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ILONG TO BE THERE.
I have read of a world of beauty,
Where there is-mo gloomy night ;
Where love is the main-spring of duty,
And God is the fountain of light;
And [ long to be there !

I have readvof its flowing river
That bursts from beneath the throne,
And the beautiful trees thiat ever
Are found on its banks alone;
And Ilong to be there !

pad of the myriad choir
’ harping there :
that burns like fire,
ng robes they wear;
g to be there !

anctified throng
th earth to heaven,

And I long to be there ! *

I have read of their freedom from sin,
And sorrow and suffering too ;

And the holy joy they feel within,

. As theit risen Lord they view ;

© And I long to be there !

-
@ to that world of light,

pences of the Past.
NO. XVL
Beloved Brother,~In rasuming my ac-
count of our labors in St. Martins, I may say,
that it is a pleasing reflection to kriow that af-
ter laboring for several years in New Bruns-
wick with very little apparent success, 1
should within twd months after my removal,
be called back, in the mysterious providence
of God, tp pass through the important sc:nes
which I have nairated in the last two letters ;
and which I now resumo in this. My solemn
consecration to the i nf work of the gos-
pel ministry—my association with one of our
aged fathers, in the work of righting up a
prostrated church ; our success; the ease
with which, by the assistance and blessing of
the Almighty, the work was accomplished ;
and the salvation of a great namber of pre-
cious souls; heads of families and youth ;
have not yet, and never will be forgoten.—
: P province is not, therefore, 10 me altoge-

‘ barren wilderness, or a mountain of!
ilboa, on ubnhneuhor Tain nor, dew de-

L

which I alluded in my
meetings ; three sermons

‘and {Pu’or%g, and also the comma-
g hldn‘ ; ].Wxn my last, that the peo-

ple were deeply affected. Several of those
who had been left out,in re-construeting the
church, were reelaimed ; and that day, the
next ufter the line of separation had been

rawn between them and their brethren, they
de hmuble, penitent, and anxious to

o their father’s house. Nor did
ith'any elder brother, who wish-

y elder
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where near midnight, we resorted to the shore

-suddenly the wind shifted and blowed hard ;

| Bay saw, and knew the vessel, and went from

yt| Olive Branch was coming. And s6 it was.

ed that I can call up very many of the mi.
nuter incidents of that work. 1 know that
when we were not holding meetings, we found
enough to do in visiting thase whe were con-
cerned about their souls. One and another
would come and tell us, that such a one was
conrerned about her or his soul, and we
had to go and see them. So rapid was the
progress of that revival, thaton Tuesday, on-
ly two days from the first sermon preached,
quite a number had come into the light and
liberty of the gospel ; and wished to avow
their love to the Saviour by bein, baptized in
his name. 2
That afternoon we had a meeting, and af-
ter sermon we heard the experience of the
candidates. We had engaged with the cap-
tain of the vessel which brought us from
Windsor to St. John, to eall at St. Martins
and take us home. We expected to be ready
any time after the Lord’s day, as we had not
anticipated any other work, besides regulat-
Sng the affairs of the church. But now,
things were different, and we wished that the
vessel might be detained, for we wanted more
time. But, to our sorrow, about seven o’clk.
that evening the captain came to the meeting,
and told us that he should sail in the morn-
ing between five and six o’clock. This was
a predicament ; and we knew not what to do.
Finally, we concluded to hear all who wished
to relate their experience, and proceed to the
water, and baptize the same night. Some-

of the Bay of Fundy ; and as the tide was out
and thére was not sufficient water, we had to
wade out some distance. We went out hand in
hand ; I think as many s ten or twelve, to find
the grave where Jesus lay. But, wefound it ;
and they were buried with Christ-in baptism,
and rose again, and by the care of the pro-
tecting angel, we all got back safe toland.—
There we sung an hymn and prayed, rezdy
to depart on the morrow.

