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HELEN OF THE GLEN.

CHAPTER 1.

One there is, above all others,
Well deserves the name of friend !
His is love beyond & brother's,
' Costly, free, and knows no end:
They who once his kindness prove,
Find it everlasting love!
Doddridge.

It is pleasant, young reader, to contemplate
in our day, the peace of the Redeemer’s king-
dom in Scotland. The Lord is indeed the
. glory in the midst of his church, and a wall
P "of fire round about her. The still small voice
{ of the gospel is unrestrained by the menaces
i of power, and its light unobscured by the

roarT—

clouds of bigotry and superstition. Our as-
semblies meet, and worship, and part in peace.

In our land the promise is fast acomphshing,

“ All thy children shall be taught of the Lord, .
and great shall be the peace of thy chi\dten’
The church in our land, like a well-wateret
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garden, and like a spring of waters, now sends
forth her streams into the dry and parched
wilderness, and sheds her light on the people
that sit in darkness. Her voice, harmonizing
with the invitations of infinite mercy, is now
addressed to all nations: inviting them to
share in the same heavenly blessings.

But it is right for us to remember, young
reader, that it was not always -so in our be-
loved island. Only a hundred and forty years
ago, persecution, and nakedness, and cold, and
hunger, was the lot of those who followed the
Lamb whithersoever he went. The sheep of
the great Shepherd wandered upon the moun-
tains, and the hands of the men of power
were defiled with their blood.

Such were the perilous and bloody days in
which Helen and William, the subject of this
story, were ushered into life. Their father,
James Thomson, although born in the moor-
ish districts of Ayrshire, removed early in
life to Glasgow, with Agnes Craig, his beloved
wife. Mr. Thomson was for some years pros-
perous enough in business: but the unsuspi-
cious sincerity of his character often met with
duplicity, and his generous kindness with in-
gratitude. Reduced by various losses to bank-

zuptcy, he was compelled to leave Scotland.
To _support himself, and send sometting, X
possible, for the assistance of his family,he
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entered the service of king Charles IL, follow.
ed the army to the continent, and in a shor
time after died in Holland, fighting bravely
for his sovereign.

His farewell with his wife had been shor
and hurried. He advised her to return witl
her little ones, Helen and William, the forme:
of whom was then four, and the latter tw«
years old, to her native place ; recommendec
them to their Father in heaven ; and the las
words which Mrs. Thomson’s ear caught fron
that voice which she was to hear no more
were these : “ O my dear Agnes, teach thes
little ones to know and remember their Crea
tor in the days of their youth, that if I se
you and them no more in‘ythis valley of tears
I hay meet you and them at last by the rive
of life, in the paradise of God.”

Immediately after this painful parting, Mr:
Thomson returned to the place of her birtt
in the neighbourhood of Louden-hill. I nee
not tell the young reader, with what feeling
she crossed the little moor-streams, by whic!
she was wont to walk with her James—nov
she looked up the winding glen, where her ea
had often turned to his affectionate voice, o
listened with still more solid delight, while ©
read a chapter from the book of God, to ¢
sipate their fears, and strengthen their he

of eternal lifo—now, her eyes streawiv
1%
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once with joy and sorrow, fell back on her:
little William, the dear miniature of his fa--
ther. A steady habit of industry; the re-
membrance of a youth spent in religion; her
two infants, and an unwavering trust in the
kindness of her Maker and Redeemer, were
all the riches which Mrs. Thomson brought
home to the place of her nativity. Her near
relations thinned away by the hand of dis-
ease, or cut off by the sword of persecution,
had left her father’s house desolate. = George
Paton, a man who had been her father’s shep-
herd, now possessed the farm. He received
the daughter of his former master kindly ; as.-
signed her a snug hut, in which, while a ser-
vant, he lived himself, and gave her a cow,
that her infants might not be without milk,
which the old shepherd very properly observ-
ed was the best liquid Scotland produced, ex-
cept water. ’
Cleughhead, the name of this little habita-
tion, was situated at the head of one of those
solitary glens, so common in the wilder dis-
tricts of Scotland. The walls were built with
rough granite; the roof thatched with the
heath of the mountain, and the rushes of the
brook ; and the interior, where the peat burn-
ed on the hearth, and the smoke rose up un-
confined by any chimney, till it escaped by =
Zittle hole in the roof, although very un\ikethe
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sbode Mrs. Thomson had left in Glasgow,
was soon rendered, by her own industry and
native cleanliness, and the ready assistance of
the old farmer, neat and comfortable.

Past the door of this humble dwelling,
feebly murmured 2 mountain rill: as it ram-
bled in frolicsome meanders down the slope,
now kissing the blooming heath, now rippling
among the green rushes, and again playing
with the shadow of the grey-willow, its chan-
nel deepened as the sides of the glen drew
nearer one another. Here the projecting rock
and _crooked hazel on the one side, and the tall
fern and stunted sloethorn on the other, min-
gled their dancing shadows on the torrent,
which loud and impetuous, forced its head-
long way, like the youth impatient for full.
manhood. Again the glen gradually opened;
the spreading stream giving back the image of
the sober ox, and sportive lamb, that cropt the -
verdant herb and wild daisy by its side; and
at length smoothening its surface, laying a-
sleep every turbulent wave, purifying its wa-
ters on the gravelly sand of its course, and
reflecting the heaven only from its clear bo-
som, fell, like the dying Christian without a
murmur, into the current of the Irvin. The
general features of the surrounding scenery,
were impressed with an air of solemn me\an-

vholy. To the north and egst extended \evel
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tracts of gloomy 'moorland, relieved, here and
there, by the smoke curling from the shepherd’s
lonely hut, a straggling dwarf tree or two
which grew about his dwelling, and the little
verdant meadow plot redeemed from the dark
waste, which lay before his door. At inter-
vals too were to be seen a shepherd boy with
his dog; and spreading around him, in little
groupes, here and there scattered and solitary,
the white-fleeced sheep wandering on the
brown heath. To the south and south-west,
rose the unambitious hills of Dumfries and
Galloway ; and congpicuous among them with
its round head, the Twelve-hour hill, over
whose head, the shepherds of that country
well knew, the sun walks at mid-day. Spread
out to the west were the fertile, but monoto-
nous district of Ayrshire, watered by those
streams, delightfully romantic when you ap-
proach them, Ayr, Irvin, and Doon, which
carried the eye down their course till it re-
posed on the glassy bosom of the Atlantic,
oftener in those days visited by the dreadful
war-ship, than enlivened by the cheerful sail
of the merchantman. Terminating the view
in .this direction, was the bold elevations of
Arran, on whose castled peaks the cloud de-
Jights to sit, and from whose tops the sun of
autumn cast his last look of glory on the wew-
ern dutncts of Scotland.

\ ,



|
|

HELEN OF THE GLEN. 9

In this humble dwelling, surrounded thus
by the chaste and solemn countenance of na-
ture, did Mrs. Thomson set herself diligently
to educate her children : toimbue their minds
early with habits of industry; and above all,
to bring them up in the fear of the Lord ; to
teach them to know their Creator in the days
of their youth. Every morning and evening,
she went, leading Helen in the one hand, and
William in the other, to the farm house, and
joined with the old Shepherd in worshipping
the God of salvation. Early on the dawn of
every Sabbath was Agnes up, and prepared,
not with the anointed hair, and tinkling orna-

ments, which employ so much the thoughts of .

many females on the morning of the Lord’s
day, but by communing with her own heart,
and by expostulating with her God in private
for setting out, often five, sometimes six, seven, -
or eight miles, to hear preached the glad tidings
of eternal life. ‘And in those days, surely
you know, young reader, it was no smooth
road, no pleasure walk, to the house of God,
Every one sat not then, as we do now, “ un-

der his own vine and fig-tree, having none to -

make him afraid ;” but the solitary moor-hut,
the glen of the mountain, or the cave of e
rock, were often the only places in which the

voice of the true servants of God,the shep-
herds that shall never need to be ashameds

Bl
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could be heard. Even here the bloody fiend
of persecution pursued them with fire and
sword. The meetings, or conventicles, as
they were called, of these poor artless Christ-
ians, were often dispersed by the insolent and
merciless soldiers ; many were taken, and sent,
some to the gibbet, some to dungeons, and ma-
ny to the British plantations abroad. And all
this because they assembled themselves to seek
the Lord God of their fathers, in the way
which their conscience approved.

But with her daily attention on family wor-
ship at the farm house, and meeting on as ma-
ny Sabbaths as possible with the pious peasants
around, Mrs. Thomson’s religious duties by no
means terminated. Often would she kneel
down, with her son and daughter at her side, .
by the streamlet that purled down her seclud-
ed glen, and seek, with the fervency of a mo-
ther’s heart which trusts in God, that her Fa-
ther in heaven would shed down upon them
that blessing that maketh rich, and bringeth
no sorrow. And never did she unbend her
knee, or turn her eye from the heaven on
which it gazed, without watering her cheek
with one drop in behalf of her dear husband.
“1f,” would she plead aloud, as she kneeled by
the heathy knoll, or ferny glen, and seen only

by God and angels, “if, O gracious Fatver,
Zhou shouldst never give him to these arma
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nor bless these eyes with another sight of his
countenance in this world, O give him that
faith in Christ which shall open to him the
gates of heaven! If thou shouldst lay: his
bones to rest in a foreign land, O may I meet
him at last without spot, or wrinkle, or any
such thing, in that happy place where friends
part no more.” Every day too she read a
portion of the Bible, and taught her children
to read it; taught them to understand much
of it ; and, above all, taught them, and chiefly
by her own example, to reverence and obey
it.

Thus would she converse with Helen, for
William was yet too young to profit much by

- her instructions. How great, my dear, is the

love of God in Christ Jesus! You read in
the Bible that we are all sinners ; that is, we
all naturally hate God, and God hates us be-
cause we are not holy, or willing to be made
holy. You read in the Bible, that in Adam
all died, and became liable to the wrath and
curse of God : and you know that we sin ev-

ery day against God ourselves. The thoughts -

of our hearts are evil continually. This is
our condition, my dear Helen, this is our sad
condition by nature. Do you feel it to be

sad? Would you like to be out of it? 1\ove
you, my dear, and I can do much for yous
but I caanot take away your sins,1 caon®

3
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make your peace with God. None of your
friends—no man in the world—no angel in
heaven can pardon your sins. What then
are you to do? How great, as I said, is the
mercy of God in Christ! In your low and
lost estate, he remembers you with love.
‘When there was no other eye to pity, no other
hand to help, God said, # Deliver from going
down to hell, for I have found a ransom.”
This ransom is Jesus Christ, who came into
the world, and suffered and died that we
might live. You remember that he say, “ Suf-
fer little children to come to me, and forbid
them not.” If you come unto him—if you
believe that he died for your sins, God will
pardon you, and be forever at peace with
you.

But you will ask me, my dear, how you can
believe in Christ. You must pray to God,
- that you may have this belief. You remem-
ber what our Saviour says himself, « Ask, and
it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find;
knock, and-it shall be opened to you.” The
Holy Spirit will help you to pray. Paul
tells us, “ That the Holy Ghost maketh inter-
cession for us, with groanings that cannot be
uitered.” “ Whatever ye ask in my name,”
says the kind Redeemer, “it shall be given to
you.”

So great, my dear, is the loving Kindnem
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of our gracious and heavenly Father. And
surely you will love, and obey so merciful &
God. You love me, and do all I wish you,
because I love you, and am, as you often tell
me, good to you: but you see that God loves
you far more, and has done far more good for
you ; youshould love him therefore more than
me, or any of your friends, or any thing in the
world, and you are to show your love to him by
living in his fear, by keeping his commandments,
by doing all the good you can, wherever you
may be placed. :

“ Remember these things, my dear Helen,”
would the pious and affectionate mother say
in conclusion—“ Remember these things. You
know not how soon you may die ; ot how soon
you may lose your mother. You hear of peo-
ple dying every day in their beds, or of their
lives being taken away by the cruel persecu-
tors. If I should be removed from you, your
best instructor would be your Bible. Read it,
dear Helen, and read it often.”

I repeat to you, young reader, Mrs. Thom-
son’s injunctions to her daughter—*“ Read the
Bible, and read it often.” '

It is surprising to notice how this sacred
book is neglected by sinful men. The vota-
ries of taste and fashion, will spend their days
and nights, poring over the morbid peges of

sensual and fictitious narrative; yet if Whelw
2
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God was to ask them, if they had read the
book which he sent them from heaven, where
would they look? How could they say that they
had never read the precious gift throughout ?
Wherever you go learn not of those. Take
your Bible in your hand; make it the com-
pariion of your way. In the thirsty desert of
this world, it will supply you with the water
of life; in the darkness of doubt and appre-
hension, it will cast a gleam of heaven over
your path; in the struggle of temptation, and
the hour of affliction, it will lift up the voice
of warning, encouragement, and comfort.
Never let the Bible lie by you unperused. It
is the only helm that can guide you through
the ocean of life, and bring you safely to the
immortal shores. It is the only star that leads
the wandering sinner by the rocks, and break-
ers, and fiery tempests of utter destruction,
and points him a way to the heights of ever-
lasting blessedness. The Bible contains the
only food that can satisfy the hungerings of
the soul ; it presents us with the only laver in
which we can wash ourselves white and clean ;
it alone tells us of the garments that are worn-
in the courts of heaven; it is from the Bible
alone that we learn to prepare a torch to con-
duct our footsteps through the valley of the
shadow of death; and it is the Bible 2oune,
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which can introduce us at last to the glories
of immortality !”

While Mrs. Thomson was thus teaching
her children habits of industry, and disclosing
to their young minds the hopes of a better
life, she received the account of her husband’s
death, mentioned above. The tears of love,
and desolateness, and religion, mingled on her
cheek. Although Helen and William remem-
bered little of their father, yet so often had
their mother told them of all his kindness to
her, and love to them; so often had she re-
peated to them his last advice and payer ; amd
so often had she told them, that he would per- -
haps come in some day to their little hut, that
they sobbed by their mother’s side in the same
bitterness of grief as if their father had died
among them. But the good widow sorrowed
not as those who have no hope. The letter
which brought the painful account, informed
her, that her husband died a good soldier of Je-
sus Christ. He was heard on the bloody field of
battle recommending, with his last breath his
widowed wife, and fatherless children, to the
God of the widow and the fatherless: “ And God
will hear the sincere request,” said the tender
mother, as she wiped her tears, and threw a
gleam of celestial hope, and patient resigne-
tion on her weeping children; “God is the

widow’s stay : he is the father of the father-
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less: he forsakes none who put their trust in
him. To wean us from our sins, and earthly
attachments, he may afflict us for a moment ;
but with an everlasting love hath he loved us.
Be comforted, my dear children; remember
your Creator, as your father ever wished you
to do, and you will meet him at last in heaven,
to be fatherless no more, to weep no more, and
to part no more for ever.”

In Mrs. Thomson’s outward circumstances,
her husband’s death produced no difference.
She often assisted in the old farmer’s dairy,
and received in return food, and home-made
clothing for herself and her children. Nor
'was her mind much altered. The violence of
her grief subsided into a firmer trust in God,
more fervent religion, and more heavenly-
mindedness. Indeed, this event threw a
thoughtfulness and an unrepining melancholy
over all her character, which expanded every
sympathy of her nature, deepened every feel-
ing of her soul, and warmed every act of
her devotion, as the lingering looks of day
cast a mellower softening, and a richer gran-

deur over the widely variegated landscape



CHAPTER 1L

—————1In solitudes like these
Thy persecuted children, Scotia, fofled
A tyrant's and a bigot’s bloody laws :
There, leaning ou his spear, -

» - . LY .
The lyart veteran heardthe word of God
By Cameron thundered, or by Renwick poured
In gentle stream ; then rose the song, the loud
Acclaim of praise ; the wheeling plover ceased
Her plaint; the solitary place was glad,
And on the distant cairns, the watcher's ear
Caught doubtfully at times the breeze-born note.

MEeaNwHILE, the rage and cruelty of perse-

. cution grew every day more inveterate.
Claverhouse, whose merciless sword widowed

- many a tender mother, and orphaned many a
helpless infant, about this time, was routed at
Loudon-hill, by a party of the Covenanters,
whose sufferings had driven them to arms.
This event stung to the heart the proud, bold,
and cruel Claverhouse. Backed by soldiers
imbued with his own spirit, he neglected vo
exertions to pursue, torture, and kill all who

( eould not renounce tb;:ervice of their Father
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inheaven, for the vassalage of an earthly tyrant.
Sometime before this, military trial was institut-
ed in Scotland : and all who refused the wicked
test, were instantly shot by the soldiers. The
brutal dragoons plundered, tortured, murdered,
and committed every species of outrage at
pleasure. At no hour, in no place, whether
in the house, the glen, or the cave of the
mountain, were the scattered sheep of the
Great Shepherd safe from the persevering
search, and unrelenting cruelty of their per-
secutors.

“ Every hour.
They stood prepared to die, a people doomed
To death;—old men, and youths, and simple maida.”

It was thus in the western districts of Scot-
land, when, on a fine S8abbath morning, a little
after mld-summer, Mrs. Thomson was early
up, and preparing, as usual, to hear the word
of God, which was to be preached that day
two miles down the glen, at the head of which
the widow’s hut stood. She left William, yet
only in his sixth year, in the farm-house, and
with Helen by her side, took the little sheep
path, down the glen. In her hallowed imagi-
nation, the sun coming up the rosy east un-
clouded, threw a purer ray over the solitary
moor-lands; a clearer dew sparkled on the

red heather-bell ; the matin hymn of the dky-
lark, the varied music of the desert fow\, tne

-
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bleating of the flocks, that answered from
knoll to knoll, the minstrelsy of the brook, and
the gentle sigh, of the zephyr that plyed among
the wild mountain flowers, all assumed a chas-
ter, holier cadence, and seemed to confess the
presence of the blessed day. Here and there
was seen, over the brown moor, like vessels
scattered on the ocean, the solitary peasant,
travelling towards the glen, to meet the ser-
vant of God. Little Helen, with a profusion
of fair ringlets, already floating on her neck
and shoulders, now plucked the wild thyme,"
now looked to the playful chases of the lamb,
and anon listened to her mother, while she ad-
monished her to hear the gospel with rever- -
ence and attention.

Thus engaged, they arrived -at the place
agreed on for meeting with the faithful am-
bassador of Jesus. The man of God was al-
ready there ; and his little congregation most-
ly gathered around him. The place chosen
for this day’s worship of the Most High, was
hidden from the distant view by the sides of
the glen; one of which, withdrawing five ot
six yards from the streamlet, left a small green
plain in the shape of a crescent. Here rose a
large grey stone, on which the minister rested -
the holy book. Before him, on the riswng

ground, trode by the sheep into paths ris\ng
one above another, resembling a faght ot
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stairs sat his rustic audience, thirsting for
the water of life. On a knoll, at a small dis-
tance, watched one of their friends to give the
alarm in case of the appearance of the per-
secuting soldiers. The minister, to whose
church Mrs. Thomson, in her earlier days,
often walked with her father and mother, had
been driven from his flock, and his family, by
violence ; and now, concealed by the peasants
who loved him, and fed by their kindness, he
took every opportunity which offered, in the
cave, the moor, or the sheep-cot, to distribute
among the poor hunted followers of the cross,
the bread and the water of life. His figure
was graceful, of the ordinary size; his coun-
tenance mild, full of resignation and heavenly
zeal. Time had left his forehead bare; but
behind, and on each side, flowed down plenti-
tiful locks, wooly, and white as the snow, of
the mountains.

The venerable man now threw a glance of
fatherly compassion on his little flock, lifted
the Bible from the grey stone, opened it, and
read these verses from that mournful Psalm,
sung by the Israelitish captives at Babylon.

# By Babel's streams we sat and wept,
When 8ion we thought on.

In midst thereof we hanged our harps
The willow-trees upon.

For there llongnquiredm‘
Who did us captive bring :
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‘Our spoilers called for mirth, and said,
A song of Sion sing.

7 ¢ O how the Lord’s song shall we sing,
¢ ‘Within a foreign land ?
If thee, Jerusalem, I forget,
8kill part from my right hand.

My tongue to my mouth’s roof cleave,
If I do thee forget,
Jerusalem, and thee above
My chief joy do not set.”

To the wild plaintive notes-of Old Martyrs,
this sweet melody, from hearts full of gratitude
-and love, and calm resignation, ascended to the
ear of the Eternal. The Psalm being ended,
all arose; and the holy man turning an eye of
faith to the heavens, led the congregation in a
prayer, humble, fervent, and appropriate.
Again he opened the Bible, and read his text
from Proverbs ix. 10. and xxix. 25. “The
fear of man bringeth a snare—but the fear of
the Lord is the beginning of wisdom.”

The sermon, though perplexed with divisions,
and obscured occasionally by length of illus-
tration was affectionate, impressive, and high-
ly enriched with quotations, from the Holy
Scripture. The folly of fearing man rather
than God, the everlasting security of those

" who fear and obey the Almighty, and the
eternal confusion of those who -put his fear
away from them, were clearly proved, amd

strongly enforced by numberless passages
Lrom the volume of inspiration. As he come

(
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to the exhortation, generally the most useful
part of sermons, his voice elevated, his lan-
guage glowed with a ‘deeper pathos, and,
seeming to forget the present sufferings of his
audience, in the awful idea, that there might
be some fearless sinner among them in jeop- -
ardy of eternal wrath, he expostulates with
them thus:

“ O that I could speak of the goodness and
mercy of God, mainfested thro’ the Saviour,
as to win the love and obedience of you.that
fear him not! O that I had the tongue of an
angel, to tell you how much God hath done
for you, and how unwilling he is that you
should put his mercy away from you! Do ye
not know that all your enjoyments come from
God. That those lips which never praised
him sincerely, and those knees which never
bowed before him reverently, are the work of
his hands: and that your memories that forget
him, and your reasons that despise him, and
your imaginations that ever wandered from
him, are the gifts of his goodness? Are you
ignorant that the clothes which warm you,
and the food which nourishes you, and the
houses which shelter you, come all from the
God whom you refuse to fear? Do you not
know that your sweet and tender endearments

of loves, and brotherhoods, and friendshps—
that all which delights your eye, ot soothes
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your ear, or warms your heart, descend from
the Father of lights, whom ye will not honour ?
And have ye not heard, that God hath not yet
removed his mercy from you?! Will ye be-
lieve it, the everlasting Jehovah, whom ye
daily offend, is yet beseeching you to accept
of his pardon, is yet waiting to be gracious, is
yet tiring the voice of his mercy to win you
from your waywardness, and save you from
the fierceness of his wrath? Will ye believe
it, the God for whom ye have no reverence,
is yet casting a fatherly eye upon you, offer-
ing his own Son for your redemption, and in-
viting you up to the land of life and glory?
Truly the heart that is not won by this, is hard-
er than the nether millstone, and deserves the
anguish that shall wring it.

“But if ye will not hear; and if ye will
not consider ; if ye will harden your heart, and
not be persuaded to the fear of the Lord by
his love, and his mercy, I dare not leave you
unwarned. I must ask you to look on God’s
wrath, and measure your arms with the weap-
ons of his indignation. Are ye prepared for
this, ye that fear not the Almighty? God is
your Judge, and will ye not fear him? Eter-
nity is at his disposal, and will ye have no
reverence for him? Are ye afraid of deathl
The God, whom we counsel you to fear, keepd

the gates of immortality. Have ye not heard
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that there is a place where the fire is nos
quenched, and where the worm dieth not?
Have ye not heard, that in hell the devils be-
lieve and tremble? And have ye not known
that it is God, even the God whom ye will not
fear, whose wrath kindles the everlasting
burnings, and whose frown thickens the eter-

- nal darkness? Surely ‘the fear of the Lord
is the beginning of wisdom.’

“You that fear God as ye ought, and I trust
there are few of another character here,” con-
tinued .the herald of heaven, “are safe from
every evil. Your fear is a holy fear: it is the
offspring of love: it is a filial awe, accompa-
nied by the trust, and the expectation, and the
affection of children to a father, who shields
your hearts from every alarm. You know
that all your present afflictions are but the
chastisement of a father—who loves you with
an everlasting love. ¢God so loved the world,”
so loved you, my dear friends, ¢that he deliv-
ered up his Son unto the death, that whoso-
ever believeth in him may not perish, but have
everlasting life: and if he has given us his
Son, his only and well-beloved Son, shall he
not with him freely give us all things? O the
breadth, and the length, and the heighth, and

. the depth of the love of God. It passeth un-
_derstanding’—yea, the response of your heart
is—it passeth understanding. It ia this Yove
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of God—it is this love in your hearts, which
rouses you to all duty, cheers you in every dis-
tress, and supports you in every trial. Can
you look upon the tender mercy of God in
Christ Jesus,—can you look upon his everlast-
ing love, and hesitate for a moment.to prefer
his statutes, which are all holy, and just and
good, to the laws of wicked and cruel men?
Will you offend the gracious God who hath -
all power in heaven, and in earth, who pre-
served Daniel in the lion’s den, and the three
children in the midst of the burning fiery fur-
nace, or your persecutors, who pass away as
the wind, and are crushed before the moth?
‘Will you fear to offend the God and Father of
our Lord Jesus Christ, who loves you as a fa-
ther loves his children, who rests in his love
to you, who will never leave you or forsake
you? or will you fear to offend those who
seek your life, and hate you with a perfect
batred? Verily, it is the answer of your
hearts, We will fear our God, for he hath
loved us: we love him, and we will obey him.
We will follow him through good, and through
bad report. Well done, may I not say, good’
and faithful servants—ye shall enter into the
joy of your Lord. O ye that love and feax
the Lord, bere is comfort, and support, and
safoty toyoursouls. God loves you; the God

of life, and of death. Why should your

3
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hearts be dismayed or disquieted within you ?

The Captain of your salvation hath overcome
the world ; he hath vanquished death and hell,
and he hath gone to the Father, to prepare
mansions of peace, of happiness, of immortali-
ty, for your reception. If God be for you,
who can be against you? He stands on your
right hand, and bids you fear no evil. In this
hour of trial and desolation, he puts his left
hand under you, and his right hand embraces
you. When ye walk through the fire, ye shall
not be burnt ; neither shall the flames kindle
upon you. Persecution, and reproach, and

" death, and hell, are now banded against you,
“but the God of all your salvation, and all your

desire, stands by your- side, and ye shall be
more than conquerors. What shall separate
you, that fear God, from this everlasting love ?
Verily, it shall be neither death, nor life, nor
angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor
things present, nor things to come. He re-
gards you as the apple of his eye.—dn your
afflicted pilgrimage through this world he shall
hide you under the shadow of his wings; he
shall walk with you through the dreariness of
the valley of death; and set you down for
ever at the banqueting table in the heavens.
This is the promise of God—of him who is

the Amen, the Faithful, and the true Witness,
As thy days are, O Christian, so shell oy

B - e
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strength be. 'With this merciful, this blessed
assurance, may we not exclaim in the midst
of all our afflictions, Gracious is the Lord, and
righteous ; yea, our God is merciful. Return
unto thy rest, O my soul; for the Lord hath
dealt bountifully with thee.”

The sermon was just finished, and the min-
ister again offering up his heart’s desire to
God, when the sentinel gave the alarm, that
a party of cavalry was approaching. The
venerable minister looked to his audience—
then to heaven, and in a tone of assurance
and resignation pronounced these words;
«Into thy hands, O Lord, we commit our im-
mortal spirits.” The congregation then dis-
persed hurriedly. The good old servant of
God entreated them all to leave him, knowing,
that, as a price had been set on his head, the
pursuit after him would be most eager. It
happened as he thought. The reverend pas-
tor was taken—placed on horse-back—his
hands tied behind his back—and his ancles
twisted with ropes below the belly of the ani-
mal. In this position, without refreshment,
without being permitted once to alight, he was
driven to Edinburgh, a distance of fifty miles,
where, after much torture, he was executed
at the Grass-market, praising his God, solae- -

ing his friends, and forgiving his murderers,
with his last breath, Surely the latter end oi
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the righteous man, whatever be his external
condition, is peace.

Mrs. Thomson and her daughter had fled up
the glen, and were now within a mile of their
hut, when two of the troopers discovered
them. As they approached, with their pranc-
ing steeds, and gleaming armour, uttering
“strange oaths,” Helen turned pale, and seized
her mother’s hand. The soldiers appeared
rather intoxicated, and their whole aspect was

* fierce and cruel. One of them, Duncan
Wrathburn, a north countryman, full of the
merciless spirit of his master Claverhouse,
commanded Mrs. Thomson to take the test, or
the shot that was in his carabine. She kneel-
ed before them—pleaded with them not to
force her to violate the dictates of her con-
science, and to renounce her allegiance to the
King of kings. “None of your canting,”
bawled Wrathburn; and with a horrible oath,
commanded her again to take the test, to ab-
jure conventicles, or else he would blow out
her brains on the spot. “I will not abjure my
religion, and my God,” said Mrs. Thomson,
“but O spare a poor widow—spare me for
the sake of my husband, who died fighting for
his king—spare me for the sake of that child,
and her little brother—spare me as you expect

mercy at the judgment of the great day.

The good widow having refused againio Wi~
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late her conscience, and dishonour her Re-
deemer, by submitting to their unlawful de-
mands, Wrathburn, in a tone of jeering and
ridicule, said she had better pray, and confess
herself quickly, as she had not a moment to
live. It was vain to entreat these men of
Belial more. Mrs. Thomson looked with a
streaming eye on her daughter. “They will
kill your mother,” she said, “ you shall be left
helpless orphans,” remembering William as
she spoke, “you shall be left helpless orphans
in the world ; but God will be your father—
never forsake him, and He will never forsake
you. And O my dear Helen! you know
something of the Christian religion ; instruct
your little brother, that I may receive you
both at last into the happy place.” ¢ Short,
short,” cried the cruel dragoon, taking hold of
his carabine. The poor ‘'widow now turned
her eyes to heaven, and commanded her soul
into the hands of her Redeemer. The soldier
who accompanied Wrathburn, softened by
the tears of the mother, and the shrieks of the
daughter, urged him to let the poor widow
escape. But Wrathburn, steady in his un
mercifulness, levelled his carabine, and as Mrs.
Thomson’s eyes were turning again from hea-
ven on her dear child, fired the mortal shot.
It took effect in her left side, touched the ieart,
and passed fairly th‘Ough her body. Wer
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bead fell back heavily against the ground—
she threw a dim look on her daughter—seem-
ed to breathe the blessing she could not pro-
nounce—drew her arms convulsively over her
breast—again they fell back on the heath—
and her soul ascended up on high.

“ Her blood be on her own head,” cried the
brutal dragoon, as he turned his horse, and
galloped away, unmoved by the expiring ago-
nies of the mother, or her little daughter,
that swooned by her bloody corpse. :

And, O! shall he need no mercy himself?
When disease shall lay its withering hand up-
on him, and cast him on his last bed—when
every sublunary hold shall deceive him—and
when hope shall take its leave of him—and
when his desire shall fail, and the sun, and the
light withdraw itself—and the silver chord
be loosed, and the golden bowl broken—and
the wheel broken at the cistern—and the dim-
ness, and dizziness, and terrors of death, fas-
ten upon him—shall he have no lack of the
smile of God’s countenance? Is he sure that
he can enter the gates of death alone, and
take a fearless view of the grim and ghastly
visage of the king of terrors, and find his un-
guided way through the valley of thick dark-
ness? Shall he be stout-hearted enough to
Zisten unalarmed to the notes of the \ast trom-

Pet—and see the earth pass away, and (he s



HELEN OF THE GLEN. 81

darkened, and the stars falling, and the moon
turned into blood, and the heavens rolled up
like a scroll—and the Son of man coming in
the clouds to judgment? When he hears the
fqotsteps of the summoning angels, and draws
near the tribunal, and sees the books opening,
and the face of the Judge frowning, and the
sword of eternal justice flaming—shall he
have no need of an Almighty Friend? Is he
prepared to take his last sight of God’s mer-
cy—and all that is good, and all that is happy ?
Is he prepared to abide the unmitigated wrath
of Jehovah—and take into his bosom the
worm that dieth not—and make his dwelling
in the fire that is not quenched—and converse .
with utter despair, and utter destruction—and
hear the gates of hell shut behind him, and
the bolts of his fate driven deep for ever and
ever. Ah,cruel soldier! thou art not prepar-
ed for this.

The old farmer’s shepherd having heard the
mortal shot, came up to the place where the
body of Mrs. Thomson lay. Little Helen,
recovered from her swoon, clung to her mo-
ther’s breast,and with her arms clasped about
her neck, wept, and cried, “ My mother, O
my mother ! will you speak to me no more—
will you lead me no more by the hend,
and tell me of my father, of Christ, and of

heaven.” The shepherd endeavoured W
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soothe the child: “Your mother is gone,”
said he, “to meet your father, where Christ
dwells. She is happy ; and wishes you to be
comforted. And if you be a good girl, you
shall see her when you go to heaven, more
lovely, more kind than ever.”

Talking in this way, the shepherd led Helen
to the farm house, and made known to the in-
mates the mournful story. The body of Mrs.
Thomson was carried into the house ; and it
was ‘indeed a day of mourning and lamenta-
tion in the house of the old farmer. Every
one wept, as if he had lost a mother ; so much
was Mrs. Thomson loved by young and old
for her sober cheerfulness, modest piety, and
kind instructions in righteousness. Little
William wept aloud: and it was an affecting
sxght to see Helen, while weeping herself,
trying to soothe and comfort her brother.
It may be supposed that she could not remem-
ber the whole of her mother’s dying advice ;
but her ear had caught these words, and they
were imprinted on her memory for ever,
“ Never forsake God, and he will never forsake
you. Instruct your little brother, that I may
receive you both at last into heaven.” “We
shall go to our mother in the happy place,” said
Helen to her little brother ; “ I have heard her

#say and I have read in the Bible, that Christ loves

—
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Bttle children like us; and if we be good, he
will come, and take us to our mother.”

While Helen talked thus, William would
wipe his eyes, and seem now to believe, now
to mistrust her words. Again would they re-
member the pale lips, and motionless eye of
their mother, and burst into tears; and again,
the hope of meeting her gleamed on their
souls, as, clasped in one another’s arms, the
two orphans wept themselves fast asleep,
while the darkness of night came down on the
untenanted hut of Cleugh-head.

On the Tuesday following, the old farmer
gathered two or three of his friends, and the
remains of Mrs. Thomson were committed to
the dust, near the spot, as was frequently the
case in those days, where she died a martyr
to the holy religion of Jesus.

How much ridicule soever, young reader,
irreligion, or misguided genius may throw on
her memory, or the memories of those like
her, it is to her, and to those like her, that we
owe much of our civil liberty, and the plenti-
ful streams of the water of life, which flow
to-day in the midst of our land. And shall.
the Christian take up the books of those
who deliberately laugh at their memories, and
laugh along with them ? Shall the Christian

hear their sufferings jeered at, their motives
amisconstrued, and thejr domgg ‘mstepﬁiﬁ“\‘
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ed, and yet give a smile of half approbation?
Were our persecuted ancestors robbed of
their goods? were they hunted like wild
beasts of the mountains? were they imprison-
ed? were they tortured? were they banish-
ed? were they murdered? Did they eat the
bread of affliction, and drink the water of af-
fliction, and watch at cold midnight, in the
caves, and the dens of the wilderness? Did
they set their breasts of heavenly hero-
ism to the floods and the fires of hellish
rage, that the manna of life might never
be driven from our. native land? Did
their blood flow on the scaffold, and their
groans lament on the desert, that we should
drink in abundance, the streams of life, and
listen unmolested to the glad tidings of salva-
tion? Did they keep unslumbering watch on
our hills, when the storms, and the tempests,
and the darkness of hell howled and thicken-
ed over our beloved land, that we might walk
in the clear, and peaceful day ef the Son of
Righteousness? Were their patience, and
fortitude, and faith, and suffering, and death,
made a spectacle to men and angels? Did
the seraphim sing them a higher note ? did
God lean down from the eternal heights, well-
pleased to behold them, and shall we, their
offipring, forget their memories, or remewmbex:
them with ridicule ?
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While the pious peasants pressed the heathy
turf on the silent house, and mingled their
tears with the streamlet that seemed to la-
ment down the glen, Helen and William
holding one another by the hand, stood by the
grave and wept. ¢ This shall be my church”
said Helen; “here will I read my Bible;
here will I pray; here will I repeat to you,
William, our mother’s last advice.”



.

CHAPTER IIL

Ah'! how unwise the busy fluttering race,
‘Who, from themselves, to wanton tumults fly ;
Their reason lost in passion’s thorny maze,
No ray divine beams through their troubled sky ;
Awhile they rave, and in their raving dle. *
Ah'! there, my son's & waste of human woes!
There lions prowl, and filthy harpies cry !
There syrens lull the mind to curst repose—
But in this waste serene, the soul is far from foes.
JAnon.

ArTER the death of their mother, the old
farmer took Helen and William, the one now
in her eighth, and the other, in his sixth year,
into his own family. Helen had been taught
by her mother, to read, to knit, and to sew some
little. William could also read though imper-
fectly. As there was no school near the place,
his sister and the woman of the house fre-.
quently gave him lessons, and in the course
of a twelvemonth, he could read the Bible
fluently. Here the two orphans had the
benefit of a pious example ; and the sweetness

of their tempers, and ready obedience, pro-
cured them the affection of every onen \ne

i
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house. As thy grew up, William was employ-
ed in keeping his benefactor’s cows, and Helen
assisted in the dairy. During their leisure
hours, they rambled together by the rushy
brooks, and sunny hills; gathering here the
wild thyme, and there the silky white down
of the cannach: and never did they return
home without visiting their mother’s grave,
covered now, by the pious care of the shep- -
herds, with a smooth granite stone, on which
they had spelt, in “uncouth letters,” the name
of the inhabitant below. A grey willow,
whose roots were nourished by the passing
streamlet, spread its sweet smelling leaves
half way over the grave, and by the other
side, bloomed the heath, rustling on the edge
of the stone, while the breeze sighed over the
moorland. Here would Helen kneel down,
and pray with her little brother, that God
would be their father, their guardian, and
friend, and take ‘them at length to himself,
where they would be orphans no more—and
here would she instruct her brother in the
fear of the Lord, and tell him all that she re-
membered of their mother, while they lived
in the little hut—and here, especially every
Sabbath morning in the summer, early, while
the dew yet sparkled on the wild flowers, st
the orphan pair. O how often did they st on
this grey stone, unseen by all but heaven\ and
4
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while the wild bee hummed its little note of
gratitude, and sipped its sweet food from the
bosom of the' heather-bell, did they drink of
the streams of life, which flow from the pure
word of God. On Helen’s soul at least, young
as she was, the dawn of eternal day had al-
ready appeared. She prayed in faith—she
trusted in her Saviour<—she leaned on the
Rock of Ages. She felt that her own heart
was ever ready to go astray—she. felt that she
was naturally polluted and she kept her eye
on the star of Bethlehem—and went daily to
wash in the fountain that is ever open, for
sin, and for uncleanness.

Helen was remarkable for tender-hearted-
ness. The lamb forsaken, or bereaved of its
mother, the crippled fowl, the dying sheep,
received her ardent attention, and often her
tear. She would frequently watch the falcon

_in chase of the lark, or the moss-chirper; and
as the little bird, now descending, now mount-
ing above its fell pursuer, struggled for life,
she would exclaim, “ O would it come to me !”
and -once she enjoyed the luxury of saving
the little trembler in her bosom, while the dis-
appointed falcon swam away on the wind, in
search of some less fortunate songster of the
desert. She would often too go out of her

way, that she might not disturb the vest of

the lapwing, the snipe, or the plover. And
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when she happened, in thoughtful mood, to
cast her eye down on the wild flower that
seemed decaying, while all around was ver-.
dant and lively, she would bathe it with a tear,
and say, “ We must all die like thee, drooping
flower. The world will laugh and be gay,
when we are gone, as the herbage that sur-
rounds thy falling head. O that I may
answer my end like thee! Thou hast grown
up, spread thy bosom to the morning, shed
thy fragrance around thee, looked lovely—very
lovely, and thy duty is complete. O that I
may so grow up, opening my heart to the Sun
of Righteousness, casting around me a sweet
saviour of piety, shining in the white robes of
holiness, and falling at last, without a murmur,
into the grave ; secure that my soul shall have
an everlasting place in the fount of life.”
There was one rather odd employment into
which the tenderness of Helen’s feelings often
led her.

‘Whoever has travelled over the moorish
districts of - Scotland, must have observed
those webs woven by a large grey spider.
They are to be seen in thousands, suspended
across the gulleys, and broken mosses, glitter-
ing in the morning dew. The insect general-
ly fastens a single thread to a stump of heath,
on each side of the gulley, from the mWdd\e

of which it weaves four or five other threads,
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fixing them also to one side of the gulley. On
these it spins a circular network, nine inches
or a foot in diameter, in the midst of which
it crouches, like death, in concealment, till the
coming of the heedless fly.

In her idle hours, Helen would often take a
bush of heath in her hand, scramble among
the broken mosses, and sweep away hundreds
of those frail toils, always letting the spider
escape, but disabling it, for a time, for carry-
ing on the work of destruction.

So far, young reader, is religion from des-
troying the finer feeling of our nature; so far
from contracting our sympathies, or souring
our ordinary pleasures. Indeed, how is it
possible, that the liker we become to our
Father in heaven, who cares for all his works,
the solitary flower of the desert, as well as
the seraphim in glory, our regards for crea-
tion can be diminished? Truly the more re-
ligious we are, whatever the mere sentimenta-
list may say, the more kindly will we look on
all the works of God’s hand. The flower of
the field is pencilled by Jehovah; and the
good man looks on it with an eye of admira-
tion. The lark is taught her song by the Al-
mighty ; and the Christian listens to it with

Iiel:igh.t. The rivgr spreads its bounties, and
tba $ Its meanderings, under the guidance of
© God of JIsrael; and the saimt ‘estes W
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waters, and gazes on its romantic banks, and
devious course, with feelings of poetical rap-
ture, and devotional gratitude.—The Christian
feels, that he is heir of all things ; and he looks
to them all, thinks of them all, and acts towards
them all, as a son. There have been Chris-
tians, and perhaps some of them may still be
found, who seem to despise the natural world,
with all its beauty and grandeur. They turn
away their ear from the music of the grove,
as if God had not taught the songster; they
tread on the lily of the valley, as if God had -
not arrayed it with glory. But this is a spot
in their character—a sin which the blood of
Christ must wash out; and far from being, as
they would have us believe, a denying of them-
selves, dispositions such as theirs have often
even caused the philosopher, and the sentimen-
talist, to load our holy religion with the charge
of extinguishing the natural charities, and ab-
sorbing the finer sympathies of our soul. Imi-
tate them not, young reader. God himself
demands your warmest love; his tender mer-
cy in Christ, your primest gratitude. But let
all the works of creation prove a mirror to
your mind. Do the saints in glory—do the
holy angels look on the moon and stars, walk-
ing the paths of the midnight sky, without
rapture.? Do .they see ocean lift up the voice
-of his waves, and roar to break up s ever-
4%
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lasting prison-doors ; or the river roll down
the massy wanderings of his strength; or the
mountain forest shake the locks of his majesty
without exclaiming, Great and Marvellous are
thy works, Lord God Almighty ; just and true
are all thy ways, thou Creator of the ends of
the earth ?

