two hours high 

: i1 
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ilding plumes and fluttering banners, that 

it a forest of spears there scemed, and | 
at a shout was that which the men raised | to feed it with.” 

1 . Sf the terrific sounds which now. arose, the | nearly the whole of the south of France see {Tough oaths and str 

| in the morning, 
| holding her sick 
ragged boys and 

s and faces, looking as their mother did, 
lean and poor. On examining the sick child, 
I discovered it was starving to death! I said 
to the mother— 

“ You don’t give milk enough for this child.” 
| She said, “I suppose I don’t.” 

“Well,” said I, “you must feed it with 

where I found the mother 

| 

we 

{ milk.” 3 
She said— 1 wo ut Ican’t getany 

I then said—¢« Tt 
to make a little water 

{ child.” 
To this she said—¢T was thinking T would 

| if my husband brings home some Indian meal. 
He has gone to try to get some, and I am in 

{ hopes he will make out.” 
She said all this with a very sad counte- 

nance. I asked her with surprise— 
* Why, madam, have you nothing to eat ?” 
She strove to suppress a tear, and answered 

sorrowfully— 
“No, sir, we have had but little these some 

ll then for you 
armel, and feed your 

ANNO, 

days.” 
I said—* What are your neighbors, that you 

should suffer among them ?” 
She said—¢T suppose they are good people ; 

but we are strangers in this place, and don’t 
wish to trouble any of them, if we can get 
along without.” 

I thought I would give the child a little 
manna, so I asked for a spoon. The little girl 
went to the table-drawer to get one, and her 
mother said to her—* Get the longest handled 
spoon.” As she opened the drawer, I saw 
only two spoons, and both with the handles 
broken off, but one handle was a little longer 
than the other. Thinks I to myself, this is a 
very poor family, but I will do the best I can 
to relieve them. While I was preparing the 
medicine for the sick child, I heard the oldest 
boy (who was about fourteen) say— You 
shall have the biggest piece now, because I 
had the biggest piece before.” I turned round 
to see who it was that manifested such a prin- 
ciple of justice, and I saw four or five children 
sitting in the corner where the oldest was di- 
viding a roasted potato among them. And he 
said to one——¢ You shall have the biggest piece 
now,” &c. But the other said—: Why, broth- 
cr, you are the oldest, and you ought to have 
the biggest piece.” 

“No,” said the other, “ 
piece before. 

I turned to the mother, and said—¢ Mad- 
dam, you have potatoes to cat, I suppose ?” 

She replied—“ We have had, but that is the 

had the biggest   last one we have left; and the children have 
now roasted that for their breakfast.’ 

On hearing this, I hastened home, and in- 
formed my wife that I had taken the wrong 
medicine with me to the sick family. I then 
prescribed a gallon of milk and two loaves of 
bread, some butter, meat and potatoes, and 
sent my boy with these, and had the pleasure 
to hear in a few days that they were all well. 

The principle of Justice manifested in those 
children delighted my soul and was a rich re- 
ward for all my labour. O, how good and 
how pleasant it is for bretheren to dwell to- 
gether in unity and love! To sce them in 
time of distress and starvation so just and libe- 
ral as to give to each one his full share 
of roasted potato, was a pleasant sight. © 
the saget 

) 

vords, “ You shall have the big- 
ow, because I had the biggest 

e!” May every child embrace 
nd loving principle |—N. ¥. Cabinet. 
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India and America Compared. 
From other countries than Great Britain 

.missionaries might now be found in the East, 
and he was glad to say they counted labour- 
ers from Germany, Switzerland, and other 
parts of Kurope besides Great Britain; and 
he hoped they would soon be able to count 
some from Canada. The Christian Church in 
Canada was now strong enough-to send missi- 
onaries; or at least, if it were not strong 
enough to send missionaries itself, it might 
unite its offorts to those of some kindred 
Church. He promised that when Canadian 
missionaries went to the banks of the Ganges, 
they would receive ahearty welcome from 
every evangelical labourer there. Nature had 
been prodigal of favours to that land. Vege- 
tation was gloriously luxuriant, and with little 
labour the soil produced everything that the   

  

heart of man could desire. The country also 
teemed with population. Perhaps in extent 
the British territory in Canada might compare 
with it; but in population, it was two against 
one hundred and fifty millions. The popula- 
tion of India overwhelmed them when they 
thought of it. The valley of the Mississippi | 
was more extensive than that of the Ganges, 
but comparison ceased when they came to pop- 
ulation. The country watered by the Gan- 
ges and its tributaries, called Bengal, contain- | 
cd a greater population than the whole of | 

America. The verdure of Bengal was ever- | 
lasting, and had been since the creation dawn- | 
ed. Ie knew of nothing that equalled 1ts | 
beautiful foliage. It was also a country with- 
out a stone, and a native in some parts would | 
not know what you meant it you talked about | 
stones. In travelling in Bengal, you saw no 
villages, as in ether countries; and if you | 
could see the faee of the country ata distance, | 
you would think there was nothing but thick 
foliage ; yet in the midst of that there lived a 
dense population of 70,000,000 souls, subject | 
to the sway of Great Baitain. In Calcutta you | 
might now find representatives of the Sates 
ent Christian denominations, but the masses 
of the native population were still steeped in | could not improve it ; the minist 
heathenism. It all Churches would send mis- 

child, and six or seven little | 
girls around hew, with clean | 

i sit 

Tribulation. 
We all know in a general way that this 

h, affliction ; butit 
{1s quite worth our while to know how it means 
this. It is derived from the Latin tribulum,” 

| which was the thrashing instrument or roller, 
whereby the Roman husbandman separated 
the corn from the husks ; and “tribulation,” in 
its primary significance, was the act of this se- 
paration. ~ But some Latin writer of the Chris 
tian Church appropriated the word and image 
for the setting forth of a higher truth ; and 
sorrow, distress, and adversity being the ap- 
pointed means for the separati men of whatever in them light, iid poor, 
from the solid and the true, their Wai from 

| their wheat, therefore he called these SOrTOWS 
and trials “ tribulations,” thrashings, that is, of 
the inner and spiritual man, without which 
there could be no fitting him for the heavenly 
garner. There is a composition of George 
Wither, an early English poet, which grace- 
fully expands the image and thought which 
this word “ tribulation’ ha; implicitly ~iven (—w 
“Till from the straw the i oth beas 