The next morning I rose as soon as it was
light, to see if the weather und wind was
fair for us to sail. We wanted to stay long.
er ; but it would not do for us to let the ves.- |
sel sailand leave us; as we did ot know
when we should be able to go away. When
[ looked out on the Bay, Isaw that the wind
was blowing right up the Bay, and when I
told niy associate, brother Dimock, he lifted
his bands np out of bed, and exclaimed, * |
am sorry.” In a short time we got breakfast
and resorted to the creek, where our ship
lay ; but, to our surprise, a large number of
people bad resorted there before us, at that
early hour, to intreat us not to leave them.
We were in a great strait; for inghis case
we would much rather tarry than depart,—
But, to us it appeared necessity,. We went
on board and soon were moving down that
narrow ereek ; and the people kneeled on the
shore and prayed, and I have no doubt pray-
ed the Lord to detain us.: As we passed out
of the mouth of that channel, Deacon Vaughn
ran down aund said, * We shall have a meet."
ing appointed for vou at seven o'clock to
night, for the Lord will bring yov back.—
Bat we had a beautiful fair wind ; and were
quite sure we should reach Windsor, and be
at home long beforé night.. But, He who
holds the wind in his fists and the waters in
the hollow of his hand, knows his own pur-
poses, and will perfect his own plans. When
we got about half way, or near Cape Split,

and as our vessol had no ballast, we bad to
put about ; and ran as fast back to St. Mar-

tins, as we had sped from it. In the middle
of the afternoon the people living in sight of the

house to house, to tell their friends, that the
At high'water, about six in the evening we
again entered the c-cek ; and at seven we
gregation and preached to - them
"t - Dy Nurzss,
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were formerly temporal princes, of great power,
with alinost- unbounded wealth, and the Canons
of this Cathedral were, I beliéve, more remark-
able for their fondness of the good wines which
their numerous vineyards yielded in great abun-
dance, than for devotion to their prayers.

The next morning we embarked on the Rhine
for Cologne. The steamer was very small, nar-
row, and rather poorly fitted up, presenting a
very strange contrast to the floating palaces on
the rivers of America. I did not think of this,
however, but only, that I was sailing down the
immortal Rhine, at the rute of 15 miles an hour,
and fearful lest I should miss anything of its
beauties, I clambered upon the paddle box, and
prepared myself for a vas’ amount of enjoyment.

And now every hill and valley, every pownt of
land, every islet, tower, and ruined castle, were
food for romance. On our right we passed a
beautiful district of country, studded pictur-
esquely with villages and lovely vineyards. This
is the Rhe:ngau, famous for its exquisite wines,
and on that account called the “ Bacchanalian
Paradise.” Twenty miles below Mayence, the
scenery began to grow granderand more magnifi.
cent. The clear, sparkling waters of the Rhine now
ran between lofty, precipitous mountains, whose
broad osdasts seemed every minute to oppose our
oaward progress, but ouly to recede, and de-
velope mere of their grandeur at our approach.—
At Bingen we we-e enraptured with one of the
most beautiful landscapes in the world, and at a
short distance below, saw the little square tcwer,
which is the scene of Southey’s Ballad about
Bishop Hatto, The story runs thus: —Bishop
Hatto is a rich and powerful Baron, who lives in
the opposite Oastle of Ehrenfels. One autumn,
the winds anc rains have ruined the crops, and all
the p-orin the neighbourhood crowd daily to the
Bishop’s well-filled granaries, clamorous for food.
He appoints a day for distributing it to them, and
the starving pevple, far and near, fill the great
barn where they expect to obtain their wintef's
provision. But the hard-hearted wretch closes
the doors, sets fire to the barn, and burns them
up alive; laughing all the while at the bonfire he
has made, and saying that he has done a very good
deed, in ridding the country of the rats who con-
sume all the corn. A terrible vengeance, how-
ever, awaits h'm. Theat night myriads of rats eat
up the corn in his granaries—and when he
awakes in the morning, he finds them approach-

ing his castle! He flies for refuge to this tower,
wad clusce wil the d and  wind

rats pursue him! They swim the river—they
climb the rocks, and approach the tower—
“ And in at the windows and in at the door,

And through the wall by thousands the pour;

And down through the ceiling, and u{; thro’
the floor,

From the right and the left, from behind and
before,

#rom withn and without, from above and
below ;

And all at once to the Bishop they go.