Helen had now finished her fourteenth, and
William his twelfth year, when Mr. Hunter a
gentleman who had been an acquaintance, and
friend of their father, while in Glasgow, came
to pay them a visit. His manners were kind
and familiar—such as soon gain the confi-
dence of the youthful mind. William, who
was never so well contented with his situation
as his sister, listened eagerly while Mr. Hunter
talked of Glasgow, the hurry of its business,
and the way of making money. Mr. Hunter
pleased with William’s natural capacity, and
observing his dispositions, offered to take him
along with him to Glasgow, and initiate him
into the principles of the commercial concern, - .
of which he was a partner himself. William
accepted the proposal with eagerness; the old
farmer approved the more easily of his choice,
as he knew Mr. Hunter to be a sober, indus-
trious gentleman, and well in the world: and
~ the views of future independence, and respec-
tability to her brother, and his promises never
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to forget religion, gained the consent of
Helen.

It was a morning in Autumn when William
set out with his new friend. And as the old
shepherd, with Helen, accompani¢éd them a
mile or two, on their way to Glasgow, he ad-
dressed William shortly after this manner.

“You are now going away, my son,” for
this was the kind appellation the old farmer
always gave him, “ you are going away from
tne quietness and sobriety of our sequestered
glens. | Vice and temptation will beset you on
every side. But trust in God, and he will up-
hold you. Read your Bible; pray for direc-
tion to your father in heaven; attend as often
as possible the preaching of the Gospel. Be
obedient to your master, constant at your
business, and obliging to all. And if God
shall prosper you, beware of pride and vani-
ty: your prosperity shall last the longer.
Observe the heath on which we tread. It
heeded not the first shower of spring; it put
not forth its buds till the frosty nights were
gone, and the steady heat of summer came in.
And see, it is still green and vigorous; while
the gaudy flower, which rose, and spread its
painted leaves, at the first sunshine of the
year, has already withered away, and no trace
of it is seen on the mountains. Remerober
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this short advice, my William, and the God of
your fathers be with you.”

Helen held her brother by the hand, enforc-
ed the old man’s instructions, and repeated to

* him their mother’s last advice, with much ten-

derness and affection, “¢Never forsake God,
and he will never forsake you.” And O come
to see us soon.” The two orphans now em-
braced, and, with tears in their eyes, bade
Farewell. William took his way over the
heath, towards Glasgow; and Helen, often
looking back on her brother, for she loved him
with the tenderness of a seraph, returned, with
the old farmer, to her home. -
William, on his arrival in Glasgow, was
much amused with the busy scene. The
houses, the streets, the carriages were all new
to him. As new were the habits and man-
ners of the inhabitants. But this natural pli-
ancy of manner, and aptness to learn, soon
assimilated his general character to his asso-
ciates. Constant and vigilant at his business,
he gained his master’s favour and kind atten-
tion in return. He was taught writing, and
accounts, and whatever might tend to accom-
plish a young man, designed for the activities

" of business.

(S

During his first year’s stay in Glasgow, the

kind advices of his sister, and his o\d benefac-
#or, never left his memory. He resd s Bive.
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prayed in secrtt, and went to church on the
hallowed day. When he heard the boy young-
er than himself, utter horrid oaths, and take
the name of the Holy One in vain; or when
he heard the tongue of licentiousness and
scandal, his soul trembled within him. But
vice is a dangerous neighbour. Like the ap-
ples of Gomorrah, how rotten soever within,
it puts on a fair outside ; or like the vampyre
of America, while it sucks away the life-blood
of piety, it soothes and flatters the repose of
its victims. William’s associates, who were
mostly careless of religion, and some of them
covertly addicted to the grosser vices, seemed
cheerful, free, and generous: and often ridi- -
culed his seriousness, and scrupulous obser-.
vance of the Lord’s day.' In his master, Wil-
liam had no example of genuine religion.
Mr. Hunter, as we have observed, was sober,
vigilant in business, and knew well how to
gain the world. But his creed was of the
easy and accommodating kind. In these per-
secuting times, he shifted it, like too many of
his cotemporaries, as best suited his personal
safety, and worldly aggrandizement. His
character was fair in the eyes of his neighy.
bours; but the leprosy of sin was at work in
the darkness of his heart. In his house, famm\-
Yy worship was neglected: and his instrue-
tions to William were oftener how 0 T™anoE®

;o i
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the fluctuations of trade, and distance his fel-
lows in the pursuit of wealth, than how to
avoid the snares of wickedness, and gain the
prize of the high calling of God in Christ
Jesus. '
Thus removed from the kind instructions
of his sister, and the old farmer, and exposed
“to the seducements of temptation, and vicious
example, like the willow, from whose roots
the stream turns away its waters, and on
whose leaves came the blighting frosts, need
we be surprised if the beauty of William’s
piety began to wither and decay?! Now he
would think of the gaiety of his companions,
who seemed happy in their neglect of religi-
on ; now he would question’ the utility of so
much attention to the well-being of his soul :
and again the former admonitions of his
friends awakened in his memory, and his con-
science trembled. By degrees, however, he
forgot his Bible, or read it heedlessly ; went -
to. sleep without committing himself to the
care of his heavenly Father, and arose, in the
morning, without thanking the God who had
preserved him. The Sabbath, instead of be-
ing spent in the house of prayer, or in devo-
tional meditation, was often profaned, in plea-
sure-walks, or in idle, and licentious conver-
sation. Still would the parting advice of
Helen come like a WArning angel o s woa),
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’ and stem for a moment the current of his
misdoings. His heart beat with fear, when
he thought that his sister might hear of his
dishonouring the Sabbath, or neglecting his
devotions.

And had he no fear of God? Will you, young
reader, stand in awe of your fellow-men] -
Will you tremble at the rebuke of the world? -

) Yes, you would grieve to wound the heart of
your earthly benefactor. You will stand pale
before the offended laws of your' country.
Shame will blush on your face, when you vio-
late the niceness of the rules and customs of
fashion. You will bow to the great ones of

' the earth ; and look with alarm when the hand

of man’s justice lifts the sword against you.

The little tyrant, who couches in the gloomi-

ness of his barricaded fastnesses, although but

a worm of God’s footstool, can make you

tremble ; and will you not fear God, who can

cast both soul and body into hell fire? Will
you fear to grieve your earthly benefactots,
and will you have no reverence to your Fa-
ther in heaven? Will ye tremble to offend
the laws of man, and blush to be'taken in an
unfashionable suit of apparel; and will ye
trample under foot the laws and the statutes
of the God of hosts, and will ye not blush
when he sees you stript of the white robes of

innocence, and refusing toput on the gaxme“j
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that are worn in the qgurts of heaven. Sure-
ly this is folly.

One thing I shall observe here, which may
be useful to parents, should this little piece
happen to fall into any of their hands.

Among the injunctions which the old far-
mer gave William, you remember one was,
that he should attend the preaching of the
‘gospel. But the good old man forgot to speci-
fy what minister of religion he should hear.
Indeed, in those days when the faithful ser-
vants of God were mostly driven from their
flocks by persecution, it was not easy to find,
even in such a place as Glasgow, a minister
who would declare the whole counsel of God.
Those whom the iniquitous laws of the time
permitted to appear in the pulpits, were dumb
dogs that could not bark : they prophesied lies,
and announced to their slambering congrega-
tions, peace, peace, when there was no peace.

Such was the priest under whose ministry
Mr. Hunter had placed himself, and William

. attended the same church. Here he heard
little of the original depravity of man—of his
natural hatred to God, and all that is holy.
Little of the inflexibility of God’s justice, and
of his jealous, and immutable regard to the
minutest requirement of his moral law. He
was indeed told, that he was a sinner, and

~eeded to be made holy, and just, a0d g
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before he could see Ged. He was enjoined
to do good, to love mercy, and to walk hum-
bly with his God; to be kind and charitable
to all, and to keep God’s commandments, as
far as frail human nature would permit. He
was also reminded, that after all his pious en-
deavours, much would be amiss; but, that
God was a God of mercy, and delighted to
forgive the repenting sinner. But alas! he
heard little of the great atonement—of God’s
mercy flowing to sinners, only through him—
of the quickening influences of the Holy Spir-
it—of man putting away from his trust, all his
own works, and relying for salvation, solely
on the merits and propitiatory death of the
Lord Jesus Christ.

The minister who concealed thus the essence
of preaching, was called a minister of the gos-
pel; but oh! how unlike a minister of the
gospel of Christ! Under him, William’s con-
science was flattered, he became more pleased
with himself, and was glad to hear that he
might expect heaven at last with so little ex-
pense to his natural desires and propensities.
Thus, one who called himself, and whom the
world called, a servant of God, joined with
William’s companions, and the deceitfulness
of his own heart, in endeavouring the ruwn ot
bis soul.,

How careful- should all be, then, who YeNe
5
i
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the guidance of youth, to place them under a
true minister of the gospel of the grace of
God—an able and a faithful minister of the
New Testament. . We are sorry to have cause
to say, that our pulpits are not yet wholly
cleared of false prophets. Let parents, and
guardians, therefore, beware. Let them not
make the omission of the old farmer. Who
knows how much William’s pious resolutions
might have been strengthened, and his back-
sliding prevented, by the weekly ministrations

" of a zealous, heart-searching, faithful minister
of the gospel of Christ? The state of the
church, as we have hinted, formed some palli-
ation for the conduct of the old farmer. But
the guardians of youth, can have now no such
excuse. Blessed be God, faithful ministers of
religion may now be found in every part of
the kingdom. :

While William was thus unknown to his
friends, putting away from him the fear of the
Lord, Helen, far retired from these busy
scenes, was training her soul to virtue, and
assimilating her nature to those “ who walk
with God, high in salvation, and the climes of
bliss.” The mercy and holiness of God, as
manifested in the sacrifice of his Son, was the
theme of her sweet and daily contemplation—

she did good, and loved mercy, and walked
humbly with her God ; but she Jooked to Jesun
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Christ alone, as the author, and finisher of her
faith ; as the great and only means of her jus-
tification with God; and to the Comforter,
which is the Holy Ghost, for those renewing
and sanctifying influences which could alone
prepare her soul for an inheritance among the -
saints in light. Helen had often fled from the
violence of persecution ; and, young, inoffen-
sive, and meek as she was, suffered oftener
than once from its cruelty. One time, in par-
ticular, a lighted match was placed between
her fingers, by a soldier, to extort from her
the discovery of her old guardian. Helen
knew if the old man was taken, immediate
death would be his lot; for he had not only
been intercommuned himself, but his house
was a noted sheltering place, for the scattered
flock of Christ. The match burned between
her fingers; but Helen, with a look that might .
have softefied the heart of the wolf, and a
voice that might have wrung a tear from the
eye of the tiger, said to her tormentor, that
she could not discover 4fte old man, for he was
to her as a father. The oaths, and menaces
of the soldier, made her tremble ; but looking
to heaven for strength, she endured the tor-
tare; and after her hand had been severely
burned, the cruel dragoon struck her tender
neck with the back of his sword, and went ot
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cursing her obstinacy, as he called her pious
and faithful firmness.

Meanwhile the arm of persecution was be-
ginning to weary in the slaughter. The in-
struments of torture, the iron boot, and the
thumbkin, were nearly laid aside in Scotland,
and the children of God were less hunted by
the hounds of oppression. Helen neglected
not the kind interference of providence.
Every sabbath she was present in the house
of God, where she sat with peculiar delight.
Every morning of the hallowed day, she visit-
ed the solitary grave of her mother, reading
her Bible, and holding communion with the
upper world.

To the affairs of the house Helen was ever
attentive ; and her modesty, sensibility, and

piety, made her the favourite of the sequester-

ed few with whom she lived. The troublous
aspect of the times, and the severe bereave-
ments she had suffered, had thrown a serious-
ness and sobriety over her character, rather

disproportioned to her years. But she knew |

nothing of moroseness, or melancholy. The
fear of heaven dwelt in her bosom: the smile
of content beamed in her face. She always
took a ready part in the simple and innocent
amusements of her rustic companions. Of
music she was peculiarly fond. Often would

she sit on the grassy seat, by the house. Side,

~
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and listen to the evening song of the shepherd
boy, winding down the glen from his laired
flock. And often in the winter evening, the
peat burning on the hearth, and the wheel
humming in the corner, would the old farmer
lay the stocking, at which he knitted, on his
knee, and give his ear to Helen, while she sung
the sweet melodies of Scotland.

Truly, young reader, religion is no dreary
thing. Its light casts a ray of cheerfulness
over all the character. It is the Christian
who possesses the merry heart. He is on his
way to his Father’s house; and why should
he be fretted or morose? He sees no dark-
ness on the countenance of heaven; and why
should his face gather blackness? He knows
that no frown rests on the face of his recon-
ciled Father; and why should he offer him

monastic sullenness?
5'



CHAPTER 1V.

e Horror and doubt distract
His troubled thoughts; and from the bon‘.nm stir
The hell within him. *
-Now i wdu despair
That nlumbered wakes the bitter memory
Of what he was, what is, and what must be
Worse; of worse deeds, worse sufferings must endure,

Tarer years and some months had now
elapsed since William went to business in
Glasgow. He had hitherto been prevented
visiting his sister, chiefly by the tumult and
danger of the times. But the bright morning
of the Revolution had now driven away from
our land the dark fiend of persecution. The
laws were respected ; the country was eased
of oppression; and the persons and property
of men safe from violence.

It was on a frosty morning of January that
William left Glasgow, to pay a visit to Helen
and the old farmer. As he crossed the Clyde,
the sun looked cold and red through the smoky

atmosphere of the town. But 88 e \eit Yo



HELEN OF THE GLEN. 80

ity behind him, the fields, and the sky bright-
ened in the splendid, though short gaze of the
winter day. The bird chirped on the brown
and leafless hedge-row, and the morning maid
carried her pail from the well. Amusing him-
self with the objects around him, William
crossed the cultivated parts of Renfrewshire,
and drew near to the moorlands. He now
past a small stream that washed the north bor-
der of the parish of Eaglesham. This brook,
called the Erne, as the swains on its banks
say, from a species of the eagle of that name,
which lodged here, while Scotland was yet
covered with woods, where William crossed
it, leads its gentle waters secluded among
grassy hills, and little green holms, on which
growin their seasons the primrose, the fern,
the wild daisy, and the violet. . As he ascend-
ed the south bank, he noticed a small oval ex-
cavation, called from its appearance, the .
Chamber’s Braes. 1In this sequestered hollow, *
. during the hot day of persecution, the neigh-
bouring . swains, whose offspring still possess
the ground, often met to hear the joyful sound.
Here the psalm often rose on the breeze of the
hallowed morning—here the holy man of God
lifted up the desires of his people to the ear
. of the Eternal—and hither the blessing de-
-scended from between the cherubim.

Froceeding on his way, he gaiw ,m‘“‘“]
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after mid-day, the summit of Balagich, a hill
about eleven miles south of Glasgow, which.
in this place forms the boundary between the
heathy sheep grounds to the south, and the
cultivated districts that slope gently down to
the river Clyde on the north. Tired with
travelling,here he sat down on some old grey
stones, piled together by the shepherds, and
threw his eyes over the romantic scenery.

To the east rose Tinto, watching the youth-
ful ramblings of the Clyde ; and a little to the
northand farther in the distance, Pentland hills,
and Arthur’s seat, whence the morning sun
looks down on the towers of Edinburgh.
Beneath him, passing in his course the spires
of Glasgow, dimly seen in the smoke, and
leaving the eye at the rock of Dumbarton
castle, the anciént strength of Scotland, the
Clyde watered his fertile valley, surmounted
on the north by the fells of Campsie, and the
wild ‘'mountains of the western highlands.
Benledi or Hill of God, where. our pagan
forefathers worshipped their unknown gods
muffled its spiry top in the clouds. Benlomond
from whose shoulders the unsubdued sons of
freedom rushed down on the Roman invader,
was clothed in his saintly robes of snow ; and
the garments of the mist leaned on his head.
Shooting up far to the west were the rocky
4ills of Arron, on whose mgged tops e
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spirit of the storm gathers the rain, and nurs-
es the infant tempest. Round the rock of
Ailsa, hovering in the wave, like the guardian-
angel of the Frith, rolled the wintry billows
of the Atlantic, and straggling along its shores.
stood Saltcoast, Irvin, and Ayr, looking up
from the setting sun on the plentiful districts
of Carrick, Coil, and Cunningham, scattered
with villages and farm houses, and guarded in
the distance by the grassy hills of Galloway,
from which the sun gazes on the shepherd at
mid-day. Rising out of the brown level
waste to the south, was the little round eleva-
tion of Loudon-hill, towards which William
now directed his course.
Silence reigned on the desert, save when
it was broken by the brown cock calling his
‘mate, the bleating of sheep, or the whistle of
the shepherd, who seemed in more than ordi-
nary solicitude, to gather his flocks. His care
was not unnecessary. Although William fear-
ed no danger, the shepherds, who knew well,
the face of the heavens, saw an approaching
tempest. The sun veiled his face—a heavy
gray fog closed over the sky—the breeze had
left the heath—the litile water-falls were
heard at a distance—and a kind of general
sighing prevailed over nature.
William had proceeded through gulleys,zod
moor-streams, a few miles only, When

i
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storm overtook him. It was sudden, and fu-
rious. The snow descended so rapidly and
closely, that he saw not whither h¢ went;
and the four winds seemed to contend around
his head which of them should drive the snow
before. . Young and vigorous, he struggled a
while against the fierceness of the tempest.
But every moment in danger of falling into
some bog, or water runnel, now choked up
with the snow, and not knowing what way to

- hold for safety, he at length stood still leaning
on a hillock of heath. The tempest grew
still more violent: and he began to fear for
his life. No hope of assistance-or of outliving
the storm where he was, appeared. Nothing
was heard on the waste, but the roaring of
the wind; and the driving snow, that beat
against him, and blinding his eyes, threatened
to smother him outright.

It was then that William remembered, that
he had profaned the Sabbaths, forgotten his
Bible, and neglected prayer. His conscience
rose within him, as the storm increased with-
out. The kind instructions of Helen rushed
on his mind. And “O shall I never see her
again;” was the exclamation of his heart.
“Deliver me, O Lord, this time; and I will
no more forget thy holy day, and religion
again.” Struggling thus with the tempest, and

the fears of death, which, young ss e was,\ha



had already made terrible by his forgetfulness
of Him who has conquered death, he shrunk
down to the ground, benumbed, and hopeless.
The storm had now rather abated; but the
darkness of night was spreading over the
moor, and William, unable to rse, or stir him-
self, felt the piercing frost rapidly fastening on
the functions of life. Another hour, and the
wheel at the cistern would have stood still for
ever. But his deliverer was at hand.

A shepherd’s dog approached him, looked
earnestly in his face, and immediately ran off.
William tried to speak to it; but his tongue
refused to obey. The dog needed no intreaty.
It found its master, and brought him where
William lay. The shepherd raised him up;
from his bosom took a bottle of sweet milk
which he carried for his own refreshment, and
giving him the warm milk in small quantities,
succeeded in restoring him to proper anima-
tion, and to a partial use of his limbs. The
kind peasant threw his own plaid round Wil-
liam’s shoulders, and supported him on his
arm to his master’s house, a lonely hut situated-
in the midst of the moor about a mile from
the spot where he had fallen down overcome
by the storm. In this humble dwelling,
which was a noted rendezvous of the peope
of God in the time of persecution, he receiv-
#d the kindest attention. 'The old man of e
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house, who had often fled before ¢ cruel and
insolent soldiers, like the primitive Christians,
washed his feet with his own hands; one of
his daughters wiped the snow from William’s
clothes and hair ; another prepared him some-
thing to eat; while their mother warmed
blankets for him before the fire.* The old man

- thanked God for makmg his servant and his
house the means of saving a fellow creature,
and William went to bed, and fell fast asleep,
remembering the shepherd’s dog, more than
‘the providence of God that had sent it to de-
liver him.

In the morning, William was roused from
sleep by a deep groan, which proceeded from
a bed in the same apartment. The old man,
who knitted stockings by the fire, came to
William’s bedside, and told him not to be
alarmed. “It is an old soldier,” continued
he, “who lies there.” He was brought in
hither two or three days ago. He has been
seized with a violent fever, and I fear he will |
not hear many hours told. His name, added -+
the old man, “is Wrathburn, well known in
the time of the last persecution, for the inflex;,
ible cruelty ; and especially for his oold-blood}
ed murder of the widow of Cleugh-head.” %,
At the name of Wrathburn and the wido%

of Cleugh-head, William started, and his face

Cbanged colour. * What. slarma youy ‘“\
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the old man, “the soldier can hurt no one
now.” “The widow of Cleugh-head was my
mother,” replied William, “and I never hear
the name of her murderer without trembling.
Discover me not to him,” continued he, “it
will make his last moments bitter.” «They
are bitter enough even now,” said the old man,
“ he refuses to be comforted.”

Although the reader already knows some-
thing of Wrathburn, it will be necessary here
to make a short pause in the narrative, and ex-
plain how he was brought into the present
situation.

The licentiousness and prodigality of the
reign of Charles II. spread from the court,
and over almost every class of men in the
kingdom. The soldiers especially, who were
the instruments of persecution in Scotland,
imitated their master in every species of riot
and drunkenness. Accustomed to plunder and
massacre-the recusants, or people of God, at
pleasure, they totally lost every habit of temp-
erance, and every feeling of humanity. The
consequence was, that, when disease or old -
age disabled them for service, deprived of th
means, but not the propensities of dissipatiop,
they were reduced to poverty and wretched-
ness. And hundreds of them, forgotten oy
the masters whose cruelty they had served,

* wandered sbout, especially after the perseco-
6



‘
Y
-

62 HELEN OF THE GLEN.

tion, begging their bread, among those very
peasants whose lives they had pursued, whose
houses they had plundered, and whose rela-
tions they had murdered. Of this sort was
‘Wrathburn ; so intrepid in cruelty, so inflexi-
ble to supplication, that Claverhouse the bit-
terest of all persecutors, used to send him on
all his bloody errands, where his soldiers were
most apt to be turned aside from his orders,
by the courage of the peasants, or the tears
of women and children. We have already
seen one act of his stubborn cruelty, in the
murder of Mrs. Thomson. This was certain-
ly the most abominable deed of his life ; but
there was scarcely a family in the moorish
districts of the shires of Lanark and Ayr, that
could not bear witness against him for some
act of torture, or insolent violence. Disabled
at last in his sword arm, by a wound received
from the faithful sabre of Hackston, at Both-
well Bridge, and worn out with old age, and
disease, he had now begged his bread for
several years. He had been found, overcome
with hunger and fatigue, in the midst of the

oors, by the same shepherd who saved Wil-
tam; and now he lay fevered, and on the
rink of death, as the old man described him.

As the snow-storm had been succeeded by
1rapid thaw, to leave the hut that day was
impossible ; William had therefore an oppor-
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tunity of seeing the end of this man. He ap-
proached the bedside. The aspect of the old
sinner was indeed terrible. Down from his
projecting cheek bones, hung the skin in with-
[ ered foldings that had once been filled with
flesh—his head was bald—his beard was long,
and of a dirty gray—a mouldering stump or
two appeared in his mouth, that gaped widely
for breath—the violence of the distemper
raised up his eye-balls now and then, glaring
from their large hollow sockets, the fiery dark-
ness of despair. Hell, and everlasting wrath
took hold of his imagination: and he would
often cry out furiously, “ Cut them down—cut
them down to the last. The widow of Cleugh-
head—she pursues me—see her daughter
swoons by her corpse—that groan was her last
—it drives me to perdition.—No mercy, no
mercy.” .

In the short intervals of the fever, he would
endeavour to sit up on his bed. With his left -
arm he tried to support his head: but it was
too heavy—the feeble prop fell down; and
his right arm lay shrunk and withered by his
side. It was then that the good old man
placed his shoulder below the head of the
dying wretch, pleaded with God for him, and
laboured to administer comfort.

“ God’s mercy is infinite,” said the o\d msn,
? “your sin in disbelieving the all-sufficiency ot
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.his grace, is greater than that of your most
wicked actions. Remember what the Bible
says; “The Lord is slow to anger, and abun
dant in mercy. ‘Come let us reason together,
says the voice of his infinite goodness, ¢ though
your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white as
snow ; though they be red like crimson, they
shall be as wool. Jesus Christ came not to
call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.
‘Whosoever believeth in him, however guilty
he may have been, shall not perish, but have
everlasting life. The blood of the Redeemer
eanseth from all sin” O turn yourself to
Wiyer, ere it be too late. God hath ever an
open ear to those who call on him in distress.”
“No, no,” with a voice of fury and despair,
cried the hopeless sinner ; “I never prayed,
and God will not hear me now. I read not
that Bible of which you speak—I despised
that book, and them who read it. I will not
pray—the blood of murder is on my hands—
the gates of heaven are shut against me—the
sword of ‘God’s vengeance hath gone into my
heart—the eternal fire burns in my soul—pray
not for me—talk not of mercy—O for utter
annihilation !—endless torment is on me—
leave me—the widow of Cleugh-head pursues
me—that was the shriek of her daughter.”
O/ how dreadful were the agouies of his
soul! Conscience, that had been long dwsre-
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garded, now put on the terrors of eternal
death; and truly its voice was heard. The
bed on which he lay, shook with furious con-
valsions of his body. The fever again took
away his senses—and nothing but heavy
groans was heard. Again a minute of ease
returned, and the old man tried yet again to
administer some spiritual relief.

“Doubt not,” said he, “of God’s mercy;
he wishes not that you should perish. Remem-
ber the thief who was saved on the cross, and
went to Paradise. Remember Paul, who was
the most inveterate of persecutors, and yet
he found mercy. Try, O try to pray! God
may hear you.”

“ Away with mercy,” cried the frantic
wretch; “it is perdition to my soul. . Hell
calls for me—the devil drags me away«:the
. wrath of God is on me—the widow of the

* Cleugh-head pursues me—that was the shriek

of her orphan daughter—that is her blood on
my hands—hell cannot burn it off "’

Again the strong disease fastened firmer
upon him—the mighty strength of the king
of terrors was in the pang. The withered
stump of the right arm made a convulsive
motion, as if to search for the sword; again
it fell back—another lurid gleam flashed from
his hollow eye—no bow appeared on the Aovd
of eternal darkness—a deep groan shook ™.

6*



66 HELEN OF THE GLEN.

body—it lay still for ever—and his soul was
summoned away to that bar whence there is
no appeal |
Surely, O man, it isa fearful thing to fall i into
the hands of the living God! This man
showed no mercy; he exceeded even the
cruelty of his commission. The tears and sup-
plications of humble widowhood ; the shriek-
ings and swoonings of fatherless childhood
" melted not the cruelty of his heart—and how
could he expect to find mercy in the hour of
need ! He hated God, and Christ, and all that
is holy—and where could he find a stay, how
could he see a guiding star in the valley of
thick darkness? He despised the great Cap-
tain of salvation—and how could he meet in
‘battle with the king of terrors. Truly “the
fear of the wicked, it shall come upon him.
‘Terrors take hold on him, as waters; a tem-
pest stealeth him away in the night. The
east wind carrieth him away, and he depart-
_-eth, and as a storm hurleth him out of his place.
" For God shall cast upon him, and not spare;
he would fain flee out of his hand. Men shall
«clap their hands at him, and shall hiss him
-out of his place.”



CHAPTER V.

....... With countensnce as mfld

As Mercy looking on Repentance’ tear ;

Her eye of purity now darted up

To God's eternal throne, now humbly bent

Upon herself ; and weeping down her cheek

A tesar, pure as the dews that fall in heaven.
Anon.

Nierr had again shrouded all in darkness;
and it was a night of sadness and trembling
in the family of the moor. The horrible ex.
pressions of the dying wretch were still in
their ears; they still saw his last looks of des-
pair ; his last convulsions were still in their
memories ; his lifeless corpse lay on the bed,
and the dark blast of winter moaned over the
waste. The old man exhorted them to put
their trust in God ; and prayed that the scene
they had witnessed might be blessed for their
improvement. .

William now went to bed ; but sleep re-
fused to visit him. He thought still of the

! dast looks and words of Wrathburn. We ve-
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solved, and resolved again, never to forget re-
ligion. 'Was it possible that his end might be
like, this man’s? If he forsook God now,
might not God forsake him in the hour of des-
olation? “ Guide my feet, O God! in the
path of the just, that my end may be like his,”
was the whisper of his fears—and only of his
fears.

As soon as morning appeared, William, glad
to quit the present scene, set forward for his
sister’s. - Travelling was extremely difficult.
The snow had been mostly dissolved ; but
the streams were swollen, and the swampy
‘grounds in many places covered with water.
- . Resting himself on a gentle height, about

" thrée miles from the house he had left, he ob-
ser’ed, coming out from it, five or six men.’
_They drove a horse, with a car; and seemed
.to hold towards a hamlet, sltuated at the dis-
" tance of six or seven miles.

It was the funeral of Wrathburn. The
very men whom he had often chased with the
sword, and whose relations he had murdered,
and whose memories many now ridicule, were
doing him the last office of humanity.
Through fens, and bogs, and over rills, they
carried him ; and in a corner of the village
church-yard, at -a small distance from the or-
dinary place of graves, laid him down in the
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narrow house, “ far from the ashes of his fa-
thers.”
Meanwhile, William, now skipping from

"hillock to hillock, and now leaping the moor-
runnels, made towards the habitation of
Helen. She had been watching him making
his way over the rough broken mosses, like a
vessel holding for a difficult port: and, al-
though his appearance was considerably al-
tered, she recognised him at a small distance
from the house, ran out with all her usual ten-
derness, and embraced him, and led him into
the dwelling of the honest farmer. The even-
ing was spent in kind inquiries, and kind an-
swers. Helen related, with beautiful simplic-
ity,any curious or entertaining incident, that
had happened in the neighbourhood since Wil-
liam’s departure ; and William seemed unre-
served in telling her and the old man what-
ever had happened to him in Glasgow ; and
not a word dropt from him that could give
them the least intimation of his declining pie-.
ty. The story of Wrathburn made a deep
impression on the whole family: and “«O P
said Helen, the blood leaving her cheek, and
the tear starting in her eye, “was there no
hope? Did he die uttering those horrid
words? Did you not pray for him, Wilham" .
1 am sure my mother forgave him. Why &

f



10 HELEN OF THE GLEN.

he not seek the mercy of God? O! did he
die unforglven ”

Helen perceiving no marks of decline in
his religion, was extremely pleased with her
brother. William was taller ; his glossy jet
locks curled plentifully on his healthy cheeks,
which had now assumed that smoothness and
richness of colouring which precedes man-
hood ; his black eye rolled more freely ; his
dress was neater; he spoke better ; and his
whole appearance was more graceful.

Nor had Helen grown up in the desert an
unlovely flower. Although, seeing few but
the old shepherd, and his servants, (for his
wife had now been dead for some time, and
he had no children,) her native sweetness of
temper, her contentment, her sobriety of
thought, gave an expression, and a dignity to
her countenance, superior to her situation in
life. Her form was handsome: the loveliness
and vigour of seventeen, imparted animation
to every feature; a profusion of sunny ring- -
lets shaded her fair neck, and played on her
shoulders; and her soft blue eye beamed
with beauty. .

Although William was by no means de-
ficient in natural talent and feeling; in all
that concerned religion, Helen was far his su-

perior. Her understanding, illuminated by
the divine truths of the Bible; her imagina-



HELEN OF THE GLEN. 71

tion enlarged by the boldness of its poetry ;
and her heart warmed by the pathos of its
piety, she felt and spoke of divine things, ina
style much above her years. Seldom was
she drawn into lengthened conversation on
these subjects; but when the taste, or inter-
est of her associates required it, having fully
before her mind the awful impression of eter-
nal concerns, she entered into religious con-
verse, with an eloquence, a warmth, and an
energy, which surprised, and often deeply im-
pressed those with whom she conversed.

Now gazing on one another, now talking
of their days of childhood, and now of their
future prospects, the two orphans spent that
evening, and the following day, the wetness
of which had kept them within doors, till
sunset ; and now they walked out to visit
their mother’s grave.

¢ Does the lamb go with us,” said William ;
noticing one that skipped at Helen’s side.
“ It is a foster lamb ;” said Helen, it lost its
mother, and I have brought it up in the house.
It follows me every where; I have to shut
. up when I go to church. Poor thing! I
love its white face. It will go along with us:
often has it accompanied me to my mother’s

ve.” .

The wind was hushed on the mountawms

the stream purled down its glen ; 1n the Wo=

f
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ter-spots, over the brown waste, glittered the
lamps of heaven ; the vesper star looked soli-
tary from its hermitage in the west; up the
east, rejoicing in the midst of her constellations,
rode the moon; and the light cloud, passing
at intervals over her face, threw its wavy
shadow on the heath.

The two orphans now approached the
grave of their mother. The gay willow
dropt on the stone the tears of evening.
William stooped down and read the name :
Helen kneeled on the heath by its side ; the
lamb looked up in her face ; she pressed one
hand to her breast, lifted the other up to hea-

- ven, turned her blue eye to the skies, and be-
sought the blessing, even life that shall never
end, for her brother and herself. “Father in
heaven! guide our feet in the paths of wis-
dom ; make us white and clean in the blood
of the Lamb, that our dwelling place may be
in the house of God for ever.”

. The two orphans now shed the tear of nat-
ural affection, on their mother’s grave. Nor
did they forget that their father’s dust moul-
dered in a distant land. The sigh that heav-
ed their breasts for the cruel death of their
mother, deepened as they recollected, that
their father had gone before her. “Let us
follow their steps,” said Helen to her brother

as they returned home, “lot us folow \neir
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steps, and we shall see them in heaven. Re-
member, William, our mother’s dying advice,
Never forsake God, and he will never forsake
you.”

During William’s stay with his sister, they
were often engaged in cheerful talk, and inno-
cent amusement. But we mean to confine
the narration here chiefly to their private re-
ligious conversation.

Before the old farmer, William always de-
meaned himself with the strictest propriety ;
but sometimes he betrayed a levity and a
carelessness when Helen spoke of religion,
and its duties, which alarmed her, lest the
contagion of bad example had been sapping
the roots of his piety. Ever mindful of her
mother’s wish, that she should instruct and
warn William ; and ever anxious herself for
the welfare of his soul, she urged him to tell

. her all that he felt and thought of religious
concerns. However reluctant William might
have been to speak plainly on these subjects
to any other, he could not resist the entreat-

. ies of his sister.

One day, while sitting- in the house alone,
the pious sister pressing her brother to speak
to her just as he thought, the following con-
versation ensued ; William disclosing the prin-

[ ciples which he had learned from Ws com-
panions in Glasgow, and Helen endeavounng

7
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to root them out of his mind, chiefly by the-
pure words of inspiration.

“Some attention to religion, sister,” said
William, “is surely very necessary. But I
see some of my companions, as cheerful and
happy as I, who trouble themselves little about
it. They attend to their business, and are
getting on in the world; and yet they don’t
seem to be always' readmg their Bible. I
even hear them swear, and take the name of
God in vain; and yet they are gay and pros-
perous.”

“And is it not God, dear William, who
gives them health and prosperity ;” said Helen,
gazing on William’s face. O how did she gaze
when she heard these expressions! “It is
from God we receive all our blessings. In
him we live, and move, and have our being.

. All that is beautiful, or grand, or useful in na-
ture : all our intellectual enjoyments; and all
that soothes and endears in acquaintance, or
friendship, come from our God. Is it any but
God who giveth us the former and the latter
rain, and scatters the dews of heaven on the
grassy bosom of the earth? Is it any but our
Father in heaven, who loads the fields of au-
tumn, and crowns the hopes of the husband-
man? He spreads the table of plenty, and

bids all that live eat their fill. e givetnwe-*
fo the sower, and bread to the eater. 1

|
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‘crowneth the year with his goodness, and .his
paths drap fatness.  They drop upon the pas-
tures of the wilderness; and the little hills re-
joice on every side. The pastures are clothed
with flocks; the vallies also are covered with
corn. They shout for joy, they also sing.
Does God do all this for us, dear William, and
shall we not fear him with a holy fear ?”

“ And,” continued she, her eye kindling with
gratitude to God, and her voice softening in
compassion for William, “and has our gra-
cious Father done no more than this for his
children? Yes, he hath done more—infinitely
more. When we, by the transgressions of his
law, and by our attachment to sin, had made
ourselves his enemies, and the enemies of all
that is holy, and just and good—when we had
thus exposed ourselves to his wrath and curse,
to all manner of suffering in time, and to in-

conceivable punishment in eternity, the gra-

cious voice of his mercy was heard, saying.
‘Deliver from going down to the pit, for 1
have found a ransom.’ And what was this
ransom ! His own Son, who is himself the
Almighty God, left the glories of heaven, as-
sumed our naturé, and by his obedience in our
room, satisfied the law of God, which we had
violated ; and by his death in our stead, delin-

ered us from that eternal death to whch we
were exposed. And how did we receive \ns
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Messenger of peace and love—this Saviour of
a self-ruined world! Did we welcome his
coming as all our salvation, and all our desire ?
Ahno! He was received with reviling, and
reproach; yet he turned not away his love
from us. He who was the brightness of his
Father’s glory, made himself of no reputation,
girt himself like a servant, went about doing
good, preaching peace, binding up the broken-
hearted, and submitting to every privation,
‘and trying every endearment, to win us to
himself, and save us from the consequences of
our guilt. Nor was this the end of his love.
The Son of God bore our sins, in his body,
on the tree; suffered the wrath of God for
our sake; and on the hill of Calvary, bowed
his head and gave up the ghost. On the third
day, he rose again, and ascended up into hea-
ven; where, in the presence of his Father,
he pleads our cause; whenee he sends the
Comforter to purify our hearts, to cheer and
support us through the trials of life; and
where he is preparing mansions to receive us,
that where he is, there we may be also—hold-
ing communion with our -God for ever and
ever. Hath God done all this for us, William,
and shall we not love him? Hath Jesus Christ
redeemed us by his own blood, and shall we
not fear to offend him?

William, although much moved with ‘s
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address to his feelings of gratitude, continued
thus; “Dear sister, we should certainly be
grateful to him of whom we hold so much.
But I have heard my companions say, that
God is all merciful—he will not punish us for
our frailties.”

“ O William,” resumed Helen, “ thit is the
fairest lure that vice spreads te entice its pre
God is indeed all merciful to them wha“he-
lieve in his Son. Jesus Christ died for their
sins, and rose again for their justification.
His justice has, therefore, no claims against
them. They are bought with a price. They
are dear to him as the apple of his eye. They
are his own children—and every dispensation
they meet with, is the dispensation of a Father
full of mercy. He hath no pleasure in the
death even of the wicked. And he is saying
to them, “ let the wicked forsake his way, and
the unrighteous man his thoughts, and let him
return unto the Lord, for he will have mercy
upon him, and to our God, for he -will abun-
dantly pardon.” Truly God is long-suffering,
and slow to wrath. But he will forget to be
gracious; he will ease himself of his adver-
saries ; he will by no means clear the guilty ;
he will at last rise from his place, and scatter
his enemies. And O it will be a terrible day
for the wicked man, when God's mercy \eaves

him for ever I” .
™ ‘
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Again William tried to find refuge from the
eloquence which Helen drew from the word
of God. “The Almighty,” said he “ will per-
haps not punish so severely as he has said.
He will perhaps relent at last.”

% Dear brother,” said Helen, weeping, when
she heard William speak in this manner,  Dear
brother, you cannot think so. O where is
your security for so frail a reliance! Hath
God ever failed of his word! ¢The mountains
may depart, and the hills be removed out of
their place; but the word of our God abideth
for ever. He is the fountain of truth.” The
words of the Lord are pure words. He knows ~
the end from the beginning ; and hath no need
to change his purpose.. He will not be more
merciful at the end of time, than he was when
the morning stars first sang together. His
justice, and power, and truth, and -holiness,
stand pledged for the fulfilment of what he
hath spoken. He hath sworn by Himself,
that every word which proceeds from his
mouth shall be fulfilled. Seek in the book of
the Lord, and see if any of his purposes hath
failed. The sentence of death was pronounced
against Adam, if he disobeyed his Maker ; and *
did it not take its effect ! The sword of justice
turned in between man, and the tree of life.
Briers and thorns came up on the earth, and

death was turned loose on mankind. And
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not the curse still cleaving to our rebellious
race! The careworn countenance, the feeble
knees, the pale visage of disease, can tell if
God be faithful. The grave can tell if it has
been defrauded of its prey. Has not death
swept away generation after generation, and
made the world a burying-place? Will the
multitudes of those who perished in the deluge,
bear witness against God’s faithfulness? 'Will
the ashes of Tyre and Jerusalem, or the lake
of Sodom and Gomorrah, speak against his
veracity! Or will the apostate spirits, and
the departed souls of the wicked, bring us the
tidings that his wrath is exhausted, and his
decrees revoked ?”

“ But God has not been faithful to punish
-only,” continued the earnest pleader, her face
brightening a8 she beheld the tender mercies
of God present in her mind, “ He has been,
and is faithful, and mighty to save. Since
mercy placed the bow in the clouds, hath any
one seen the waters come over the mountains,
and smite every living thing with a curse.
Or hath any one observed seed-time and har-
wvest; and cold and heat; and summer and
winter; and day and night ccase from the
earth? ¢Hath he spoken it, and shall he not
do it? - Hath he said it, and shall he not bring
it to pass”’ The Son of God will not say thak

the Father is not true. In Eden, the voiee ot

¢ e
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God’s truth and mercy was heard saying, that
¢ the seed of the woman should bruise the head
of the serpent.” This was the most expres-
sive promise that God ever gave to man.
Yet no jot of it hath failed. The veil of the
temple rent in twain—the earth shook and
trembled—the sun shrouded himself in dark-
ness; but the purpose of God stood fast.
The Saviour laid down his life, cast the ser-
pent into everlasting chains, and secured the
redemption of man. Hath God done this to
accomplish his sayings; and shall he not give
effect to his threatenings against those who
fear him not, and trample on the blood of his
Son? Trust not, William, trust not, my dear.
brother, to refuges of lies. Remember the
death-bed scene you have lately witnessed—
remember your mother’s last advice—remem-
ber the goodness and wrath of God: and O
. think of the ingratitude, and danger of offend-
ing him I



CHAPTER V.

Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court
Heaven opens In their bosoms. But how rare!
Ah me! that magnanimity, how rare!

What hero like the man who stands himself :
‘Who dares to meet h ed heart alone:

‘Who hears, intrepid, the Yull charge it brings,

Resolved to silence future murthurs there

‘The coward flies, and flying is ! , 4
Toung.

By those addresses, recorded in the preced-
ing chapter, which were more congenial to
Helen’s habits of thinking, and better fitted to
touch the heart of her brother, than abstract
argumentation, his objections to strict piety
were silenced, at least for the present. Wil-
liam seemed to admit the claims of religion to
his careful observance, and promised to give
his ear no more to such misrepresentations of
the immutable character of God. Helen
glanced a look of thankfulness to heaven;
embraced her brother, and shed on s Yreast
a tear of joy.

