







































































256 REVIEWS.

Those who loved him will be glad with the relic now before us, which
contains a summary of his last year’s experience. Take his own lan-
guage in respect to it, wherein he addresses his readers by way of
preface, scarcely five months before his release—

“The following pieces were mostly written during the winter of 1837-8. I was in
deep affliction, both in body and mind, and, aceording to my painful or joyful frames,
so have I written ; this, perhaps, is my last publication: I have good reason to think
so. The pins of my poor tabernacle are loosened, and every thing around me seems
to say, Be ready. I amnotanxious to live, nor under any fearful apprehensions of death.
Jesus is death’s conqueror: he has made that enemy my friend. I have done nothing
for God that I can boast of; but he has done much for me ; and I hope he has done
something by me for poor sinners. To his name be all the glory. If, reader, you
receive any benefit from the perusal of this little volume, give God all the glory ;
for shame and confusion of face belong to

Hexry FowLER."”
Read also “The Beggar’s Plea,” pp. 40 and 41, as a specimen of
the work—
THE BEGGAR'S FLEA.

A limping beggar Lord, ence more

Has ventured to approach thy door;

Regard my prayer, mercy’s my plea,
Nor send me empty, Lord, away.

‘Where should I go, but unto thee?
To what sure refuge can I flee ?

I’'m lost and ruin’d by the fall,

But sinners, Lord, thou cam’'st to call.

Sins and temptations me annoy,
And rob me of my peace and joy ;
No arm but thine can lift me up,
Dispel my fears, and give me hope.

I am undone without thy grace;
Pity, O Lord, my desp'rate case:

Command and make my darkness flee,
That in thy light I light may see.

Then shall I with sweet pleasure tell

To thy dear saints, that all is well ;
Commend thy love, and spread thy fame,
Thy richest grace, and precious name.

Lord, T would still a beggar be,

With my last breath I'd call on thee;
But if delays my faith must try,

Help me with patience till I die.

Then with thine arms embrace me round,
And land me safe on Canaan’s ground ;
There with thy saints my notes I'll raise,
And sing eternally thy praise.

Alas! I once thought that in process of time I should be elevated above a beggar’s
life ; but find, year after year, that I must be a beggar still : “begging mercy every
hour.” O it is a blessed life to live a beggar's life, after all! Nothing in hand;
but something in hope.®* Well, the manna was to be gathered every day by God's
command, except on the Sabbath. This was to teach us, poor pilgrims in the wilder-
ness, that we must learn to live dependent on the providence and goodness of God all
the days of our pilgrimage in this world. Christ put this prayer into the mouths of
his disciples, * Give us this day our daily bread.”” But man's very nature is contrary
to God in all things, and would sooner trust a poor fallible mortal, than the faithful
God of Israel, with whom is no variableness.”

We heartily recommend the work.

Calvin's Commentrry on the Epistle to the Hebrews, translated from the
Latin, by a beneficed Clergyman of the Church of England. London:
Cornish and Co., Newgate Street. Pp. 197. 2s. 6d.

Tue preface alone, giving as it does, in concise terms, the character of

John Calvin, is worth the money.

* Mark the expression, reader! Faith more resembles a commission-agent that
is supplied by another, than a merchant that vends from his own stock.—Eb.
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Jazer., Assistance for the Weak in Faith, addressed to Young Chris-
tians. By Joseru Irons. Twenty-third Edition. London : Simpkin
and Co. Pp. 180.

WE know of no man, as a writer, who wastes less words than the
respected author of ¢ Jazer.” His words are few, but to the purpose.
Avoiding a roundabout course, he steers at once for his point; and
how far he succeeds in attaining that point, we think is best told by
the number of editions through which his works have passed. * Jazer”
has just come out afresh ; and, as it was originally written as a help-
mate to young Christians, we cannot but wish that a copy were in
the possession of every young Christian in Christendom. The work is
written in the form of Letters, and, as the subjects and names are so
significant, we are induced to specify them.