Pt
“ They have whetted their tee%h against the
stones,

And now’the gick the Bishop’s bones ;

They gnawed the flesh from every lumb,

For they were sent ta'do judgment on him.”

This is a specimen of the traditions and le-
gends which are connected with every castle,
tower and rock on the Rhine. Below Bishop
Hatto’s tower we came to Assmanshausen, a
town remarkable for its wine. The hills here,
which rise more than 1000 feet from the river,
are terraced up to their very summits, for the
purpose of holding the vines; and so costly is
every inch of room in this position, that wherever
the cliffs are so steep as to render terraces impos-
sible, the vines are planted in baskets fastened to
the rocks ; and'here we could see ‘the vinedres-
sers, creeping about and hanging hike flies from
the chiffs. Below Assmanshausen the river fully
deserves the name of the castellated Rhine.”—
Oa every 1naccessible cliff —on every command-
ing position—could be seen these vestiges of
feudal times, whose owners once kept the whole
country in a continual state of warfare, and plun-
dered every one who ventured near their strong-
holds. A few miles more, and we came to the

many legends connected with it. One of these
says, that there formerly resided here seven sis-
ters, who were so beautiful as (o set all the young
men in the country crazy after them, but they

rocks, which can still be seen projecting out of
the water a short distance below! This 1s a
which all coquettes should deeply
reflect. : ;

Then we came to a huge black ¢liff, called the

* | Lurleiberg, which stood out boldly, and formed
a bend in the stream. As we .passed round it a }
{gun was fired, and the echoes which followed were

1 loud and numerous. This rock svas
hieved by the superstitious peasantry to be the

of a wicked nymph, whose beautiful voice
red the passing boatmen into the whirlpool

by all these bcnuﬁfﬁi spots, we,
Ane '@ v »

*Bion, i

and

ents in the last
d ou apetis
mi d down in

Castle of Schonberg, which, like all the rest, has |

were go hard-hearted as to accept the suits of |
none, and were consequently turned into seven f

“paddle-box, gave vent to our
: o

our |

a body to the tables, which were spread on the
deck, and when we had flnished we were at
Coblentz.

(To be Continued,)

Letter from St Francis.

Bro. T. H. PorTer, Jr., writing fron, St. Fran-
cis, under date of Januery 3lst, 1856, says:

A week ago to-day I arrived here, ani was joy-
fully welcomed by the dear people who are lite-
rally starving for the bread and waters of eternal
life. Bro. Slocomb having heard thst a young
man had stopped a fow miles below, harnessed
his horse in the morning and drove down to meet
we. When be saw me coming, he stopped his
horse, jumped out of the sleigh, and while (ears
of joy 1an down his face he told me who he was,
and that from the description he had of me he
suppesed that I was some person that had a ines-
sage of mercy for p rishing souls in the land.
The news soon spread that I was here, und there
was a manifestation of gratitude such as [ neve:
saw before. Since then we have been trying to
labor and to pray for the salvation of immortal
souls, and I assure you, Dear Brother, that I firm-
ly believe that the fields here are this moment
white unto harvest. The people pay the
most serious attention, and sometimes the tear of
penitence is seen coursing down the cheeks of
burdened sinners, and the people of God are la-
bouring and praying for an outpouring of the
Spirit of God. We had a most interesting Con-
ferenee the Saturdary after I came, and one young
woman who had never spoken before, arose and
said that “ she loved the Saviour with all her
heart.” It was a blessed season. All the mem-
bers of the church seem to be united in love to
cach other and 1n earnest prayer for «.n outpour-
ing of the Spirit of God. The meetings are all
interesting, and the intercst I taink is increasing,
The French attend, and sometimes quite nume-
rously, and seem to listen with attention and in-
terest. I have been up and down, and in settle-
ments adjoiming, and it really seems to me that
all around here, above and below for the distance
of 30 or 40 miles, the harvest is so ripe that it is
at this moment perishing fur want «f labourers.
As Bro. Slocomb says—* St. Francis is calling
now, at this moment louder for help than ever
Burmah did.” I believe it. I believe there is
not such an important field for a missionary to
cultivaie in the three Provinces, or one where
there is such prospects of doing good. I cannot
toll yowmy foolingey I aanly wish you were here
one week. There is an English School kept
here by a fewale member of the church, and
some French children attend; there will be a
Sabbath School in operation in the Spring, and I
think some of them will attend that. I some-
times think thatby the eye of faith I can look
forward o a time not far distant when their ranks
will be broken, and converts, miade to the reli.
gion of Christ. Of couse the community is
scattered, and the congregations necessarily
small, bt the Sun of Righteousness has dawned
here, never, never, to set till the end of lime,
* The little one will become a thousand, and the
small one a strong natien,” the Lord has prom-
ised to hasten it in his time. But the little band
sometimes get discouraged. Bro. Wallace left
them in the midst of a revival, and spme that
were serious then have again turned to folly, but
they keep up their prayer, exhortation and tem-
perance mweetings regulaily, and sometimes have
A heavenly time while thus engaged. And now
when I talk of going it kullsthem. Bro. Slocomb
thinks.you take no interest In them and will even-