From the good old farmer William recgived
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many kind advices; one only of which I shall
record here. ‘
“ Be faithful to your Father in heaven,” said
the pious old man, “so you shall be happy.
Be forgetful of his commandments, so you
shall be miserable. You have seen a child set
off confidently to catch the wild fowl that sat
on the neighbouring hillock : you smiled at the
simplicity of the little one; much more sim-
ple is he who thinks to gather happiness from
the frailties of earth. You have heard of a
man chasing a shadow, or the fable phantom
of night; you then heard of one pursuing
happiness among the frailties of earth. You
have read of those false reflected waters, to
which the thirsty traveller in the sandy deserts
of the east hastens to drink, but finds them
gone ; you then heard of one making haste to
draw happiness out of the frailties of earth.
You have seen the wild fire dancing on the
marsh: it was beautiful; but you could not
lay hold of it. You have heard the echo of
the glen: her voice was sweet ; but you could
not embrace her. You have observed the
evening star ; it was exceedingly bright; but
you could not reach it where you stood.
Neither, my son, shalt thou encompass true
happiness, except the peace of God dwell in
thy heart. This happiness you may attain:
but religion is the only guide, (hat can keep
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your feet in the upward road, and direct your
eye to her habitation. Take hold of her hand,
William, and she will conduct you to happi-
ness.”

At William’s second departure for Glas-
gow, Helen shortly addressed him. “Your
companions, dear, William, seek the honour
and preferment of this world: but O remem-
ber how frail they are. They, feagless of Ged,
may flourish for a while. Their gpring may
be green, their summer vigorous, and their au-
tumn peaceful. But the dark winter comes:
and all our pride, our vanity, and wealth, and
honour, and earthly alliance, like the withered
leaves of the grove, shall be driven away be-
fore its first blast. But religion shall outlive
the withering breath: and, transplanted at
last to a warmer soil, and kinder skies, she
shall strike her roots by the river of life, grow
up under the everlasting smile of God’s coun-
tenance, bearing on her immortal branches all
our pious friendships, and all our hallowed at-
tachments.” '

For some time after William’s return to

" Glasgow, his narrow escape from perishing in

the moor, the old soldier’s awful death, and the
pious advice and instructions of Helen, and
the old farmer, made a deep impression on'hs
mind. He respected the Sabbath, read W

Bible, and remembered the duty of preyet-
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He determined to persevere, in duty, and de-
fy the temptations of vice. But his trust was
too much in an arm of flesh. A ray from
heaven had not yet discovered to him the de-
ceitfulness of his own heart. :
‘With the enticements, the ridicule, and the
sophistical reasonings of his vicious compan-
ions he was again assailed. He now wanted
the natural timidity and bashfulness which
scared him awhile, at his first coming to town,
from the deformity of wickedness. Vice
knew the passes to his heart; and as the
second attack is almost always more feebly
resisted than the first, it soon brought him into
captivity. Of his character in the eyes of
men, he was now, indeed, more careful than
formerly. He could now see how necessary
a fair name was to his worldly interest; and
he took some means to preserve it. He min-
gled not oaths with the language of his ordi-
nary business ; he laughed not at religion be-
fore the serious; and he attended church,
what is termed, regularly ; that is, on the fore
or afternoon of every Sabbath. To his bu-
siness he was generally attentive; and his’
natural shrewdness and observation never
_ suffered an opportunity in trade, as far as he
was concerned, to escape unimproved. He
seemed indeed, in the eye of the world, and
perhaps its eye saw the truth In Unis T0SEDeR,
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to be following the very footsteps of his re-
spectable master ; and Mr. Hunter loved and
cherished him as a hopeful and enterprising
son of commerce. Thus William stood before
the world. But we must bring him to another
examination: we must take a view of him in
the privacy of chosen companionship.

It is a fact, that those who have been disci-
plined in the strictest rules of virtue, if they
are once enticed away from its paths, become
its bitterest enemies, and the foremost abet-
tors of vice. They have been servants to
religion; and they must deny it thrice, ere
their companions believe them—they know
its defences, and where it is most assailable,
and they can direct the attack more skillfully,
and more effectually against it. Their con-
science is more severe and more watchful;
and it requires a deeper draught of iniquity
to silence its reproaches, and lay it asleep.

It was so with William. . His talents were
superior to those of any of his associates; and
in the seclusion and concealment of selected
intimacy, they shone in ridiculing the sobriety
of religion, and heightening the luxuriousness
of sensuality. Vigorous of constitution, de-
termined to keep the fair word of men, and
push himself on in the world, he seldom dravk
to intoxication, or deserted his busmess for =
single hour. But his vigour and stesdines?

8
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only fitted him the better for putting entirely
away from him the fear of the Lord. Under
the shadow of - night—even sometimes the
night of the sacred day, seated by the mant-
ling bowl of conviviality, surrounded by wil-
ling and congenial friendship, did William shine
the very foremost, in sporting with the pure
words of Scripture, and laughing at those re-
ligious duties he had been taught to reverence.
He heard the name of his father’s God taken
in vain without trembling; and he took it in
vain himself.” But God had not yet left him
to utter hardness of heart. The prayers of
Helen, the former supplications of his parents
were not forgotten. They lay on the mercy-
seat, and rose up before God, as a;sweet me-
morial, in behalf of this only son, who seem-
ed treading firmly on, in the path to ruin.
There were moments, amidst all the obscurity
of night, the encompassment of gay and cor-
dial friendship, and the mirthfulness of wan-
ton pleasure, when the bitterness of reflection
came back on his soul, and the darkness of
futurity stood before him. His early educa-
tion, the instructions especially of his sister,
- reminded him he was wrong, and the death-
bed of Wrathburn threatened him with the
dreadful consequences. Remorse, that forlorn
hope, which heaven often places on the brink
. of perdition, to drive back the hardy swner
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from utter destruction, frequently lifted up its
voice within him, and made him hesitate in
the midst of his profane joviality. Had a
minister of religion, or a pious christian glanc-
ed on him, in the chosen sociality of his hidden
wickedness, the profane word would have
turned back on his tongue, and the licentious
look fled from his face.

Think, O think, young reader, how weak
and inconsistent such conduct is. Will the
cautious, and calculating sinner, fear the look
of man; and will he vent his licentiousness,
and jeer at the Scriptures, and utter the lan-
guage of cursing, and detraction, and malice,
in the presence of Jehovah? Will he creep
under the shadow of night, to veil his crimes
and his wickedness, from the sight of his fel-
low men, and has he no fear of Him, who
slumbers not nor sleeps? Shall the scorn of
the world make him try every means to cover
his deceitfulness; to put a colouring of truth
on his lying; to hide from the search of his
fellow-men, the false measure, and the unjust
balance; to overshadow his extortion and
oppression, his robbing of the poor, and the
widow and the fatherless; to gloss over his
knavery by the .wresting and misapplicatior
of human laws. Shall he do all this to pr
sent, what he calls a fair character to the ey
of men, and will he have no fear of that Go
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who has the decision of his eternal destiny—
who destroys them that speak lies, and abhors
the bloody and deceitful man—who hates the
unjust measure, and the false balance—who is
the avenger of the widow and the fatherless—
who will uncover all his perjuries, and devel-
op all his crafty devices, and bring him before
that tribunal, where his false witnesses, and
his briberies, and his interest, and his splendid
name, shall be of no avail.

William, as we have observed, lacked not
that kindness and warmth of heart, which
forbid us to forget our friends and relations.
Helen was the only relation he had in the
world: and during his cautious career of ir-
religion in Glasgow, he sometimes remember-
ed her pious advices; but oftener, her sisterly
relationship, and native lovliness. His con-
stant design, and ardent desire was, to bring

_her to Glasgow, to keep house with him, as
soon as his circumstances would admit ; per-
suading himself that the gaiety of the town
‘and acquaintance with the world, would soft-
en the severity of her piety, or at least, ren-
der her more heedless of his own carelessness
about religion. The conveyance of . letters
to her remote situation was difficult. Some-
times, howevér, he wrote; and his letters

generally informed his sister of hs ‘nealth,
. Mr. Hunter’s kindness, his hopes of o
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in business, and his desire of bringing her, as
soon as possible, to live with him. Indeed, all
Willian’s plans, and hopes of advancing him-
self in the world, were ever mingled with
the worthy intention, and even stimulated by
the strong desire of raising Helen along with
him. To see this kind and lovely sister, by
his side, decorated in the attire of fashion,
and assimilated to the manners of the town
was the ardent wish of his brotherly affection,
and the constant promise of hishopes. Two
years had now elapsed since William’s return
to Glasgow. Although he had only complet-
.ed his seventeenth year, his steadiness and
watchful attention, induced Mr. Hunter to
give him a small share in the business. Am-
bitious of wealth, and the gaudiness of for-
tune, he now set himself with renovated ac-
tivity, to the management of trade ; depend-
ing for success, entirely on his own dexterity
and perseverance. Although as forgetful of
religion as ever, and as fond of hidden ini- °
quity, his character was fair before men;
and looking as little as possible, into his own
heart, and driving from his mind, by the hur-
ry of business, or the gaiety of pleasure, the
unwelcome thought of his everlasting regards
he had nearly succeeded in securing to Wwm-
self; as far as religion was concerned, Ut
8%
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- listlessness, that slumber of soul, whicl
often presses its eye-lids, till awakened by
voice of death, when an event occured, w
gave a new colouring to his life.



CHAPTER VIL

Just knew, and knew no more, her Bible true:

A truth the brillant Frenchman never knew :

And in that charter read, with sparkling eyes,

Her tite to a treasure in the skies.

The light she walked by, kindled from above,

Showed her the shortest way to life and love:

8he, never checked by what impedes the wise,

Belhved,mnhedtorwud,mdmedthepﬂu.
Cowper.

OrxE afternoon, in the month of May, as
William walked the street, with a gay com-
panion, he observed a boy, in the homely
garb of the country, pacing slowly along the
causeway, and gazing eagerly on the sign-
boards. William, who was ever ready to as-
sist and befriend country-men, who are but
too often scorned and laughed at in the town,
approached him. It was the shepherd-boy of
the old farmer. “ What brought you hither 1”
said William surprised at the unexpected en-
counter. There was a meaning in the eye of
the simple boy, which half told the tR\e.
“Helen is ill,” said he, “she was seized Wi a
severe cold some montus ago; sbe i NOW



92 .. - -, HELEN OF THE GLEN.

confined to her bed, and the surgeon is doubt-
ful of her recovery.” “Is she ill? is she
very ill?” exclaimed William, fearing the
worst, and bringing his handkerchief over his
eyes, “let us make haste;” continued he, “T
will take a surgeon with me from town.”
“But we cannot reach home to-night,” said
the boy; “the sun is nearly set.” «True,”
said Wn]lxam, “true; we must be off early in
the morning.”

William now conducted the boy to his
lodgings, informed Mr. Hunter of his sister’s
illness, and that he would set out at day-break
to see her, sent a message to a skilful surgeon
to have himself in readiness, at the dawn of
next morning, and then retired to his room.

Again, and again he questioned the boy of
Helen’s trouble. “Does she sleep much ?
Has she much pain? Does she think herself
she is dying ?” . “ She has little hope of re-
covery;” said the boy, almost weeping aloud,
when he saw the sorrowfulness of William’s
countenance, and remembered all Helen’s
kindness, and pious instructions to himself.
“ She says she is dying, and wishes for nothing
but to see you. O how she charged me to
bring you quickly!” ¢“Has she heard any
thing of me lately,” said William, eagerly.
The boy looked down. *®he hes heard
something ;” said William, “she hes beasd
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that I have neglected some of her kind ad--
vices.” The boy wiped his eyes, and gave an
assenting lock. “ Who carried the informa-
tion,” resumed William ; « did it hurt her
| spirits?” “ A travelling merchant who knows
you,” said the shepherd, “ came our way the
other day—” “And what did he say of me? -
you must tell me freely.” «He said,” replied
the boy bashfully,  that he thought you paid
more attention to your worldly interests, than
, Your religious concerns.” “It is too true; it
is too true ;” said William, his conscience taking
advantage of the present state of his feelings.
“But has the information hurt her 7 It would
hurt her; she is all tenderness: she loves me
like an angel.” “It was only yesterday that
she heard of you,” answered the boy,
“but she has never rested since. The ser-
vant girl heard her name you last night about
twelve, while she waited on her by her bed-
side.” “ She prayed for me—I know she
prayed for me;” said William, all her kind-
ness to him coming over his soul ; “What did
the girl hear? Tell me, good boy.” “ She
heard your sister say,” replied the lad, “ Blot
not out my dear brother’s name, O kind Re-
deemer! blot not my dear brother’s name out
of the book of life!” “ When shall it be
morning 7” said William, weeping sbundant-
y, “this night will be a long one

l
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The shepherd was now conducted to bed,
and William went to his own, but not to
sleep. He thought not of wealth—he plan-
ned not the trade of to-morrow—the gaiety
* of pleasure had fled from his imagination.
“ Would the superior skilfulness of a city sur-
geon not recover his sister ! Had the disease
‘taken hold of the seats of life? Had the re-
port of his impiety made her worse? Did
she now struggle with disease ; and pray for
him again at midnight ! "Would all his cher-
ished hopes of seeing her comfortable, and
accomplished, with him in Glasgow, be disap-
pointed? Would he be left without a relation
in the world ¥ All her native loveliness, and
tenderness-—all her kind warnings, and in-
structions, came over his mind. He remem-
bered their wanderings by the glen in the days
of. childhood—he saw the innocence and
fondness of his sister’s look—he heard the
sweetness of her voice—he remembered
their visits to their mother’s grave—he re-
membered how often she had repeated to him
their mother’s dying advice—he remembered
that they were orphans in the world. All his
ambition—all his connections in Glasgow
broke away from his mind. He thought of
Helen only—his soul was present at her bed.

The first glance of day saw William and
the surgeon mounted on horseback, s on
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their way to the old farmer’s; taking- with
them whatever medicine the shepherd’s ac-
count of Helen induced them to think might
be useful. The country over which they had
to travel was rough and difficult. But the
droughtiness of the May days had dried up
the morasses, and rendered all the streamlets
passable by horses. At ten o’clock in the
forenoon they alighted before the door of
Helen’s habitation. How did William’s heart
beat as he entered! How would his sister be
altered ! The surgeon remained in the kitchen ;
and William hasted into the room, or spence
as it was called, where Helen lay. O! how
did he gaze on her countenance! It was
sweeter than ever—her eye was purer—but
there was a hollowness in her face that with-
ered every hope of recovery.
Helen raised herself on her bed—threw her
" arms round William’s neck, who now stooped
over her, and kissed him without speaking a
word. “Are you ill, dear sister,” said Wil-
dam, “Oh, I see you are ill.” “Not ill, my
dear brother,” said Helen, a gleam of unspeak-
able kindness issuing from her eyes. “Not
ill, but I have had fears for you” “O that
the Lord would enable me never to forget
your kind advices again,” said William. ¥rom
his future life, this aspiration, breathed n the
sincerity of his heart, proved to be the prayer
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of faith. Then were his parent’s prayers,
that had lain long on the mercy-seat—then
were Helen’s supplications in behalf of him,
answered. Helen saw the sincerity of the
look, and "kissed her brother again. I have
brought a surgeon with me,” said William,
“sghall I bring him in?” “ You are very kind,”
replied Helen, “but I fear he can do me no
good.” .

The surgeon was now brought into the
room. His skilful eye saw that his art would
be unavailing. Helen was hastening to the
close of a rapid decay. Every morning found
her weaker than the preceding night, and
every night than the morning before. Helen
thanked the surgeon for his kindness in com-
ing so far to see her; and, said she, “If you
can do no good to me, you will comfort my
brother.” William turned himself away when
he saw the surgeon’s face, for it was a face of -
meaning, and wept plentifully.

As Helen complained of no pain, the sur-
geon could do little, but instruct the servant
girl how she might best prepare her cordials.

William now led the' surgeon out of the
room, and they retired together into a small
garden behind the house. “I need not ask
your opinion of my sister,” said William,
“there is no hope. Do you think there is no

hope 7”  «] will not deceive you, repied \na
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surgeon, “but I will wait till to-morrow, and
endeavour fully to understand her disease. I
will leave you just now, and make some inqui-
ries of the servant girl: for your sister is not
able to talk much herself.”

William was now left alone in the garden.
He threw himself down beneath an old haw-
thorn, that spread its blossoms over him dis-
regarded. This was the moment of the bit-
terness of his soul. A gleam from heaven,
we have said, had lighted up the darkness of
his heart. He was convinced of sin, of righ-
teousness, and of judgment. The holiness,
and justice, and omnipotence of God, broke
in on his soul. He felt the deceitfulness of his
heart—he remembered his pious education—
his narrow deliverance from death in the snow
storm—he thought of the warning scene of
the soldier, and his ingratitude for so much
kindness oppressed his spirit. The destruc-
tion, out of whose jaws he scarcely yet felt
himself, made him tremble. But the bow ap-
peared spanning the mount of Calvary; he
saw the everlasting hand of mercy stretched
down over the cross—he heard the everlasting
voice of love inviting him to lay hold of it,
and he had now no other stay. O how did
the greatness of God’s mercy in Christ then
overwhelm his soul! How,in this momeny,

did Helen’s kind advices and instructions, sod
' 9
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all her loveliness.and tenderness, and her pale
countenance, dart across his thoughts. She
had been the ‘means, he felt, the persevering
means, of saving him.

If any gentle reader should ever happen to

come this way, that has been long in raptures
with the gallant hero of romance, whose hon-
" our ever bears him out—whose heart is al-
ways good, and whose conscience never re-
proaches him, he will perhaps not be likely to
esteemn William much here. 1 cannot help it.
This was a time of superior joy in heaven;
the angels had watched seventeen years for
this moment, and a fuller note now floated
from their harps through the mansions of hea-
ven.

‘While William was thus engaged in the
garden, a short conversation happened. be-
tween his sister and .the old farmer, which we
shall record here, chiefly to show what sus-
tained Helen’s hopes on a bed of languishing,
and allayed her fears in the prospect of death;
that last enemy which we must all meet.

Immediately after William and the surgeon
left Helen’s apartment, the old farmer entered,
anxious to know the result of the surgeon’s
visit. From this he could gather little hope ;
and although the good old man had often ask-

ed Helen how she possessed her sou), e now
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urged the question with more than his wonted
earnestness.

“ How is it with you, my daughter,” said he,
“ how is it with you? Do you feel your peace .
with God as secure as ever 1”.

“Yes, my dear father,” replied the young
saint, “I feel that God loves me with an ever-
lasting love. You know I have had moments

~of fear and doubting in the expectation of
death; but the nearer I approach the end of
my days, it hath pleased my kind Redeemer
to give me brighter views of the king in his
beauty, and the land that is afar off. My flesh
indeed doth faint and fail; but while I am
weak, then am I strong. In the Lord Jeho-
vah is everlasting strength. This is my com-
fort, there is now no condemnmation to them
which are in Christ Jesus. It is on him alone
that I rely for salvation. Every day have I
sinned against him ; and all my righteousness
is as filthy rags. I have often read in the Bi-
ble, and you have told me, that nothing but
the blood of Christ could wash away our sins,
but I never felt the truth of this so powerful-
ly as now. When I look back on my life, I
see little, I see nothing in my own doing, but
cause of repentance; when I look to my Sa-
viour, I see nothing but strength and hope,
and salvation. I know he hath satisfied the
law, and brought in an everlasting righteous

8271::5
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ness. I know he hath unstinged death and
vanquished the grave; and though I die, yet
shall I live; for my Redeemer liveth, and I
shall live to praise him, with the spirits of the
just made perfect. God is all- my salvation,
and all my desire.” I rest on his mercy in
Christ. O how great is his goodness! Thanks
be unto him for the unspeakable gift which
hath brought life, and immortality to light. O *
death, where now is thy sting? O grave,
where is thy victory? Thanks be unto God
who giveth me the victory, through Jesus
Christ, my Lord I” '

“Thanks be unto God,” exclaimed the old
man, “that he hath given you these hopes of
eternal life. I came to comfort you, but you
comfort me. Your comfort is in God—your
hope in the Holy One of Israel. O how sweet
this hope on the bed of death! How sweet to
you, my daughter, and how solacing to me
and all your friends.”

William, having breathed a prayer of grati-
tude, and of fervent supplication for his sis-
ter, endeavoured to compose his spirits, and °
returned to Helen’s room. The old farmer
sat by her bed side. The lamb, for it was
still called the lamb, although now three years
old, stood, and looked up in her face. “This

is my lamb,” said Helen, observing William
rather surprised at its presence,“You reco
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Ject of it going with us to our mother’s grave ;
it takes every opportunity of coming into the
room. Poer thing! it will attend me to the
last. Take good care of it,” continued she,
addressing the old man, “take good care of it
‘when I am gone—it is an innocent little
tllirlg.”

The old farmer now withdrew ; and Helen
and her brother were left together. William
related his thoughts in the garden. While he
spake, every look of Helen was a gleam from
heaven—every sigh the essence of prayer.
“ You have been the means of saving me,”
said William—* O how good you have been!”
Helen clasped his neck, kissed him again and
-again with the warmth of intensest love—her
eye glanced a look of perfect enjoyment—and
she exclaimed—*“1 am happy now—O kind
Redeemer ! I come to thee. My dear brother
will soon be with me.” It was too much for
Helen. Her hands loosed from William’s
neck—the quivering hectic forsook her cheek
—she gave a gentle sigh on her brother’s bo-
som—it was the last of nature—the wheel
stood still at the cistern—and her soul ascend-
ed up into heaven. ,

I shall leave the scene of this evening to
the kind reader. The old farmer, the shep-

herd boy, the servant girl, the surgeon, wept
with William; and the lamb looked up W\

g%
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fully in their faces.' The good old man at
length opened the Bible ; and they sung to-
gether these verses from the 103d Psalm.
% Sach pity as a father hath
Unto his children dear;
Like pity shows the Lord to such
As worship him In fear.
Por he remembers we are dust,
And he our frame well knows.

Frail man, his days are as the grass
As flower in field he grows:

¢ For over it the wind doth pass,
And it away is gone ;

And in the place where once it was -
Itshall no more be known.

But unto them that do him fear
God's mercy neverends;

And to their children’s children still
His righteousness extends.”

The second morning after Helen’s death,
saw her funeral moving slowly over the
heath. The day was bright and lovely; but
no one heeded its looks. The lamb followed
after the mournful procession. “ Shall I
tarn it back,” said the shepherd boy to the
farmer. “ No; poor thing,” answered
George; “It loved Helen, and it will see her
laid in her grave.” About five miles distant
was the village church-yard. The sexton
waited at the gate, and conducted them to
the new opened grave—the pall was removed
—William let down his sister’s head—the
cold clay fell from the sexton’s shovel sadly

on the coffin—the shepherd Yoy we.p\ Rowd
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—a tear ran down the wrinkled cheek of the
old farmer—the lamb bleated pittifully by his
side—William heard the clods of dust fall on
the coffin—he looked into the grave-—turned
away, and wiped his eyes—again the clay
fell—he looked back into the tomb, and wept
bitterly.—I shall go to her, but she shall not
return unto me”—was the sigh of his heart.

" The green turf was now laid on the silent
house of rest, over which William afterwards
caused a modest stone to be placed, on which
was engraved his sister’s name, with these
words of our Saviour below it. “ WEEp Nor
FOR ME, BUT WEEP FOR YOURSELVES.”

.~ Farewell, Helen! Perhaps thou dost not
hear me; but I shall pronounce thy funeral
service. Thou hast-done well. Thou didst
look with delight and gratitude on the scenery
of creation. Thou rejoiced with that which
rejoiced, and wept with that which wept.
Thy face was the home of the sober smile,
and the cheerfulness of content. This was
well. But it was merely like the sentimenta-

- list, and the philosopher, to possess a natural
charity, and cherish an affection for the low-
er works of the Creator. But thou hast done

_more. It was thy belief in Jesus Christ, as
the author and finisher of thy faith, which
gave all thy enjoyments a supernsl tehsn.

Zhou hadst no hope in thy own works—m

’ 1
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the tenderness of thy heart, or in the general

mercy of the Creator. It was the mercy of

God, reconciling the world unto himself, on
which rested all thy faith of eternal life. It
was the Spirit of God to which thou trusted
for progress in holiness, and complete sancti-
fication. It was this love of God dwelling in
thy heart—this undivided trust in the Atone-
ment, that excited all thy praise, and sustained
and comforted, and secured thee in the hour
of dissolution. Nor did this love of God—
this trust in the Saviour—this looking for the
hallowing influences of the Spirit, relax thy
own endeavours of well doing. These were
wings to thy feet, and a light to thy path of
duty. Thou didst remember thy mother’s
advice—thy Bible was open in thy hand.
Thy heart forgave the soldier—thy faithful-
ness and gratitude would not discover thy old
friend to his enemies. Thou wast the means
of persuading one soul at least into the straight
path. Thy love to thy brother was great ;
he will talk of it to thy father and mother in
the New Jerusalem. Thou wast not much
spoken of on earth. Thy tear of sympathy,
thy humility, and fervour of devotion, were
noticed little by the world. This is thy praise.
Thou wast well known in heaven. Thy name
was familiar among those who stand with

white palms in their hands, before e
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eternal throne. God loved thee, and took
thee to dwell with him for ever. Farewell.
Young reader, the same dwelling place is
open for thee. If thou hast not secured the
entrance, I counsel thee to make no delay,

for thou knowest not wkat an hour may bring
forth.



CHAPTER VIIIL

“Turn'd from the reed, that breaking

The fool that takes it for an oak; and leaning
On the arm, by which suspended worfds hang
Innumerous ; and eye upturned to where

The sun ne'er sets, where flows the font of life,
Beneath the throne of God, unshaken he stood
By all that earth can do.”

Peruars the reader wishes to know some
thing of the future fortunes of those few
friends Helen left behind her. 'We shall satis-
fy him in a very few words.

In his ninety-fifth year, the old farmer was
peacefully gathered to his fathers. The shep-
herd boy, who was the old farmer’s nephew,
and to, whom he left the most part of his sub-
stance, succeeded him in the farm, and mar-
ried the servant girl who attended Helen in
her last moments. -And often did they tell
their children, as they sat on the blazing hearth,
in the winter evenings, the simple story that
I have now related. 4

When William returned to Glasgow, his

companions were surprised at the changp
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which they noticed in his manners and con-
versation; and we think it will not be unuse-
ful to state briefly, both what means they em-
ployed to draw him back to his former habits,
and how he sat himself to resist the arguments
and temptations by which he was assailed.
His wit and talents had rendered his com-
pany peculiarly acceptable to his irreligious
companions. They had imitated and caressed
him, and showed him all those flattering marks
of distinction, of which young minds are pe-
culiarly fond. They regretted the change
which they remarked in his habits, and tried
- . every means to allure him into his former
ways. They pressed him by invitation after
invitation, to join in the parties of unhallowed
pleasure—they represented to him the unfash-
ionableness, and joylessness, of a retired and
religious life—they asked him if he meant to
spend that part of his days, which nature had
evidently designed for pleasure, in hearing ser-
mons, and reading dull books of piety—they
inquired what had become of his ambition
and hislove of gaiety and splendour—and they
wondered what had so blinded his reason, as
to make him refrain from those pleasures
which fitted his age, and to practise those
gloomy duties which were despised by all bat
- the weak and visionary, and which e thme
bad formerly treated with ridicule and oo

{
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tempt. They talked of the religious compan-
ions with whom they now saw him associa-
ting, as men of weak and superstitious minds,
and unfit for the company of one of his tal-
ents. It was unmanly in him, they said, to
play- the hypocrite; for they were sure
that one of his understanding could never be-
lieve in those absurdities, which bigots called
religion. Not satisfied with their own arts of
persuasion, they put into his hands books which
represented the Bible as full of inconsistencies,
and Christianity as an irrational superstition,
unbecoming men of enlightened minds; and
the author of those books, they extolled as
men of great intellectual reach, who had risen
far above the common prejudices of mankind,
and nobly shown, that those who follow rea-
son and nature, live the most happy, and best
fulfil the end of their being.

William had now to deny himself all the
praise and admiration of his companions, he
had now to resist all their enticements, and
arguments, and he had now to abide their
taunting and ridicule. This was no easy
task. To renounce the society and friend-
ship of those by whom he had been treated
with such flattering marks of distinction, to
become the butt of their profane wit, and to

be regarded by them as fallen into & wesk
and visionary man, whose reason had sustain-
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ed a shock—this was a hard trial. Nor was
it easy to resist these weapons of false dispute,
which in fact he himself had taught many of
them to wield. But he had an enemy within
still more powerful than these—a dreadful
and corrupt heart. The sinful habits which
he acquired were strong, and not easily bro-
ken away from. While his companions plied
him with every sort of persuasion, the vicious
inclinations which he had formerly indulged
gave greedy ear to any wicked suggestion,
and urged him to those pleasures which he
had once relished so well.

But William had now seen the exceeding
sinfulness of sin, and was determined, through
the grace of God, to abstain from all appear-
ance of evil. He did not now, as he had for-
merly done, think of resisting the enemies of
his soul by his own strength. He had tried
when he first came to town, and he saw how
he had failed. The weakness of his own re-
solutions, he had now discovered,” was no’
match, for the power of an alluring world,
and the deceit of a wicked heart. But if
‘William had thus learned to distrust himself,
he had learned also, that in the Lord Jehovah
is everlasting strength; and he went humbly
and fervently to the throne of his grace, adk-
ing the guidance of that divine Spm\, wheh

renows, and invigorates the pious energRR

10, ‘
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of the soul, and pours the light of heaven on
the eyes of the understanding. He had been
convinced that the wrath of God shall at last
awfully fall on the finally impenitent. He knew
that none of his wicked friends could stand
by him in death, and shield him from the fear
of its terrors. And above all his soul had now
tasted that God is gracious. His lips had
now got a taste of the sweetness of immor-
tality, his eye had seen the purity of heaven,
and his heart felt the joy of peace with God ;
and he had thus learned rightly to estimate
the value of his own soul. The upspeakable
love of God, which he now saw manifested
in the redemption of man by his Son, filled
his heart with love and gratitude, and con-
strained him to run in the way of his com-
mandments. His soul recoiled at the thought
of dxshénonrmg that Redeemer, who, he was
now convinced, had died to save him from ut-
ter ruin. With the love of God thus warming
his heart, with the light of his wisdom illumi-
nating his understanding, and with the power
of His grace exerted on his will, he now felt
the meaning of that saying; “When I am
weak, then I am strong He was now in-
.deed to lose the praise of men, but he felt he
had got in exchange for it the praise of God.

He had withdrawn his dependence from b~

man strength, which is weakness; \ost e
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honour of wicked men, which is disgrace;
given up those pleasures which never satisfy,
and which lead to ruin; and abandoned those
gaudy hopes, whose promises are false, for the
equipment of Almighty power, the approba-
tion of the God of truth; those enjoyments
which are pure, and never end; and those
sure expectations, which, because they are
founded on the promises of God, shall be all
fulfilled. _

It was thus that William was now prepared
for entering on the Christian warfare. And
he found that he was complete in God.
Knowing, that to shun evil company is the
best way of escaping the influence and con-
tagion of their manners, he avoided, as much
as his necessary business would permit, the
society of his former irreligious companions.
And when he was compelled to associate with
them, he maintained a serious deportment
amidst the unhallowed sportings of their pro-
fanity. He bore the shafts of their wit with
patience, and when he was pressed by their
reasonings, he was not averse sometimes to
give them a reason of the hope that was within
him. He asked them to look attentively into
their own hearts, and they would most cer-
tainly find, that their conduct, which ey
foolishly believed to be sanctioned by reason,
was in reality dictated only by wicked pe



112 - HBLEN OF THE GLEN.

sions. He urged them to read the Bible with
bumility and attention, and to compare their
own hearts with it, and they would be con-
vinced, that it was indeed a revelation from
God. And farther, he silenced their re-
proaches, by calling them to remember their
.own professions of liberality of opinion. If
they ridiculed him for maintaining his senti-
ments ; if they treated him as a hypocrite or
a visionary, they had all that bigotry, and all
those prejudices, which they so freely ascrib-
ed to him. By such conversation as this, he
gained some; others forsook his company,
and as he advanced in life, he attained that
high and enviable religious character, which

" all the good love and revere, which men in
general respect, and which the most abandon-
ed fear, rather than hate. With such happy
results, were early instructions of an affec- -
tionate mother, and the kind, and watchful
care of a tender-hearted and pious sister, re-
warded. “Verily the righteous shall not la-
bour in vain.”

In business William was prosperous—shed-
ding, in all his intercourse with the world, the
holy influence of a pious example around him.
And, during the whole of his life he was pe-
culiarly careful of the morals of young men
from the country, whom providence threw

in his way. He never married. Every some
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mer, as long as he lived, he visited the graves

of his mother and sister—staid a week or two
with the shepherd boy, now become farmer—
and it was from this place, that he was at last
carried to his grave, like a shock of corn fully

ripe.
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PREFACE.

THE lives and memories of our Christian ances-
tors, who suffered so much for the blessings of that
civil and religious liberty, which the inhabitants of
Britain now enjoy, ought, one would think, to be
peculiarly interesting and sacred to us their poste-
rity. Yet so it happens, that while the warrior,
who has drained his own country of its wealth, and
emptied it of its bravest people, to*carry devastation
and ruin over other nations, attracts the historic pen
minutely to record his deeds, and the genius of poe-
try, in lofty verse, to sing his praise,—those glo-
rious sufferers, who exposed themselves to the fury
of persecution, and like the true soldiers of Jesus
Christ, patient, persevering, and zealous, fought in
behalf of all that is dear to man, are wholly forgot-
ten by many,—their characters ridiculed, and their
actions misrepresented, by others,—and the courage
with: which they suffered for our good too little ad-
mired by all. The patriot, who takes the sword
in his hand, and, at the head of his countrymen,
makes extraordinary efforts to repel the invasion
of an enemy, or to shake the guilty despot from the
o 1*
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strongholds of his tyranny, becomes, as he deserves,
the subject of warmest eulogy; and there is not a
passage in his history which the young.and old of
his country cannot relate. But if the patriot, who
has saved his country from an enemy, or rid it of
oppression, is worthy of his laurels, is he less wor-
thy, who abandons the comforts of plenty, submits
to every privation, and offers himself to every trial,
that he may do 'his duty to God where he lives,
and hand down religion in its purity to after gene-
rations? With more pomp, indeed, are the steps of
the patriot soldier attended; but the sufferings of the
persecuted Christian bring more glory to God, and
more good to man. The one fights, that he may
secure our possesstons from plunder, and our bodies
from slavery: the other suffers, that he may pre-
serve for us an inheritance which fadeth not away,
—a peace which passeth understanding,—a liberty
which is spiritual,—and a life which is eternal.
The one fights for the reputation of his country, and
our rights as men: the other suffers for the glory
of God, and our privileges as immortal beings.
Every sigh, we know, of our persecuted ancestors
is recorded in heaven; every tear which they shed
is preserved in the bottle of God. Why, then,
should their memories not be dear to us, for whom
“ey bled, and for whom they died ?

But it is not"only that'we may pay them our

bt of gratitude that we eught to acquaint ourseives
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with their lives: it is, that we may gather humility
from their lowliness; faith from their trust in God; -
courage from their heaven-sustained fortitude;
warmth from the flame of their devotion, and hope
from their glorious success. Inthis age of peace
to the church, the love of many hath waxed cold.
Because God requires less hard service of us than
he did of our forefathers, we seem to grudge the
performance of it. To rekindle the dying embers
of zeal, and warm the heart of coldness, we know
nothing better than to peruse the lives of those who
suffered so much, and with such willingness of heart,
for those religious privileges which we now enjoy

‘in peace and security.—Youth, especially, have
need to make themselves well acquainted with their
lives; for they can scarcely fail to meet with books
in which heedless genius has held them forth to
laughter; and if they are not taught to revere them,
they will soon be taught to Rold them in ridicule.
Many of their lives, however, are either written in
so antiquated and ungainly a phraseology, as to be
nowise inviting to the youthful mind; or are blend-
ed with circumstances so extraordinaty, as to dis-
credit and destroy the effect of what is true. Itis
a belief of this which has induced me to lay before
the public the following narrative, the different parts
of which, although I do not pretend to say they
happened in the very same relation which 1 hexe
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given them, are all severally true, and such s
- quire no credence in those miracles which hav
hurt and discredited the character and actions o

" persecuted ancestors.



THE

PERSECUTED FAMILY.

-

CHAPTER L

There stands the Messenger of truth: there stands
The legate of the skies! His theme divine,

His office sacred, his credentials clear.

In doctrine uncorrupt ; in language plain,

And plain in manner; decent, solemn, chaste

And natural in gesture; much impressed

Himself, as conscious of his awful charge,

And anxious mainly that the flock he feeds

May feel it too. Affectionate in look,

And tender in address, as well becomes

A messenger of grace to guilty men.
’ CowPER.

Tae Reverend Mr. James Bruck, the head
of that family whose lives we are briefly to
record, was the youngest son of a very re-

spectable gentleman in the upper district of
Lanarkstiire. In his boyhood he gave such

~ indications of superior talent, and love of

piety and learning, as induced hs father o
educate him for the ministry. During &
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course of his studies in the University of
Glasgow, James applied himself to the vari-
ous branches of education which were then
taught, with an assiduity and success, which
proved that his father was noways wrong in
the profession he had chosen for his son. In
divine literature, to which the pious bent of
his mind, as well as his future views, directed
him chiefly, his progress was extremely rapid,
and his acquirements solid and extensive. Of
controversial theology he was by no means
ignorant ; although his mild and peaceful
mind delighted itself especially in contemplat-
ing the plain truths of the Bible, and how
they might be impressed with the happiest
effects on the souls of men. The New Testa-
ment he read continually; and his heart was
warmed with its love, and his soul fashioned
to its precepts. As his judgment was sound,
80 his feelings were strong. The history of
our Saviour’s life, and sufferings, and death,
made a most extraordinary impression on his
mind; and while he read, and loved, and
adored, his soul took on the likeness of the
great Testator, in the holy simplicity of his
character, in resignation to the will of God,
in devotion to the duties of religion, and in
love to mankind. To those acquirements,
~vithout which a minister is ill fitted for his

ice, he added a pretty extensive knowledge
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of philosophy and books of taste ; and withal
he was not an unsuccessful student of the hu-
man heart.

The romantic scenery amidst which his
childhood had been nursed, had strongly
imaged on his mimd the pure objects of na-
ture ; and, following his own propensity, as
well as imitating the writers of the Bible, he
made ample use of them, in summoning them
forth to bear witness to God’s power, and
wisdom, and goodness, and in illustrating by
them the doctrines of the gospel.

With a mind thus prepared, in his twenty-
sixth year, Mr. Bruce received a call from
the inhabitants of 8——— (a small village on
the water of Ayr) and its neighbourhood to
to be their minister. The call, as every mi-
nister of sincere heart would wish, was cor-
dial and unanimous. The situation of the vil-
lage, although this was only a secondary con-
sideration with Mr. Bruce, was such as pecu-
liarly concorded with his feelings and desires.
Placed in a sequestered hollow, through which
the Ayr led his stream, winding pleasantly,.
covered with hills, which rose abruptly on
every side, giving root to the beech, the oak,
and the birch, which interwove their varied
robes in Nature’s taste, the little village seemed
to be the very home of pensive goodness and
boly meditation. These things urged Wm\o
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accept the call. Above all, that he might be
like his Saviour, continually engaged in his
heavenly Father’s work, instructing the igno-
rant, and training immortal spirits for heaven,
he gladly complied with the invitation, and
was, accordingly, settled among them.

Soon after this settlement, he married Miss
Eliza Inglis, the daughter of a gentleman who
lived in the neighbourhood of Mr. Bruce’s
father. This marriage was the result of a
long-nourished affection, founded on like tastes
and like desires. As they had spent their
childhood and youth near one another, they
became early acquainted, and early attached
to each other. Miss Ingliss, as she grew up,
added to a handsome person, and an engaging
countenance, the prudence and industry of
domestic management, as well as some. of
those more liberal acquirements, fitted to ren-
der her a proper companion for a person of
learning and taste. But what had attached
Mr. Bruce to her, and what was still the charm
that bound his heart closer and closer to her’s,
was the natural tenderness of her soul, and
the meek loveliness of her piety. It was this
holy kind-heartedness, this simplicity of na-
ture, added to the humility of the Christian,

that threw enchantment into her look, and
made her the more beloved, the more she was:

nown. ) :
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Such was the young lady, whom, in her
twenty-fourth year, Mr. Bruce made the part-
ner of his life. Her good report had reached
the village before her, and she was received
with joy. The meekness and innocence of
her countenance was a passport into the hearts

‘of all with whom she conversed; and the

young.-as well as the old, the rich as well as
the poor, applauded Mr. Bruce’s prudent
choice ; and, no doubt, conscious as he was of
this world’s vanity, he pictured to himself a
long perspective of she purest and sweetest
of earthly felicity. And, indeed, if youth and
health, the comforts of plenty, wedded affec-
tion, mutual and fondly cherished, founded
on the best of motives, and strengthened and
tempered by the influences of religion, toge-
ther with the esteem and love of neighbours,
and peace with ourself and our Maker, could
warrant any man to hope for much and long-
lasting happiness under the sun, surely Mr.
Bruce might well entertain this hope.

In the pulpit, Mr. Bruce was truly the mes-
senger of God. He knew the dignity of his
office. and its awful responsibility ; and, re-
gardless of the face of man, with an earnest-

. ness which was of the heart, and with a voice,

and look. and gesture, which suited themselves
at all times to his subject, he made known the

momentous commandments with whca s

2
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master had entrusted him, and enforced the
practice of them. Although he was by no
means remiss in setting before his flock the
terrors of God’s wrath, which shall awfully
fall on the finally impenitent, his natural mild-
ness of disposition rather led him to enlarge
on the eternal love of God, manifested in the
scheme of redemption; and to allure his peo-
ple from the evil of their ways, by painting
the beauties of holiness, bringirg home to
their minds the joy of peace with God, and
pointing their eye away to the rewards of im-
mortality. He rather drew his flock after
him, as with the suasive of irresistible melody,
than drove them into the strait path, by the
frownings of offended justice, and the threat-
enings of coming vengeance.

The abstract doctrines of Chnstlamty he
did not leave untaught; but he urged inces-
santly the practice of heart-felt godliness, faith
in Jesus Christ, love, to God, and charity to
man. He never thought of wasting time, and
defrauding his hearers, by heaping together
numberless meanings for one passage of scrip-
ture, or proving what no one ever doubted, or
in endeavouring to bring to the level of human
capacity those truths of revelation which In-
finity alone can fully understand, and which
we are rather commanded to believe than

omprehend. He did not so much give rea-
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son after reason, to prove why God had a
right to enjoin this or that duty, because he
knew that few doubted this right, as he set
himself to persuade his flock to the doing of it.
What is praetical in Christianity, he exhorted
his people to practise ; what is subjeot of cre-
dence merely, he believed, and taught others
the reasonableness of believing it, and its in-
fluence on the heart and life ; and instead of
bewildering himself, and producing doubt and
darkness in the minds of his auditors, by en-
tering boldly, like many divines, on the ex-
planation of what is, in itself, incomprehensi-
ble, he stood still, and believed, and adored,
and took from it a lesson of humility.