Subjects. Names. Significations.
Trinity SILAS Three
Divine Sovereignty ELIMELECH My God is King
Election IBHAR He that is chosen
Covenant of Grace BERITH Covenant
Atonement ZEBAH Sacrifice
Justification ZADOK Justitied
Sanctification OLYMPAS Heavenly
Adoption ABIAH The Lord is my Father
Union with Christ BEULAH Married

The Church

HEPHZIBAH

My pleasure, or delight in
her

Baptism ENOCH Dedicated

Lord's Supper HAGGAI Feast, solemnity

Divine calling SIMEON He that hears, and obeys

Faith BETAH Confidence

Repentance MYRA I flow, pour out, weep

Prayer ISRAEL A wrestler

Growth in Grace JOSEPH Addition

Perseverance ASAPH One that finishes and eom-
pletes

Glorifieation STEPHEN Crowned

Law and Gospel CLEOPHAS The whole glory

Nathaniel, an Israelite indeed.

Comprises also Letters on Christian Experience, and is intended as a
companion to the above ; embracing the following leading subjects : —
Awakened by the Holy Ghost—Brought to Christ—Captivated with
first Love—Warfare—Legal Bondage— Backslidings—Gaining a sense
of Pardon—Humbled by Self-knowledge—Introduced to Liberty— Joy
and Peace in Believing—Knowledge of the Son of God—Led through
Deep Waters—Made Meet for Glory—The Secret.

Sp:'l;‘a'tual SSongs, by a Poor Man. London: Simpkin and Marshall.
p. 108.

Poor man! he'll sing better in heaven than he does on earth.
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ORIGINAL POETRY.

WHAT

WAt is heaven? a spacious ecity,
Whoee foundations stand secure; *

Built of gems renowned for beauty,
Paved with gold, effulgent, pure.

IS HEAVEN?

‘What is heaven? a temple glorious,
Where ourgreat High Priest hath gone,

There, unwearied, praying for us,
Beck'ning us to * follow on.”

‘What is heaven? a weight of glory

Far transcending human thought,
Lasting as redemption’s story,

With the Saviour’s sufferings bought.

What is heaven ? a lovely garden
Strew’d with ever-blooming flowers,
Lovelier far than Asia’s Eden
In its amaranthine bowers.

What is heaven? a crown unfading,
Deck’'d with jewels rich and rare,

Brighter and yet brighter growing,
Through eternal ages there.

What is heaven? a place of gladness,
Where the saints are filled with bliss;
Banished every trace of sadness
From a realm so glad as this.

Salford,

WHAT IS HELL?

What is hell? a land of darkness,
Where the light as darkness seems ;

And the flames a horrid blackness,

® Shed abroad in copious streams.

‘What is hell ? a prison dreary,
Stronger far than tongue can tell;

Where the captives, ever weary,
Bound with fetters, groaning dwell.

What is hell? a pit of terror,
Deep and wide beyond compare,

Tathomless its depths of horror,
Full of anguish and despair.

What is hell ? a furnace quenchless,
Fed with sulphur from on high;

Flaming billows, tossing ceaseless,
Men and demons there defy.

What is hell ? a place of weeping,
Tenanted by mourning souls;

Where exhaustless, boundless, deep’ning,
Th’ tide of sorrow onward rolls.

Yes, what is hell 7 a death whose sting
Ever-rankling venom gives;

A death where joy and peace take wing,
And unmixed suffering lives.

R. C.

AND THE BLOOD SHALL BE TO YOU FOR A TOKEN.
Exopus, xrr. 13,

Tue blood enjoined, on every door,

At God’s command, was sprinkled o'er;
And safe beneath it Israel rests,

While Egypt feels a sore distress.

Tlis blood, the token plainly seen,
‘Was God's appointed way and mean,
To show the wonders of his grace,
In bringing forth the chosen race.

So, in the case of every son

Who to the cross for refuge run,

With heartfelt joy the token see,

And, through the blood, present the plea.

Cheltenham,

Nor less when driven to despair,
With bitter herbs for daily fare,

The captive soul still strikes the door,
Not with his own, but Jesus’ gore.

The blood thus sprinkled on the door
Preserves and keeps the conscience pure;
The witness sweetly bears within,
Though oft opposed by hell and sin.

The token for me, Lord, display,
Sprinkle my heart from day to day;
Cause me to rest secured in blood,
Designed, accepted by my God.
First FruliTs.
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