{ tually leave them to perish. He says he has done

all he can for a minister to come here, and
the people are willing to do all 1 their power
for their support, but all the ministers are afraid
to come. And comotimes he thinks they are
doomed to perish; he says he cannot live here
unless one coines, he must leaye, Oh, I wish
you could hear him talk ; T know you would be
led to pray and labor more earnestly than you do
that a man might be sen: here after God’s own
heart “to till the ground.” I try to encourage
him. My objget in writing at present, is (o try
and see if some suitable person canno* be got to
| come and till this froitful land. I do not know of
another man so suitable as Bro. Wallace, unless
s hie has a more important wo'k to perform. 1 have
; thovghgeof this, this morning Tor the ficst time
! while talking with Bro. Slocomb ; could not anoth-

; er man be found to fill his place and let him come
hers. He says, he is willing to come, if so, 1
think the cause of God deman?s it. The people
seem anxious for me to stop, but this is impossi-
ble. I have just got fitted up for travelling and
I like it, and think that 1 have the means in ny
hands cf doing more good in this way than any
other. 1f some suitable person should come. to-
night, I would gladly leave to-morrow. May |
be allowed to give you one caation befire I con-
clude, be very, very, careful who you send. It
needs a good, humble, devoted man.

Rev. C. H. SPURGEON.
i NoO. V.

Entire Discourse,
Sg ; yet so much in the form

§

of one that it may here answer mw"""
but so o e

adapted to usefulness. I commend 1t to the
prayerful perusal of your readers. J.D.

istaken Seekcis and Real
Finders.
‘ There be many that say, Who will show ug

any good ? Lord, lift Thoun up the light of Thy
countenance upon us !"’ — Psa. iv. 6,

; Happiness 3 Its M

READER ! another month brings us again toge-
ther in friendly converse. [ would fain hope
that thowart an heir of heaven, a pilgrim march-
ing to the land of Canaan; I would esrnestly
pray that both cf us may be partakers of * Jike
precious faith.” Bnt here is a t-xt for us, which
by the rich assistance of the Holy Ghost may
serve as a touchstone, to try our state. See,
here are two classes of men ; the many, panting
after the good of this world ; and the few turning
the eye of faith to their God, and begging that
he would *lift up the light of his countenance
upor. them.”

I. Let us now contemplate with sadness, and
with searching of hert, Tur MANY—trembling
lest we should find ourselves among the num-
ber. '

“ Tue MaNY :” whata th>usand thoughts gise
around thesetwo words! The million peopled
city, the populous town, the wide-spread country,
this isle, kingdoms, empires, continents, the
world, all seem to issua forth like armies from
the hundred-gated Thebes, at the mention of
that word, “ The many.” Iere we see the toil-
ing peasant and his Jordly squire, the artizan and

- !
tion of beauty. No longer canst thou ask for axy
good, for thou hest found the one, the only good ;
and in.Him is such a fulness, an abundance, that
thy song ever will be—
“ God 18 nfy all-sufficient good,

portion and my choice ;

In Him my vast desires are filled,
And all my powers regjoice.”