But what, in his public ministrations, drew
every ear into attention, and, through the
blessing of God, produced such effects on the
heart, was not more the soundness of his doc-
trines, than the earnestness of his persuasions.
His was not the cold-hearted addregs of for-
mality, which suits so ill a servant of the ever-
earnest Jesus. He seemed to know the worth
of an immortal soul, and the value of eternal
happiness; and he pleaded for God and truth,
—for man’s welfare here and hereafter, as
one would plead for the life of an only son.
He taught, he warned, he rebuked, he com-
forted, with his whole heart; and waa wo%
ashamed, that, like his great Master, (he \eass
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of love and holy sorrow should be sometimes
seen weeping down his cheek.

His daily manners suited his character in
the pulpit. He was grave, decorous, and af-
fable ; dignified without loftiness, and familiar
without meanness. He disgusted not the old
by levity, nor terrified the young by austerity.
Regarding himself as the spiritual father of
his flock, and naturally kind, he made the in-
terest of all his own. The child, as well as
the man of grey hairs, found in him a cheer-
ful friend and a pleasant instructor. Mr.
Bruce spent much of his time in visiting from
house to house ; a duty enjoined by the Bible,
which the ministers of the seventeenth cen-
tury scem to have recognized, or at least prac-
tised, better than those of the nineteenth. Al-
though his learning and eultivated manners
ma:le him noways disagreeable to the higher
circles, and his duty sometimes called him to
mingle with them, yet you would not always
have seesp him in the train of the wealthy, or
seated bye the table of luxury. He went
about comforting the broken-hearted, infusing
the balm of heavenly comfort into the wound-
ed soul, and administering here and there, out
of his little income, to the wants of the needy.
He entered into the hut of widowed loneli-
ness, and took his station by the bed of poverty
in distress. The dying saint saw him enter
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his chamber, and caught brighter views of the
land beyond the grave from his conversation,
and felt his faith increase in the earnestness
of his prayers. Nor did he pass by the house
where the wicked man lay on his bed of
death ; but drew near his couch, and laboured
with admonition, with prayer, with entreaty,
to turn the sinner’s eye to the cross of Christ,’
and save his soul from death. His character’
was, indeed, a model which his parishioners
might have imitated with as much safety as
obeyed the doctrines which he taught. He
never thought of preaching humility, and yet
walking in the stately steps of pride ; of re-
commendmg purity of heart, and yet indulg-
mg in the pleasures of sense; and of eulogis-
ing and enforcing charity, and yet shutting his
own ear to the cry of want.

While Mr. Bruce was thus engaged, feed-
ing his flock, and endéaring himself to them
by his constant vigilance for their welfare, he
enjoyed the utmost domestic peace and hap-
piness. Mrs. Bruce’s prudent management
saved him from all trouble with household af-
fairs. His stipend was small; but she regu-
lated her expenses accordingly. His manse,
like many of the clergymen’s houses in those
days, was when he came to it,a very incon-
venient and dull-looking building; and ‘ted
been suffered, besxdes, to fall into sad dlwre~

= ‘
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pair by the former incumbent, who had lived
a single life, and, although peculiarly careful
of his charge, had minded little about the com-
forts of his own house. The rain found its
way plentifully through the ragged roof: the
windows had, in many instances, exchanged
their glass panes for boards, or something still
less befitting, and were nearly darkened by
the honeysuckle and rose-trees, which had
been left to spread at will. To the walls, too,
clambered the dock and the nettle; and the
little plot, which gently sloped from the door
to the river, was so overgrown with brush-
wood and weeds of every description, that:
the passage to the stream, in that direction,
was almost shut up. The inside of the house
was in no better a state. The cornice and
plaster, in many places, had fallen from the
walls : the floor was so decayed, as to endan-
ger the fall of those who"walked on it;. and
# the closets and bed-rooms spiders and other
vermin had long taken up their abode.

As Mr. Bruce was generally beloved, the
heritors, of their own accord, fell about repair-
ing his house; and, under Mrs. Bruce’s care,
every thing about the manse soon assumed a
livelier and more handsome appearance. The
vermin were driven from their settlements,
the windows filled with glass, and every thing
within assorted with taste and eleganee. The
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mprovement was not less conspicuous with-
out. The little plot before the house was
cleaned of its brambles and weeds, and as-
sumed the smoothness of a bowling-green
the dock and nettle were uprooted ; and the
rose and honeysuckle, although preserved
with care, were now taught to bend their
branches in subordination to taste and useful-
ness. The broad stone, which lay immediate-
ly before the front door, and which had been
hid under a thick coat of dirt, was clean gpd
washed ; and, indeed, all without looked so
cheerful, orderly, and comfortable, as well be-
spoke the peace, and concord, and happiness,
that dwelt within. So inviting the honest
dwelling looked, that the traveller would not
have passed it, without wishing to see its in-
habitants; and the weary wanderer would
have approached the door, in confidence of a
kind welcome to nouPishment and repose.
-Mr. Bruce, as we have observed, as he had
no need; gave himself no trouble ‘about house-
hold affairs. His hours of leisure, which were
indeed but few, were therefore spent in some
innocent amusement. At these times, Mrs.
Bruce was always ready to attend him. Her
conversation, cheerful and varied, never failed
to refresh his mind when it had been exhaust-
ed by study, and to restore it to tranquillity
when it had been disturbed by any unpleas-
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ing occurrence. Mr. Bruce was very fond
of the simple songs of his country; and al-
though his wife’s voice was not surprisingly
fine, or her management of it very tasteful,
her singing would have pleased any one who
admired simplicity and feeling. But her hus-
band was delighted : for he gazed on her with
eyes of the tenderest affection while she sung
to him the sweet melodies of Scotland. Some-
times they read together in some useful and
enfertaining book,—sometimes they walked
by the banks of the Ayr, enjoyving the loveli-
ness of nature, and giving audience to the
song of the thrush and the blackbird, that
from the birch or hawthorn joined their min-
strelsy to the mellow pipe of the wind and the
purling voice of the stream.

To all thesc enjoyments were added, first a
son, and afterwards a dagghter; the one, An-
drew, as every body said, the very image of
his father ; the other, Mary, no less the like-
ness of her mother. Eager to instruct all,
Mr. Bruce was doubly so with regard to his
own children. e observed with a father’s
and a Christian’s eye the opening of their in-
fant faculties, and, at an early hour, shed upon
them the light of truth; and spared no pains
*o warm their young and tender hearts with

3 to God and religion. He taught them
mes the way to heaven, setting their faces
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‘thitherward : and it pleased God to bless his
teaching, and render it effectual. He taught
them love to one another and to their fellow-
creatures : and he turned she attention of their
minds to those pleasing and sublime ideas
which the objects of nature are fitted to pro-
duce.

Andrew, who seemed to resemble his father
in his mental as well as corporeal parts, was
early designed for the ministry. His educa-
tion was, therefore, taken chiefly under ghe
father’s eye; while Mary learned the more
gentle and delicate accomplishments, befitting
her character, from her mother: and never.
had parents more comfort in instructing and
watching over their offspring. They loved
their parents, and did every thing to please
them: they loved each other, feared God, and
delighted in obeying his will. They increased
. daily in knowledge and stature, growing up
like well-watered plants which the Lord hath
blessed. The rose of healt} bloomed on their
cheeks, and the sacred spirit of religion looked
already from their eyes. .

Religion! thou art happiness. Thou in-
fusest the calm of heaven into the bosom of
man, and pourest into his heart the sweetness
of celestial enjoyment. Thou hast, indeed,
special rewards to give in the land of glory.
There thou openest the arms of ever\astng

=
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felicity to receive all thy followers at last in-
to the fulness of its embrace: there thou se-
curest them a place by the font of original
life. But thou art even here infinitely supe-
rior to every other thing in the purity and
sweetness of thy enjoyments. Thou art thy-
self fair as the light of God; and thou stamp-
est on all the pleasures of thy sons the imagery
of heaven, and minglest them with the relishes
of immortality. Woe unto him that seeketh
hisghappiness apart from thee! He shall be
miserably disappointed. :



CHAPTER IL

Unpractised he to fawn, or to seek for power

By doctrines fashioned to the varying hour;

Far other aims his heart had learned to prize,

More skilled to raise the wretched, than to rise.

To them his heart, his love, his griefs, were given,

But all his serious thoughts had vent in heaven. -
As some tall cliff, that lifts its awful form,

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm,
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread,
Eternal sunshine settles on its head.

FourTEEN years had passed over this happy
family, when the Restoration threatened the
overthrow of the Scottish Church. Charles,
advised by his English and Irish ministers
Clarendon and Ormond, and latterly by Lau-
derdale, secretary for Scotland, introduced
the episcopal form of-worship into Scotland.
Patronage was renewéd ; and the clergy were
required to procure a presentation from their
patyons, and collation from their bishops,—to
acknowledge their authority, and the spiritual
supremacy of the king. The clergy in the
northern districts comphed without hesita-
tion; but their more pious and zealous breth-
ren in the west, however willing they toight

be to submit to and support the civil authonty
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of the king, rejected his spiritual supremacy,
refused submission to the episcopalian judica-
tories, and preferred rather to suffer the ex-
tremity of persecution, than to sacrifice what
they deemed the truth and their duty to God.
The people were no less averse from this en-
croachment on their religious privileges, and
resolved to imitate their pastors, whose en-
gaging familiarity, and sanctity of manners,
had gained them the esteem and love of their
flocks.

But if they had determined to suffer rather
than renounce the covenant and their beloved
presbytery, the bishops, who had now got all
power in Scotland into their hands, determin-
ed no less the destruction of both. Burnet,
Archbishop of Glasgow, and the apostate
Sharpe, Primate of St. Andrews, with a
cruelty little becoming mitred heads, prepared
to carry this into effect. Ambulatory courts
were established, on the principles of the In-
quisition, in which the bishops were the judges
of those whom they wished to destroy. No
regard was had to remonstrance, or entreaty,
or even to evidence. To these courts the
military were subordinate, and instructed to
carry their resolutions, which were often
formed in the midst of riot and drunkenness,
into execution. By this procedure, three hun-

dred and fifty clergymen Were €greted frow
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their livings in the severity of winter, and
driven, with their families, to seek shelter
among the peasants. The most ignorant and
vicious of their northern brethren, who scru-
pled at no compliance, were thrust, by the
strong hand of powerinto their places. The
ignorance and shameful lives of these apos-
tates from the covenant, who were now me-
tamorphosed into curates, disgusted the peo-
ple on whom they had been forced. Their
doctrines had none of that heavenly relish
which suitetl the taste of those who had been
formerly taught by the best and most affec-
tionate of men. Their churches were desert-
ed; and the people went into the mountains
in search of that water of life which no longer
flowed from the pulpits.

But this was only the beginning of their
trials. Their pastors were soon forbidden to
preach even in the fields, or to approach with-
in twenty miles of thei¥ former charges; and
all the people, as well as their pastors, who
were not prepared to abjure their dearest
rights, and to submit to the most galling and
iniquitous civil and religious despotism, were
denounced as traitors, and doomed to capital
punishment. To admit any one who refused
compliance into shelter,—to favour his escape,
or not to assist in apprehending him,—sub
jected the person so convicted to the sam
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punishment. To this, military persecution
succeeded. They were both the judges and
the executioners. The very forms of justice
were now wholly abandoned. Gentlemen,
and peasants, and ministers, were driven out
to wander among the morasses and moun-
tains of the country,—were crowded into jails,
sent into exile and slavery,—and multitudes
were daily writhing in the torture, or perish-
ing on the gibbet. Rapes, robberies, and
every species of outrage, were oommltted by
the soldiers with impunity.—The West of Scot-
land was red with the blood of its own inha-
bitants, shed by their own countrymen. The
spirits of darkness seemed to have entered in-
to the bosoms of the persecutors, and to ac-
tuate all their doings. They appeared to de-
light in cruelty, and in shedding the blood of
the innocent. But the glorious sufferers, rely-
ing on the goodness of their cause, and hoping
in the promises of God, opposed sanctity of
life to licentiousness and riot: the spiritual
weapons of truth to the swords of their ene-
mies ; patient endurance, to fatigue, and want,
and torture ; and calm resignation to the most
ignominious deaths. And, truly, they suffered
not or bled in vain. God at last, gave them
the victory over all their enemies, and through

hem secured to us the religious privileges we

is day enjoy. From this short sketch of
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the times, which we thought necessary, to ex-
plain what shall afterwards occur, we return
to that family which we left so happy.

Among those clergymen who ‘bravely re-
fused compliance with the iniquitous orders
of government was Mr. Bruce. Although na-
turally mild, an uncommon lover of good or-
der, and ready, at all times, to impress on his
flock the duty and submission to all the law-
ful commands of the civil authorities, he could
‘not think for a moment of violating his con-
science, and of teaching his people to violate
theirs, by forsaking what he deemed his duty
to his heavenly Master. But there was only
‘one alternative.—Either he must comply with
the sinful and tyrannical requirements of the
bishops, in whose hands the civil power was,
or relinquish his pastoral sharge, and quit his
house and his living. Mr. Bruce was not a
man to hesitate whether to seek the praise of
men or the praise of God. 'On the last Sab-
bath on which it was permitted him to enter
his pulpit, he thus took farewell of his dear
flock.— :

“You know, my dear friends,” said he,
“what orders I have received from the bish-
ops, who possess, for the time, the civil as
well as the ecclesiastical aathority. I am re-
quired to acknowledge the king as suprewe
bead of the church ; to submit to the dorrsen
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jurisdiction of the bishops; to be re-ordained,
and converted into a curate; and to introduce
the episcopal mode of worship into this church.
In a word, 1 am to renounce presbytery H
preach, not as the Bible and my conscience
direct. me, but accordmg to the wishes of a
drunken and licentious court, and the dictates
of a self-interested and domineering priest-
hood. And all this I am enjoined to do, or
leave you, my house, and my living.

“You cannot but know that I have deter-
mined on this last. I have not so learned my
duty, as not to be able to sacrifice a little of this
world’s comfort for conscience sake: and I
would rather that my tongie should be for
ever dumb, than that it should utter one word
from this sacred place, merely to please men
in power, and secuf®e my own worldly grati-
fication. I can part with the comforts of a
home; but how can I part with you, my
dear fnends" We have lived together in the
bonds of love. Every one of you is endeared
to me by some particular kindness given or
received. I have watched over the childhood
of many of you, and how see you advancing
in the knowledge of religion as you grow up
to manhood. Others of you I have seen grow-
ing grey with years; and I have endeavoured
to smooth your way, and stay your steps down

the slope of time. Al of you \ have caxed
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for,—all of you I have 8et my heart upon,—
all of you have been to me as fathers or sons,
as brothers or sisters. How can I part with
you, my beloved flock? How ®an I leave
you like sheep without a shepherd, and like
sheep in the midst of ravening wolves? Q
God!” he exclaimed, and the people rose up
as if by enchantment; “ O God! who seest
my heart, thou knowest what love I bear to
this people: thou knowest how dear their
souls are to me. O hear my cry! keep them
from the evil of the world, from the snares
which are laid for their feet; and if they
should never hear the word of life from my
lips again; if thou hast, in thy wise provi-
dence, wandering and weeping prepared for
them, O Father! so watch over their souls,
that I may meet them all at last by the right
hand of their Saviour and my Savxour, of
their God and my God. Father in heaven,
into thy hands we commit our immortal spi-
rits I”

When he had thus spoken, he sat down in
the pulpit, and wept bitterly. Nor did he
weep alone. The man of grey hairs wept,
and the child sobbed by his side. And when
they looked to the holy man, whose sorrow
was all for them,—and when they turned their
eyes to the seat, where his wife sat, Hathed W
tears, and her children, Andrew and Wary,

g
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*
weeping aloud, and looking up to their father,
—and when they thought, that they were to
be driven ousfrom their happy home, to wan-
der in poverty,—again their, tears flowed, and
again they looked and wept.

Mr. Bruce was the firsi o recover some
degree of composure. He begged his sor-
rowing audience not to give themselves up to
‘vain lamentations; but rather to be thankful
for the comfortable days they had spent toge-
ther: to be puiting their hope and their con-
fidence in God; and to be preparing for the
sufferings to which ii was likely théy would
soon be exposed. In surveying the aspect of
the times, he said, he bhad no doubt that the
entire destruction of the presbyterian church
was mediiated; and a severe persecution, he
had every reason to believe; whe.about to
commenee, in which their faith and their
patience would be put to a severe trial. He
advised them to he as inofiensive as possible
to the civil powers, and to give prompt and
cordial obedience to all their lawful com-
mands; but exhorted them rather to suffer,
than renounce the covenant, or make the
smallest compliance in violation of their own
consciences,—assuring them, 2t the same time,
if they suffered now, they would rejoice here-
after. God would remember every sigh, and

treasure up all their tears in hisbowle. Toex
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patient endurance would tire out the arm of
versecution. They would thus leave the bless-
ings of religious liberty to their posterity ; and
if they themselves suffered to the’ death, they
would be rewarded in heaven with a crown
of life.

After, this valedictory admonition, and en-
couragement, having recommended his flock
again to the care of Heaven, he descended
from the pulpit, amidst the weepings of his
congregation ; and when he had, with diffi-
culty, withdrawn himself from them, he re-
tired with his wife and children, to his house.

In the pulpit, Mr. Bruce had carefully avoid-
ed making any allusion to his own family. His
feelings of sorrow, on their account, were of
that deep and sacred kind, which we rather
wish to shut up in the sanctuary of our own
bosoms, than trust to the sympathy of the
most confiding friendship. How could he see
her, who had been long the companion of his
life, endcared to him by every tie that can
draw kindred souls into the closest fellowship,
—aher who had been ever used to the comforts
of plenty,—driven from a home which she had
made so comfortable, exposed to fatigue, to
houseless wandering, and, perhaps, to want
itself? How could he see his dear children,
whom she had nursed so tenderly, 3 n
whom resided his dearest earthly hopes, tura- -
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ed out, unable, as they were, to provide for
themselves, on the sympathies of the world ?
He knew, indeed, that as long as he and his
family were permitted to wander among his
flock, they would be in no danger of want:
but it was easy to read, from the face of the
times, that even this would soon be ,denied
them; and he already saw his family, in the
forward eye of imagination, suffering under
all the evils of insult and beggary.

,On this subject he had not dared hitherto
to enter, even to Mrs. Bruce. She observed
it, and was well aware of the cause; and, an-
xious to relieve his feelings, on the Sabbath
evening, while they sat in their snug parlour,
gazing in silent dejection on their children,
she thus began the conversation.—

" “Do not be so sorrowful on our account,
dear James,” she said. “I have shared in all
your enjoyments, and I can suffer with you
too; and so can these children. We may
have many hardships to encounter; but we
will have the approbation of our own minds:
we will have the protection of that God in
whom we have always trusted ; and we know
that he will not suffer any thing effectually to
hurt us. We will have your love, my dear
James; and we shall still be happy in sharing
Yyour trials, and soothing your cares.”
“Dearest Eliza,” said Mr. Bruce, “ you ue
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indeed right. God will be our protector:
why should we hesitate to cast ourselves upon
his care? I could have easily made up my
mind to this trial, but for you and these child-
ren. But why should I cast one lingering
look on these comforts, which my Master bids
me leave? He can protect you as well as me.
Under his guidance we are safe. To-morrow
we quit this house, which is to be occupied
by another; and let us quit it without a mur-
mur. What is the threatening or indulgence
of this world to us? What are its joys or its
pains? To do our duty to God, our Creator
and Redeemer, to love, to honour, and to
obey him,—this is sufficient for us. He will
see that no evil befal us.”

Here Mr. Bruce paused for a little, and
then proceeded thus.—

“But let us act with prudence, my dear
Eliza. Might it not be proper for you and
the children to go and live with your friends
at Lanark for the present? You will then
have a settled home; and I am sure you will
be kindly treated. For my own part, I am
resolved to continue among my flock, and to
take every opportunity of serving their spiri-
taal interests.” -

“No, no,” said Mrs. Zruce; “vwe will not
leave you. .1 am determined to suffer witn
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you. Nothing but death shau
you.”

“But these children,” se™ _:ir. %-
% think of them, dear Eliza.”

“They are stout and healthy,” replied Mrs.
Bruce; “and you shall see how cheerfully
they will submit to every thing, rather than

t with you. Will you leave your father,
Andrew? Will you, Mary ?”

« No, no,” they both exclaimed ; and, weep-
ing, clasping their hands about their father’s
neck, alarmed to hear their mother spea.k of
their leaving him. :

Andrew was at this time in his thirteenth
year, a fine smart-looking boy ; stout at his
age, his hair black and bushy, and his eye full,
dark, and penetrating. Of his talents we have
already spoken. They were of a high order ;
and, under his father’s assiduous culture, he
had already made considerable progress in
learning. Indeed, his acquirements of every
kind were beyond his years. His father was
his only companion, as well as instructor; so
that his attention had thus been .turned, at all
times, to something useful. His susceptible
mind had rapidly imbibed his father’s ideas,
and, in fact, had already stored up most of his
knowledge. In piety, in the love of learning,
in the amiableness of his disposition, Andrew
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nioid 74 ey fther; but his mind gave indi-

~ ~sofirore boldness and originality. In-
- anp@nendvit eady appeared in him a decision
G -racter, u stéady adherence to his resolu-
tions :and a firm perseverance in the pursuit
of;; whatever caught his attention, which, in
union with his religious spirit, promised a life
of the highest usefulness.

Mary, who was now in her eleventh year,
with cheelss fair and rosy, a fine soft blue eye,
and a profusion of golden ringlets lowing on
her. shoulders, had all the light-hearted gaity,
and innocent loveliness, which girls, properly
educated, generally have at that age. Im-
pressed thus early with the sacredness of reli-
gion, its purity seemed to beam from her eye.
Her love to her relations was in proportion to
her tenderness of heart. To please her moth-
er, her father, and her brother, to hear them
say she had done well, made her happy. A
fairer and a sweeter plant hath nature no-
where : and, in the retirement of the secluded
manse, she looked like one -of those flowers
which the traveller may sometimes meet in
the desert, so"lovely, that he cannot feel in his
heart to pull it, and yet knows not how to
leave it behind.

Mr. Bruce, perceiving it was needless to say
any thing more about his family leaving hm,
turned their attention, for a considerab\e \\me,
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to those truths of the Christian religion wh
are best fitted to prepare us for bearing chan;
and trials with fortitude and resignation. A
then the family, after joining, as usual, in
worship of God, withdrew to repose.



CHAPTER IIL.

He stablishes the strong, restores the weak,
Reclaims the wanderer, binds the broken heart,
And, armed himself in panoply complete

Of heavenly temper, furnishes with arms
Bright as his own, and trains by every rule
Of holy discipline, to glorious war,

The sacramental host of God’s elect!

. CoOWPER.

Eazwy on the Monday morning, Mr. Bruce
and his family arose ; and, having committed
_their way to God, prepared to leave their
house. The furniture was dispersed among
the neighbours, except a few articles neces-
sary for their comfort, which were sent to
Braeside, a farm-house, situated in a romantic
glen, about four miles from the village, whi-
ther Mr. Bruce had chosen to retire. Every
thing was soon put in order for their depar-
ture.
And now the venerable pastor, with.An-
drew and Mary, holding each other by the
hand, before him, and his wife by his side,
slowly and silently left the manse. The two
youngsters tript on cheerfully, happy encugh
that they were going with thgir paxenia.

1 :
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Mrs. Bruce could not be very sad when her
husband was by her side ; and the minister
had prepared himself too well for this event,
to shew much uneasiness. Yet neither he
nor his wife could help dropping a tear as they
passed the church, and entered the street of
the little village, through which their road lay.
But the grief of the villagers was excessive.
They saw their spiritual guide, their comfort-
er, their adviser, their friend, in the coldness
and severity of a winter morning, ‘with his
wife and children, driven from his comforta-
ble dwelling, and about to leave them. Would
he assemble them no more on,the Sabbath, to
refresh their souls with the water of life?
‘Would they see him no more going from door .
to door through the village, relieving the poor,
comforting the sick, and instructing all?
What hardships would these children, and
that amiable woman, who, although by no
means unhealthy, appeared to them so deli-
cate, have probably to endure! And was his
pulpit to be filled, and his house and living
seized, by some time-serving, cold-hearted
stranger {

Full of these sorrowful thoughts, every in-
habitant of the village, both old and young
crowded about Mr. Bruce and his family. So
anxious was every one to be near their be-

loved minister, that they esgerly pressed Sov-
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_ward, and often compelled him to stop. He
“conjured them to leave him : but it was not
till they had accompanied him more than a
mile out of the village, that he could prevail
on them to think of parting with him. Here
he shook hands with each of them ; exhorted
them to avoid all evil ; and lifted up his voice
and blessed them, wlnle they stood drowned
in tears.

Now Mr. Bruce and his family, with a few
who had determined to accompany him, set
forward to Braeside, while the villagers and
peasants returned to their homes, sorrowing
in heart, and determined rather to suffer all,
-than make any compliance to an ecclesiasti-
cal government, which had begun so harshly.
Such were many of the people, and such ma-
ny of their pastors, whom the unwise politi-
cians of those times thought to force into their
measures by the violence of their persecution.

Mr. Hill, the farmer of Braeside, a warthy
old bachelor, had rendered his house as com-
fortable as he possibly could for the reception
of the new-comers; and, with what articles
they bronght along with them, and with Mrs.
Bruce’s ready hand, under which every thing
about a house seemed at once to take its pro-
per place, they found themselves, although not
very well lodged, yet ‘as well as they hed ex-
pected. The house, however, like most of e
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farm-houses in those days, had only two apart-
ments, a kitchen and a spence, as the room
was called. The room Mr. Hill gave them
up entirely, and the kitchen was common to
him and them. Mr. Bruce had been deprived
of his stipend due for the preceding year.
It had been alwayssmall. He was by nature,
as well as principle, generous and charitable,
and had, therefore, saved no money. It was
evident that he must now depend for his sub-
~ sistence on the free-will offerings of his peo-
ple; and in these they were not backward.
Although Mr. Hill was able and willing enough
to support the family for some time, this he
was not permitted to do. Scarcely a day
passed but some of Mr. Bruce’s flock arrived
at Braeside, with what they could spare for
their pastor (for such they still considered
him) and his family. They had thus a plenti-
ful supply of all the necessaries of life. 'The
education of Andrew and Mary went on as
usual. Mr. Bruce preached in the houses of
the peasants, or the open fields, on Sundays.
Mrs. Bruce was kinder than ever to her hus-
band, and almost as cheerful. Andrew and
Mary were healthy and content ; and, indeed,
while they were permitted to remain at Brae-
side, they had not much to complain of.
Meantime, the violence of persecution every
day increased. 'The ejected clergy were for.
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bidden to preach even in the fields: the peo-
ple, under the severest penalties, were forbid-
den to shelter them, or even to give them a
morsel of bread. People of all ranks and con-
ditions in life, who would not comply with
the tyranny of the times, were driven from
their houses, and were every day perishing
by the hand of the executioner.

The curates, who had been thrust into the
livings of the West, were the most active in
informing against the covenanters. The zeal
and austere morals of the former pastors were
a continual reproach on the vicious habits and
indolegt’ dispositions of many of those pro-
phets of Baal, as they were, not unfitly, call-
ed; and they wished to have that example,
which they were unwilling to imitate, out of
their sight.

Mr. Macduff, the curate who had been put
into Mr. Bruce’s place, was a Highlander, and
really understood the English language, as
well as the Scotch, so ill, that the peasants
among whom he was settled, had they been
willing to hear him, could have understood lit-
tle of what he said. He was a robust, hunts-
man-looking young fellow, as ignorant of
books, and all sorts of learning, as he was in-
decorous in character. He -hunted, fowled,
drank with the officers who were stationed W
the village, and, in fact, did almost every thing,

. 4*
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but what was becoming a’clergyman. The
parishioners regarded him with horror, and
fled from his presence as they would have
done from a beast of prey. In no place in
Scotland were the curates well attended ; but
Macduff’s church was entirely deserted.
Neither threats nor entreaties could induce as
many to collect on a Sabbath as to give the
appearance of an audience. And, what has
been, perhaps, seldom attempted in any other
place, soldiers went every Sabbath morning,
through the village, and, with bayonets on
their guns, compelled a half score or dozen of
the inhabitants into the church, whexg they
sat, with countenances of disgust and horror,
while the unsacerdotal curate went most inde-
corously through the cold and formal service
of the day, Mr. Macduff had, however, abun-
dance of that pride which is founded in igno-
rance: was naturally cruel: devoted to the
wicked government, because he could expect
only to be countenanced by such : obsequious
to every mandate of the bishops, because from

them he held his living ; and, withal, possess--

ed of an unbounded hatred to the covenan-
ters, because he knew, if they prevailed, he
would soon be displaced.. These qualifica-
tions rendered him fit enough for the purposes
‘or which his superiors had chiefly designed
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him. They were, to harass and destroy the
presbyterians.
_ To assist the curates in gathering informa-
tion of the resorts and convénticles of the co-
ters, spies were numerously employed.
Se¢metimes they mingled with the people, pro-
fessing themselves to be their zealous friends :
sometimes they went through in the character
of travelling-merchants; and sometimes they
assumed the garb of shepherds, that they might
thus conceal their true character, and there-
fore be admitted more freely into the designs
of the covenanters. Sharpe had multitudes
of these in his pay, scattered over the country.
And it is not surprising that they brought in
abundance of information, when we consider
that many of them—and those the vilest and
most worthless of men—were paid in peopor-
tion to the number of accusations they pre-
ferred. These spies, as long as the covenan-
ters were brought to any thing like trial, were
always witnesses at hand, ready to swear any
thing against them.

Two of these wretches, in the pay of
Sharpe, were entertained by Mr. Macduff.
Every day they traversed, in one character
or other, the surrounding country, and always
returned with abundance of information. All
‘was believed, or, at least, pretended to be be-
lieved, that they reported; and the wo\dew,
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- with them for guides, were sent forth, to plun-
der, to apprehend, to torture, or to kill, all
whom those scoundrels accused of presbyte-
rianism, which # those days was termed se-
dition.

Mr. Bruce and his family shared in the jn-
creasing calamities of the times. After resid-
ing a twelvemonth at Braeside, they were
compelled to betake themselves to a wander-
mg life. Now sheltered in some barn: now
in some shepherd’s hut; and now exposed,
without cover, to all sorts of weather. The
minister, especially, and his son, who almost
always accompanied him, wére often com-
pelled to hide themselves in the caves and
wild glens of the country. The place whither
they most frequently resorted was a cave on
the banks of the Ayr, about five miles above
the village. It had been formed in the preci-
pitous banks by the hands of men, as a hiding-
place in the former troublous times of Scot-
land, and was roomy enough for admitting five

_ orsix persons. The entrance to this retreat

- was by rude and.difficult steps, cut out of the
stone ; and over its mouth, concealing it from
the view, hung the straggling branches of the
birch and hazel, that had struck their-roots
into the seams of the freestone rock. Two
or three rude seats, some straw and blankets,

made up the furniture of the cave. Were Mr.
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Bruce and Andrew, and, indeed, Mrs. Bruce
and Mary too, often concealed themselves;
and hither, in the darkness of the night, did
the peasants of the surrounding country come
with food for their worthy pastor and his fa-
mily, and to receive, in return, instruction, ad-
vice, and comfort. b

This Mr. Bruce gave them with all the pru-
dence of a wise man, and all the earnestness
of a serious Christian. He exhorted them to
have all their trust in God; to bear up, with
becoming cheerfulness, against the severe trials
to which they ygpre exposed. He called them
to remember how much Christ had suffered
when he was in the world, and with what
calmness and -resignation he endured it all.
He warned them to beware of attempting any
thing against the government ; well knowing, -
however much he might despise the exploded
doctrine of non-resistance, that the covenan-
ters, deprived as they were of the gentlemen
of their party, who were mostly in prison,
could make no head against their oppressors,
supported by a strong military force. He
counselled them to oppose patience and hope
to the swords of their persecutors ; assuring
them, that God would at length interfere in
their behalf. And, above all, he comforted
and sustained the minds of the poor, hunted,
liouseless peasantry, by often directing: the\r

|
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hopes to the rewards of immortality. Nor
did he destroy the effect of his teaching by his
own example. The ﬁllowing conversation,

- which happened one night in the forlorn cave,
will shew how bravely the Persecuted ‘Family
bore their lot.

The night to which we have alluded was in
the end of autumn. The minister, with his
wife and children, were seated in the cave.
A few embers burned on the floor, and half-

‘lighted the rude habitation,—the Ayr w
heard murmuring down his pebbled bed,—
the wind whistled in the mouth of the cave,

. blowing in the fallen leaf, that rustled about
the floor,—and the lightning flashed, at inter-
vals, its momentary gleam into the solitary
abode.

“Do you remember,” said Mary to her‘ ‘

brother, “how fresh and beautiful these leaves
were in summer !” lifting one that the wind
rustled through the dwelling. “ You remem-
ber how we watched them as they spread,
and shaded the mouth of the cave 1” ,
“ They were very beautiful,” said Andrew,
“and kept the wind- out of the cave. But
their season is past, and we will see them no
more.”
“ And what should that remind you of 1"
said Mrs. Bruce. “Should it not remind you
of the transitory nature of all eartnly trings\

e & e e w
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We all do fade as'a leaf; we are cut down,
and wither as the grass. But the leaf hangs
on the twig till autums@ and falls not till it is
dried and withered with age. We, my dear
children, may be cut off in the midst of our -
days. From disease we are never secure.
But we may have soon to die by the hand of
violence. Are you prepared, my dear chil-
dren, to suffer all for Christ ? Do you repine
that you have been driven from your home,
to seek shelter in such a place as this, for his
sake !”

“I amwas happy here,” said Andrew, “as

when we lived at the village. My father and
you have taught me to regard my duty to God
as the end of my being ; and I am resolved,
trusting in his grace, to suffer the utmost, ra-
ther than violate it. I know he will give me
strength to do what he may have appointed
me.”
. “Yes,” said Mary, who was no stranger to
the Bible, “ His graee will be sufficient for
us. I know what he says, ¢ The Lqrd is nigh
to all them that call upon him, to all that call
upon him in truth. He also will hear their
cry and save them.'”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Bruce, while her husband
shed a tear of joy, to hear his children talk
thus ; “yes, if you put no trust in yourselves,
if you believe in the Lord Jesus Chrnst, ™
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will give you resolution and strength to suffer
all for his sake. ¢ Whatsoever ye ask in my
name,’ says that Red&ner, who hath all pow-
er in heaven and in ea®h, ¢ Whatsoever ye ask
in my name, you shall receive it.’” _

“ Happy are all those who trust in God,”
said Mr. Bruce, taking up the conversation,
while he threw a glance of unspeakable satis-
faction on his family. “ Happy are all they,
whatever be their external circumstances,
whose God is the Lord. We have, it is true,
been driven from the comforts of this world’s
property ; but we have, therefore, less to se-
duce us from the path of holiness. We are
exposed to trials; but, through his blessing,
they will prepare us the sooner for the enjoy-
ment of his immediate presence. We are ex-
posed to the winds of night; but our souls
take shelter under the wings of the Most High.
Our enemies are strong, and exceedingly mad
against us, but He who is for us, is stronger

. than they who are against us. Those light-
nings that flash athwart the night are the
lightnings of God: they say unto him, Here

" we are; and, at his bidding, can lay the pride

of the wicked in the dust. As his power is

omnipotent to protect you, my dear ones, so
is his love infinite. It passeth all knowledge.
‘We are lost in the contemplation of his aston-
ishing love, manifested in our redemption
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through his Son. He hath given his well-be-
loved Son for us, vile and mijserable sinners ;
and surely he will allow nothing to hurt us.
What, then, should wea:;t rather do, than for-
sake our duty? Severer sufferings may be
yet awaiting us, my dear ones. But let us
always lay the grasp of our dependence on
God: let us have our eye on the promised
land, the dwelling of life_.and immortality ;
and let us suffer without a murmur. O, my
dear ones, in this trying time, may we all so
believe, and so do, that we may find ourselves
approved when men shall be finally judged.
If any thing should occur which may separate
us, let us direct our steps to heaven, when we
shall meet, to part no more. Our church is
now driven to the wilderness. The bleod of
her people flows on the scaffold : their groan-
ings are heard in the desert. But God hath
not forsaken her : she shall yet shout for joy,
and clap her hands for gladness of heart. We
may be gone, my dear ones, ere the day of
her mourning end ; but, by suffering cheerful-
ly, we shall have done our part: we shall
. have our reward : and, when our church takes -
" her sorrowful harp from the willow, and tunes
it to the melody of joy in the peaceful temple
our memories shall not be forgotten.”
When Mr. Bruce had thus spoken, he knee\-
ed down with bis family in the cave, and =~
5
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sought for them the blessing, even life that
shall never end. And then you might have
‘heard the psalm of paaise mingling its holy
melody with the blast of night.

Still, Religion, thou art happiness!—Thou
hast, indeed, trials appointed for thy followers :
but thou comest in the strength of God, and
leadest them out through them all. As the
darkness of the world thickens around them,
thou sheddest a brighter light on the cloudless
clime whither they are travelling. As the cup,
of which the wickedness of man forces them
to drink, comes nearer the bitterness of its
dregs, thou pourest more copiously into their
souls the sweetness of eternal life. As they
have days of severe fatigue and wandering,
and nights more wearisome and watchful,
thou layest the repose of their souls nearer
the bosom of their God. 'Woe unto him who
seeketh his happiness apart from thee! He
- shall be miserably disappointed.
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CHAPTER IV.

~~—em——Their blood is shed

In confirmation of the noblest claim,—

Our claim to feed upon immortal truth,

To walk with God, to be divinely free.

Yet few remember them. They lived unknown,
Till persecution dragged them into fame,

And chased them up to heavenx Their ashes flow

—No marble tells us whither.
CoOwWPER.

Four years of suffering 'had now passed
since Mr. Bruce and his family were driven "
from their comfortable home. But although
many of his flock had been thrown into prison,
and sent into banishment, had endured the
cruelties of torture, or died on the scaffold,
and although they had themselves often made
the narrowest escape from the vigilance of
their fell pursuers, none of them had yet fallen
into their hands. The time was not far off,
however, when they were to feel more se-
verely the cruelties of persecution.

On a Sabbath evening, in the month of
September, Mr. Bruce, with his wife and
children, left the cave, to meet some of Ws
flock, in a wild glen in the neighbourhood,
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where he was to deliver a sermon. When
they arrived at the appointed place, there was
about a score assembled ;—some of them stood,
some seated themselves on the cold turf, while
Mr. Bruce took his station by a large stone,
on which he rested the Bible, and read, or ra-
ther repeated, for the night was dark, the fol-
lowing Verses from the twenty-third psalm.—
% The Lord’s my shepherd, I'll not want ;
He makes me down to lie

In pastures green: he leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

My soul he doth restore again ;
And me to walk doth make
‘Within the paths of righteousness,
Even for his own name sake.
Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale, -
Yet will I fear none ill:
For thou art with me; and thy rod
And staff me comfort still.”

Then, as it is beat_xtifully expressed by Gra-

hame,— v

# e rose the song, the loud

Acclaim of praise. The wheeling plover ceased

Her plaint; the solitary place was glad;

And, on the distant cairn, the watcher's ear

Caught, doubtﬁal}y at times, the breeze-barne note.”

After this, Mr. Bruce lifted up their fervent

prayer to the throne of grace; and then re-
peated his text, from the same psalm which
had been sung, “ Though I walk through the
valley of the shadow of death, yet will X fear
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no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and
thy staff they comfort me.”

This consolatory passage he illustrated, by
shewing how they, who had the rod and staff
of the Almighty to support them, needed fear
no evil. This rod and staff, he shewed, were
no less than the infinite love, and wisdom, and
power of God, engaged in the preservation of
the righteous. This truth he illustrated at
considerable length, and with more of elegance
than was common to the preachers of the time.
‘We shall content ourselves, however, by giv-
ing the concluding part of the discourse.

«If, then,” said the fervent preacher, “we
have the love, and wisdom, and the power of
God engaged in our protection, what have we
to fear from the cruelties of men, the malignity
of evil spirits, or the terrors of death itself ?
His love fills our hearts with unspeakable de-
light, and secures us the guidance of his wis-
dom, and the all-shielding covert of his al-
mighty power. If we had t6 set our faces to
the machinations of this world, under the di-
rection of our own wisdom, we would soon
be entangled in its snares, and decoyed into
the pit which is dug for our destruction. But
to guide us through every footstep of- this
earthly journey, to’ guide us through every
footstep of the dark pass of death, we YZwve
the infinite wisdom of God, which hath &\

5* -
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things present to its eye in the natural and
moral world, in heaven, in earth, in time, and
in ewrmty The most sagacious spirit that
contrives our ruin in the darkest gloom of
the bottomless pit, is noticed by our God, and
those means taken, which can never err in
their operation, to defeat its purposes against
us. He observes all the plottings of man’s
wisdom against us; and turns the best-laid
schemes of their wickedness to the profit of
his people. 'The kings of the earth set them-
selves, and the rulers take counsel together,
against the Lord, and against his Anointed,
But he that sitteth in the heavens laughs: the
Lord hath them in derision. He casteth the
glance of his all-comprehending intelligence
through all the varied workings of natural and
moral being, the most intricate, the most pro-
found, the most secret ; and the wisdom of the
wisest agency, that acts not by his guidance,
seemeth to him the folly of fools.

«But, however ardent the love of God
might be to his children, however provident
his wisdom, if there was any being that could
resist his power, still he would not be safe.
But our Father hath in himself all the resources
of infinite might. In the Lord Jehovah is
everlasting strength. He hath created all

The arm of his omnipotence sustains
them all. Turn your eyes to the stars, that
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look through the breaking of the clouds: the
multitude of their host are suspended to the
girdle of his strength, and guide all their revo-
lutions to the blddmg of his will. He bringeth
forth Mazzaroth in hist season, and guideth
Arcturus with his sons. He stilleth the rag-
ing of the waves; and the fierceness of the
storm lays itself to rest at the whisper of his
word. And shall any other of the beings he
hath made,—the spirits of darkness, or the
worms of this footstool,—stand up in proud
rebellion against him, and try to wrest the
people whom he loves,—the people for whom
be hath given his own Son,—out of his hand ?
Did Pharaoah’s or Sennacherib’s host accom-
plish aught victoriously against his children?
Did the powerful and malignant dealings of
Satan touch the life of Job? No, my friends.
In the estimation of our God, the strength of
man,—the stability of man is less than weak-
ness ; and the most stout-hearted of the spirits
of . perdition trembles at the uttering of his
voice, and is held fast in the chains of his
power. It is this God, my friends, who is our
God. It is this all-wise, all-mighty being,
who hath sworn by the eternal Godhead, that
he who perdeveres in well-doing, who fights
the good fight of faith, and turns not back,
shall sing victory over all his enemies, and Sl
inberit glory, and honour, and \mmMoOrtal\y.
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“We are persecuted, my friends; we may
soon have to lay down our lives. But let us
lean on the rod and the staff of our Redeem-
er; and whatever be the cunning of man’s
contrivance against us, it shall be turned to
our account ; and whatever be the shape that
death may assume, we shall behold him shorne
of his terrors. O, my friends! let us do what
the Bible has taught us to be our duty : let us
keep our conscience inviolate : and whatever
may be appointed for us here, we shall have
the welcome of our Father and Redeemer at
last into the dwellings of immortality.