Until the chaff be purged € wheat, 
Yea, till the mill the grains m pieces tear, 
The richness of the flour will scarca appear: 
So, till men’s persons great afflictions touch, 
If'worth he found, their worth is not so much 5 
Because, like wheat in straw, they have not yet 
That value which in thrashivg they may get. 
For till the bruising flails of God's corvections 
Have thrashed out of us our vain affections ; 
Till those corruptions, which do misbecome us, 
Are by thy sacred Spirit winnowed from ns— 
Until from us the straw of worldly treasures, 
Till all the dusty chaff of empty pleasures, 
Yea, till His fluil upon us He doth lay, 
To thrash the husk of this our flesh away, 
And leave the soul uacovered—nay, yet more, 
Till God shall make our very spirit poor— 
We shall not up to highest wealth aspire ; 
But then we shall; and that is my desire.” 

| word means Sorrow, angu 

  

ht xt 

  

The Rusty Stove. 
In the town of B there stood side by" 

side two rival hardware shops; one kept by 
Mr. Brown, and the other by Mr. Jones. 

For a long time they lived pleasantly tos 
gether, sharing equally the business of the vil- 
lage. At last the invention of a new stove 
gave Mr. Brown the ascendancy. It proved 
convenient and economical, and met with uni- 
versal favor. The inventor was never tired 
of descanting upon its merits, and its rapid 
sale proved the truth of his commendations. 

All this was not “done in a corner.” Mr. 
Jones was far from enjoying his neighbor's ce- 
lebrity ; but for a while could do little elsa 
than sound the praises of his own wares, and 
quietly conceal his chagrin. 

The best men have their enemies ; so had 
this excellent stove. Some one, cither from 
ignorance of its proper management, or from 
perverseness, chanced to return one to Mr. J., 
the rival of the inventor. 

Now was his day of triumph. Mr. Jones’ 
spacious front shop had for a long time been 
the receptacle of dilapidated and worn-out 
stoves, discarded for modern inventions, and 
sold as old iron. Foremost among these mo- 
numents of the ignorance and folly of our 
fathers, the ¢ Queen of the Kitchen” was placed. 
It took but one or two thorough drenchings in 
the rain to give her the same rust-eaten worth- 
ess appearance with her ancient companions. 
Never had enemy more complete triumph ! 

The complacent inventor scemed, like a dis- 
contented orator, to have lost the thread of 
his discourse. He no longer followed custo- 
mers to the door with persevering eulogies of 
the favourite stove, fearing that the counten- 
ance of the defaced and weather-beaten 
“ Queen” might give the lie to his assertions. 
A deliberate slander, furnishing a libel suit, 
would have been a relief; but to have his 
faultless stove standing there in a condition 
which seemed to say, © I have been tried and 
found wanting,” was more than his wounded 
spirit could bear. 4 gh 1 

The silent detraction had the desired effect. 
His neighbors who could not spoil a joke for 
friendship’s sake, twitted him with his misfore 
tune; and what was still more serious, the 
sale of the ¢“ Queen” decreased, to the entire 
satisfaction, of his rival. 

Though in the competition of trade such 
things ma gy. considered honest, who can 
help seeing in this rusty stove an illustration 
of the worst sort of evil speaking ? 

Not.the kind which utters its foul slanders 
in tones which reach your ears, and give you 
gg portunity for self-defence, but the “stab in 
the dark,” with enemy and weapon conceals 
ed. “Wrathis cruel, and anger is outrage~ 
ous, but who is able to stand before envy 7 

These silent slanderers, like Mr. Jones, say 
nothing of which you can complain; but by 
certain ominous glances, and significant 
shrongs of the shoulder, or, perhaps, by s 
brief insinuation, ruin the reputation of their 
victim in the most sure and terrible way. 

They sometimes dwell by your side, and 
share your hospitatity ; and when you are in 
a communicative mood, artfully draw you out 
upon some unfortunate subject; or tempt you 
to the betrayal of passion ; and when, with 
sullied reputation, you seek to find your eno- 
my—he has said nothing. 

When a slight acquaintance is expressing 
admiration of your good qualities ; he who 

lently by, as if he knew more than could 
be prudently revealed, may, by his expressive 
silence, vent a heart full of envy upon you, 
in the most effectual way. 

The spirit which left the useful and orna- 
mental © Queen” to become a rusty stove, is 
too common among all men. The Doctor, 
when he slyly sncers at the prescription, left 

  

  
  

his 

by a fellow-physician, when he knows ha 

a to be excused from expressing 
sionaries, we could find them plenty of work ; { on the sermon of a younger ¢ 
we could give each a country or district to | he is sare his si lence will have 
himself, containing thousands of inhabitants | with the adorin 
who have never yet heard of the name a. 
Christ. Wo could find you millions who have 
never yet had a Christian man among them. The female who, calling with a 
Everything was open now to the missionary ; upon her old friend, surprises her with a 
the field was ready for him; all thatha had te | erdered houaze 

"explanation, al do was to go and labour.— Dr. Dug 
and dusty furniturs, ) 
thongh well anmre itis  