3. Remark attentively the selfish nature of the
questien, “ Who will show us any good 2 Here
the poor man of this world is seeking for himself
and his fellows, but not for God, or the good of
othegs. He has no fear, nor love, nor reverence
of God : let but his barn be stored, his purse filled,
his body fed, his senses gratified, and the great
Maker and bounteous Giver may be forgotten.
What cares he whether there be a God, or whe-
ther He be worshipped, or no? To him Venus,
or Brahma, or Woden, or Jehovah, are alike. He
cares not for the living and true God; he lets
others have religion ; ta him it would be a weari-
ness and a labour. Or, if he put on the outward
guise of religion, he is but a Gibeonite in the
temple, “a hewer of wood, and drawer of water;”
selfish even in his worship—selfish in his praises
and his prayers.

But we, beloved reader, are, we trust, ne lon.
ger lovers of self. We have become adorers of
God, and puarely, from gratitude, we pay our glad
homage at His throne. We do not now put self
foremost ; we wish to experience a self annihila-
tion—a death to self. We have learned to sac-

the princely merchant, the courtier and the king,

'| penalty, and not abhorred because of a real dis-

‘*"“ h Q{i;!I;ﬂ

the young, the old, the learaed and the unlearned,
all gathered within the eompass of a word.

And all these—all this vast gathering of hu-
man souls, are joining in one cry—all moving in
one direction. Oh! thought at which the faith-
ful well may weep ; theircry 1s sgLr, their course
is siN. Here and there are the chosen few strug-
gling against the mighty tide; but the masses,
the multitude, still, as in the days of David, are
hurrying their mad career in search of a fancied
good, and reaping the fruit of the {utile search in
disappoinﬂ:nt, dedth, and hell.  Qh, my reader!
art thou the dead fish, swimming with the
stream ? or art thou by constraining grace,
drawn onward to the bliss prepared for the elect ?
If a Christian, [ beseech tlee pause and admire
the grace which hath made thee to differ. If
thine heart is right with Ged, I know thou wilt
confess that there is* no- intrinsic natural good-
ness inthee ; for like thy friend the writer, I
doubt not that thowart made to groun over a
strong propensity within, whieh often tempts
thee to join in the world’s clase, and leave the
“ fonr.tain of living waters” for the “ broken cis-
terns” of earth,

I know thou wilt join with him and sing :

“"1 is all of free grace we were breught to vbey,

While ott ers were suffer'd to go
The road which by nature we chose as our way,

Which leads to the chambers of woe,”

Come thou with me, and behold the evik and
the folly ofthe world ; coie, listen to their ne-
ver-.ceasing cry, “ Who will show usany good 7’
Mark—

I. Its sensual charscter : “ Who will smow us
any good ?” The world desires something which
it may see, and taste, and handle. The Jjoys of
faith it does not understand. "We, by Divina
gruce, do rot walk by sight ; but the poor sons
of earth must have visible, present, and terrestrial
Joye. We have an unseen portion, an invisible
inheritance ; we have higher facultics, and nobler
delights. We want no carnal showmen to bid
the puppet joys of time dance before us. We
have seen * the Kinginhis beauty,” and spiri-
tually we behold ¢ the land which is very far
off” Let us pity the worldling who is seeking
water where there is none, in asalt land, a thirs-
ty soil ; let us earnostly intercede-for poor short-
sighted man, that he may yet have the “ wisdom
which cometh from above,” and the eyesalve of
Divine allumination ; then will he no more seek
for his Buppiness below, or look for pleasure in
things of sense. Take care, my reader, that thou
dost not suffer under the same delusion. Oh!
ever pray that thou mayest be kept from hiunting
in the purlieus of sense, and fixing thine affec-
tion on earthly things ; for be sure of ths, that
the roses of this world are covered with thorns,
and her hives of honey, if broken open, will sur-
round thee with stinging bees—but not a drop of
swectness will they afford. Remember to lay to
heart the words of a holy poet :

“ Nor ea:th, nor all the sky,
Can one delight afford,

No, not a drop of real joy,
Without thy presence, Lord.”