‘When Mr. Bruce had finished his sermon,
so well calculated to encourage the minds of
his suffering audience, he took occasion to
speak shortly of the times, the substance of
which we shall record. )

It was easy to see, he said, that the presby-
terians would yet be persecuted with still
greater severity : that their persecutors wish-
ed to gratify their ambition and avarice with
the spoils of the covenanters ; and it was hard
to say how far these passions would carry
them. It had been the labour, he observed,
of the Stuarts, for several reigns, to get into
their hands the ecclesiastical ' supremacy in
Scotland. They had hitherto been disappoint-
ed, and would, he had no doubt, be so still.
"That infatuated race,” continued he, “ seems

.



THE PERSECUTED PAMILY. 57

to be hastening its own ruin.” And the vene-
rable pastor dropt & tear, as he thought of the
incurable folly of that house. The nation, he
could see, would tire of oppression, and would
most certainly assert its liberties. Oppres-
sion would, as usual, destroy itself by its own
cruelties. But, for the time, that patience
and hope must be their support: that any
thing attempted against their oppressors, when
they were in no state for it, would only ren-
der their condition more intolerable: that
ready submission, for the time, to every thing
that violated not conscience, and patient en-
durance of those evils which were measured
out to them, were the means which, under
the blessing of God, would at length most cer-
tainly restore to them and their children the
blessings of civil and religious liberty.

Such were this man’s sentiments, on whose
head the infatuated administration of the time
had set a price, as a rebel and a sower of se-
dition: and such were the sentiments of ma-
ny of those heroes of the covenant, whom
some historians represent as the visionary and
fanatic leaders of a visionary and fanatic sect.
We do not pretend to say that the sentiments
of all the covenanters were as moderate and
just as those of Mr. Bruce. Among a great
number, there will always be weak and tur-
bulent minds ; and, under severe s:fferings,
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they will be driven to extravagance. The
calumniators of the covenanters ought to re-
member, that none of them became bad sub-
jects 'till oppression had rendered them despe-
rate; and that, if some of them latterly adopt-
ed not very rational sentiments about civil
government, the great body of the presbyte-
rians who suffered at that time approved as
little of their notions as their persecutors did.

The little congregatlon had agam ]omed in
a song of praise, and the minister was just
about to dismiss them with the blessing, when
suddenly they heard the trampling of horses,
and, in a moment, saw advancing rapidly to-
wards them, with lighted torches in their
hands, 2 number of dragoons, Not expecting
any alarm at such an hour and place, they had
neglected to appoint a watch. - Aslittle emi-
nence, which the soldiers had been taught by
the spies, who acted as their guides, to keep
between them and the conventicle, had con-
cealed from them the light of the torches, un-
til the dragoons were almost upon the little
assembly. Short as the time was before the
soldiers could reach them, they fled into a mo-
rass, near to which they fortunately were;
and the softness of the ground prevented the
pursuit of the horsemen. But when the com-
manding officer saw that they were likely to
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escape, naturally cruel and blood-thirsty, and
chagrined at the loss of his prey, he ordered
his men instantly to discharge their carbines
after the flight of the poor people : and, with-
out waiting to examine the result of his orders,
wheeled, and rode off.

Several of the people were hurt, but Mrs.
Bruce received a mortal wound. “I am
gone,” she said, while her husband caught her
in his arms, to keep her from falling. “I am
killed. I must leave you. O, my dear hus-
band! I léave these children to your care.
1 leave you all to the care of my God ” She
. threw one look on her son and daughter,
clasped her hands convulsivefy about her hus-
band, and expired in his arms.

Mr. Bruce for sometime held her fondly in
his embrace, and stood speech]ess and motion-
less. Andrew wept not; but threw himself
on the ground in the depth of silent grief.
Mary shrieked, and took hold of the bloody
corpse of her mother, while the peasants gath-
ered round, and wept in silence.

It was some time before any one could find
self-command enough to speak. Andrew,
" whose vigorous mind would not permit him
to give himself long up to unavailing sorrow,
was the first to break the mournful silence.

“ Fatlier,” he said, “let us now consider
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what is best to be done. We cannot stay
here.” -

Mr. Bruce, at these words of his son, reco-
vering himself a little, stretched the bloody
corpse on the heath, and lifting up his hands
to heaven, in a tone of resignation, said, “ The
Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away;
blessed be the name of the Lord I”

After a short consultation, it was determined
to carry the dead body to a neighbouring hut.
Assisting in turn to carry the corpse, they took
their way, over the broken mosses, to the
place agreed on. On their arrival, the first
thing was to settle where the body should be
interred. Mr. Bruce wished to be present at
the interment : but this he could not be, if they
buried the remains of his wife in the village
church-yard ; for he was sure to be appre-
hended if he appeared so publicly. And yet
he thought it was somewhat disrespectful to
bury her in the moor.

“It matters not,” said Andrew, when he
saw his father’s hesitation; “it matters not
where our bodies rest. There is no distinc-
tion of place in the grave. Is it any differ-
ence to my mother where we lay her ashes?
God will have his eye upon them ; and angels
will hold the place in honour. For my part,
bad I my choice, I would rather be laid at last
in the solitary glen of the moor, than be en-
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tombed amidst the mockery of funeral pomp,
and have the marble monument to record my
praise.” L

“You are right, my son,” replied his father.
“The grave is a bed of rest to the just. Their
bodies rest in hope ; and it matters not where
they lie.”

It was now resolved that the remains of
Mrs. Bruce should be buried next evening ;
and the place appointed for laying them to
rest was near to where she had been shot.

‘When they had thus settled, and after join-
ing in prayer with the sorrowing few wha
had accompanied him to the hut, Mr. Bruce,
sad in heart, withdrew to the cave; for the
search after him was so vigilant, that he durst
not remain a night even in this remote and
lonely hut. Mary refused to leave her mother’s
corpse ; and Andrew stayed to watched over
and comfort his sister.

Next evening, Mr. Bruce returned to the
hut. About twenty peasants had assembled.
A rude coffin had been prepared ; and, under
the covert of night, the mournful procession
moved slowly towards the place of interment.
The clouds, clothed in the sombre garments
of mourning, stood still in the heavens; and
here and there, from out their rifted eides,
peeped a solitary star, with an eye that seem-
ed to weep as it looked on the wasteful eath,

: 6
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and glimmered on the sorrowful countenances
of the mourners. Sadly down their glens
murmured the streams of the wilderness; and
the woful voice of the snipe traversing the
wide air, the forlorn whistle of the plover, and
the melancholy sound of the wind, that now
and then rose on the heath, fell on the ear of
Mr. Bruce, like the accents of some doleful
prophecy, presaging to him and his family the
coming of a still more wasteful desolation.

When the procession arrived at the place
of interment, which nad been chosen near to
where Mrs. Bruce had been murdered, a grave
was dug, into which the coffin waslet down,
and the attendants covered it up; while Mr.
‘Bruce and his two children watered with their
tears the cold earth, that'now hid from their
eyes the one who was dearest to their souls.
“ But there is a joy in grief, when peace dwells
in the bosom of the sad.” They sorrowed not
as those who have no hope. Mr. Bruce wiped
the tear of affection from his eye, and thus ad-
dressed the peasants, who could not refrain
their tears, as they stéod around, and looked
on the grave.

“Weep not, my dear friends,” said the re-
signed man: “she hath done her part well
She loved her God, and served him; and he
hath now taken her to himself. Happy they,
who are thus taken from the evils of this



P

*

L

THE PERSECUTED FAMILY. 63

world ! . Although we have been compelled
to do our last office to her under the darkness
of night,—although we have erected no mar-
ble to record her memory,—she shall be held
among.the honourable of heaven. Let us too
be prepared to lie down in the grave. If we
be fitly prepared for this, it matters not when
or in what manner we die. The sooner we
reach our Father’s house the better. But we
must fight out our day, like the true soldiers
of Jesus Christ. We must not repine that he
keeps us long from our home. He knows
best when to call us home to rest. Let us, in
his strength, fight the good fight of faith. -~ Let
us abstain mare carefully than ever even from
the appearan®e of evil. Let us devote our-
selves wholly to God. Let us, my friends, be
prepared to die well, that, when the earthly
house of this tabernacle shall be destroyed,
we may, like all the righteous, have a build-
ing with God, an house not made with hands,
eternal in the heavens.”

“When the minister "had thus sald he bade
the peasants farewell ; and, with Andrew and
Mary, returned to the cave. .



CHAPTER V.

The clouds of winter gather: fast the leaves,

One after one, fall from the storm-beat tree;

And o’er the humbled face of Nature flap

The wings of Desolation. 'T'is the hour

And power of Darkness. Men of evil life,

Of horrid cruelty, now compass round

The]ultmm-bed,wnhohum and swords, and death.
Axon.

Irethe meantjme, an incident took place in
the south of Scotland, which rendered the
condition of the covenanters m8re intolerable.
The persecutors in that quarter had laid a
heavy fine on a poot old man; and, being un-
able to pay it, the soldiers bound him, and, re-
gardless of his prayers and tears, were dragg-
ing him to prison, when a handful of peasants,
who had gathered around, pitying the poor
man, and indignant at the cruelty of such a
proceeding, set violently upon the soldiers,
and rescued the prisoner. Aware thag no
pardon could be expected for this action, they
took arms to defend themselves. Their num-
ber, small at first, soon increased to nearly two
thousand ; and, in the heat of their rage, they
determined to march to Edinburgh, to compel
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“the govemment to redress their grievances.
The wise and the prudent among them saw
the impolicy of this attempt, and tried every
means to dissuade their friends from their rash
~ purpose. They represented the strength and
discipline of the king’s forces; and their own
“want of arms and discipline ; and the impos-
sibility of procuring skilful commanders, 4s
the gentlemen of their party in the West were
either in confinement or had fled out of the
country. They exhorted them rather to dis-
perse, and seek shelter from the cruelty of
their oppressors in flight and hiding, than thus,
unprepared as they were, to rush on certain
destruction. Moreover, they affirmed, that it
would be more consistent with the spirit of
Christianity, yet to try to procure a mitigation
of their sufferings by petition and entreaty.
Nevertheless, the multitude, afraid to lay
down ‘those arms they had once taken up,
their minds rendered desperate by suffering,
and encouraged by some of the less prudent
of their pastors, directed their march towards
the capital. This was the very point which .
the persecuting government aimed at. They
wished to have some better pretext than they
yet had to plunder and ruin the presbyterians.
They had often attempted, by their emissa-
ries, to excite some insurrection. This their
own cruelty had now produced. And a band,
6*
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which, at the most, was never more than two
thousand, and which had taken arms without
any previous concertment, was magnified, by
the reports of the oppressors, into a general
and preconcerted rebellion of all the West.
The result of this insurrection is well known.
Having reached the neighbourhood of Edin-
burgh, reduced, by fatigue or fear, to less than
half of their former number, and having ef-
fected nothing to better their condition, they
were returning peaceably home by the Pent-
land Hills, when they were pursued and set
upon by Dalziel, at that time commander of
the king’s forces in Scotland. They fought
for some time with more spirit than could
have been expected from men in their forlorn
situation ; but 'a party of soldiers, from ano-
ther quarter, coming behind them, they were
thrown into disorder, and put to flight. Fifty
were killed on the spot, (where a very hand-
some monument has since been erected to
their memory ;) some fell in the pursuit; and
- a considerable number were taken prisoners.
These were treated without mercy. Ten of
them were executed on-the same scaffold, and
their heads and hands sent to Lanark, where,
in passing, they had renewed the covenant.
Besides these, many were sent into the west
country, and executed before their own doors.
The persecutors had now got, as we have
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already mentioned, the pretext they wanted ;
and they hesitated not to proceed to the most
wanton and most inhuman cruelties. Dalziel
and Drummond, who were now the com-
manders of the military in the West, added
the ferocity of the Muscovites (in which ser-
vice they had for some time been) to the cool
and inflexible cruelty which characterised the
persecutors in general. Dragoons were sta- -
tioned in every village: and even the private
men had power to shoot, without any form of
trial, all who refused to take the test to govern-
ment. In no place were the poor scattered
members of Scotland’s Church safe from the
vigilant search of their enemies. The eject-
ed clergymen, especially, were pursued with
unremitting diligence ; and, among these, none
were hunted with greater eagerness than Mr.

. . Bruce.

The curate, Mr. Macduff, who had succeed-
ed to his place, as he disliked all the covenan-
ters, so he hated Mr. Bruce with a perfect
hatred. He considered this worthy man,
whom he knew to be still lurking about the
parish, as the chief cause of preventing the
people in that quarter from complying with
the established .form of worship. The villa-
gers, too, were sometimes bolll enough to con-
trast, even to his face, his character with that
of their former minister. These things were
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sufficient to irritate an ignorant and cruel
being, such a3 Mr. Macduff' was, to implaca-
ble resentment against Mr. Bruce; and he
determined to have him cut off—Night and
day, the two spies, whom the curate still en-
tertained, were in search of him; and their
search was the more diligent, as government
* had not only offered a considerable reward
for his apprehension, but Mr. Macduff had
promised them a handsome sum himself, if
they would bring him certain intelligence how .
this good man might be taken.

Mr. Bruce, although he seldom left the
bounds of his former charge, had still, how-
ever, eluded their search. He was so esteem-
ed and beloved by the peasants among whom
he wandered, that they would have cheerfully
risked their own lives to procure the éscape
or concealment of thejr pastor. ‘And what
was very surprising, such was the faithful se- .
crecy of the inhabitants of the place, to whom -
alone it was known, that although Mr. Bruce
had, for several years, made the cave the place .
of his frequent resort, it had never been dis-
covered by his enemies. An occurrence at
length took place, through which the persecu-
tors hoped to secure the apprehensxon of Mr.
Bruce.

Andrew had one aﬁernoon left his father
and Mary in the cave, to amuse himself, as he
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frequently did, with the conversation of a
shepherd who kept his flocks hard by. Scarce-
ly, however, was he half a mile away from
the cave, when a party of soldiers, with Mac-
duff, came suddenly upon him. They had
been out, we believe, chiefly, that day, for the -
purpose of killing wild-fowl ; but, at the same
time, they required every one they met to
take the test,—an oath by which the party .
swearing renounced the covenant, owned the
king as supreme head of the church, and ten-
dered submission to the then existing ecclesi-
astical establishment. Andrew, without hesi-
tation, refused to comply. According to the
laws, or rather to the lawfulness of the times,
this refusal authorized the soldiers to shoot
the young man on the spot. But although his
dress ‘was that of a peasant, they remarked
something so superior and striking in his coun-
tenance, as well as in the manner in which he
‘spoke, which immediately led them to the sus-

" picion that he might be the son of some gen-
tleman of rank in disguise, from whom useful
discoveries might be elicited, or on whose ac-
count a handsome sum of money might be ex-
torted. .

Induced by those considerations, they spar-
ed his life for the present, and conducted him
as a prisoner to the village. On their way
thither, they repeatedly endeavoured to learn
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his name ; but Andrew, knowing well that if
they once knew whose son he was, he should
have no chance of escape without discovering
his father, was careful to conceal his name
‘When they reached the village, however, the
inhabitants gathered round to see the prison-
er: and, perceiving the son of their beloved
minister, they assailed the soldiers with the
. most bitter execrations, exclaiming, that the
judgment of heaven would fall upon thein;
and crying, at the same time, “ Will you mur-
der the son of our dear minister? You have
already murdered his wife, and is your cruelty
not yet glutted ” «

When Mr. Macduff heard these words,
“'The son of our minister,” he looked to Dal-
ziel, whe-was himself of the party, and said,
with a smile of grim satisfaction, “ We_have
made good sport to-day. We shall now get.
on the scent of the old fox.”* :

Dalziel now asked Andrew if he was the
son of the rebel Mr. Bruce ? for so he termed
this meek and peaceable servant of Jesus.
Andrew replied boldly, “I am the son of Mr.
Bruce.” Thisshort answer, and the tone and
expression of countenance with which it was
uttered, convinced Dalziel that they had got a

¢ The curate’s language, which would be ridiculous if
introduced as he used it, I have translated into English,

-
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youth to deal with from whom severity would
uot be likely to elicit much. ,

They now shut up Andrew in the church,
which for some time had been more used as
a prison than a place of worship ; and having
placed a guard, retired to consult how they
might best draw the desired intelligence of
Mr. Bruce from his son.

‘The brutal Macduff was for proceeding im-
mediately to torture; but Dalziel, who had
better observed Andrew’s spirit, resolved to
try him first by gentle means. Accordingly, he
returned to the young man, and addressed
him in the following manner :—

“Your refusing to take the test, young
man,” said Dalziel, “ you know, according to
the laws ef your country, forfeits your life :
and you might be led, without further delay,
to execution. But we have no desire to pro-
ceed to such an extremity with y6u. Your
appearance has gained you our respect ; and
we have a strong wish to mitigate the rigour
of the law in your case. But this we are not
authorized to do, without some little submis-
sion on your part. We shall not require of
you, however, to take the test, since it scems
to be so unacceptable to you. If you will
only tell us how we may find your father, you
may have your liberty ; and you need not be
afraid of your father’s life. He has, indeed,
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rendered himself obnoxious to government ;
but we promise that his life shall be safe. We
shall be careful that nothing worse happen
him than a short imprisonment.”

To these arguments, he added, that if the
young man could find it agreeable to make the
necessary compliances, and if he liked the mi-
litary life, he would endeavour to procure him
some honourable post. Or, if he rather wish-
ed to prepare himself for the church, he would
recommend him to those from whom he might
expect preferment.

Andrew, distrusting the promises Dalziel
had made concerning his father, as much as
he despised the offers proposed to himself, look-
ing firmly in the soldier’s face, absolutely re-
fused to make any discovery of his father.

“ Torture,” exclaimed Macduff, who stood
by, “will make you reveal what our mercy
has failed to do.”

“Yes,” said Dalziel, «“ we still promxse that
your father’s life shall not be touched., But
if you will not make the discovery we want,
we have torture prepared that shall make
you speak out. And if you still persist in
your refusal, your own life shall pay for your
obstmacy We leave you till to-morrow
morning to consider whether you will cept
your own liberty, with no serious ds to
your father, or expow yourself to ‘torture and

]
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death, which may, perhaps, not preserve him
long from our hands.” 8o saying, the inqui-
sitors withdrew, to spend the night in mirth
and revelry.

Andrew, who had no doubt that the pro-
mises made concerning his father would be
broken the moment his persecutors had it in
their power, determined, without hesitdtion, -
not to say a single word that might lead to
his apprehension. Aware, also, that what had
been threatened against himself would be
most certainly executed, he prepared for meet-
ing it like a man and a Christian.

As it chanced that night, there was no pri-
soner in the church except Andrew. In and
around the church, as it stood at a little dis-
tance from the village, all was stillness, save
when it was broken by the guard chanting a
verse of a song, or cursing the times, which
kept them on foot at midnight. The interior
of the building was faintly lighted by the
moon-beams, that glimmered through the old
gothic windows. From the windows Andrew
could see the manse, half concealed amidst
aged trees. He saw too, the pulpit, where,
from his father’s lips had often dropt the word
of life. He looked to the seat where he used
to sit with Mary and his mother: he cast his
eye on the manse, where they had lived so
bappily. But his mind soon hurried from

7
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these objects to what the family had suffered
since persecution had driven them from their
home. They had wandered on the mountains:
they had endured cold, and fatigue, and fast-
ing: at midnight, in the depth of winter, they
had been often unsheltered from the severity
of the weather. His mother, so tender, so
affeationate, had already fallen by the hands
of their persecutors, and her ashes lay cold in
the loneliness of the moor. His father and
sister were at this moment lurking in a for-
lorn cave, and in bitterness of soul on his ac-
count. He himself was a lonely prisoner:

to-morrow to feel the agonies of torture, and .

to be cut down like a tree in the verdure of
spring. These were the sorrowful and op-
pressive thoughts which forced themselves on
the mind of the young man.

Andrew, as we have already said, had by
nature sufficient of that boldness and forti-
tude of spirit, which bends not easily beneath
misfortune : and the many sufferings and hard-
ships he had endured, had only served to call
forth and strengthen the natural firmness of
his mind : for although trying circumstances
may depress and overwhelm the weak and
the timid, they never fail to summon forth
the energies and heighten the courage of a
vigorous spirit.

But Andrew trusted not to the bravery of
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human strength. He set himself not, like the
distressed hero of romance, to call up the na-
tural fortitude of his soul, and to prepare to
meet all the evils that were gathering around
him on the strength of man-created might.
He had been taught, that the strength of man
is weakness, his wisdom folly, and all the re-
solutions of his natural bravery, fear and
trembling at the approach of death. And he
turned himself to the throne of that God
whom he had always served, knowing he had
sufficient help to give in every time of need;
and, in the fervour of confiding prayer, sought
. the protection of his power, which no being
can resist ; the guidance of his wisdom, which
never errs; and the comforts of his free grace,
which can never be exhausted. He had seen
the wickedness and deceitfulness of his own
heart: he had been made acquainted with
the strictness and purity of God’s law; and
ke thought not of preparing to meet his God
in the uprightness of his own character. But
he looked with a humble and believing eye to
the cross of Christ; and on the atonement
which he has made he placed all his hopes of
justification and acceptance with God. Veri-
ly, he put no trust in an arm of flesh ; but he
took unto him the whole armour of God ; his
loins girt about with truth; having on the
breast-plate of righteousness, the shield of
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faith, the helmet of salvation, and the sword of
the Spirit. 'While the afflictions of this world
were thickening around him, and the terrors of
death before his face, he had the peace of God
dwelling in his heart, the hope of eternal life
brightening in heavenly vision ; and he could
sing, in prison, and in the loneliness of mid-
night, The Lord is on my side; I will not fear
what man can do unto me. Yea, though I
walk through the valley of the shadow of
death, I will fear no evil; for thou art with
me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.
He felt that, strong in the all-sufficiency of
God, nothing could seduce him from his duty;
none of the powers of wickedness could
wound his soul. Verily, the Christian’s wea-
pons, ,
#—————from the armoury of God,
Are given him tempered 80.”

While Andrew was engaged with such
thoughts as these, his father and sister, in the
solitude of their cave, were deeply afflicted on
his account. The shepherd, to meet whom
Andrew had left them, observed him appre-
hended, and carried the tidings to his father.
Mary wept for her brother, as if he had been
already dead; and Mr. Bruce feared the
worst. He knew, and he was proud at the
thought, that Andrew would not renounce his

religion. He was well aware, alao, that no
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mercy from the persecutors was to be expect-
ed for his son. Those into whose hands he
had fallen, he could easily foresee, would leave
no cruelty unexercised against the son of one
who was so hated by them, and whose life
they had so eagerly sought: The distressed
father thus looked upon the death of his son
as almost certain. And if ever a father had
reason to love a son, or be grieved at the in- .
timation of his untimely death, that father was
Mr. Bruce.

Andrew was an only son. From his child-
hood, till the present time, when he was in
his nineteenth year, he had been his constant
companion. He had watched with the ten-
derest care the developement of his faculties ;
turned their energies into the proper channel 3
and he had seen his care rewarded, by the
rapid progress his son had made in the ac-
quirement of knowledge. His talents, the ac-
quisitions he had already made, his love of
learning, and his devotedness to religion, war-
ranted the highest hopes of his future useful-
ness and respectability in the wonrld.

This was enough to render Andrew pecu-
liarly dear to his father. But he had more
than this to draw his son nearer to his heart.
Andrew had been his companion in suffering:
and the calm and unmurmuring manner W
which he had endured the severest hardshype,

7
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had not only taught hiy mother and sister to
bear their afflictions with patience, but even
Mr. Bruce had frequently learnt courage and
constancy from his son. Those whe have
suffered much together, have had oppertuni-
ties of remarking.one another’s qualities, and-
of. endearing themselves to each other by
numberless offices of ~kindness, which can
never have occurred to those who have pass-
ed all their days in prosperity. These oppor-
tunities had been too often afforded to the
minister and his family. Andrew had gradu-
* ally become the second hope in which they
relied. In all his wanderings, he had scarce-
ly ever left his father’s side. He had watch-
ed with him, at cold midnight, on the side of
the mountains, and in the glen of the desert:
he had fled with him, from the fell pursuit of
the enemy, exposed to the storms and dark-
ness of winter: he had hungered with him,
he had mourned with him, he had endured
every hardship with him: and, in all, he had
been his father’s comforter, and had shewed
him the most ardent filial affection. It was
this son whom Mr. Bruce was now, in all
likelihvod, to see taken from him by the mer-
ciless hand of persecution, in the very spring
of his days. And we need not wonder, if he
found it hard, in this instance, to submit with
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resignation to the unsearchable appointment
of Heaven.

But, if the trial was severe, he had the best
comfort which a parent can have, when he
sees a beloved child about to be wrested from
him by the hand of death. He had every rea-

son, however;, to believe, that whatever his -

enemies might accomplish against the life of
his son, his soul would be recexved into the
bosom of his God.

Now consoling himself and hls daughter
with those sure and certain consolations, de-
rived from that trust and confidence in God,
which the holy scriptures point out as the du-
ty of every Christian, under the .most severe
afflictions,—now turning to the throne of
grace in prayer for his son,—and again giving
way. to all the depth and bitterness of pater-
nal sorrow,—he spent the night in the gloomy
cave, hoping, sometimes, that the morrow’s
light would bring him an account of his son’s
escape; and yet fearing oftener, it would an-
nounce his death.



CHAPTER VJ,

¢ ————— suffering for Truth’s sake,
Is fortitude to highest victory.
And, to the faithful, death the ga%e of life.”
, Mivron.

" Nexr morning, Dalziel and Macduff en-
tered the church; and the former instantly
asked Andrew, if he had come to a resolution
about what had been proposed last night.

“My duty was so plain,” said Andrew,
“that it required no deliberation. I am, pre-
pared to die.”

_“But you are, perhaps, not prepared for
torture,” said Macduff, with a grin of fiend-
like malignity, pointing to a thumbkin, which
one of the spies, whom we formerly mention-
ed, held in his hand, by the curate’s side.
% That will make you speak out.”

Andrew glanced an eye of scorn on the cu-
rate, looked without emotion at the instru-
ment of torture, and remained silent.

Dalziel then asked him, if he would not
send some one to his father, to persuade him
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‘to deliver himself up to them, again repeat-

ing the promise of safety to his father’s life.

“ Thrust your sword through my body,”
said Andrew ; “but think not to extract from
my lips one word, by all the tortures which
you can inflict, that may lead to the discovery
of my father. . My only fear is, that he may
hear of my danger, and deliver up himself.”

<Lzy that on your thumb, then,” said Daziel,
ordering the gpy, at the same time, to apply
the instrument of torture, while the dragoons,
that kept guard, held the young man, to pre-
vent resistance.

The thumbkin was an instrument of exqui-
site torture : and, on this occasion, it was ap-
plied without mercy. For some time Andrew
bore the pain it oc¢asioned with a firm and un-
changing countenance ; but, as the instrument -
was screwed closer and closer to his thumb,
the colour in his face came and went rapidly,
and he writhed himself with the agonizing

" Dalziel, seeing it was in vain to expect any
discovery, was just about to order the tormen-
tor to desist, when Madcuff prevented him,
by saying, “ Another twist yet: it may have
more virtue in it.” The obedient spirit of
wickedness turned the screw ; and the thumb
of the young man was heard crashmg within
the instrument. Nature could bear no more.
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The blood entirely forsook his face, and he fell
down in a swoon.

Fearing that their hopes of yet eliciting
something might be disappointed by the im-
mediate death of the sufferer, they hastened
to relax the instrument. And, as soon as An-
drew had recovered a little, he was again asked
whether he would endure the same again, or
discover his father. .

“You may torture me to deggh,” said he, in
a firm and resolute tone ; “but I trust in God,
in the Rock of my Salvation; and you can-
not touch my soul. It is covered by the shield
of the Almighty. You shall not wring one
word from me to endanger my father The
Lord comfort him !

Having tried the torture again, wi't‘h the
same effect, Dalziel, by nature and habit cruel,
and enraged that his cruelty had entirely fail-
ed in the purposes for which it had been exer-
cised in this instance, ordered the young man
to be immediately led forth to execution ; al-
leging Andrew’s refusal to take the test as a
ground for this proceeding, although the true
reason was his refusal to discover his father.
Hanging, as being the most ignominious of
deaths, was that appomted for Andrew : and
the gnbbet, on this occasion, was an old elm-
tree near the manse, under which he and

- Mary had often frolicked in the days of their
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childhood. He had just been led to the foot
of the tree, and the spy, who was the only
one to be found who would undertake the
task, was fixing the fatal rope to one of its
branches, when the attention of all present
was suddenly arrested by the appearance of
a young-woman, whe, screaming wildly, rush-
ed through among the soldiers, and clasped
her*arms around Andrew’s neck.

This was hislsister. One of the villagers,
who, on the preceding night, had learned the
determination of Dalziel with regard to An-
drew, before day went to the cave, and in-
formed Mr. Bruce.

«I will go and put myself into their hands,”
exclaimed Mr. Bruce, as soon as he heard the
tidings. “Better that I die than lose my son.”
And he was making to leave the cave, for this
purpose, when Mary laid hold of him, and be«
seeched him not to go.

“They will murder you both,” said she,
weeping; “and what will become of me?
Rather let me go. I will plead for my bro-
ther’s life ; and surely I will move their com-

ion.”

“No,” said her father: “you know them
not. The tiger of the desert hath more of
compassion than they. I know with what
violence they hate me and my family. No,
no: nothing but my death will save my son.
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But why do I thus tarry here ? Perhaps they
lead him out even now to execution.”

“ Go not my father, I beseech you,” said
Mary. “Do you think that your death will
sgve Andrew? O no, my dear father: they
will murder you both. I shall be left alone
in the world. Be persuaded, my dearest fa-
ther. Let me go. I am sure they will have
pity on us.”

Mr. Bruce, considering thd® it was indeed
likely that his delivering himself up would not
procure the liberty of his son,—a spirited
young man, deeply imbued with principles at
enmity with the existing establishments,—
and imagining that the tears and entreaties of
Mary, which appeared to him so eloquent,
might excite some compassion in the hearts of
those into whose hands Andrew had fallen ;
and taking pity on his daughter, who, he saw,
would be left in a state of distraction if he
went to give himself up, looked sorrowfully
~on her, and, wiping a tear from his eye, said,

“ Go then, my daughter : But stop,—I may
lose you too. Who knows where their cruel-
ty may end! But, no, no. They will bave
pity on your youth and your tears. Surely
there is not in the form of man aught so
cruel that will murder my children. God
will protect you. Haste you, my daughter.
It is your brother’s life that calls you. Haste

"~ - — . -
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to the village ; and the Lord be with you and
my son.” The distressed father then knelt to
wrestle at the throne of grace: while Mary
flew with the speed of lightning to the village.
' Bhe arrived, as we have seen, ]ust soén
enough to have an opportunity of trying what
her entreaties could do. The apparatus of
death which she noticed at her approach, and |
her brother standing bound between two sol-
diers, had so Eerified her, that it was some
time before she could so recover herself as to
be able to speak.

“You have come,” said Andrew to her,
when she had recovered a little, “you have
come to afflict yourself in vain. My death is
determined.”

~ % No, they will not kill you,” rephed his sis-
ter: « these men will not kill you.” And then
falling on her knees before Dalziel, whom she
knew, by his dress, to be of the highest autho-
rity, and with tears fast flowing down her face,
more lovely in grief, thus addressed him :—

“ Have pity on my brother. If you knew
how my father and I love him, you would not
kill him. I am sure he has never hurt you.
Ever since we were driven from the manse,
he has lived peaceably in the moors. He has
lived with me: and I never saw him do in-
jury to any one. Have pity, sir, on our fa-
mily. You have already taken our dear me-

8
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ther from us: and will you now take from
me my only brother, and from my father an
only son? O, sir, have you no son, that you
may know what my father will feel? Have
yau no Brother, dear to you as mine is to me?
My dear, dear brother! O, let him go, and I
will die in his place !”

These words, when uttered by Mary, were
eloquent : and Dalziel felt some movements
of humanity within him. ’

“If your father will put himself into our
hands,” said he, “ we will save the life of your
brother.”

“ Wicked and unfeeling wretch I’ exclaim-
ed Andrew, interposing here: “ wicked and
inhumgan wretch ! wouldst thou have her save
her brother’s life at the expense of her father’s?
Nor would you set me at liberty, though my
father were in your hands. Entreat them no
more, my dear sister.—Weep not for me. I
suffer with joy for the glory that is before me.
Leave me, my dear Mary. Go; and if ever
you see our father, tell him I died with joy
for the liberties and religion of Scotland.
Tell him not to regret that he did not deliver
himself up. It would have been certain death
to him, and would not have saved me. Tell
him that I am prouder to lay down my life
for him, and for the righteous cause in which
Scotland suffers, than if I had been lifted up
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to the loftiest pinnacle of human distinction.
Dear sister, be you comforted. I go to our
mother. I go to the enjoyments of heaven.
You and my father will soon follow: and
there we shall again dwell together ) peace,
~far beyond the change and turbulence of time.”
Dalziel had been, as we have already ob-
served, rather moved by Mary’s entreaties;
and still, as he saw her turning from her bro-
ther’s embrace, and again casting herself down
before him in the agonies of unspeakable grief,
he felt something like the kindliness of com-
passion hovering about his heart; and he
looked to Macduff, with an eye that said,
“ Might we not have some mercy on this girl ?”
The curate, with a look of horrible feroci-
ty, and in a tone of reproach, replied,—* Will
you be drawn from your duty by the snivel-
ing of girls? If,you pardon rebels for their
tears, you will surely be accounted a very
merciful man; and the government will cer-
tainly sustain the grounds of pardon.”
Dalziel, as if ashamed that he had shewn
he yet possessed some little human feeling,
without waiting a moment, ordered the exe-
cutioner to proceed.: At this word, Mary
shrieked wildly, fainted, and was immediately
carried towards the village by some women
who had gathered around her on her arrival.
Andrew now mounted the scaffold, which
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had been erected beside the old elm. Here
he was again asked, if he would not save his
life, by complying with the terms formerly
offered. The young Christian, strong in the
might of God, regarding his tempters with a
look of indignation, remained silent. ¢ Pre-
pare then, instantly to die,” said Dalziel.

Andrew kneeled down ; and, having recom-
mended his soul to the care of his God, he
arose, and exclaimed, “ Farewell, my father,”
as if he could have heard him. “ Farewell,
my sister. The light of the sun, the hopes of
earth, farewell | And, O, holy Father, ere I de-
part, hear my cry. In thy mercy, haste to deli-
ver the suffering people of Scotland. Now,
welcome death: and welcome eternity
When he. had thus said, the executioner did as
he had been ordered: and the soul of this
Christian hero fled away to ‘eoeive the crown
of life.

What suffering was here! What did a
father and a sister feel! And how might
they have escaped it all? If they had desert-
ed the cause of liberty and religion ; if they
had submitted tamely to those chains, which
a licentious and tyrannical government had
forged for them, and which, but for their no-
ble resistance, and that of their fellow-suffer-
ers, might have this day been fastened around
our necks, this persecuted family might have
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lived in peace in their manse, undisturbed
and uninjured by the troubles of the times.
But their souls despised the thought. They
had the glory of God in their view,—they had
the liberty of their country at their heart,—
they had the welfare of us, their posterity,
before their eyes,—and, without a murmur,
they laid.down their lives in the righteous
cause.

Is there no one that loves to wander about
Zion, “and the flowing brooks beneath, thdt
wash her hallowed feet,” and to sing on sacred
harps the achievements of the saints? Is
there no one warmed with the flame of their
devotion, anid touched near the heart with
their patriotic sufferings, that will twine lau-
rels to their sacred memory into the sweet
numbers of immortal melody? Is the theme
not soft enough for thg refined ear of modern
taste, or is it tod sacred for the song of the
bard? But why should we call for the poet’s
lyre? Even now, their praises sound from
harps angelic. - “ What arp these which are
arrayed in white robes? and whence come
they 1” These are they,” respond the choirs
of heaven, “ these are they which come out of
great tribulation, and have washed their robes, .
and made them white in the blood of the
Lamb. Therefore are they before the throne
of God, and serve him day and night in his

8* ‘ :
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temple: and he that sitteth on the throre
shall dwell among them. They shall hunger -
no more, neither thirst any more, neither shall
the sun light on them, nor any heat. For the
Lamb, which is in the midst of the throne,
shall feed them, and shall lead them unto liv-
ing fountains of waters: and God shall wipe
away all tears from their eyes.”

After the execution, Dalziel and Macduﬁ‘
having stood for a little, glutting their eyes
‘with the effects of their cruelty, or rather, of
the government under whith they served,
Macduff, sadly disappointed at. the. failure of
this attempt to draw Mr. Bruce into his
hands, said to Dalziel, “ Might we not try what
torture would elicit from the daughter? She
might be less obstinate ; or the father, moved
by her sufferings, mlght dehver himself up
tous?”

¢ Inhuman man,” rephea Dalzlel touched
with some compunctious visitings of nature,
“ wouldst thou lay thy hand en.the distract-
ed girl? No. I .wil not permitit. Let us
find the father as we may. But the daughter
shall not be touched.”:

Macduff, being thus reproved by one who
was noted for his inflexible rigour .towards
the covenanters, ignorant, savage, crocodile-
like as he was, seemed to feel a slight.fave-
ment of shame ; and, without resuming the
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subject, said to Dalziel, “ Let us go and dis-
~ patchthe ’pnsoners whom the soldiers brought
in this morning.”

The corpse of the martyred youth was left
hanging upon the tree till evening, when
some of the villagers ventured to take it down; ;
and, having dug a grave beneath the shade of
‘the elm, laid .the remains of the son of their
minister in the harrow house.



i CHAPTER VIL

One grand and peculiarly excellent charae-
teristic of the Christian religion is, that its re-
sources are alwaysin proportion to the wants

#of its true professors. If the wickedness and

. cruelty of men gather about them with a more
frowning aspect, their Redeemer looks upon
them with a kinder countenance. If the ca-
lamities and sufferings of life embattle them-
selves thicker and thicker around them, the
‘objects on which they have fixed their hopes,
beyond the grave, come into a better light,
and fill their souls more abundantly with their
heavenly relishes. ‘

The truth of this remark was well illustrat-

_ed in the conduct of Mr. Bruce. When he
received the tidings of his son’s death, with
the account of the unmurmuring and trium-
phant manner in which he had closed his short
life, the resigned father, looking to heaven,
said, “ My son, thou hast died in a good cause.
The name of the Lord be magnified.”

Having uttered these words, he turned sud-
denly to the peasant who had brought the sad

v .
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intelligence, and said, “ My son is now safe ;
but where is my daughter? Have they mur-
dered her too ?”

“ Your daughter,” replied the peasant ; “is
in the village, with the old woman whom she
used to be so fond of. She was so over-
come by her brother’s cruel death, that she
remained for some time in a state of insensi-
bility : but she is now recovered somewhat ;
although they are afraid she is still in a dap-
gerous condition.” - ¥

“I knew it,” said Mr. Bruce,. “] knew-
she would never survive her brother’s death.

-Her heart was too tender. It is broken: it
is broken! O, my daughter! must I lose thee
- too? My two children in one day! «“O
Father in heaven I” he then exclaimed,  thou
knowest what is best for me, and all that is
mine. Do with us as seemeth good unto thee.”
And then addressing himself to the peasant, -
said, “ Can I not see her once ere she depart ?
I must see her. I will venture into the vil-
lage under the shadow of night. If I should
fall into my enemies’ hands, the Lord will de-
liver my soul.”

“You must not venture,” said the peasant.
“If you fall into their hands, we will all lose
a father, who is our instructor and coinforter
in all our sufferings.” Your daughter may

a)
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soon be able to meet you in a place where
you shall be in no danger.”

“Nay,” said the affectionate father, “ but
I must see her to-night. She hath need of
comfort. Perhaps she will not see another
day.”

“ Well, well, reverend sir,” said the peasant ;

“We will do all we can to get you into the

village safely. We will let you know when

& soldiers have gone to rest. Then will be
safest time for you.”

“Do aecordingly,” replied the minister.

«I will approach the village after night-fall,
and wait in the hazel ‘glen till you or some
of your friends come to me. Go,and be
mindful of your appointment.”
- When Mr. Bruce was left alone, he ven-
tured out to the top of a hill hard by, whence
he could espy the grave of his wife, and the
smoke rising from the village, where his son
had that day been put to death, and where
his dear daughter, his only remaining earthly
hope, lay on a bed of distress: And, truly, it
needed something more than the mere firm-
ness of natural fortitude to sustain his spirit,
while he waited in anxious expectation the
coming darkness.

Mary to whom we now return, when she
lived in the manse in peace, as we formerly
remarked, was cheerful as the lark of the

<
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morning, and lovely as the flower on which
bath never breathed aught but the purest and
gentlest breezes from the chambers of the
south.- And, till her mother’s death, she bore
all the sufferings to which the family was sub-
jected with little change of spirit ; and often
did she cheer their wanderings by the sallies
of her innocent mirth. Ever after her mo-
ther’s death, however, although her father
watched over her with an eye of a guardi
angel, and ber brother tended her with
most vigilant affection, she had lost much of
her cheerfulness, and her health had been
rather declining. The circumstances in
which the family bad been placed had render-
ed her mother peculiarly dear to.her; and
her tender feelings never fully recovered from
the shock they received by the sudden and
cruel death of her mother. And now the
still more untimely and cruel death of her
brother, together with all the affecting cir-
cumstances with which it was connected, had
.entirely overcome her. After she had been
carried into the old woman’s house, and had
recovered from a swoon into.which she had
fallen when she heard that her brother’s death
was sure, she exclaimed, for some minutes,
“ My brother! my dear brother ! what will
my father do?” and then relapsed into the
swoon. During the whole course of the*day,

l -
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although she had resorted to the treasures of
comfort that are laid up for all afficted Chris-
tians, and although the peace which is from
above had stilled the tumult of her soul, she
fell at intervals into fainting fits; and as the
evening and night approached, they came on
oftener, and continued longer. She felt that
she was dying; and she had only oné wish
she said, unfulfilled,—that was, to see her fa-
r. “But he cannot come here without en-
ring his life,” she would say; “and why
should I wish him ? " I shall soon see him in
heaven. He will not take care of himself
when we are gone, and the persecutors will
soon get him; but my father is prepared to
die.” - ‘
At the approach of night, Mr. Bruce, an-
-xious to se¢ his daughter, drew near the vil-
lage. He staid in the hazel glen, as agreed
on, till about midnight, when the peasant,
faithful to his appointment, met him. As it
happened, most of the soldiers, who were
quartered in the village and its neighbourhood,
had been sent the preceding day on a distant
excurion, and had not yet returned ; and the
few who remained, the peasant assured Mr.
Bruce, had all retired to rest.
"Mr. Bruce, in coming to the house where
his daughter lay, passed the place where his
son was buried, and the church which he had

— e A
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catered with holy joy ; and he saw the manse
where he hadlived so happily with his family.
But these times were past. His Master had
called him to severer service. And the wor-
thy pastor, without giving way to the sad re-
flections which every object about him tended
to suggest, hurried on to the hut where his
daughter lay. -

‘When he entered the house, he beheld Mary
stretched on a humble bed, to all appearan
lifeless. “I am too late,” he said to the ol
woman and some of the neighbours, who stood
by. “My daughter is gone.” “ We hope not,
gir,” replied the old woman. ¢ She has fallen
into a swoon ; but she will recover yet.”