2. Notice yet again its indiscriminating na-
ture : * Who will show us Anygood 7 T'he uh-
regenerate mind has no discernment in its choice,
One good is to it as desirable as another, Men
easily allow toleration here. The cup is the good

object of the voluptuary ; gold is the miser’s god;
and fame or power the choice of another, To

forbidden fruits, only untastéd because of the

taste. Ob, my reader, iast thou a ’l“w to
see that any good will net suit thee ? Hast thou
made v election of * solid joys und lasting plea-
sures,’ and are (he duinties of time tasteless to

_weeds ; the

“Rose of Sharon” i¥ the flower of

of the wine-bibber ; the indulgence of lust is the |

most men, these are all good in their way ; ifnot |
estcerned govd morally, they are” looked upon as y

rifice our-own desires on the altar of Divine love,
and now one passion concentrates our power, and
truly we exclaim—
* Christ is my light, my life,
My blessed hope, my heavenly prize ;
Dearer than all my passions are,
My limbs, my bowels, or my eyes,”

4. Once more, with care, observe, the fubility
of the inquiry, “ Who will show us any good ?”
Echo might answer, Who? Where lives the for-
tunate discoverer ? where the man who has stum-
bled on this pearl of price unknown? Ah! sin-
ner, call again, like the priests of Baal, for there
is neither hearing nor answering. Go to those
Arcadian groves of poetry, and find them a fic- .
tion; taste the nectar of the epicure, and find it
gall; lieit on a bed of down, and loathe the
weakness which effeminacy engenders ; surround
thyself with wealth, and learn its powerlessness
to ease the mind ; ay, wear a royal crown, and
mourn a king’s uneasy head. Try all : like the
preacher of wisdom, open each cabinet im the
palace of pleasure, and ransack each cormer of
her treasure house. Hast thou found the long
sought good? Ah! no. Thy joys, like bubbles,
have dissolved by thy touch; or, like the
boy’s butterfly, have been crushed by the blow
which won them.

Pause here, and realize the emptiness of sub-
lunary joys. Entreat the Spirit of all grace to
reveal to thy soul the hollowness of terrestrial
baubles, Take the earth, and as Quarles has it,
“ Tinnit inane,”—it sounds, because it is empty.
Despise the world, rate its jewels at a low price,
estimate its gems as paste, and its solidities as
dreams. Think not that thou shalt thus lose
pleasure, but rather remember the saying of
Chrysostom, “Contemn riches, and thou shalt be
nch ; contemn glory, and thou shalt be glorious ;
contemn injuries, and thou shalt bea conquorer ;
contemn rest, and thou shalt gain rest; contemn
earth, and thou shalt gain heaven !”

Here may you and I close our review of the
foolish multitude, by learning the three lessons
spoken of by Bonaventare : “ The multitude of
those that are damned ; the small number of the
saved ; and the vanity of transitory things.®

Il. A happier sight. awaits us. Yonder is a
company whose constant utterance is widely dif-
ferent frem the inquiry of the many. These are
few. Not so many as the moralists and formalists
believe them, and at the same time not go few as
Bigotry in her narrowness would make them ; for
God has his hidden thousands whose knees have
never bowed to Baal,

These seek not a good, for they have found 1t ;
they ask not a question, but they breathe a prayer,
they apply not to mortals, but they address their
God, “Lord, lift thou up the light of thy eoun-
tenance upon us.”

Let us tarry on the very threshold of these
words, and devoutly ask for Divine searching, lest
we shonld be deceived in our belief that this is our
prayer; let us not take the words lightly on our

wed lip, lest we ask for our own damna-
gﬁgf%ﬁ-mpfi my reader, if the light of God’s

countenance were at once to shine upon you,
KourhemuoofarﬁomGod,nﬁﬂldmdto

im, that it would suddenly dex you,~for re-
member, be is a “ consuming’ fire.

Let us, however, if the apswer

agreed to us
angry with us, thine an-
and thou comfortedst

my care,

and the inward witness are

hope, behold the coutenanece of our
1, For it is a reconciled countenance.
“ Though thou wast
ger is turned away,

It is serious, sesrching, experimental, and well

v

the  Lily of the Valley” is to thee the perfec- |

" .
i g

{ ; O

thy choicé,and |~ Grade

-‘“*'AA L l M ‘
" (To be Continued.)