Mr. Bruce examined his daughter narrowly ;
and he could discover that life had not entire-
ly leftitsseat. Sometimes, however, he could
discern nothing but the paleness and stillness
of death about his dear child: sometimes a
slight quiver moved her lips, and her eye half
opened: and he leaned over her and wept,
praying that he might yet hear his daughter’s
voice ere she departed.

After continuing nearly half an hour in this
state, she gave a deep sigh, and -looked up in
ber father’s face. “ Are you there, father ?”
she said. “I am now ready to die. They

, will tell you,” continued she, looking to those

who stood by ; “they will tell you what my
9
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brother said to me when I saw him last. Haste
you, dear father, from this place. They Wilt
torture you if they get you. Is itnot night?
Leave me before the day come. Dear father,
I go to my Redeemer: he is all my salvation,
and all my desire.”

' “Dear daughter,” he said, grasping her
hand, and half embracing her ; dear daughter,
what can I wish more? The Lord our God
- take you to himself I ’

% Farewell, father,” Mary said, “ We shall
soon meet again,”

O, how lovely in that moment did she seem
in her father’s sight! Her eye, always beau-
tiful, shed, at its sitting, the purity of heaven;
and no earthly commotion stirfed the compo-
sure of her cheek. For a moment she looked
on her father, not like the solitary star, which
looks by the skirts of the gathering clouds,
which are soon to wrap it in darkness, but like
the last star of the morning, about to fade
away into the light of day. And now her
eye closed : she grasped her father’shand con-
vulsively : it loosened its hold : the last qui-
ver forsook her lips ; and her gentle soul fled
far away beyond the sufferings of time.

“It is done,” said Mr. Bruce, still gazing
on his daughter: “it is done; persecution
hath accomplished its worst against me. But
why should I repine? My dear family have
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now escaped from the evils to come. This
wld was not their home. It was the coun-
try. of their enemies; and blessed be the
name of God, that he hath so early taken
them away from suffering, to that place
which his everlasting love hath prepared for
them. I have now less to care for in this
vale of tears. Let me now, Holy Father,” said
he, lifting up his hands to heaven: “let me
henceforth have nought but thy glory before
me. In thy name and strength let me fight
out the Christian warfare.—Make me more
and more the comfortge and helper of thy
people ; and if thou shouldst deliver me up to
my enemies, give me to die without a murmur
in the cause of my country’s liberty.”

After uttering these words, Mr. Bruce de-
sired that the corpse of his daughter should be
interred as privately as possible; and, taking
leave of the sorrowful few: who had gathered
around him, immediately left the village, and
returned toward the place of his concealment.

The objects of nature had early made a
deep impression on the mind of Mr. Bruce;
and his manner of life, spent for thé last six
years amidst its wildest scenery, had still deep-
ened this impression. Night, as it was the
only time in which he could venture safely
abroad, had especially engaged his contempla-
tion; and often, in his nocturnal discourses,
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did he turn the attention of his audience to
the grandeur of that magnificent temple” in
which they met to worship God.

Notwithstanding the losses he had sustain-
ed that day, Mr. Bruce, resigned to the will
of God, and having the Christian’s peace in
his bosom, as he walked towards the cave,
could look with his usual relish to the magni-
ficence of the starred canopy, and the sha-
dowy grandeur of nature around. And as he
ascended, with a peasant who accompanied
him, an eminence near his cave, he made the .
following reflectionse—standing lonely_on the
hill—with no wife—no child remaining—but
standing firm and dignified, like the oak of the
mountains after its leaves have been torn
away by the violence of the tempest.

“Turn your eye to those stars,” said he to
the peasant, “ that look forth like angels’eyes
from heaven. How pure and tranquil they
seem! None of the storms which agitate
this lower world disturb them. They shone
on the beings that trode this waste a thousand
years ago, and still they shine on us. Do not
their serenity and duration seem to write a
gatire on the tumult and brevity of the life
of man? How much of his folly have they
seen ! how little of his wisdom! How much
of his cruelty to his fellow-creatures ! how
little of his brotherly affection! How many

- ‘
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have they seen going forth, under their holy
light, with the dagger of vengeance, to carry
into execution the dark plots of wickedness !
how few have they noticed crossing the val-
leys of earth on errands of mercy | How ma-
ny deluded human beings have they observed
bowing down to stocks and stones! how few
bending the knee sincerely to the living and
true God! Yes, they have seen hundreds of
generations bustle away the little hour of
their'vanity—and they have seen their ever-
lasting destiny sealed: And yet man is still as
foolish as if none had ever proved to him that
he must die. He grasps at the shadow of
earth’s happiness, more fleeting than that
which the passing cloud casts yonder on the
heath. And so eagerly does he run after the,
spectre, that neither the tears nor the execra-
tions of thousands dying under his feet, nor
the sword of eternal wrath which gleams over
his head, can stop him in his frenzied pursuit.
Sure there is something miserably wrong in
the human heart. Surely the true eyes of the
human understanding have been, indeed, put
out. 'The shadow that falls from yonder
mountain, and hides the vale in gloom, is it-
self brightness, compared with that cloud that
broods on the human mind, and benights all
its faculties. 8o dreadfully dim is mortal vi-
sion, that it cannot discern the glory of God
g*
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himself, even when he comes to redeem, to
forgive, and to save. Oh, when shall that
star arise, which led the wise men of old to
the manger of Bethlehem, and guide the way
of every man to the feet of Jesus; who, al-
though he created the heavens, and heard the
harps of angels sing his glory divine, died, to
make us wise unto salvation? Surely the
time will come, for the Lord hath sworn it,
yea, he hath sworn it by himself, when the
earth shall return to its allegiance, and be
oured of its folly.”

Here the holy man looked to his companion,
whom he had forgotten in his contemplations;
and, casting his eye of faith far into days yet
to come, and filled with the blessedness which
.the promises of God have pledged to the
world, exclaimed, “ Yes, my friend, we have
the God that made all these worlds to support
us. We have his promise, that truth shall ul-
timately prevail. Let us boldly do our duty,
that we may be partakers of that joy unspeak-
able, which shall fill the hearts of the just,
when all shall be complete in Christ, and
when these stars shall melt away at his second
coming.”

‘When Mr. Bruce had withdrawn his mind
from these contemplations, he parted from the
peasant, and returned to the cave, by wife
or child no longer made cheerful.



CHAPTER VIIL

ArrER the loss of his family, Mr. Bruce
continued to instruct and comfort his scatter-
ed flock with mere assiduity and zeal tham
ever. The sufferings he had endured had
given a bolder and firmer tone to his charac.
ter. The more he saw the devastations of
cruelty and tyranny spreading around him,
the warmer his heart glowed with the love of
| liberty, and the blessings which accompany it.

The lovely flowers, which, that he might

guard and cherish them, had hitherto render-
' ed him more careful of himself, were now
gathered into a place of safety. With nought
to bind him to earth but an ardent desire to
instruct and counsel the presbyterians, so as
they might best attain the glorious purposes
they had in view, he now ventured forth
boldly, and seized with eagerness every oppor-
tunity of strengthening and consoling them.
Thus employed, for a considerable time, he
wandered from place to place, always visiting
as often as he durst, the people of his former

charge.
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But, in proportion as Mr. Bruce became
more conspicious among the persecuted party,
the malignity of his enemies, and their exer-
tions to cut him off, increased ; and what they
had so long and so eagerly sought was now
drawing near. '

One Sabbath evening, in the depth of win-
ter, he met, according to previous appointment
a few of his own flock, in a remote house,
not very far from the place where he had so
often concealed himself. There he preached
a sermon ; and, as if he had felt some presen-
timent that this sermon would be his last, he
exhorted his hearers, towards the close of
his discourse, with extraordinary warmth and
energy, to be faithful to the death, to live
peaceably, to bear all with patience ; assuring
them that God would most certainly plead his
own cause, and deliver his servants from op-
pression. He represented how much Christ
had suffered for them, and with what meek-
ness and resignation ;—what blessings they
would secure to posterity, and what rewards
they would themselves receive, by bearing
nobly up -against the storm that beat on them
so severely. On leaving the little audience,
whose hearts had burned, whose eyes had
wept, whose faith had increased, and whose
purpose to bear all, for the cause in which
they had engaged, had been. more firmly es-
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tablished, while listening to his discourse, he
said to them, in a cheerful manner—* My
friends, when we part in these times, we have
very little certainty of meeting again. But
our best friend, Jesus Christ, goes with us all.
He is company enough; and should any
thing happen to any of us, when we have no
one to give us assistance, he will take care of
us.” i

‘When he had thus said, he left the house,
fearing that he had been already too long
there, as it was not improbable that some no-
tice of the meeting nmght have reached the per-
secutors. Both because it was the safest place,
and because he meant to spend the remaining
part of the Sabbath night in private prayer and
supplication to God in behalf of the suffering
people, he withdrew, unaccompanied, to the
cave, never suspecting that any of his ene-
mies observed him. But there had been a
Judas among those who embraced him at

ng.

One of those spies, whom we have had oc-
casion to mention before, eager to gain the
reward offered to. any one who should bring
information which might lead to the appre-
hension of Mr. Bruce, took the following me-
thod to compass his design.

With the consent and privacy of Macduff,
he entirely forsook his house, lived amop
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the peasants, and, as he was one who had for-
merly sworn the covenant, he manifested the
deepest contrition for the aid he had given
to those who sought the ruin of the covenan-
ters. He gave proof of the greatest zeal in
every thing which had for its end their safe-
ty,—revealed to them many schemes which
were contrived for their destruction,—and

_shewed always the most sensible alarm lest
he sheuld fall into the hands of those he had
last deserted. By these artifices, he gained
the confidence of those with whom he now
associated; and had continued with them
more than a month, supporting always the
same character, before Mr. Bruce happened
to visit his people. The night of which we
have spoken was the first time he had ever
got into his presence. Mr. Bruce noticed
him ; but, both from the méanner in which he
behaved during the meeting, and from the ac-
count he had received of him, he entertained
no suspicion of his real designs. This man,
if he deserve the name, dogged Mr. Bruce,
through the darkness of the night, to the cave;
and, as soon as he saw him enter, sped to the
village, to give information.

It was midnight when he reached the cu-
rate’s house. And although this monster
would not have risen from his bed at that hour
to save a soul from death, he instantly got up,
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and, with the malignant satisfaction of an
evil spirit, when it hath compassed some in-

Afernal aim, hastened to inform the few sol-

diers who were in the village. No time was
lost. It was at first resolved to bring Mr.
Bruce to the village, and send him thence, to
be executed in Edinburgh. But, as the ap-
pearance of a Dutch fleet on the north coast
of Scotland had at that time, occasioned the
withdrawing of most of the troops from the
West, they were afraid that the handful they
could collect would not be sufficient to repel
the peasants, whose ardent attachment to Mr.
Bruce, they had every reason to suspect,
would excite them to attempt a rescue. Urg-
ed by this reason, and determined, at any rate,
to make sure of Mr. Bruce’s death, Macduff
said to the commanding officer, “ Go, and
shoot the rebel wherever you find him. The -
king will reward you for it.”

The soldiers,.about ten in number, set out
from the village, conducted by the spy, and
led by an officer well fitted to execute a bloody
command. ‘As the ground was covered with

. snow, and the way extremely rugged, they.

could make no use of their horses, and were
therefore obliged to leave them behind. But,
although the storm of winter howled around
their heads, and the darkness of night brood-

" ed on the rough and wayless moors, keeping
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by the direction of the spy, not far from the
stream up which the cave lay, they urged on,
as if they had been going on a message of ex-
traordinary mercy.

About three in the morning they reached
the vicinity of the cave. Two or three sol-
diers were posted on a cragg above it, one
or two on the opposite side of the stream, to
prevent the possibility of Mr. Bruce escaping,
while the others scrambled up the difficult
ascent which led to the mouth of the cave.
The spirit of the blast of night moaned dole-
fully among the forlorn cliffs: the Ayr, half
fettered in ice, grumbled at their feet ; and
the leafless trees, by which they supported
themselves as they ascended the rock, waving
to the wind, seemed to utter curses on the
ruffians’ heads. Hardened as they were in
ruthless deeds, their guilty hearts interpreted
every sound they heard as an indication of
coming wrath. They trembled like the leaf
which the wind passeth over: and, as they
stood still involuntary before the abode of the
holy man, they heard, issuing from the mouth
of the cave, the following words.—*“ Yea, for
Zion’s sake will I not hold my peace, Holy
Father, and for Jerusalem’s sake I will not
rest, until the day of her mercy come. Hast
thou forsaken Zion, O Lord? hast thou for-
gotten the people of thy love ?—OQur temples
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qre desolate: the courts of thy holiness are
defiled : thy children- are scattered on the
mountains: they weep and cry in the desert.
The harp of their sorrow hangs on the wil-
low, and mourns to the blast of the wilder-
ness : the wastes of nature are watered with
their tears: their blood is poured forth, and
there .is none to pity them! Surely we are
4 sinful nation ; a people laden with iniquity.
We have forsaken thee! we have provoked
the Holy one of Israel to anger. But, O mer--
ciful and Holy One ! God of salvation! look
down from heaven, and behold from the habi-
tation of thy holiness ; and let the bow of thy
mercy be seen in the wilderness. Thou wilt
not forsake ug. Iknow thy church is graven
on the palms of thy hands; her walls are con-
tinually before thee ; and the point of every
weapon that is lifted against her wilt thou at
length turn into the soul of him that lifted it. .
Haste, O God and Father, to deliver us!
Turn the hand of oppression from our coun-
try, that thy people may dwell in freedom
and peace. And while thou seest meet that
they should wander on the mountains, and
suffer in the cause of their country, O give
them patience, and fortitude, and strength.
Let them take comfort, that, in all their afflic-
tions, the Captain of their Salvation is afflict-
ed, and that the Angel of thy presence ehall
10
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save them. Stretch over them the shield of

thine omnipotence: guide the path of their-
.trials by thine all-comprehending wisdom:

ill their hearts with thine inexhaustible love :

-save them, O Lord! Save and support them
in death! And, O Father! when the day of

thy vengeance arriveth, and the year of res-
titution to the spoilers of our land doth come,
have mercy on those who have had no mercy
on us. Soften the hardness of their hearts:
open the blindness of their eyes. O cast them
not away from thy presence for ever! For
who among them shall dwell with the devour-
ing fire? who among them shall dwell with
everlasting burnings ?”

Thus did the holy man, in the darkness of
night, in the cave of the cold rock, plead with
his God for our church and our country.

The fell assassins still stood before the cave,
trembling at the words they had heard, and
the holy confidence with which they were
uttered. And the most fearless and stout-
hearted among them wished the task of mur-
dering this servant of Jesus had fallen to
other hands. After a shorf®ause, however,
the officer, ashamed to have felt something
like humanity moving within him, which he
considered as cowardice, suddenly entered
the cave, ordering two of his men to follow.

Mr. Bruce, who was kneeling when he en-
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tered, arose. A few embers, that burned on
the floor of the place, helped to show his ap-
pearance. His forehead was bald, and his
- few remaining locks were grey. His figure,
* although nothing improved by his half-worn
and little-befitting clothes, was elegant ; and
the serene and peaceful dignity of his counte-
nance, which changed not at the entrance of
the soldiers, was such as might impress the
beholder with respect and awe.

“ You are come,” said he mildly, addressing
the officer, “ you are come to apprehend me.
I am prepared to go with you. You, per-
haps, have a better lodging for me than this;
although, as it is, I have been often glad to get
to it.”

“ My orders are,” said the officer, “to offer
you the test; and, if you refuse it, to put you
to death on the spot.”

“ Nay, then,” said Mr. Bruce, smiling, “is
heaven so near? You are going to send me
to better lodgings indeed.”

«But will you take the test,” said the offi-
cer, “and save us the expense of a shot?®

% God be my witness,” said Mr. Bruce, the
true fortitude of the Christian strongly mark-
ing his countenance as he spoke; “ God be
my witness, I will never swear away my al-
legiance from the King of Kings, who is my
Saviour and Master. I will not submit to
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that which my conscience condemns. I wifl

not connive at the enslaving of my country.”

“ Have done,” said the officer ; “ have done.”

“] have done,” replied Mr. Bruce, with un-’

dfaultering voice. And, lifting up his hands,

he prayed, and said, « Lord Jesus, forgive my

. enémies. Lord Jesus, be with the poor peo-

ple I leave in this wilderness. Father, Son,
and Holy Ghost, receive my spirit I” _

When he had thus spoken, the officer comman-
ded his men to discharge their carabines on Mr.
Bruce. The reverend minister glanced a look
upon them, and they refused to obey. ¢ Faint-
hearted slaves,” exclaimed the enraged officer ;
and, snatching a carabine from the hand of one
of the soldiers, discharged its contents into the
breast of Mr. Bruce. The martyred saint in-
stantly fell down, and expired while the report
of the fatal shot yet echoed amonig the wild cliffs
around. Farewell, good and faithful servant !
Thou hast entered into the joy of thy Lord!

,“8till, Religion, thou art happiness! The
joys which thou pourest into the heart lie not
within the reach of any weapon that the hand
of man can form. The calm which thou set-
tlest on the soul, the wing of no earthly blast
«an disturb. The light by which thy children
walk is the candle of the Lord, which can
never be quenched. Thou plantest a torch
for them in the gloom of death’s darkness;
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and supportest their goings on the rod and
the staff of the Almighty. Thou conductest
their spirits to the feast of immortality, and
layest their bodies down to sleep in peace till
the morning of the resurrection. Woe unto
him that seekest his happiness apart from
thee! He shall be miserably disappointed.

REeADER, I have now finished this short ac-
count of the Persecurep Famivy.. In it I
have had occasion to introduce thee to some
of the sufferings that were endured, and some
of the cruelties that were exercised, by our an-
cestors of the seventeenth century,—the for-
mer, for the sake of religion, and all the dear-
est rights of men ; the latter, to extirpate liber-
ty and leave to posterity the chains of servi-
tude. The sufferings of the family, to which I
confined myself, did not lead me to bring into
view the most exalted Christian heroism
which was in these time manifested ; and, un-
willing to shock the tender feelings of the
heart, I have studiously avoided some of' those
monstrous cruelties which were then exercised
and which, without going out of my way, I .
might have introduced. Thou hast seen
enough, however, kind reader, of the latter,
to abhor it ; and of the former, to admire it.

10*
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I know thou hast praised theif patience, afid
their -resignation, and their hope, and their
fortitude in death. Thou hast marked their
staunch adherence to the dictateés of con-
*science, the ardour of their devotion, and
their love of liberty and their country. And
while thou sittest in peace; conscious that thou
mayest worship thy God as thou thinkest the
Bible orders thee, thou perhaps givest them,
who suffered so much to secure thee this lib-
erty, the sacred applause due to their exer-
tions. It is right that it should be so.

But I wish thee not to stop here. I wish thee
to trust in and to adore the gracé of God,
which supported them, and gave them victo-
ry ;—to admire the wonderfuk resources of
that religion which they professed,—how suf-
ficient they are to instruct and advise the
Christian, in the devious and diﬂi'culi paths,—
to keep his heart warm in the coldest winter

of adversity,—to invigorate him, ds he climbs.

the steepest ascents of virtue,—~and to uphold
and sustain his soul in the face of the most
violent of deaths:

Nor hath the Christian of the present day
need only to admire the marvellous sources
from which his suffering ancestors drew.—He
hath not less need than they to draw for him-
self. His enemies are more concealed, more
mannerly, more deceitful, and, therefore, less

‘4
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apt to excite his suspicion, and put him on his
guard. Persecution labours to force the
Christian out of his way, whether he will or
not ; and, therefore, the spirit of liberty with-
in him encourages him to make a bold resis-
tance. In the days of peace and prosperity,
he is assailed by pleasures, which, endeavour-
ing to draw him out of his path, by the sweet-
ness of their song, and the fairness of their
promises, excite their suspicion of their de-
sign, and are, therefore, often little resisted.

If the persecuted Christian needs more of
comfort, of steadfastness in peril, of patience,
resignation, and fortitude,—he who lives in
peace requires amore of watchfulness, of self-
denial, and of resistance to temptation. If
our wants are, therefore, as numerous, so
should our applications be to that inexhausti-
ble source which supplied all theirs, and which
will supply all ours, if we approach it with
our whole heart.
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BANKS OF THE IRVINE.

CHAPTER L

¢ Trust in the Lord with all thine heart, and lean' not to

 thine own understanding. In all thy ways acknowledge

him; and he shall direct thy steps.”
SoroMoN,

Tuere is ne truth in the Bible better con-
firmed, or more fully illustrated by the expe-
~ rience of the saints whose lives it records, or
by the plain declarations of the Holy Spirit,
than that God will never leave nor forsake
those who put their trust in him. Yet no
truth in that sacred book is the young Chris-
tian more frequently tempted to doubt. The
veteran soldier of Jesus Christ, who hath
fought long under the banners of the Most
High, sees in his own -history so many dan-
gers escaped, so many temptations resisted,
0 many trials endured, and so many battles
with the devil, the world, and the flesh, fought
» and won, that he feels little dismay in the

.

~
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most trying and threatening circumstances.
Although, like the children of Jacob of old,
the sea be before him, and pathless mountains
on the right hand and on the left, and the
shout of his enemy behind him, he can exclaim
in the language of faith, “ Verily, the Lord
sendeth none a warfare on his own charges:
He hath delivered me out of six troubles, and
in seven he will not forsake me.” But when
the young Christian is left to experience pov-
erty, and contempt, and shame; when he is
tried by temptations which he feels too per-
suasive; and he meets with enemies too formi-
dable for his single arm; little acquainted
with the experience of others, and little assist-
ed by his own; he is ready to take up the un-
believing complaint, “ Hath God forgotten to
be gracious? Is his mercy clean’ gone for
ever ! Doth his promise faii for evermore 1”

It is a pity, young reader, that a child of
grace should ever thus complain, and charge
God foolishly. And that you may be cautioned
against thus dishonouring the- veracity of the
God of truth, I request your attention to the
following story.— .

Rarer GemmeLL, the subject of the follow-
ing narrative, was born in the year of our
Lord 1669, a period when persecution for
religious opinion raged in the country. His fa-
ther, George Gemmell, possessed from a long

A
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Iine of ancestors, the small, but fertile estate of
Craigfoat, situated on the banks of the Irvine,
near to where that river pours itself into the
Atlantic. From time immemorial, the younger
sons of this family had generally devoted their
lives to the service of their sovereign, while
the eldest son farmed the estate, related the
gallant actions of his kinsmen, and boasted the
steady loyalty of his house to the reigning
prince. And to Craigfoot, in the evening of
their lives, had their warlike relations often re-
turned, bringing with them many a story of
deeds done in the field of battle, of dangers
braved, and honours received. From genera-
tion to generation, the castle of Craigfoot had
thus been like a garrison of disabled soldiers,
where the ever loyal toast, the fearless attack,
the hairbreadth escape, the profane jest, the
unchaste song, and the daring oath, make their
constant rounds. Within its walls was heard
neither the humble voice of prayer, nor the
sweet melody of sacred praise.

But of all the masters of this house, none
ever proved himself so careless of religion, or
so blindly devoted to a prince, as the father
of Ralph. In those troublous and cruel times,
when the church of the land was driven to
the wilderness ; and when its scattered mem-
bers hanged their harps on the willows of
Scotland’s wildest streams, zealousty & hw

l.
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embrace every measure of Lauderdale’s wicked
ministration to overthrow and destroy evan-
gelical Christians. Every Sabbath he attend-
ed the curate’s church, not to worship God,
but to evince his loyal attachment to the crown,
and his hearty approbation of all the iniquitous
and tyrannical measures its ministers were
then carrying on in Scotland. Sharp himself
was not more eager to detect and suppress con-
venticles, than George Gemmell. And in his
rancour against the persecuted party, he had
often been heard to say, that he would rather
see the waters of the ocean come up over his
lands than one of those fanatic rebels (for so
the Covenanters were called,) set a foot on it.

Such was the character of Ralph’s father.
But his mother, Isabella Mitchel, of a respect-
able family of that name, in Ayrshire, was of
a very different temper. She had read her
Bible with attention and humility, before the
commencement of the persecution under which
the church was then suffering ; she had listened
to the pulpit ministrations of a faithful servant
of God; and she had held communion with
her heavenly Father, through the peace-mak-
ing blood of his Son. She sighed for the de-
solations of Zion; and would willingly have
gone to the mountains in search of that heav-.
enly manna, which no longer dropt from the
lips of those who ministered in the pulpits;

n
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but she feared her husband, with whom she had
been unequally yoked, and chose rather to
weep and pray in secret, than provoke his an-
ger and resentment, by an open avowal of
the interests of the true believers. Indeed,
although she had often violated her own con-
science to please him, and thus sinfully re-
ed him more than her Maker, her serious
cast of mind had frequently been the subject
of his ridicule; and her sympathy with the
suffering church, which she could not conceal,
had many a time provoked his anger, and
drawn upon her his severe reproach. But
although Mrs. Gemmell had thus yielded too
‘much for the sake of domestic peace, she had
seen, as we have intimated, the vanity of time
and its honours, the importance of eternity
and its glories ; and she wished to impress on
the minds of her children, Ralph and Edward,
the importance of religious duty. Ralph, the
elder of the two, listened to her instructions
with attention, and seemed particularly inter-
ested when she told him of the nature of sin,
and its punishment, of the love and mercy of
God in Christ Jesus, and of Faith and its ever-
lasting reward. But Fdward was happier
when mounted on his little pony, and riding
by his father’s side, along with the soldiers, in
quest of our persecuted ancestors, whose tor-
ture and martyrdom he was tanght to devde.
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Nothing could prevail on Ralph, however, even
at the early age at which we are speaking of
him, to mock at the sufferings of his fellow-
creatures; and often, when he saw men and
women tortured by the merciless servants of
despotism, he incurred his father’s displeasure
by entreating him to interfere and relieve
them.

“ He will be like his mother,” his father
would say, “ever weeping for those seditious
wretches; but Edward, he is a true scion of
the old stock of Craigfoot ; I see loyalty and
soldier-like bravery in his face.”

Their tutor, a young man, recommended to
Mr. Gemmell by the curate of the parish, was
entirely devoted to the wicked Government,
as on his interest with men of power rested all
his hopes of preferment. 'What Mr. Gemmell
approved, therefore, he approved: what the
former condemned, so did the latter ; what
the one practiced the other imitated. From
a man whose creed was ever ready thus to be
adjusted to the suggestions of worldly aggran-
dizement, and whose practice was ever formed
to the humour of those on whom he depended,
Ralph and Edward could imbibe little that
was valuable, either of morality or religion.
Although Ralph was far superior to his bro-
ther, both in the strength of his understanding,
and in the kinder feelings of the heart, Edward,
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because he was the father’s favourite, was
represented by the tutor as possessing a vig-
orous understanding, a sound and clear judg-
ment, a ready and tenacious memory ; while
it was hinted, that indeed Ralph might have.
sometimes more perseverance at his tasks, and
more gentleness in his manners, but that his
mental endowments were rather inferior, and
seemed capable of little reach of improvement.
Neglected by his father, Ralph was despised by
the tutor and his brother ; when Edward was
invited forth to the sport of the field, or
to attend the savage military in search of
conventicles, he was left at home to pass the
day with his motherand the servants. Happy
it was for him that he was thus despised and left
at home ; it was then that his mother had an
opportunity of freely setting before him the
importance of a religious life, and it was then,
that first dawned on his soul the hopes and the
glories of immortality.

“Dear Ralph,” said his mother to him one
day when they were left alone, “you are now
arrived at your thirteenth year. I have already
often endeavoured to explain to you the Chris-
tian religion : Do you understand it? have you
felt its influence on your heart! are you
cheered by its hopes? do you thirst after its
glorious rewards? At all times, my son, the
Christian has need to be well acquainted with
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the revealed truths on which he founds his
hopes for eternity; at all times he has need
to have the proofs of the divine origin of his
religion so felt on his heart, as to enable him
to gainsay the adversary, and hold fast the
professions of his faith, without wavering.
But in these troublous and trying days, when
the followers of the Lamb are hunted like the
wild beasts of the field, persecuted, and every
where spoken against, you have tenfold more
need to acquaint yourself with religion, with
its doctrines, its comforts, its hopes, and its re-
wards. Dear Ralph have you considered
these things 1”

“] have often thought of them, dear mo-
ther,” answered Ralph; “but I like to hear
you speak of them; I am never happier than
when you speak to me about religion.”

% And I am never happier,” replied his mo-
ther, “than when I see you attentive te my in-
structions, and storing your mind with those
truths which the Bible reveals. Listen then,
my son; and may the Spirit of grace and of
wisdom be present in our hearts while I
speak.

“We learn, dear Ralph, from the works of
nature, that there is a God of infinite power,
wisdom, and goodness ; but we cannot discern
by all that is around us, our relation to Him.
'Our own hearts, as well as the unjust actions
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’

we commit every day, inform us that we are
sinners, and that we have need of a Saviour.
But of this Saviour, the works of nature give
us no intimation; it is the Bible that reveals
God to man, as a God of mercy, willing to be
reconciled to 4s through his own Son. Itis
the Bible that teaches us our duty to our God,
and to our fellow-creatures—what we. ought
to do in time, and what we ought to expect in
eternity. There we learn that God is not
only all-powerful, and all-wise, but also infi-
nite, holy, and just ; hating all manner of sin;
and bound by his own word to punish every
transgression of his holy law. 'There we learn,
too, that we are great sinners, have broken
his law, and have exposed ourselves to ever-
lasting punishment ; that we are dead in tres-
passes and sins, totally unable either to keep
his law, or to ransom ourselves from its curse.
But the Bible does not, you know, leave us in
this hopeless state. It tells us, that our God
is merciful ; that he so loved the world as to
send Jesus Christ, his well beloved Son, into
it, to fulfil the law for us, to suffer and die for
us. Jesus, you kmow, had no sin of his own ;
he was holy, harmless, and undefiled, and sepa-
rate from sinners. But he died for our sins,
and rose again, and ascended up into heaven,
to plead for us in the presence of his Father

~to plead, that through his merits our sws .
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may be forgiven, and we received, in due time,
into those mansions of happiness which he is
preparing for us.

“Do you then, dear Ralph, know and feel
yourself to be a sinner, guilty in the sight of
God’s law, and utterly undone for ever, unless
Jesus Christ clothe you in his righteousness,
and plead with his Father that your sins may

"be forgiven through his own blood? Do you
believe on this Saviour ? Do you think he is
able and willing to save you? Have you placed
all .your hope for time and eternity on him
alone? Alas! kind as our Saviour is—able
and willing_as he is to save to the uttermost
all who believe on him; many will not listen
to the invitations of his mercy, nor accept of
his offered pardon! So much hath sin darken-
ed the human mind to its own best intérests,
that none can believe. on him, until the under-
standing is enlightened by the Spirit of God,
and the heart made willing in the day of his
power. Pray then, my son, pray that this
Holy Spirit may come into your heart, and
abide in it for ever. This is the promise of
God to all his children: ¢Ask and it shall be
given you; seek and ye shall find ; knock, and
all the treasures of free grace shall be opened
up to you” Place at all times your faith and
your hope on the Saviour, this Rock of Ages,
and you have no need to fear the troubles of

.
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life. These troubles you must not expect to
escape. It is through many tribulations that
the Christian is taken to heaven. It is through
fire and water that he is brought into the
wealthy place. But your Saviour will be
present with you in every trial, and he will
never suffer you to be overcome. In the
darkest night of trouble and affliction, your
hopes shall have rest in heaven; and in your
bosom shall dwell that peace which passeth
understanding. In death, too, he shall be your
friend and deliverer ; and after death he shall
receive you into that happy place where you
shall be for ever rewarded with the smiles of
his countenance.”

“] wish to be religious,” said Ralph; “but
when Edward laughs at my seriousness, and
my father encourages him to do it, I am asham-
ed, and sometimes determine to be like them.”

“Your situation, my dear,” continued his mo-
ther, “is certainly difficult. It is hard to resist
the bad example, and bear the mockery of those
who are ever about you. But, my son, remem-
ber this ; put your trust in God, and he will
never leave nor forsake you. He will make
you strong to resist all evil, and to set at naught
all the revilings of the wicked. Persevere in
religion, for it is happiness. Edward heeds
none of my advice, and his father commends
bhim for his foolishness, and teaches him ta de-
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spise religious instruction. I fear he will go
far astray ; but I hope that you, through the
grace of God, will resist bad example, and by
persevering in the service of your God, secure
not only your own peace and happiness, but per-
haps yet be the means of saving your brother.”

Young reader, I repeat to you what Mrs.
Gemmell said to her son: Persevere in religion,
for it is happiness. Is not religion, a trusting in
God who cannot lie, a renouncing of the vain
speculations, and opinions, and surmises of
erring men; and a placing of our faith on the
words, promises, and appointments of an all-
wise and all-ordering God? Is it not, too, a
withdrawing of our confidence from the frailty
and weakness of human power, and a leaning
on the Lord Jehovah, in whom is everlasting
strength? Is it not also a coming forth from
a land of darkness, ignorance, and slavery,
and an entering into the fair regions of light,
knowledge, and liberty? Whatis it but a
leaving of those pleasures which debase, and
cannot satisfy, of those hopes which promise
but to deceive, and of those schemings and
reasonings which perplex but give no cer-
tainty ; and a surrender of ourselves to those
enjoyments which dignify and exalt us, while
they never satiate; with those hopes which
promise all that is really valuable, and give us
all they promise ; with those truths which are
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sanctioned by God, and which, therefore, are
immutable ; and with those plans which took
their origin in eternal wisdom, and which,
therefore, can never miscarry? Religion is a
coming forth from all that is impure and
abominable in the world, from the prison of
guilt, and anxiety, and hopelessness; and a
making our peace with all that is pure, and
holy and happy. Itis a putting away from us
that which is empty, and fleeting, and perish-
ing; and a laying fast hold of that which is sub-
stantial, satisfying, and eternal. It is an es-
cape from the terrors of death, and the wrath
of the great Judge of all, into the bosom
of our God—into the dwellings of peace, and
love, and immortality. Thisis religion. These
are the trust and the doings, the hopes and re-
wards of the Christian. .

Sometimes exposed to the taunts of his.re-
lations, and the unholy influence of the unre-
strained dissipation and hardened wickedness
of the times, but oftener employed in listening
to his mother’s instructions, in reading his Bi-
ble, or in storing his mind from other books
of useful knowledge, Ralph reached his
fifteenth year. About this time he lost his
mother. A lingering illness, occasioned by
her grief for the distressed state of the perse-
cuted church, and by the hard-hearted severity
and wickedness of her husband, deprived him



16 THR BANKS OF THE IRVINE.

of that loving parent, and kind monitor. Her
dying advice to Ralph was short and simple.

“I have often violated my conscience, dear
Ralph,” said she, as he stood by her bed-side,
only a few hours before her death; “I have
often violated my conscience for the sake of
domestic peace. I should have been more
resolute and more public in serving my God
and Redeemer. But I know he will be mer-
ciful to my unrighteousness; and my sins and
iniquities he will remember no more. I shall
see him, because he loved me. I shall enter
into his presence, because Christ died for me.
But I wish not you to follow that part of my
example which I now lament. You will have
the same difficulties to encounter, the same
reproach to bear; and if you take a more de-
cided part than I have done in the interests of
the suffering church, and a more open and
avowed path in the service of God, which I
earnestly wish you may, youwill have more
trials to endure, and more obloquy to withstand.
But, dear Ralph, that which the word of God
and your own conscience testify to be your
duty, choose and do. Regard not the conse-
quences—the reproach of relations, the malig-
nity of enemies, the sneers of careless dissipa-
tion: these, under the guidance of a kind pro-
vidence, will work together for your good.
Remember what the Bible says, and what I

[
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have often repeated to you: Put your trust
in God, and he will never leave nor forsake
you. Protected by his power, you shall be
safe, for it is almighty; led by his wisdom,
you shall not go astray, for it never errs;
hoping in his Son, you shall not be deceived,
for he shall appear at last in his Father’s pre-
sence, bringing with him all who have put
their trust in him. And while you walk thus
in the strength of your God, ever seek to be
useful to your fellow-creatures: and O seek,
especially, the spiritual welfare of your father
and brother. I have often prayed for them.
It hath not yet pleased God to answer my
prayers; but you may live to see them an-
swered, and your own piety rewarded by the
happy conversion of your father and brother.
Now, my son, remember when I am gone,
that this was the soundest advice, and the
sweetest comfort that your dying mother
could give youy ‘Put your trustin God, and
he will never leave nor forsake you.’”

2.



CHAPTER II.

“ My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou not: walk
not thou in the way with them; refrain thy foot from their
path, that thou mayest walk in the way of good men, and
keep the path of righteousness.”

SoLomoN.

RavrrH, after the death of his mother, ex-
perienced little comfort in his father’s house.
Edward, as we have observed, was taught to
ridicule his seriousness; his father was daily
telling him, that he would be a disgrace to his
name ; and the servants following the exam-
ple of their master, regarded him as a kind of
outcast, and took every opportunity to in-
sult and deride him.

From the curate, whom he still attended on
- Sabbath, he could gather little either to enlight-
en his mind, or strengthen his piety. His ser-
mons chiefly inculcated submission to the un-
just measures of Government, activity in sup-
pressing those, whose opinions differed from
that of the then existing ecclesiastical establish-
ment, and zeal in supporting the hierarchy to
whieh he belonged. These were the chief
doctrines which Ralph heard at church; and
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he was not satisfied. He wished to hear more
of Christ, the great Head of the Church ; more
of belief in him who is the way, the truth, and
“the life ; and more of holiness, without which
none can see God. He had diligently contem-
plated the features of the times; he had ex-
amined the creed, opinions, and life of the
persecuted party ; he had likewise examined
the principles as well as the conduct of those
who persecuted them ; and, young as he was,
he could easily see that the former were suf-
fering for holding opinions founded on the
‘Word of God and sanctioned by their own con-
sciences, for their highest privileges as men,
and their dearest rights as Christians ; and the
latter oppressing, torturing, and murdering, for
non-submission to institutions which their own
selfishness had suggested, and which they were
ever ready to change for any other that might
have promised more gain to their avarice, or
more indulgence to their vicious dispositions.

Impressed by these opinions, it was little
wonder that Ralph, alive as he was to the dic-
tates of conscience, and the calls of religion,
had a strong inclination to join the true be-
lievers. Butin doing this, he must submit to
persecution and reproach, forsake his father’s
house, lay down all hopes of honour and pre-
ferment, abide the contempt and the hate of
'his nearest kinsmen, and experience the rig-
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ourous discipline of cold, and hunger, and cheer-
less wandering: Surely young reader, this
was no very agreeable reflection. It was
enough to make a more experienced Christian
than Ralph halt between two opinions. '
More than three months after his mother’s
death he passed in this uneasy state of mind ;
—now resolving to leave all and follow Christ
—now looking forward to the dreariness of
a life of suffering—and again, back on that old
paternal castle, and those fertile fields, which
might one day be all his own. And verily,
were it inman that walketh to direct his steps
—were it not God that chooseth his way, it
is very probable that Ralph would have turn-
ed away from the sufferings he saw before
him, and taken up with the ease, and the
plenty, and the honour, which the world pro-
mised him. But God knoweth his own; and
it is as certain that he will provide the means
of enlightening them in the knowledge of him-
self, and of confirming them in his service, as
that he will for ever protect and uphold them.
One Sabbath, after returning home as usual
from the unprofitable discourse of the curate,
Ralph went out at the evening-tide to meditate.
It was in the end of autumn. And as he walk-
ed along the banks of the Irvine towards the
sea, the wild flower, with scarcely its withering
stalk remaining, which he had seen in the early

N
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year painted with all the colours of beauty—
the shrub, naked and blasted, which was lately
vested in a thick foliage of healthy green—the
aged leaf, which fell rustling from its fellows
—the stream, which was ever running on to
be lost in the ocean—and the light, which
faded dimly away on the indistinct summits of
Arran ;—all had a tendency to draw him into
serious musing, and especially to remind him
of the short duration and sure decay of all
earthly things.

“ As for man,” said he tohimself, “his days
are as the grass: as a flower of the field, so
he flourisheth ; for the wind passeth over it,
and it is gone, and the place thereof shall know
it no more. As the waters of this river run
for a little, and then fall into the ocean, so
shall time be with me ; so suddenly shall I pass
into eternity. As the light dieth away on
yonder mountain, so speedily shall the sun of
my day set for ever. What then should I
do? Should I fear the reproach and persecu-
tion of man, which cannot long annoy me?
8hould I take the honours and the pleasures
which he can give me, which, short as life is,
may wither and die long before me, and will,
at any rate, slip from my grasp when I go
down into the grave? or should I serve my
God, whose almighty power can protect me
from every thing that would really hurt e ™
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time, and whose loving-kindness and tender

mercy will provide for me after death an in-

heritance incorruptible, undefiled, and that
_fadethnot away ? Surely the wisdom of man

is foolishness. 'Why should I listen toit? O

that God would direct my steps, and enable
" me to put my trust in him alone I”

Thus did the merciful Creator make the
contefiiplation of his works subservient to
strengthen the piety of the young Christian.
Musing on such thoughts as these, Ralph wan-
dered on to the seashore. Agreeably to those
sudden changes which happen so often in our
" climate towards the end of autumn, night,
which at his coming on, had been calm and
serene, was now wrapt in the clouds of his
thick darkness—the winds came in the swift-
ness of their fury—the ocean lifted up his
voice, and roared in the pride of his strength
—and athwart the gloom, at intervals, gleam-
ed the lightnings of God, awfully displaying
the features of the storm. As it did not yet
rain, however, Ralph walked on. , The.awful
majesty of nature had something in jt which
pleased him, and sanctioned the reflections he
had just made—something which reminded of
the littleness of man, and the greatness of the
Creator. How dreadful, thought he, to have
that God our enemy, who walketh on the

i
|
|

|

vings of the wind, and biddeth the storm do '

|
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his pleasure ! who setteth his foot on the sea,
and holdeth the waters in the hollow of his
hand | who sendeth the lightnings, and they
say unto him, Here we are |

Thus contemplating, he was walking along
the coast, when his ear was attracted by the
following words :— -

“How long, O Lord, holy and true,- dost
thou not avenge the blood of thy ser¥ants!
Thy holy city is a wilderness ; Zion is a wil-
derness ; Jerusalem a desolation. Be not
wroth very sore, neither remember iniquity
for ever. Behold, we beseech thee ; we are
thy people. O visit Zion in thy mercy! Let
not the weapon that is formed against her
prosper; and the tongue that is raised against
her in judgment, do thou condemn. We know
that thy church is graven on the palms of thy
hands; and thou wilt bring her out of the
deep waters; but, gracious Father | give us,
poor helpless sinners, patience and resignation
to wait till thy time come. Give us that
abiding faith in our Saviour, and that inex-
tinguishable love, which, in all our trials, will
make us more than conquerors. Yea, our
eyes are unto thee, O God, the Lord: in thee
is our trust: Leave not our souls destitute :
Keep us from the snares which are laid for us,
and the gins of the workers of iniquity.”

- After these breathings of holy fervour had
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ascended up unto the throne of God, Ralph
heard proceeding from the same place the
sweet melody of praise ; and now it was lost
in the loud voice of the storm, and again in
the intervals of partial calm, it came forth on
the ear like the music of heaven. Ralph walk-
ed up to the place whence the sounds proceed-
ed; and among the rugged cliffs by the very
side of the sea, did he find ten or twelve of
those Christian heroes whom persecution had
compelled to choose that secluded place, and
that hour, to them, of favourable darkness, to
hear the word of life, and adore and praise the
God and Redeemer of mankind.

At Ralph’s approach, they seemed something
alarmed, for they knew well, though in so re-
tired a place, and under the wing of night,
they were not safe from the vigilant persecu-
tion of their enemies. They feared, therefore,
that Ralph might be a guide to a party of
dragoons. But as some of those present had
been but lately tenants of his father, he was
soonrecognised. They had heard it reported,
that he favoured their party,and that he had for
several years suffered little less from his wicked
relationsathome, than they had endured in their
flights and wanderings. He was therefore
gladly received amongst them. The reverend
old minister, part of whose prayer he had just
heard, and who had once been his mother’s
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spiritual guide and dear friend, was especially
interested at his appearance. Ever zealous in
his Master’s work, and remembering how de-
sirous Mrs. Gemmell had been that her sons
might be true fearers of God, he invited Ralph
to sit down by his side on the shelvy rock,
and entered into conversation with him. With
fatherly tenderness, the venerable pastor en-
couraged the youth to describe the circum-
stances in which he was placed, and lay open
the state of his mind. This was the first time
that Ralph had had an opportunity of con-
versing with a faithful servant of the Most
High. And truly his heart burned within
him, as the good old man thus concluded a
long and tender advice to him.

« Now, my son,” for so tenderly did he ad-
dress him, “ now I know the difficulty of your
circumstances. I know how hard it is to
leave father, and brother, and houses and lands,
and goods, and plenty, and honour; and to be
hated of those of whose love you are most de-
sirous, and to be despised of those in whose
eyes you most wish to appear honourable.
‘We can promise you little but trial and suffer-
ing. We have been driven from our houses
and possessions. Our families are left to .
wander, and weep in poverty, exposed to con-
tempt, and subjected to the insults of a brutal
soldiery. Torture, imprisonment, and banish-

3
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ment are prepared for us. A price is set on
our heads,and our lives are every day sought
for. We are cut off from all the comforts of
life, and are exposed to almost all the ills which
this world can muster up against the people
of God ‘Now, my son, if you will take up
your cross and follow Christ, you must be pre-
pared to meet similar trials. But remember

that you have His promise, that if you forsake |

father and mother, and houses and lands, for
his sake, he will give you an hundred fold of

spiritual blessings in this world, and eternal |
life in that which is to come. Remember

what Christ has suffered for you. All that
the wickedness of men could invent, and all
that the offended justice of his Father required,
he endured for you ;—so ardent was his love
for you ; so inexhaustible his mercy !

“ If you are resolved to put your trust in
Christ, and follow him through good and
through bad report, although we can promise
you none of this world’s comforts or honours,
we can promise you, that although you be per-
plexed, you shall never be in despair; although
you are persecuted, you shall never be forsak-
en; although you are cast down, you shall
never be destroyed.

“ Are you afraid to put your whole trust in |

God? Look around you and see. Is there

any thing on earth or in hell, that can snatch
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you out of the hand of his omnipotence? Is
there any power that can effectually hurt you,
if you abide under the shadow of the Al-
mighty? He walketh on the sea, and his
path is in the great waters; and he can say to
the raging of that vast ocean, Peace, be still.
He walketh on the wings of the wind, and he
can bid them, when he will, away to their
place. He sitteth on the circuit of the earth,
ind the inhabitants thereof are as grasshop-
pers. 'These lightnings which you see gleam-
ing through the darkness of the night,go abroad
at his word, and would, if he commanded, in
the twinkling of an eye, lay the boasting of
human strength, and the pride of human great-
ness, in a heap of burning desolation. Are
you afraid to put your trust in this God?

1 Are you afraid to meet the fury of man’s bat-

tle, if He be on your side? Only put your
trust in him, and you are safe. His love and
his mercy will never forsake you. Love your
Saviour and serve him, and you may say in
the darkest night of human calamity, I will
both lay me down in peace and sleep; for
thou, O Lord, only makest me dwell in safety.”

As the minister concluded these instructions,
the gloom began to disperse, and the moon
and stars, looking through the clouds, cast their
silvery light on the majestic scenery around.
Then did Ralph observe the countenances of
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those about him. Twenty years had the old
pastor wandered among the mountains of
Scotland, subjected to every hardship, and sep-
arated from every earthly comfort. Often had
he made the narrowest escapes from his perse-
cutors; and often, exposed as he was this night
to the fierceness of the storm, had he met in
the wildest glens and most forlorn caves of
our country, with the few who had forsaken
all to follow Christ, to instruct, comfort, and
animate them; and yet, when Ralph looked
on his face, he could see nothing in it but the
composure of peace and the sweetness of con-
tentment. The few that were around him,
although some of them bore the marks of suf-
fering, their clothes being worn to tatters, and
their bodies emaciated by fatigue, had all of
them in their countenances the meekness of
resignation, and the fortitude of Christian
faith ;—so powerful is the grace of God—so
sure the comforts of religion.

After appointing where to meet with the
minister next Sabbath, Ralph left him, and re-
turned home. It was late when he arrived;
but as it was customary for him to retire every
Sabbath evening from the idle and profane
conversation of his relations, his late return
excited no surprise. During the week, he re-
lected much on what he had heard. The in-
tructions, arguments, and advice of the old
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minister had a powerful influence in determin-
ing him to keep his appointment next Sabbath.
But especially when he considered how many
trials the aged pastor and his friends had gone
through, and yet how little they regarded
them ; how many privations they were en-
during, and yet how constant they were ; how
many calamities were threatening them, and
yet how calmly they looked forward, resting
their confidence and. their hope in the all-suf-
ficiency of their Saviour ,—he determined to
hesitate no longer, but to meet with them on
the coming Sabbath and to cast in his lot with
theirs.

3%



CHAPTER IIL

* He shall lean upon his house, but it shall not stand; he
shall hold it fast, but it shall not endure.”

EarvLy on the Sabbath morning, Ralph left
home, and, in the barn of a farm house about
three miles distant, met according to appoint-
ment with the old minister, and twelve or
fifteen people who had assembled to hear the
gospel. Scarcely were the psalm and prayer
concluded, however, when an alarm was given
by one who watched at a little distance, that
a party of dragoons were riding towards the
house. One of those.wicked men, who in
those days were well paid by the abettors
of tyranny and persecution, for bringing in-
formation against the true believers, during
the preceding week had found means of dis-
covering the place and hour of the present
meeting ; and now, like Judas of old, he came
the leader of that savage soldiery who took
delight in shedding the blood of the saints.

When the old minister heard that the dra-
goons were at hand, he recommended all pre-
ient to God, the preserver of men, and ear-

N
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nestly begged they would leave him, and take
every possible measure for their own safety.
But this they would by no means do. He
had been the spiritual father, the comforter
and friend of most of those present, from
their earliest youth. He had grown grey in
the service of his heavenly Master; and his
little flock seemed more anxious to save him
than themselves.

% Can you not hide him,” said a boy, a son
of the farmer to whom the house belonged—
“can you not hide him in the hole below the
kitchen - floor, where Mr. M‘Coil once hid
himself when the dragoons were here before 7”
| “Thank you, my good boy,” said his fa-

ther ; “ the alarm and danger had driven that
place from my recollection. He may be safe
there. It has sheltered many a worthy Chris-
tian from the bloodhounds of persecution.”

Under the kitchen floor had been dug a
cavity, sufficiently large to hold two or three
persons. The entrance to it was covered by
a thin flag, so light that a single person could -
remove it, which, when closed, had such a
complete likeness to the rest of the floor, that
it could create no suspicion of any retreat be-
low.

Into this place the old minister was per-
suaded to descend : and both because he was
afraid that Ralph had too little experience W
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the Christian warfare, and because he had
been the immediate instrument of bringing
him into the. present danger, he invited the
youth to conceal himself in the same place.
This, however, Ralph refused. He was young,
he said, and able to endure hardship; but
there were those present, with hoary heads,
who could ill bear the insolent and cruel treat-
ment to which they would be exposed, if they
fell into the hands of their persecutors.
There was no time for dispute. The owner
of the house, and another old man, went into
the cave along with the minister; and the
flag was instantly returned to its place. So,
young reader, had our Christian ancestors to
hide themselves for their attachment to re-
ligion, and to their God.

Scarcely were these three old men conceal-
ed, when the dragoons, about twenty in num-
ber, arrived. They consisted mostly of High-
land men, from the wildest districts of the
north. Their countenances were fierce and
cruel; and they seemed in general only to un-
derstand so much English as to be able, in
that language, to' curse their fellow men, and
blaspheme their Maker.

The Christians, aware that escape by flight
was impossible ; and knowing, that unarmed
as they were, resistance would. be vain,

peaceably allowed themselves to be made

.
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prisoners. Their arms were pinioned to their
bodies with cords which the soldiers had
brought with them for that purpose: and
while they were thus bound as the vilest
traitors, they were upbraided with the worst
of names, and insulted with the most inso-
lent and most contemptuous mockéry. After
some of them had been tortured in vain, to
make them discover the owner of the house
and the old minister, they were all con-
ducted to Irvine. As persecution was then in
the heat of its rage, I need not tell you what
their fate was. Ralph was saved from that
death to which the rest were doomed, only by
the influence of his father.

Mr. Gemmell, was just passing to the cu-
rate’s church, when the prisoners were guard-
ed through the town to jail. We have already
mentioned his violent hatred to the persecuted
party, and his displeasure at Ralph’s serious
and religious cast of mind; but parental feel-
ings, which cannot be easily overcome, com-
pelled him to interfere for the safety of his
son. To a man whose house had been long
friendly to the governing party, and who had
attested his own attachment to the present
despotism, by the most diligent suppression,
as far as it was in his power, of every move-
ment aga#nst it, this was no difficult task. It
was necessary, however, before Ralph’s par
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don and liberty could be granted, that his fa-
ther should promise that his son’s future con-
duct would be agreeable to Government ; and
further, that Ralph himself should take what
was called the test, a kind of oath, by which
the parties swearing engaged to renounce all
communications with the true Christians, to
abjure all opinions not consonant with the in-
stitutions then established, and to defend
every measure of Government, however
wicked or tyrannical.

And did Ralph swear this oath? Did he
forget so soon the lesson of the old minister ?
Did he forget so soon his mother’s last injunc-
tions 7—an injunction supported by the word
of God, to abide by his duty, regardless of the
. consequences; to put his trust' in God, and
despise the threatenings of men. He forgot
none of these ; but he had leaned too much
to the strength of his own arm. He had not
yet rested his unhesitating confidence on the
Rock of Ages. His impressions of religious
duty had been strong: and he had not yet
fully recognised his own weakness, and his
ever present need of almighty grace. And
now when he was threatened with imprison-
- ment and death; when he was reproached by
a father with dishonouring his family, and as-
sailed on every side by entreaties or ridicule;
although his tongue faultered, and every limb



THE BANKS OF THE IRVINE. 35

of his body trembled while he took the oath
—he did take it. He engaged to assist in ex-
tirpating that form of religious worship
which he thought most agreeable to the word
of. God, and which his own conscience  there-
fore approved. ,
Let us pause here, young reader, and ask
ourselves, how we are prepared for meeting
the threatenings of power, and the solicitations
of sinful pleasure. True, you are not menaced
with the instruments of torture, with dun-
geons, and exile. You see not the sword of
persecution laid to your neck, nor the heads
and the hands of the people of God nailed to
the gates of the towns of our country. You
have no occasion to fly from your dwelling at
cold midnight, and seek refuge in the solitudes
of nature. You can go forward in the track
of Christian duty, abundantly certain, that no-
thing in the shape of external force will meet
yQp, to force you out of it. You.may put on
th? uniform of a soldier of Jesus, and march
forth to the Christian warfare, secure that no
band of warriors, with sword and buckler,
will set the battle in array against you, with
the determined purpose of dragging you
away from under the banners of the Most
High. But are you safer on this account?
Have you less need of leaning on an Almighty
arm? Pause and consider. Are there unot
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awaiting you, at every footstep of your jour-
ney, unlawful pleasures, inviting you with
tongues of sweetest persuasion, to turn aside
from the upright path, and promising to en-
tertain you in the gay and flowery fields of
unwithering delight. And have you not in
your own bosom a set of treacherous inclina-
tions, which have an overgreedy ear to every
delusive voice, and which are ever willing to
wander from the steep ascent of virtue, and
to take themselves up with the indulgent offers
of present enjoyment? Are not the reason-
ings of a sophistical philosophy, and the mis-
representations of a false religion, ever cast-
ing their doubts in your way to turn you out
of it, and draw you into a labyrinth of inex-
tricable difficulties? Will you not meet ava-
rice tempting you with his gold ; and ambition
directing you away to the gaudy heights of
human glory? Will you not, at every step
of your Christian progress, have to set your
face against the mockery of wanton dissfba-
tion, and the studied and pointed ridicule of
veteran wickedness? Will you not be soli-
cited by the flattering words, and decoying
speeches of polished libertinism, which will
introduce themselves to your ear with all the
warmth of disinterested friendship, and all
the gentleness of practised courtesy? Truly
you will find these more redoubted enemies,

{
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more frequent in their inroads, and more
varied and persevering in their attacks, than
the most violent of open and avowed enemies.

‘When the sword of persecution is unsheath-
¢d, and when it is plainly seen that something
serious is determined against us, we put our-
selves on our guard, advance with caution, ex-
amine every step we take, canvass every in-
telligence, and suspect every fair pretender of
wishing to decoy us into the snares of the
enemy. Besides, when we are beset by exter-
nal violence, we are assisted in repelling it by
that principle of our nature which rejects
compulsion, and which will not comply with
those who will lead us their own way, wheth- -
er we will or not, however agreeable to us
their path might otherwise be. But when
vice comes, in seeming zeal for our good,
which infidel philosophy often assumes;
—or with the wanton jest, and immoral allu-
sion, which polished licentiousness is ever
dropping from his tongue; or with the witty
sarcasm, and grave ridicule, which flow so
profusely from the lips of irreligious genius;
or when it tells us of riches, and honours, and
preferments, and whispers in our ear, that if
we stubbornly abide by the goings of honesty
‘we will probably die poor ;—then, young read-
er, it is, that your enemy is the strongest,
and that you have most need to call into ser-

4
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vice all the energies of your religion. Instead
of any natural principle’ coming to your as-
sistance against foes like these, you have ma-
ny of their friends in your own breast, wish-
ing every moment to betray you, and labour-
ing with all their might to hasten your defeat
and complete your ruin.

Beware then, young reader, of trusting to
yourself ; for if you do but for a single step,
at that step you will fall. Christ hath over-
come the world; put your trust in him, and
you shall overcome it too.



CHAPTER IV.

4

% The Lord is with you while you be with him ; and if ye
seek him hewdlbefou.nd ofyou fyefomakeh:mhe will
forsake you.” 2 CHRON.

“In a little wrath I hid my face from thee for a moment;
but with everlasting kindness will I have mercy on thee,
saith the Lord, thy Redeemer.” Isanam.

On Ralph’s return home, after* thus re-
nouncing his religion, his father at first assail-
ed him with the most severe and indignant
reproof. He reproached him not only for
disgracing a family which had long boasted
of its honour, but as he was answerable for
the conduct of his family, for exposing him, if
Government should exact it, to heavy penal-
ties. And, besides, he was told he had thrown
an indelible stigma on his character, by as-
sociating with fanatics and traitors, for such
was the light in which Mr. Gemmell viewed
the true Christians. And further, he was as-
sured, if ever he ventured again to attend
their meetings, or at any future period should
show them the least countenance, the paternal
estate would be given to his brother, and he
disinherited and disowned for ever.
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But as Mr. Gemmell was really concerned
for the honour, as he thought it, of his son, he
did not leave him with reproach and censure.
He assumed a gentler mood ; and represented

-to him how much his disohedience and folly
had grieved his heart ; promised, if his future
conduct were agreeable to' his wishes, to pay
him the most fatherly attention ; to make him
his companion in all his pisitings and amuse-
ments, and to mtroduce him to the notice of
men of the first rank and highest honour in
the country ; assuring him at the same time,
by pursuing the course which he himself had
done, he would live in ease and happiness,
would be respected and honoured by the no-
bles of the nation, and would add another
worthy name to the dignity of his family.

These last arguments had a powerful effect
on Ralph’s mind. He had seldom heard his
father speak kindly to him, and he was entire-
ly overcome by the present tenderness. His
conscience, no doubt, still told him he was
wrong ; but he had the sanction of a father,
and he tried to silence its complaining. He
rode out with his relations in quest of conven-
ticles ; he laughed at his own adventure with
the true believers ; he endeavoured to appear

unconcerned about their sufferings; he took a

share in whatever licentious conversation of-
fered itself; and imitated the profane scoff

4
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and wicked ribaldry of his companions. His
father rejoiced in the change, and every day
showed him more kindness and respect, and
all his relations caressed and complimented
him as a worthy heir of so respectable a
house. So much more were his circumstances
easy and agreeable than formerly, and so
much were his pride and vanity flattered by
the attentions and commendations he met with
on all hands, that, to the eye of mortal pene-
tration, he seemed to have made final ship-
wreck of his religion, and to have allied him-
self, by a league that could never be broken,
with the world which lieth in wickedness.
But God seeth not as man seeth. As the hea-
vens are higher than the earth, so are his
thoughts higher than man’s thoughts.

Ralph, as we have hinted, although pleased
and dazzled with his present condition, was
not satisfied. His conscience often condemned
him, and as it corresponded to the word of
God, he knew its condemnations were just.
Oft in the merriment of light-hearted excur-
sion, and the mirthfulness of wanton conver-
sation, did its reproaches sting his soul, and
suddenly sadden his mind with the bitterness
of remorse. But especially when he withdrew
to repose, in the darkness and loneliness of
midnight, did this censor within, directed b

4* .
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the Spirit of grace, set his sins in order before
him, and point to the awful consequences.
One night, after having taken more than an
usual share in the unholy mirth and licentious
revelry which were so common in those times,
and no where more so than in his father’s house,
he retired to bed, and had almost dropt asleep,
when he was quickly alarmed by one of those
sudden starts which are caused by a moment-
ary cessation of the pulsation of the heart.
Thousands have been thus alarmed at the be-
ginning of their first slumbers, have felt a mo-
ment’s uneasiness, laid their head again on the
pillow, and slept soundly. But it was not so
with Ralph. He thought he felt something
like the visitation of death about him; a cold
sweat suffused his body ; and he durst scarcely
lay his head down on the pillow. Quick as
the lightning’s flash did his mind traverse the
field of his past doings. The many instruc-
tions, advices, and warnings he had received
from an affectionate mother; the knowledge
he had acquired of the will of God in the Bi-
ble ; the conversation that had passed between
him and the old minister; the resolutions which
he had so often formed to be religious; the
promises which he had made to God never
to forsake his duty;—all stood up in strong
witness against him. And his renouncing his
xeligion when he knew he was doing wrong, his
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seeking the praise of men rather than the
praise of God, his countenancing the endedvour
to extirpate that faith which hisown conscience
approved of, his mingling in profane conver-
sation, when the voice within had bidden him
withdraw; his love to the indulgences of wick-
edness, when he was aware that he should
have’ hated them ; these, like 50 many spirits
of darkness, gathered around his soul, and for a
moment involved him in the gloom of despair.
The anguish of his mind affected his body ;
he shivered, trembled, and still imagined he
felt death laying his hand upon him. He
thought God had forsaken him; and left him
to try what support or comfort the friendship
of wicked men could give him in the moment
of dissolution. And truly then did he feel how
helpless, how insignificant a thing he was.
How unequal to tread the darkness of death
alone ! how weak, how deceitful, how despi-
cable the pride of human strength, and the flat-
tering of human honours! He felt that all
things below the sun, are indeed vanity of van-
ities ; that the soul cannot lean on any of them
when shaken by the hand of death; and that
man is wholly dependent on his Maker. For
a moment did the terrors of despair convulse
his spirit. He saw no smile from heaven; and
in that moment he felt the bitterness of an-
guish which he would have willingly exchangs
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ed for a whole lifetime of poverty, and shame,
and podily suffering. So will you feel, young
reader, if ever you be threatened with death
when as ill prepared for meeting it as Ralph
was.

But this was only the hiding of his heavenly
Father’s countenance—only one of those kind
chastisements by which he convinces his chil-
dren of their own helplessness, of the weakness
of human strength, and of the meanness of this
world’s glory, and by which he guides them
to repentance and humility, and the necessity
of putting their trust in him alone for time
and eternity. Ralph was not long left in this
state of utter hopelessness: that holy, that
watchful, that comforting Spirit, who never
loses sight of any whom the Lord hath chosen
for his own, came into his soul. Then was
his mind turned to the contemplation of that
blood which cleanseth from all sin. He wept
the tear of true repentance; and prayed in
the language of faith, Lord, be merciful to me
a sinner. He now saw himself more guilty in
" the sight of God than ever; but he saw, also,

God willing to be reconciled to him through
Jesus Christ ; and he felt a holy peace and
confidence in his Redeemer, to which he had
been formerly an utter stranger. So much
weakness had he discovered in his own
strength, that, he durst no longer put the least
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trust in it, and so much deceit in his own heart,
that he durst not promise future obedience.
But humbly did he wish to be enabled by the
Holy Spirit to make the will of God-and his
glory, the aim of all his future actions. And
humbly did he pray that the same divine Spirit
would ever keep present on his mind the im-
pressions which it had received of its own
frailty, and the warld’s deceitfulness; that he
would ever give him to put an undivided trust
in his Saviour; and that he would by his
counsel, ever guide his feet in the way of
everlasting life. Such are the feelings of the
true child of God, to whom he saith, I will
never leave thee nor forsake thee.

Solaced by these thoughts, Ralph felt that
he was really in good health; and committing
himself to the protection of his God he soon
fell into sweet repose.



CHAPTER V.

“ Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute
you, and say all manner of evil falsely against you for my sake.
Rejoice, and be exceeding glad, for great is your reward in
heaven.” St. MATTHEW.

Nexrt morning, Ralph arose, and resolving,
since he could not stay at home without shar-
ing in the wickedness of the house, or expos-
ing himself anew to reproach and ridicule, to
spend the day in a solitary walk, and to en-
gage himself in serious thought, how to con-
duct his future life.

He took his favourite walk down the banks
of the Irvine. It was the last month of spring.
The beams of the morning sun threw an air
of sprightliness and gaiety over nature, that
smiled around him in the loveliness and vigour
of youth. The fields had clothed themselves
in their mantle of green; and the singing of
birds was heard in the woods. And although
he knew how many of Scotland’s best friends,
and most faithful servants'of God, were that
morning wandering in poverty, immured in
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dungeons, or appointed to immediate death ;
and although he logked forward to all these
evils as embattled against himself; yet so en-
tire was his resignation to the will of God, so
- confiding his trust in the all-sufficiency of di-
vine grace, that his heart took in the joy of
nature, and the breathings of its love and
thankfulness ascended up to heaven with the
universal anthem of nature’s gratitude.

“ Why should I be sad,” thought this young
Christian, “or why should my soul be cast
down? The flocks that sport on yonder hills,
and the herds that browse in yonder meadow,
seem grateful for their day of short enjoy-
ment, that will soon end for ever. The song-
sters of the wood warble their song of praise
although they must soon perish utterly : and
why should not I be glad? Why should not
I, too, join the happy melody? What are

. this world’s sufferings to me? What ig all
that the wickedness of man can do? Is not
my soul immortal? When this body decays
have I not a tabernacle not made with hands
eternal in the heavens? Are there not rivers
of pleasures at the right hand of God, secured
to me by my Saviour’s death? And when
the loveliness of this world’s scenery, and the
mirthfulness of its irrational inhabitants shall
not be seen nor heard any more, shall not I,
if I trust in my Redeemer, and keep hia <o
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mandments, stand in the presence of God and
the Lamb, and sing the song of the Lamb in
eternity ”

Employed with such thoughts as these,
Ralph had nearly reached the sea-shore, when
he was suddenly roused from his meditations,
by the sound of the military drum, and the
tumult of a mixed multitude of soldiers, king’s
officers, magistrates, and others, leading from
the town of Irvine to the side of the sea, a
female, who by her looks appeared to be in
her eighteenth or nineteenth year. This
young woman, when an infant, had lost her
mother, and she had seen her father, only a
few weeks before the time of which we speak,
torn from her arms, and dragged to the gibbet.
But the cruelty of persecution is as insatiable

“as the grave. The poor orphan girl had been
apprehended on the preceding Sabbath, at |
one pf those field meetings, whither she had
resorted to worship God, as her conscience
directed her ; and because neither entreaties
nor threatenings could prevail on her to take
the test, which we formerly explained, she had
been sentenced to be put to death by drown-
ing; a kind of death to which several females
were condemned in those days, of brutal vio-
lence.

In the channel of the sea, from which the
waves retired at low water, was fixed a stake,
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whither, between two ruffian soldiers, the
helpless girl was led; and her arms bound to
her body with ropes. In the mean time, she
was again promised her life and freedom, if
she would take the test. But with a holy in-
dignation, she replied, “ Seek ye the life of my
soul by promising me a few years more of
earthly existence! Begone, ye that would
tempt me to violate my conscience, and deny
my Saviour. I trustin my God. I know in
whom I have believed. And ¥ know that he
will not forsake me.” '
The tide now began to flow, and she was
soon surrounded with the waves, before which
the crowd retired. As the water gradually
deepened about her, she seemed engaged in
prayer; and when it reached her waist, as the
day was calm, she was heard to say, “ Fare-
well my friends—farewell my enemies—thou
sun, and thou earth, farewell! Come, ye wa-
ters! why come ye so slowly? come, and.
waft my soul to the bosom of my God.”
Here her voice was lost in the sound of the
drums that were beat to prevent her from be-
ing heard. Her eyes looked up to heaven,
and a calm tranquillity settled on her face, while
every succeeding wave advanced farther up
her body, till at last, the waters rolled over
her head, and hid her from the eyes of the

spectators.
5
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You will perhaps ask me, young reader,
why I introduce you to a scene like this ? why
I shock your feelings by the relation of such
cruelties, and oppress your sympathies by the
recital of such sufferings? Truly, I am not
fond of the tale of distress. Nor would I
willingly sadden your countenance, did I not
hope to make your heart better by it. And
I think your best interests may be much pro-
moted by thus reviewing the cruelties and
sufferings of our ancestors. Thus we learn
to what horrible transactions, sin leads those
who abandon themselves to its tyrannical
guidance. How avarice, and ambition, and
pride, if harboured and nourished in our bo-
soms, eradicate all that is amiable in man, and
carry him forward into barbarity and wick-
edness, which place him far beneath the beasts
that perish. And hence we gather the
strongest proofs of the divine origin of our
religibn, and how well adapted it is to bear
the Christian out through the darkest night of
the world’s distresses. We hear evil spoken
of him; we see him hunted from place to
place, and tortured, and murdered ; but still
we see the grace of God sufficient for him.
‘We see him placed on the Rock of Ages, put-
ting away from him as things of nought, the
waves, and storms, and fierceness of this
earth’smostangry assault ; and,calmly reclining
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his hope on the promise of his God, looking
with a grateful heart, and an eye of brighten-
ing gladness, to the land beyond the grave—
the land of his Father—and his everlasting
home. Hence too we learn, how much we
are indebted to the heaven-supported stand
which our forefathers made against the in-
roads of civil despotism, and the domina-
tion of a secular priesthood. And thus we
are led to revere their memory, which has,
especially in late years, been loaded with con-
tempt. And above all, in reviewing such
scenes as these, we cannot help being filled
with gratitude to God, that he hath now
brought his church back from the wilderness,
and permitted us to worship within her walls
in peace and safety.

Some of these reflections Ralph made while
this work of wickedness was going on before
him, and even now he had already resolved,
through the help of divine grace, to give no

| countenance to the persecutors, and to ally
himself to that scattered few whom he thought
sincere in serving their heavenly Master. The
murder too of this helpless female, this outrage
done both to humanity and rehglon, excited
within him a greater hatred to sin, and a firmer
reliance on the grace of God, which he had
seen so fully manifested, in supporting, consol-
ing, and cheering this young woman m e
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last and severest trial to which the Christian
can be exposed.

«If these be your doings,” thought he, as
he wandered slowly along the coast, after wit-
nessing this horrible spectacle ; « if these be
your doings, ye men of power and this world’s
honour, let not my soul come into your se--
cret: unto your assembly, mine honour, be
not thou united. Surely the Lord will visit
you for these things: and then he will laugh
at your calamity, and mock when your fear
cometh: when your fear cometh as desolation,
and your destruction cometh as a whirlwind.
O my Father in heaven! thou knowest my
heart. It is sinful,it is deceitful,ever deceiving
me, taken up with lying vanities, ever leading
me astray ; but in thy great mercy, for the
sake of Him who died that I might live, do
thou deliver me from its vain imaginations,
from the snares of an alluring world, from the
fear of its threatenings, and from the flattery
of its promises. And, O give me, for thou-
hast all power in heaven and in earth, give
me strength and resolution to forsake all that
is sinful, and follow all that is holy ; to forsake
those friends who would ruin my soul, and
those possessions which, in a few years, cer-
tainly, must be left for ever; and to follow
my Saviour, that friend who sticketh closer
than a brother, that friend who will never for-
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sake me, who will stand by me in death, and
secure me from the fear of its terrors, who
by his own blood, hath won for me an inherit-
ance valuable as the riches of divine grace,
durable as the ages of eternity.

After uttering these pious ejaculations, Ralph
began to consider whither to betake himself.
To return home 'was to put himself in the way
of all that reproach, ridicule, and alluring tempt-
ations which he hadalready found himself un-
able to resist; and to throw himself into the so-
ciety of the true Christians, was to deprive him-
self of every comfort of life, and to expose
himself to the severest sufferings. For the
present, however, he thought the last his duty.
Trusting therefore to God, the all-powerful
and the all-wise, he took his way to the farm-
house, where he was formerly apprehended.
‘When he arrived, the old farmer, whom we
formerly mentioned, took him by the hand,
and said, “ You were once our friend: will

“you tell us if the soldiers are coming hither ;
for we have heard that you are now taking
part with our enemies.”

- «] did take part with your enemies and
mine,” replied Ralph; “but I have now left
them ; and I hope that my Saviour will never
leave me to go so far astray again. Icome to
seek a night's shelter under your roof, and to
be instructed by your experience.”

5%
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“] camnot promise you an hour’s safety in
my house,” said the old man; “but to what
shelterit affords, you are welcome ; and what of
meat and drink our oppressors have left, my
children shall divide with you. Come in;
there is at this moment a minister in my house
whom you formerly saw here. He will be
glad to see you; for often have I heard him
speak of your mother; and often has he la-
mented over you since you saw him last.”

After a conversation with the old minister,
in which Ralph related what had happened to
him since their last interview, the venerable
pastor asked him, if he had ever joined in the
celebration of the Lord’s supper. He replied
in the negative, and added that it was his in-.
tention to take the first opportunity of publicly
commemorating his Redeemer’s death.

“You may soon have an-opportunity,” said
the minister. “I am to dispense the sacra-
ment of the Lord’s supper to-morrow, if it so
please God, in a retired place, about five miles
up the country ; and you may go along with
me.”

“I would most willingly go,” replied Ralph ;
“but I fear I am not prepared for an ordinance
so solemn. It was but yesterday that I was
giving myself up to profane conversation, and
taking part with those who know not God.”

% There are none of us well enough pre-
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pared,” said the minister; “but that is no
reason why we should neglect this ordinance.
Indeed, if we thought ourselves fully prepared,
it would be a sign that we saw ourselves not
as God sees us; that we flattered our own
hearts, and were really ill-fitted for approach-
ing the holy table of Christ. If you were
lately putting the fear of God away from you,
and breaking his commandments, you have
more need to approach the throne of grace in
the sacrament of the supper, that there you
may manifest your return to his service, and
receive a larger supply of his grace, that you
may not again fall into temptation, and sin
against hin. We do not eat and drink the
Lord’s supper unworthily because we are sin-
ners, but because we refuse to put on the
wedding garment of Christ’s righteousness.
Arrayed in this righteousness, the guiltiest sin-
ner shall then be welcomed, and honoured by
the God of holiness. If you see yourself to
be naturally poor, and naked, and blind, and -
miserable, exposed to the curse of God’s law,
and unable of yourself to fulfil any of its de-
mands; if you are willing to put all your hope
of salvation in the mercy of God through his
Son, sincerely desirous to love, honour, and
obey your Saviour, to trust in him, to be
humbly taught by his word to hate sin, to
avoid every appearance of it, to love holiness,
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and to be for ever holy ; if you have a sincere
desire thus to love and thus to hate what God
loves and hates; if you can fall down on your
knees before that God whose eye searcheth
the heart, and pray to him that you may so
love and so hate, however guilty, you may
have been, however sinful you still are, you
are called by your Redeemer to sit down at
his table, and you are assured that he will
meet you there in the kindness of his love.
Examine yourself, my young friend, by these
marks ; and may the Great High Priest of the
upper sanctuary give you that preparation
which we all need.

Thus instructed, Ralph spent the remainder
of the evening in prayer and self-examination ;
and after a short repose, set out early on the
Sabbath morning, with his reverend friend
and the old farmer, to the place agreed on for
worshipping God and celebrating the death of
his Son. When they reached the spot, which,
that it might not be easily discovered, they had
been induced to choose in the bosom of a
thick wood, there were a considerable number
assembled. The bread and wine to be used
in this holy festival had been brought by some
peasants from the nearest town. And as soon
as the little flock was fully gathered around
him, the worthy old minister proceeded with
the solemnities of the day. After a sermon,
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and an address to those who were to be en-
gaged in the celebration of the supper, the
communicants, among whom was Ralph, ar-
ranged themselves together on the grassy turf,
and prepared themselves for receiving the
bread and wine.’

Let us pause here, young reader, and think
for a moment on this scene. The celebration
of the Lord’s supper is so common among us
—we have so often seen it from our earliest
years, that whether we are engaged in it, or
are merely spectators, it makes but too little im-
pression on our minds. But let us reflect
upon it for alittle. And is it not the most sol-
emn, the most interesting, and the most hon-
ourable work in which man engages in this
world? It is not obedience to the call of
some noble friend, who hath raised us from
poverty to some place of ease and distinction : it
is a compliance with the invitations of our Sa-
viour who hath delivered us from the wrath to
come, and secured to us an everlasting place
in the presence of God. It is not the anni-
versary of a mortal’s birth-day or death, who
will in time be.forgotten: it'is a calling to
lively remembrance the-death of our Redeem-
er, whose praise will constitute the anthem of
eternity. It is not sitting down at the table
of a prince: it is sitting down at the table
spread by God, at the expense of MeswsiaRs
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blood ; and it is our Saviour himself who wel-
comes the guests. It is not a token of a frail
king’s favour; it is a pledge of the love of °
God, of his wonderful love to man. It is not
a banquet to regale our bodies: it is a feast
that fills the hungry soul with eternal life.
And should you then, young reader, be back-
ward or ashamed to sit down at his table, be-
cause the men of this world will laugh at you!?
Should you be afraid to tell in the presence
of the universe, that God is your friend, and
that you are his friend? Truly, none will be
ashamed to have this to tell on that great and
terrible day when this world shall be judged.
But, alas! those who are ashamed of Christ
pow, those who deny him before men, will he
" deny before his Father and the holy angels.

After an address to the communicants, the
old minister, who, as we formerly observed,
amidst all his sufferings, had a look of peculiar
peacefulness and contentment, dispensed the
elements; and resuming his discourse, thus
concluded—

“ Now, my friends, if you have eaten of this
bread, and drunk of this cup worthily, as I
hope you have done, you are the honourable
ones, of the earth, the wisest, the best, the
happiest. ' God is your friend, and he is the
fountain of all honour. He delights to hon-
our you. Your garments shall be ever white ;
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your crowns are sure; he will himself place
them on your heads; and no being can ever
wrest them from you. You are the wisest;
for God is your instructer, and he is the source
of all wisdom. His word is a light to your
feet, and a lamp to your path. He hath led
your minds into all necessary truth. - He hath
made you wise unto salvation. You are the
best ; for you are most like God, who is holy,
and just, and good. “You are clothed in his
righteousness. His Spirit is in your souls, as-
similating them to his own image, warming '
them with love to God and man, to all that is
pure in heaven and on earth. You are the
happiest ; for all your desires shall be satisfied.
With God your friend, there is enough and to
spare. Ye need but to ask and ye shall re-’
ceive, to seek and ye shall find, to knock and
all his fulness shall be opened unto you. And
in the treasures of his grace, how much more
is laid up than you can exhaust in time or
eternity !

“It is true, my friends, that we are now
hunted from mountain to mountain, and from
solitude to solitude ; now reviled and persecut-
ed; now in want, in danger, in affliction;
now menaced with bonds, with torture, with
death: But is it not enough to make you pa-
tiently endure present calamity, and boldly
face the future, that you this moment sit at
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the table of an Almighty Saviour, who, to re-
plenish it for you, laid down his life? Will
he who loved you so much suffer ought really
to hurt you? Verily, no. I believe, my
friends, and I trust you believe ‘also, that we
shall be more than conquerors through him that
loved us He will never leave us, nor forsake us.
These are his own words, the words of him
who cannot lie. 'What then have we to fear ?
Our Saviour is with us. The God of love,
the God of all worlds, the God of time and
eternity hath taken us under his care; let us
then go through this world unmindful of its
honours, and careless of its revilings. Let us
go, singing songs of praise to Him who goeth
with us—to Him who will go with us through
the darkness of death—to Him who will lead
us to mount Zion, to the city and temple of
our God; where we shall sigh and weep no
more, where we shall be entirely holy, as we
shall be completely happy.”

After the services of the day were over, the
little congregation dispersed, with more true
gladness in their hearts than the wicked have,
when their corn and their wine are increased.
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CHAPTER VI

“Why art thou cast down, O my soul, and why ait thou
disquieted in me? Hope thou in God; for I shall yet praise
him for the help of his countenance. In the night his song
shall be with me, and my prayer to the God of my life.”

PsaLms,

I saourp have mentioned in the last chap-
ter, that, as soon as Ralph resolved to leave
home, he wrote the following letter, to 'his
father :—
 “Dear Father—I know what I am now to
communicate to you, will subject me to your
displeasure. I wish I could both please you,
and obey my God. I tried that kind of life
which you approve of. You then caressed
and indulged me; and showed me all the kind-
ness I could expect from a tender father. But
still, in every moment of reflection, I was mis-
erable. I cannot be an enemy to God’s peo-
ple : I cannot live with those who persecute
them: I dare not deny my Saviour before
men, lest he deny me also before his Father,
at the day of judgment. Pardon therefore,
dear father, my disobedience. Since I have
determined to associate with the persecuted

6



62 THE BANKS OF THE IRVINE.

party, and as I cannot at the same time make
your house my home, without exposing you
to the visitations of Government, I have re-
solved to leave you for some time. I may
have to labour for my bread—I may have to
beg it—I may have to encounter many a hard-
ship ; but I put myself under the protection
of a kind and watchful Providence, and I fear
not the frowning of the world. Perhaps the
time may soon come, when the party with
whom I am now to associate will no longer
be counted traitors; and when I might live at
home without exposing you to any penalties.
If that time come, and if my present conduct
do not so much offend you, as to induce you
to abandon me altogether, I will be glad to
return, and live with you. Do not be offend-
ed with me, dear father, for obeying the dic-
tates of my own conscience. Forgive me for
what I have done ; and be assured that I am
still your affectionate son,
Rarer GeMMeLL.”

You may imagine, young reader, how a
man like Mr. Gemmell, would receive Ralph’s
letter. He stamped the ground with his foot,
and gnashed his teeth with indignation. He
regarded his son as a mad irreclaimable fa-
natic—a dishonour to his family—unworthy to
be any longer remembered by him—and with-
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out a moment’s deliberation, sat down and
wrote the following letter :—

“ Ralph—Return home and live with me}
No, never: my door shall be for ever shut
against you. I will even tear your remem-
brance from my heart. You have not only
disregarded my injunctions; you have not
only rejected my kindness, and disappointed
my hopes; you have allied yourself to the
vilest and guiltiest traitors; you have disgraced
my name and my house. I blush to think
that you are my son. But you shall no longer
be recognised as such by me. I shall leave
all that I have to Edward. And I hereby
charge you never to let me again see your
face—never to presume to write to me, or to
say that I am your father.

GeoreE GEMMELL.”

‘When Mr Gemmell had finished this letter,
he gave it to Edward, and said, Go early to-
morrow morning, (for it was on the Sabbath
evening he received Ralph’s letter,) go, and
deliver,that letter to Ralph, who is no longer
worthy to be called your brother. You will
find him perhaps at the house where he was
formerly apprehended. If not, you will pro-
bably learn there where you may find him.
Go: put that letter into his hand, and stop
not to hear a word from him.
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Ralph had just walked out from the old
farmer’s, (for he had returned thither on the
Sabbath evening,) to enjoy the freshness of
the morning, when he observed his brother
riding towards the house. -Edward came up
to him, put the letter into his hand, and turned
his horse and rode off—happy that he had
now got fairly quit of a brother he never lov-
ed, and had the clear prospect of inheriting
all the possessions and honours of his father.

Ralph read the letter. He expected some-
thing of the kind ; yet he was not prepared
- for so much. All the feelings which a lost
home and a lost father could excite, rushed
bitterly upon his soul. It was hard to be for
ever forbidden a home where he had spent
his childhood with the tenderest of mothers;
—it was hard to be disowned and hated of a
father, whom he had often endeavoured to
_ please even against his own conscience. He
felt all this ; and, to use the language of Scrip-
ture, he “fell down on his face, and wept bit-
terly.” For a moment, he almost wished that,

like Edward he had been content to live as

his father wished him. But this was only the
passing thought of a moment. He remem-
bered the stings of conscience, the anguish of
remorse, and the fears of death which he had
so lately felt. He remembered the love of
his heavenly Father, the-love of his Saviour;
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and although still he continued to weep, it was
not for what he himself had done—it was not
for what he had lost ; it was that he had a father
and a brother of whose eternal welfare he had
every reason to doubt. But soon he betook
'himself to the never-failing comfort of a
Christian. He addressed himself to the throne
of grace, and besought his God that he would
yet have mercy on his relations, and turn them
from the evil of their ways, and yet magnify
his grace by saving them from the wrath to
come. After this fervent prayer to God for
the salvation of those whom he still loved, -
however much they hated and despised him,
peace returned to his mind. He knew that
although he was disowned of an earthly father,
he had a Father in heaven who would never
disown him ; although he was despised of his
brother, he had an elder Brother who loved
him, and would love him to the end; and
although he had lost an earthly inheritance, he
had treasures secured for him in heaven infi-
nitely more valuable. - These are the reflec-
tions, young reader, which fill the Christian’s
mind with that peace which the world can
neither give nor take away.

We have seen in this passage of Ralph’s
history how well adapted the promises of the
gospel are to the wants of the Christian—

how securely he leans on the arm of his Sa-
6
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viour, and reposes his hope on those fair and
untroubled regions beyond the grave, when
the deceitful rod of this world’s strength
breaks under him, and the clouds of adversity
darken his earthly prospects. But where, in
the day of sore trouble—where, at the hour
of death, shall the sinner look? Who shall
comfort him at that awful crisis, when no
earthly friend shall be of any avail? Who
shall guide his steps through the valley of
thick darkness; and where shall his spirit find
rest, when it shall be driven away for ever
from the presence of its God? The latter re-
flections have been suggested by a scene
which Ralph witnessed soon after his banish-
ment from his father’s house. .

Naturally of a thoughtful and contemplative
turn of mind, and rendered still more so by
‘the adverse circumstances of his life, Ralph
loved to withdraw himself from the eye of
human observation, and to soothe his feelings,
and nourish his virtues, in solitary medita-
tion.

One evening, following this propensity, he
left a shepherd’s hut in which he had spent a
few days, and wandered forth amidst the
peaceful scenery which surrounded it.

- . “These sheep,” said Ralph, as he passed a
flock that lay on the heath ; “these sheep rest
in peace ; they have spent the day in gather-
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, ing their food, and now their slumbers are
sweet. And why is it that man eateth the-
bread and drinketh the water of affliction,
and lieth down in sorrow? Why does rest
depart from his eyes, and slumber from his
eyelids? Why does he so often say when it
s night, ‘When shall it be morning?” and
when it is morning, ¢ When shall it be night ?’
Must he alone, of all earthly beings, waste the
day in sadness, and water his nightly couch
with the tears of bitterness? Is God more
merciful to the beasts of the field than to man,

) on whose soul he once impressed his own
image? No, holy Father!” the young man ex-
claimed, “ Thou art not more merciful to the
beasts of the field than thou art to man. Thou
hast made him only a little lower that the an-
gels, and hast crowned him with glory and
honour. Thou madest him to have dominion
over the works of thy hand, and hast put all
things under his feet. But he hath rebelled
' against thee; and therefore he wandereth ,
i without a guide ;—he refuses to be reconciled
to thee, and therefore he hath no comforter; -
—he hath himself planted his couch with
thorns, and therefore rest fleeth far away.
Gracious God ! let it not be so with me ; teach
me to submit myself to thy government—to
accept of the offered Saviour as the great
atonement for my sin. Then shall I spend
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the day in cheerfulness, for thou shalt teach
me to do my duty; and the night in peaceful
repose, for I shall rest under the shadow of thy
wings.
“Just and Holy One! I know that thou
afflictest not willingly the children of men.
It is sin, that abominable thing, which thou
hatest, which infuses into the cup of life
every drop of its gall. It is sin which embit-
ters reflection, and darkens the prospect of
hope. It is sin which makes this world a val-
ley of tears, and the next, to him who hath
not been redeemed from its consequences, a
place of weeping, and wailing, and gnashing
of teeth. All the holy are happy. As that
moon which clothes the earth in silvery radi-
ance, walks for ever peacefully and serenely
amidst her attendant stars, untroubled by the
noise of the tempest, while it carries desola-
tion over the face of this lower world ; so, O
Father! if I trust in my. Saviour, and keep
his commandments, shalt thou enable me to
possess my soul in peace, amidst all the trou-
bles of life, and all the terrors of death.”
Ralph was thus engaged in holy communion
with his God, when his attention was attract-
ed by aloud shriek, which seemed to be ut-
tered by some person in great distress. He
turned towards the direction whence he
imagined the cry proceeded, and, by the light of

e —— e
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the moon, observed two men carrying or drag-
ging a third along with them. As they ap-
proached him, he discovered that they were
soldiers, and that one of them, who was an
officer, had received a wound that same day
in an affray with a party of professed Chris-
tians. A few of those daunt]ess and intrepid
sons of civil and religious liberty had assem-
bled in the desert moorlands, to hear a ser-
mon from one of those ministers who were
then driven to the wilderness. Sermon had
no sooner commenced, however, than the little
congregation was surprised and attacked by
a party of soldiers. As they were mostly un-
armed, they at first made no resistance: and
would certainly have suffered themselves to
have been led quietly to the nearest jail, had
not the following occurrence roused their in-
dignation, and impelled them to set the arms
of the soldiers at defiance.

The officer whom we have noticed having
used some unbecoming liberties’ with a young
woman who was among the prisoners, was
reprehended by her father, who was also pre-
sent. Instead of desisting from his improper
conduct, however, he struck the father on the
left shoulder with his sword, and became still
more insolent to his daughter.

“ Thou shalt not be misused in my presence,”
said the indignant father to his daughter,
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while he drew from under a loose great coat,
the short and rusty, but tried and faithful
sword of his forefathers, and bringing a sud-
den and unexpected stroke, disabled the
sword-arm of the officer, and wounded him
mortally in the left side. In a moment, the
engagement became general. Some of the
peasants, with clubs, others with swords,
which they had concealed about their clothes,
fell violently on the soldiers. And as they
were inflamed with rage, and greatly superior
in number, they soon put the soldiers to flight.
Two of them, however, leaving. the rest to
fight as they could with the insulted party,
supported their wounded officer; and after
the dispersion of their fellows, were suffered
to carry him away without molestation.

This was the man whose shriek had attract-
ed Ralph’s attention, and who, as the exhausted
soldiers laid him down on the heath, asking if
there were any hut near in which they might
be sheltered for the night, exclaimed in the
faultering accents of one near dissolution :—

“You shall carry me no farther. I will die
here. But O, where amI gomg’l ‘What shall
become of my soul I”

% You shall go to heaven,” said one of the
soldiers, wishing to comfort the poor wretch.

#My life has made God my enemy,” re-



THE BANKS OF THE IRVINE. 71

plied the officer; “I have no hope ! I have
no hope I”

“ If you must die, die like a man,” said the
other soldier, “ you have done your duty to
your king, and you have nothing to fear.”

“ The blood of innocence is on my hands,”.

replied the dying sinner; “I have no hope!
no hope "

Ralph, although struck with horror at the
despairing and ghastly visage of the man, stood
near, and tried to comfort him.

“You ought not,” said the young. Christian,
“to despair, because you have been a great
sinner. Jesus Christ came not to call the
righteous, but sinners to repentance. His
blood cleanseth from all sin, the greatest as
well as the least. Persecutors have been
saved, murderers have been saved. Repent,
and seek the pardon of your sins through
Jesus Christ; God will hear you for his sake,
and save your soul from death.” ‘

These words fell on the ear of the poor
dying sinner, without yielding him any com-
fort. - They were indeed like savoury meat
placed in sight of a hungry person, who is
unable to stretch out his hand and partake of
it. They made him feel with double anguish
the wrath of God, which now lay heavy upon
him, and he exclaimed in the fearful tone of

-
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despair, I cannot repent—God hath left me
no hope ! no hope I”

While he uttered these words of despalr,
his face grew pale as the moonbeams that fell
upon it—the shadows of death closed over his
eyes—the last agonies of nature shook his
body—it lay still on the heath—and his soul
was summoned away to the tribunal of its
God.

Let us pause for a moment, and reflect on
thisscene. The man whose hopeless death we
have just recorded, was born of Christian pa-
rents, and was, at his entrance into life, dedi-
cated to the service of God. But early in
youth did he give signs of aversion to religion,
by swearing, breaking the Sabbath, neglecting
to read his Bible, and eagerly joining himself
with the company of the profane. Conscience
at first told him he was wrong, and for some
time rendered him miserable by its upbraid-
ings. But the farther we advance over the
line that forms the limit of virtue, the voice of
conscience becomes weaker and weaker, till
it is at last almost lost amidst the noise and
revelry of unhallowed pleasures.

8o it was with the poor wretch whose life-
less body now lay on the heath. After tread-
ing for a while in the dark and ruinous paths
of vice, his ear became deaf to the calls of re-
ligion, his heart hard as the nether-millstone,
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and his conscience seared as with a hot iron,
And when the voice of death, that speaks in
the ear of conscience like the thunders of God,
awoke him with the awful summons that he must
instantly appear before his God, he could not
pray, he could not repent, because God in his
righteous displeasure had left him to the hard-
ness of his wicked heart. All his life he
despised the Bible, and at the hour of need,
his own unbelief rendered him incapable of
drawing comfort from its promises. The
Holy Spirit long resisted, at last ceased to
alarm his conscience. The Saviour, long de-
spised and rejected, withdrew from between
him and offended justice. And God the Fa-
ther, the entreaties of whose love and whose
mercy he had long disregarded, took away
from him the light of his countenance, and
left him to the consequences of that sin from
which he refused to be separated.

Thus it is the very nature of sin to harden
the heart, and bring upon its miserable victims
that pynishment which is denounced against
it. Every sin we commit stamps another
stain on the soul, and renders it less capable
than it was the moment before, of relishing
the beauties of holiness. Every step we take
in the path of vice, carries us not only farther
away from virtue, but weakens our desire of
returning to it. Every draught we take of

1
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the cup of iniquity, not only increases our un-
hallowed thirst, but quenches some spark of
heavenly fire in the soul. And when the soul
is completely defiled, and every desire of re-
turning to holiness entirely rooted out, and
every spark of the Spirit’s kindling utterly
quenched in the heart, what is there to stand
any longer between the sinner and the punish-
ment of his sins? What is there that will
turn aside from his soul the sword of vindic-
tive justice? What is there that wil] snatch
the wretched victim out of the grasp of eter-
nal death? And who can tell what his suffer-
ings shall be in that place where the worm
dieth not, and where the fire is not quenched?

" Think on the danger of sin. You do not
know how soon your heart may become hard,
and your conscience deaf, and God may leave
you to the fearful consequences of your in-
iquity.

Although the two succeeding years of
Ralph’s life might afford many interesting and |
useful incidents, the bounds which we have
prescribed for this narrative, oblige us to pass
them over with a very short and general ac-
count. We shall only say, that his sufferings
during this time were great. He often la-
boured in the fields with the peasants who shel-
tered him. Unaccustomed as he had been to
poverty, want, or toil, they were now almost
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his constant companions. With clothes that
could ill protect him from the severity of the
cold, he had frequently, in the depth of winter,
and the darkness of night, to seek a hiding-
place in the dens and caves of the mountains ;
and sometimes he was compelled by hunger to
beg a morsel of bread. His life, like that of
all his associates, was every day sought, and
he often made the narrowest escapes from
those who sought it. Yet instead of repining
at his lot, instead of imagining that God had
forsaken him, he had the Christian’s peace in
his mind ; the Christian’s hope ever brighten-
ing before him, and the truth of the promises
of God every day ratified in his bosom.
Through all his tribulations, he pressed for-.
ward with joy for the prize of the high calling
of God in Christ Jesus. And truly he felt
that his Saviour’s words are true, that whoso-
ever put their trust in him, he will never leave
nor forsake.

He had often, as we have observed, escaped
the search and pursuit of his persecutors.
The time was now arrived, however, when
they were to be permitted to take him.

On a Sabbath afternoon, about midsummer,
as Ralph was hearing a sermon in one of the
moorish glens in the upper part of Renfrew-
shire, he and the little congregation with
whom he was worshipping, were suddenly wux-
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rounded by a troop of dragoons, and appre-
hended. Some of the soldiers, as they had
then that power given them of. Government,
were for putting them instantly to death;
others were for sending them to Edinburgh,
there to be sentenced and executed. This
last proposal was adopted ; and the prisoners
were accordingly conducted to Edinburgh.
On their arrival there, they were loaded with
irons, and thrown into the gloomiest cells of
the old prison. After two days confinement,
they were brought to trial, and all, excepting
one or two who took the test, condemned to
be executed the next day, and their heads and
" hands affixed to the city gates. As soon as
this sentence was read to them, they were re-
manded to prison, and shut up in separate
cells. ,

You can often talk about death, young reader,
with little alarm. You are not sure when it
shall come, and your youth, your health, and
your attachment to the world, when you be-
gin to fear it, whisper in your ear, that it is
yet far distant. But to be assured that you
were to die to-morrow, would indeed bring the
terrors of death near to your mind. Could
you look on them without trembling? Are
you sure that you would have a friend to stand
by you, stronger than death? a friend who
could effectually support you in the conflict
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with your last enemy? To be assured that
we should die to-morrow, would really be a
serious thing, a trying situation; and in this
situation was Ralph placed.

Once before, you remember, he thought he
was dying ; now he was sentenced to be exe-
cuted on the morrow. Let us reflect on his
external circumstances and inward feelings in
the former instance, and let us observe these
also in the present. When formerly he
imagined he was instantly to die, and appear
at the tribunal of God, he was in his father’s
house, surrounded with this world’s wealth,
and flattered with its honours; adjudged to
no ignominious, death ; but, in his own bed,
called, as every one must sooner or later be, to
pay the last debt of nature, and assured of a
tender remembrance in the bosom of his
friends, and of his name being ever mentioned
with the highest respect. Thus was he then
situated, and yet how did he feel? He had
not then put his whole trust in God. He had
been living in sin, and trying to banish every
good impression from his heart. He thought,
as he well might, that God was his enemy ;
and he saw no man that was able to protect
him from the terrors of death, or from the
wrath of the Judge before whomshe was to
appear. How did he then feel? The anguish

of that moment, you remember, Was w0 oS« .
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ferable, that he would have willingly exchang-
ed it for a whole life-time of the severest
trials. Now the young man was cast out from
his father’s house, and become the curse and
the hissing of all his relations, forgotten by his
acquaintance who once honcured him, or if
remembered, only remembered as a silly and
head-strong fanatic, whose sufferings deserved
nothing but ridicule : oppressed with irons like
a murderer ; locked up in the darkness of a
dungeon, without a friend to solace him; sen-
tenced by the law to die as a traitor, and to
have his head and hands nailed up before the
public gaze, as an attestation to the vileness of
his character. What were his thoughts now
in this situation? 8Still death was awful to
him: To be cut off in the midst of his days,
in the vigour and healthfulness of - youth—to
break away from every earthly association—
to leave the light of day for the darkness of
the grave, and the voice of men for the silence
. of death; to have his body now so pleasant
to him, made a meal for worms, and a prey to
foul corruptions. These were unwelcome
thoughts. And he felt that death had still
power to accomplish these things against him,
but he now beheld the gloomy king shorn of
his substantial terrors; a guilty conscience,
the wrath of God, eternal punishment, these
are the real terrors of death, the weapons
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with which he wounds the soul and destroys
it. But Ralph knew that his Saviour had
taken these weapons from his enemy; and he
could look him in the face and say, “ O death,
where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy
victory? Thanks be unto God, who giveth
me the victory, through Jesus Christ my Lord.
Though I walk through the valley of the sha-
dow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art
with me; and thy rod and thy staff, they shall
comfort me.” Thus did God give the young
Christian a song in the night, in the dark-
est and stormiest night which the wickedness
of this world could gather about him. 8o
true it is that God is a present help in the
time of need; that he will never leave nor
forsake any who put their trust in him.
Young reader, think on death. It will
come ; and you know not how soon. Are
you prepared to meet it? Are you sure you
have a friend secured who will not desert you
at that hour? Pause, and consider. Thereis
no friend but one who can then effectually help
you. This is your God—your Saviour. Be
prepared, as Ralph was, by putting all your
trust in him. And come your last moment
when it may, you are safe. Your Saviour
will deliver you also from the terrors of death.
* When morning came, Ralph awoke from
a refreshing sleep in which he had spent gaxt
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of the night, and had just kneeled down in
prayer to God, when he heard some person
turning the lock of his cell-door ; and he now
expected to be instantly led forth to execution.
The door opened, and the gaoler ushered into
the cell an uncle of Ralph’s.

“ Young man,” said the old soldier, «I have
come a long way this morning to save your
life. I have already got your sentence turned
into banishment ; and I have even the promise
of your liberty, if you will promise that your
future conduct shall be agreeable to the wishes
of Government.”

“ A thousand thanks to you, my dear uncle,”
said Ralph, “for your kindness to me. But
how did you know that I was here 7”

% That I shall soon explain, nephew. One
of the soldiers who was at your apprehension,
had frequently seen you when you lived with
your father. He recognized you; and because
he had served under me when I wasa captain
. in the army, had a kindness for the family,

- and sent us word immediately that you were
taken. Your fatlier, although he seemed some-
what concerned, said he would by no means
meddle in the affair; but I could not bear the
thought that any one of my family should be
beheaded, or hanged like a dog. So off I
came, old as I am, pleaded the loyalty of our
house, and my own services, in your favour;
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and you see how I have succeeded. Now,Iam
sure, you have had enough of these madmen,
called Christians; you will now take the test.
What isit? I could swear a dozen such oaths
in the hour, and be an honest man too. Come,
I will introduce you to the minister. You
shall be set at liberty. And I will do all that
I can to make up the matters between you
‘and your father. Come, my boy, fling away
that foolishness, and learn to be aman.” Thus
did the old soldier tglk ; and certainly Ralph
found it no easy task toreject any of the kind-
ness of a man who had taken so much interest
in him ; but he had not so learned Christ, as
to be drawn from his service by the promises
and kindnesses of sinful men. After a mo-
ment’s deliberation, he made the followmg re-
ply to his uncle—

% Dear uncle, be assured that I shall ever
feel myself your debtor for the interest you
have taken in me. You have already saved
my life. This is enough of kindness; more
than I can ever repay. Do not concern your-
self further aboutme. Banishment and slavery
are by no means pleasant; but I dare not try to
escape them by violating my conscience, and
breaking the commandments of my Saviour.
I know you will think me foolish thus to choose
exile and captivity, when I might, by your in-
fluence, be set at liberty, and perhaps restaved
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» my father. But you will not be offended
7ith me for persevering firmly in what I con-
ider to be my duty to God. I have never
»und him a hard master. He has supported,
nd will support me, in every time of need.
have always found his yoke easy, and his
urden light. On the contrary, when I have
rsaken his love, and given myself up to the
nidance of this world’s wisdom, and the sin-*
il desires of my own heart, I could see no -
ae that could sufficiently befriend me in the
our of affliction and death. Advise me not
ien, dear uncle, to do .any thing against my
wn conscience ; but accept my gratitude and
ve for the great instance of your kindness I
ive already received.” :

“ Well, well,” said his uncle, when he saw
alph thus resolved, “you may do as you -
ease for me. You will find it nowise agree-
le to labour under the heat of a burning
m. But I wish you a good voyage; and I
»pe you will have learned more sense when
u return.” With this short reply, the old
Idier quitted the cell, and Ralph was left to
s'own meditations. .

Gratitude to God was now his master feel-
g; for he had stirred up _this .old man, who

fact cared nothing for religion, to be the
strument of saving his life. He had thus
ven him a new token of his loving kindness,
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and a new pledge that he would never leave
nor forsake him. He had given him a new
prospect of serving him in the land of the
living, of further storing his mind with new
proofs of his Saviour’s love, and faithfulness,
and all-sufficiency ; and thus of being better
prepared when the hour of death should cer-
tainly come.



CHAPTER VIIL
“ Many are the afflictions of the righteous; but the Lord
delivereth him out of them all.” PsaLms.
.

Havine remained two or three weeks in
prison, Ralph, with & number more, was put

on board a vessel at Leith, to be transported .

to the English plantations in Jamaica. It is

almost needless to relate the severe treatment !

they met with during the passage. The cap-
tain, to.whose charge the captives were com-

mitted, was a man who had never thought of |

religion, and who had little sympathy with
human suffering. The prisoners, crowded to-
gether, were shut up in the hold of the vessel,
under an iron grating. Their food was bread
and water, and even that was but sparingly given
them. Thus situated, with nothing to cheer
them but the hopes of a better life, where
their sins, being finally forsaken, would no
more subject them to calamity, they sailed
from their native land in the month of July.
The weather was favourable, and their pas-
sage prosperous enough till they came in sight
of the island of Jamaica. It was near night
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in the month of September, a very stormy
time in these latitudes, when the ship drew
towards the land. The wind at this time, -
however, was fair, the sky serene, and every
one expected to be ashore in the course of a
few hours; when suddenly a dead calm ensu-
ed—the sea was troubled—the heavens grew
dark—and, in less than half an hour, the fury
of the tempest came. The winds blew so vio-
lently, and the tumult of the waves was so
great, that to manage the ship became impossi-
ble. A rocky shore was before them, and the
mighty strength of a stormy sea was driving
them quickly towards it. In the midst of this
danger, the prisoners entreated the captain to
relieve them from their confinement, that they
might have a chance of saving themselves, if
the vessel foundered. _This request, however,
he refused ; declaring that he would rather °
see them all drowned, than give them an op-
portunity of escaping from his hands. In the
mean time the vessel ran aground, a very
little off land; and was so damaged by the
shock, that she made water rapidly, while the
waves were every moment breaking over deck.
Still, however, the captain refused to release
the prisoners. But he did not forget to pro-
vide for his own safety. Expecting that the
vessel would be instantly wrecked, he ordered
the long-boat to be manned, into wWhich =
8
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threw himself with all the hands on board ex-
cept the mate and two or three sailors, who
refused to leave the vessel. Thus he thought
to save himself, careless of the fate of Ralph
and his companions. But God, who holdeth
the waters in the hollow of his hand, and
. bringeth to nought the counsel of men, had
not so determined it. The boat had not pro-
ceeded many yards from the ship, when it
was upset by the force of two mighty billows,
and the cruel eaptain, and all who were with
him instantly perished in the waters.

‘When the mate observed this, he immedi-
ately released the prisoners, and they, with a
few seamen who remained on board, laboured
incessantly at the pumps, to keep the vessel
from filling with water. But notwithstanding
all they could do, the water still increased on
them; the storm was as violent as ever; and
they thought every moment would be their
last.

And how did Ralph behave himself then?
‘Where did he turn for help? He trusted, as
he had done before, in that Saviour who
walks upon the sea, and who can say to the
raging of its billows, Peace, be stilll And he
- cried to him that he would yet spare him. All
his companionsalsolifted up their voicesto God ;
and it pleased him to hear and answer their cry
He made the storm a calm by his command ;

et TN
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and every man that remained on board safely
reached the shore in the small boats. The °
mate now took charge of the prisoners, and
conducted them to the governor of the island,
who afterwards disposed of them to the
planters.

For a free-born and enlightened man to
submit to slavery, as Ralph now did, is the
hardest task which can be proposed to a hu-
man being. In some respects it is worse
than death itself. To die is the lot of all.
The rich man, as well as the poor, must go
the way appointed for all living; and there-
fore no one can think himself peculiarly de-
graded by being subject to what every other
person is. But to be in vassalage to a fellow-
creature—to be bought and sold like the
beasts of the field, or the produce of the
ground—to be subjected to toil without even
the hope of a recompense—and to be exposed
to the lash of a capricious and tyrannical
master, without daring to defend ourselves,
and without any opportunity of having our
injuries redressed,—is a descent so far below
the common rights of our nature—so far be-
low the common condition of mankind, and
therefore so peculiarly degrading, that to stoop
to it for the sake of conscience, requires the
greatest devotedness to religion, the strongest
trust in the promises and grace of God, and
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the liveliest hope of a sure reward in the
mansions of eternal freedom. In this state of
servitude, however, severe as it was, Ralph
was now doomed to live.for a time. The
master under whom he and two or three of
his fellow-sufferers were placed, treated them
with nearly the same severity as the negroes
with whom they laboured. To Ralph, this
treatment was peculiarly galling. His infan-
cy had been tenderly nursed ; he had been
brought up to the age of fifteen, as the ex-
pectant of a considerable estate. But now
he was compelled to labour daily from morn-
ing till night, under the scourge of a cruel task-
master, breathing a sultry air, and exposed to
. the heat of a burning sun.

This, young reader, was a hard and painful |
condition, peculiarly degrading and revolting |
to human nature. But if you are doing, what |
Ralph to save himself from this state might
have done—if you are disobeying the com- |
mandments of God, and giving yourself up to
the guidance of sinful passions, you are the
willing victim of a slavery infinitely more de-
basing and severe. Ralph was compelled to
his bondage by the wickedness of his fellow-
men; you willingly subject yourself to the
dominion of your passions, and the vassalage
of the devil. He had the approbation of his
Jwn conscience, and the smile of his Saviour’s
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countenance : you are providing for yourself
remorse and the anger of your Maker. He
submitted to slavery from love to God and
holiness: you are selling yourself for what is
unclean and abominable. He was degraded
in the sight of sinful men only : you are ren-
dering yourself vile in the pure eyes of God,
and every holy being. He was sustained by
the hope of eternal life : your wages are eter-
nal death. His servitude was that of the
body only; yours is the bondage of the soul.
His could endure for only a few years I yours,
if you break not from it, will continue. with
increasing severity through eternity. In this
dreadful slavery, you and all men are by na-
ture. You cannot ransom yourself from it.
No man can redeem his brother from this cap-
tivity. Christ only can make you free. Exam-
ine yourselves then, and see that you are his
freeman—that you have obtained the glorious
liberty of the sons of God. If you have, you
will not be surprised that Ralph submitted to .
slavery, from love to his Saviour.

In this land of bondage the young man had
no minister to counsel and comfort him. On
the Sabbath, however, he was not required to
labour, and he hailed its dawn with a rapture
of holy delight. The former part of the day
he spent alone, reading his Bible—the only
" book he had taken with'him from Scotland—

8
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enriching and solacing his mind with its p;'e- !

cious truths, examining himself, lamenting his
past transgressions, weeping over the sins that
still remained in his heart, and lifting up his
soul in prayer to God, for a heart to serve him
better and love him more. In the afternoon
he met regularly with his companions, who
were under the same master. Their place of
meeting, (for they generally met in the same
place,) was under a large plantain-tree,
whose foliage screened them from the scorching
rays of the sun. Here they prayed together,
read a portion of the Scriptures, sung a song
of praise to their God and Saviour; here they
conversed of the great love of God displayed

through Christ Jesus; cheered and comforted -

one another with the promises of the Gospel,
and the hopes of eternal life ; and here too
did they find the truth of the saying, that
wherever two or three are met together in
God’s name, there will he be in the midst of
them to bless them; and here did they often
experience, in near communion with God, in
the joy of the Holy Ghost, in ardent anticipa-
tion of heaven, the strongest proofs of that
truth, which we are so desirous to set before
you, that whosoever putteth his trust in God,
he will never leave nor forsake.

That this truth may be the better rooted in
the mind of the young reader, I shall relate

— .
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;re a conversation which happened one Sab-
bath evening between Ralph and one of his
companions.

“You seem,” said Ralph to him, “very
melancholy to-day. May I be permitted to
ask the cause of your sadness ?”

“] have been troubled for some time,” re-
plied his friend, “ with the thought that we
are deceiving ourselves. In our own country
we were persecuted, and condemned by the
law to banishment ; here we are in slavery,
degraded from the rank of human beings, and
without the hope of liberty: Surely the Lord
hath forsaken us, else he would never permit
80 many evils to come upon us.”

“ Beware of such thoughts,” said Ralph ; “it
is the adversary of God and man who sug-
gests them. He tries to make you weary in
the service ofi God, by persuading you that it
is unprofitable. And if Satan or your own
heart once persuade you of this, your obedience
to God will be no longer sincere, and therefore
you will have no right to expect the joy of his
presence. But we have no reason to suppose
that God hath forgotten to be gracious to us,
because we are left to endure severe and long
continued suffering, even slavery itself. Whom
the Lord loveth he chasteneth, and he scourg-
eth every son whom he receiveth. It is
through much tribulation that we are to enter
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the kingdom of heaven. But the wicked, you
know the Bible says, prosper every day; they
grow up and flourish like the green bay tree,
and are not troubled as other men. Prosperity
in this world therefore is no proof of God’s
favour, nor is adversity any token of his dis-
pleasure. It is the feeling in our own bosom
that makes us happy or miserable. The poor
slave may have a peace of mind, and a hope
in the life to come, which will be an ever-
present reward for all his sufferings; while
his rich master may have(within him the
gnawings of remorse, and those fearful foge-
bodings which shall hinder him from enjoying
his wealth, and embitter his very existence.
You know, my friend, that I tried the plea-
sures of sinmyself. 1had then all that I want-
ed. I was surrounded by friends who respected
and loved me, and I was flattered by the hopes
of future honours; but whenever I thought
of death and a world to come, I was miser-
able. Then I was prosperous and deemed
bappy by men; but then I had forsaken God,
and was indeed forsaken by him. Now Iam
as poor and as degraded. in the eyes of the
world, as a human being can be; but I believe
in my Saviour—I trust in God—and I am hap-
py. Itisonly when I indulge sin in my heart,
that God leaves me a moment to mourn.

Doubt not, my friend, the truth of God’s pro-
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mises. Our sufferingsare indeed long and se-
vere ; but if we are rightly exercised under
them, they will all work together for our
good ; and if we are faithful to the death, we
shall receive a crown of life.”

“You say the truth, my friend,” replied
his companion. “I am convinced. Iam com-
forted. Let us fall down on our knees, and
pray to God that we may have grace given
us to resist every suggestion of evil, to believe
more and more in the promises of the gospel
knowing that he is faithful who hath promised,
and will bring to pass the desire of our hearts.”

Ralph had now endured this bondage nearly
two years. His body, although naturally ro-
bust, subjected to severe toil, in a climate nox-
ious to Europeans, was beginning to decay;
and he hoped that death would soon deliver
him from his thraldom. But God had yet in
reserve for him many days of peace and hap-
piness in the land of the living.



CHAPTER VIII,

¢ Every one that hath forsaken houses, or brethren, or
slsters, or father, or mother, or wife, or children, or lands, for
my name’s sake, shall receive an hundred fold, and shall in-
herit everlasting life.” St. MATTHEW.

OxE day as Ralph and his companions were
labouring in the fields, their master approach-
ed them, and saluting them pleasantly, said—
“The year of Jubilee is come. You are no
longer my servants. A Revolution has hap-
pened in Britain. A new king is placed on
the throne; and he has sent orders hither,
that all who were banished and enslaved for
their religious opinions under the preceding
Government, are to be immediately set at lib-
erty. Vessels await you on the coast, to con-
vey you to your native land.”

“ Our native land I” they all cried with one
voice. “Praised be God ! hath he at last de-
livered it from oppression! O Scotland ! Scot-
land! shall we yet see thee !” and they em-
braced one another, and shouted for gladness
of heart.
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In a few days after the announcement of
these glad tidings, Ralph, with many more ex-
iles embarked in a vessel for Greenock. The
wind was favourable, the passage quick and
prosperous. And how did his heart leap for
joy, when the white rocks and blue mountains
of his native country rose on his view. With
the flow of spirits which his releasement pro-
duced, and the change of air, his health was
completely restored; and he forgot for a
while that he was disinherited, and forbidden
his father’s house. And now the well known
cliffs of Arran, the rock of Ailsa, and the shores
of Carrick welcomed hiseye ; and now he could
see the Banks of the Irvine, and the old castle
of Craigfoot ; and the joy of his childhod beat
at his heart. )

As Ralph and two or three other passengers
wished to land at Irvine, the vessel drew near
the harbour, and they were put ashore in the
small boat. But who would attempt to tell -
the joy of Ralph’s soul when he set foot on
the land of his birth, It was a feeling of de-
light sufficient to repay years of toil. He fell
down on his knees and thanked God who had
preserved him through so many trials;and re-
stored him in health and strength to his be-
loved country. “8o may God bring me,”
said the young man, “ when the trials of life
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have passed away, to the land beyond death
and the grave.”

It was in the beginning of summer, on a Sab-
bath, about mid-day, that he landed. ‘The in-
habitants of Irvine were just gathering to the
afternoon’s sermon. It was a pleasant sight
to Ralph. He could observe many, of whose
sufferings he had shared in the time of perse-
cution, this day peacefully walking to the house
of God, having none to make them afraid He
entered the church; and was both surprised
and delighted, when he saw the pulpit filled
with the venerable old pastor, who, after his
mother’s death, had first instructed him in the
ways of righteousness. 'This worthy minister
having been ejected from his pastoral charge
in Irvine at the commencement of the perse-
cution, had for twenty-eight years wandered
up and down his native country, doing what
he could to instruct and comfort the suffering
church: and now, after having undergone in-
numerable hardships, after having often made
the narrowest escapes from his enemies, and
after having seen them entirely overthrown ;
he was restored to the arms of his flock, to his
home, and his family. Age had rendered him
go infirm, that he was compelled to address
his people sitting in the pulpit. When he be-
gan his sermon, Ralph listened to every word,
as if it had come from the tongue of an angel.
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And no wonder he listened with delight; for
the whole discourse was an offering of thanks
to God for the deliverance of his Church. . No
wonder the tear of holy joy flowed down his
cheek, while the good old man prayed that
all those who had been banished from their
native land for conscience sake, might be safely
conducted home to glorify and praise their
God. .
After sermon, Ralph, who had not been ob-
gserved in church by the minister, called at his
house. Although he was much altered, the
old man instantly recognized him; and, to
use the language of Scripture, “fell on his
neck and kissed him.”

As soon as this happy salutation was past,
Ralph asked the minister, if he had heard any
thing of his father lately.

“You shall lodge with me to-night,” said
the minister, “and I will introduce you to
your father to-morrow.” ‘

“ And is he indeed reconciled to me ?” said
Ralph. “And is he well? IsEdward well 7”

« Edward is well,” said the minister; “ but
your father has been complaining for some
time. Yesterday he sent for me. I had not
been in his house for nearly thirty years ; and
1 was surprised at the invitation.”

% You might well be surprised,” said Ralph;
“gurely he is greatly changed I” .

9
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* «Yes, he is greatly changed,” said the old
man, “for he thinks he has wronged both you
and me, and his own soul too. He says he is
dying, but knows not what is to become of his
immortal spirit.”

“I will go to him this moment,” said
Ralph ; “it may be that God will comfort him
through me.”

“ Nay, but I will go too,” said the affection-
ate old minister ; “I like to see meetings of
forgiveness and love. Your father wished me

also to visit him to-day; but being fatigued .

with the duties of the Sabbath, I meant to de-
fer my visit till to-morrow. Since you will
go, however, we will go together. By the
time we have taken some, refreshment, the
cart will be ready; for I cannot walk now.”

On their arrival at Craigfoot, Ralph, .

although he had not been there for nearly six |

years, was recognized by some of the old ser-
vants.

“ Here is Ralph!” they shouted, “ here is
Ralph ! his father will now die in peace.”
And they ran and told his father that Ralph
was come home.

“ Bring him hither!” exclaimed his father,
“bring him hither quickly !”

The old minister, now approached Mr.
Gemmell’s bed-side, leading Ralph in his hand
“I have wronged thee,my sen! I have deeply
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wronged thee I” exclaimed Mr. Gemmell, as
he reached his hand over his bed, and drew
his son forward to his embrace. “ Canst thou
forgive me? Will God forgive me for my
iniquities to thee ”

“] have forgiven you, already,” said Ralph,
while he wept over his father’s breast; “and
God is willing to forgive you too.”

Here the good old servant of God gave one
hand to the son, and another to the father,
and offered up their heart’s desire unto God. °
After this, he exhorted Mr. Gemmell to put
his trust in God ; entreated him to believe in the
promises of the gospel, which he assured him
were given to the chief of sinners; and then
took his leave and returned home.

“You look very ill,” said Ralph to his fa-
ther, when they were left alone.» “I am fast
dying,” replied his father; “I caught a cold
last winter; it has never left me; and I am
now so weak I cannot stir from my bed. But
where have you been wandering all this
while, my son? I need not ask; I know
what you have suffered. I have been a cruel
father to you. I wished you to live like my-
self, careless of religion; and because you
could not do this, I drove you from my house.
Your grievances, however, I can in some
measure redress. I have destroyed the for-
mer will which I rashly made, and restored
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you to your proper rights; and thrice happy
am I that you have returned to be heir to that
estate you so well deserve.”

Here Mr. Gemmell was mterrupted by Ed-
ward’s coming into the room. “Here is your -
brother,” said his father to him. “You know
how much I have wronged him—how much
I have taught you to wrong him.” '

“ But Ralph will forgive me,” said Edward,
for he knew the tenderness of his brother’s
heart,—« Ralph will forgive me. You have
often seen me weep, father, when we talked
about him since you turned ill.”

“My dear brother,” said Ralph, “you are
indeed forgiven ;” and the two brothers kindly
embraced one gnother.

“Now,” said Mr. Gemmell, raising himself
up on his bed, when he saw his sons weep for
gladness in each other’s arms; “now I am
happy as far as this world is concerned.
You are both well provided for; and you
will be kind to one another. But, O Ralph!
I am not yet wel prepared for death. I have
sinned grievously—I have been a curse to
my own family—I have persecuted the people
of God—I am the vilest of sinners,—and I
fear that God in his anger may cast me off
for ever. Yesterday I sent for the good old
minister,” (so kindly did Mr. Gemmell now
speak of those men whom he had once scorn-
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ed as-the offscourings of the earth,) “and he
gave me some comfort. He displayed the
way of salvation, through Jesus Christ, and
encouraged me to believe in him. I do wish
to believe in him. I see no other way of es-
caping the wrath to come. But I fear my
heinous sins have provoked him to leave me
for ever.”

Can you imagine, young reader, with what
feelings Ralph heard his father talk thus; or
with what eagerness and anxious love, he be-
gan to comfort him?

% Dear father,” said he, “ Christ loves us the
better, the more we hate ourselves; and we
do him wrong, when we think, that the great-
ness of our sins will hinder us from being ac-
cepted of God through him. Itis not because
we are sinners, that God will not accept of
us; for if this were true, no man could be
saved It is because we will not believe in
Christ, nor repent, nor forsake our sins, that
he will not save us. 'This is the saying of God
to every man, even to the chief of sinners.
Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou
shalt be saved. He died for our sins, and rose
again for our justification. His grace is suf-
ficient for us; he perfects his strength in our
weakness. Is not the blood of Jesus Christ
the Son of God sufficient to wash out the
vilest sin from our ;:mls? The blood of
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Christ cleanseth from all sin. God is well
pleased with us, that is, with all who believe
in Christ for his righteousness sake. If then
we are willing to believe in Christ, if we are
willing to forsake our sins, and be made holy,
we have the word of God witnessing to us
that Christ is willing to plead his sufferings
and death in our behalf, to sanctify us by his
Spirit, and to present us at last to his Father,
without spot, or wrinkle, or any such thing.”

“Lord, I believe ; help my unbelief!” ex-
claimed his father, when Ralph had done
speaking. And again he cried, “Lord, I be-
lieve ; help my unbelief!” Ralph saw, by his
look and difficulty of breathing, that death
was at hand. He fell down on his knees,
with Edward by the bed-side, and prayed for
his father. It was a fervent, effectual prayer,
and it was heard.

Ralph now asked his father if he felt his
trust any stronger in his Saviour? “He hath
come to me at the eleventh hour,” said his fa-
ther ; “1 hope all is well. O the love of God
in Christ Jesus!” He could utter no more,
but casting a look of ineffable affection on his
son, he fell back on his bed, and expired.

To have been the means of saving a soul
from death, will be to every one who has been

- 80 honoured, a thought of sweetest delight
throughout eternity. But what infinite joy of
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heart must it be to have the conscious feeling
that we have been instrumental in accom-
plishing the salvation of a father or a mother,
a brother or a sister? This feeling was now
Ralph’s reward. It was his zealous perseve-
rance, in obedience to God, against so
much opposition, that first led his father to
think seriously of his own conduct. He was,
as we have seen, the means of enlightening
and comforting him in his last moments, and
he received from him a look of affection and
gratitude, which recompensed him more than
a hundred-fold for all his past afflictions. By
his example and instruction, Edward, too, for-
sook the error of his ways ; and he had the sat-
isfaction of seeing him, after having devoted
himself several years to study, become a faith-
ful and zealous minister of the gospel of
Christ.

At his father’s death, Ralph succeeded to
the paternal inheritance : and we deem it un-
necessary to say more of his future life, than
that in prosperity, as he had done in adversi-
ty, he put his whole trust in his Saviour,
walked in the way of "his commandments,
and to the end of his days experienced it to
be a true saying—that God will never leave
nor forsake those who put their trust in him.

IND.
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YORK. With Plates. 18mo.

THE GRACE OF GOD, Exemplified in the case
of William Mills. ‘
THE WORKS OF THOMAS CHALMERS,

D.D. &c. 7 Vols. 12mo.

THE WESTMINSTER ASSEMBLY’S CATE. -
CHISM EXPLAINED. By Fiseer anp
Ersgine. 12mo. Sheep.

. BAXTER’S CALL, and OTHER ESSAYS
12mo.

THE EXTENT OF THE ATONEMENT. By
Howarp Marcom, A.M. 12mo.

THE LIFE OF REV. DR. NISBET of Carlisle,
Pa. By Rev. Samuer Miiier, D. D. 12mo

MEMOIR OF HANNAH SINCLAIR. By

Leier Ricamonp. 18mo.

OUR PROTESTANT FOREFATHERS. By
W. 8. GiLy, D. D. 18mo.



- BOOKS PUBLISMED BY ROBERT CARTER.

DISCOURSES ON THE MILLENNIUM. By
Rev. M. T. Apam. 12mo.

STEVENSON ON THE OFFICES OF
CHRIST. 12mo.

BOSTWICK ON BAPTISM. Second Edition.

CHRISTIAN FATHER AT HOME. By Rev.
Dg. BrowNLEE. 18mo.

THE CHRISTIAN YOUTH’S BOOK. Do.
12mo.

INTERESTING NARRATIVES. By Rzv. Jo-
sEPH BELCHER. 12mo. ,

BROWN’S SHORT CATECHISM FOR CHIL-
DREN. 18mo

CALVIN ON SECRET PROVIDENCE. Trans-
lated by Rev. James LirLie. 18mo.

TAYLOR’S LIFE OF H. MORE. London
Edition.

MILL’S BLAIR’S RHETORIC. 12mo. Sheep.

FEED MY LAMBS. By Bisaor WiLson. 18mo.
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