










































































THE EDITOR TO HIS CORRESPONDENTS. GH

hut, dear brother, what a blessed meeting awaits you, We do-—we cardidly acknow-
ledge it—quite envy you the near approach of the consummation of your joy. May
the dear Lord vouchsafe his presence in the vale ; it is but the shadew of death, re-
member. The sting is taken away—it was deposited in the heart's blood of our ador-
able Redeemer ; your life is securely hid with Christ in God.

“Yet a season, and you know
Happy entrance shall be giv'n;
All your sorrows left below,
And earth exchang’d for heav'n.”

We should love to meet you, brother, according to your desire, in the flesh; but,
by the post-mark, it appears we are far remote, By and by the fieshly fetters will be
knocked off'; the elay tabernacle will be undermined ard fall ; and then—on the other
side of the river—we shull meet where sighing, sin, and sorrow, are felt and feared no
more. The night is gloomy, brother ; but the day, to the eye of faith, even now
breaketh ; the road is rugged, but, blessed he God, we find the promise stand good,
“our shoes are iron and brass,” many and mighty are our enemies, but stronger is
He that is for us, than all they that are against us.” Cheer up, brother, cheer up;
all is well, s

TO “W. H.” ILFRACOMBE.

I7’s a rough and thorny road, brother. We meet trouble where we least expect it;
and where we anticipate it, we are agreeably disappointed. If the Lord calls thee to
suffer for the truth’s sake, he will not forget to pay thee thy wages. The friendship
of the world is enmity with God,” if he blasts thy substance and withers thy gourds;
if disappointinent attend thee on the right hand, and vexation on the left; it is all to
make thee sick of the ereature—sick of self—and sick of all but him. And when,
by degrees, he has brought thee to place no confidence in man—to look to, and rest
solely upon, him, then he will open rivers in dry places, and send streams in the
desert; rivers of divine consolation, and streams of providential supply. He will
astonish thee with his gracious acts, causing his goodness daily to pass before thee;
and bringing thy at present wondering, affrighted, tempest-tossed soul to admire his
kindly dealings, and praise him for every painful affiction wherewith he now sees fit
to exercise thee.—If anything presents itself, we will not forget thee.

“ Aspatio."—Rev. James Hervey, Weston Favel,
“ G. 8. W."—George Savage White, Tunbridge Wells,

“W. T."—William Tucker, layman, Chard,

* Zion's Pilgrim."—Rev. Robert Hawker, Piymouth,

“ A Devonshire Minister."—Nicholas Newcomb, Independent Minister, late

Devon.

“ A Dwarf."—Thomas Upcraft, Baptist Minister, Manchester,
“8. E. P."—Bamuel Eyles Pierce, ditto London.

“ 8ir Richard Hill."—M.P., Hawkstown, near Wem.,

“ Susanna."—Susanna Pearson, Bildeston,

* Barah."—Sarah Good, Bodicott, near Banbury.

“ Rev. Thomas Charles."—Bala, Wales.

“ Dr. Watkins."

[The present Editor cannot close the list, without making a remark upon the brevity of life—
the certainty of death. A few years since—within the last three-quarters of a century—these,
our brethren and sisters in Christ Jesus, lived ; they, as we now are, were acting their part on
the stage of life.  Yes, as the poet sweetly sings,

“Once they were mourning here below,
And wet their conch with tears ;
They wrestled hard, as we do now,

With sins, and doubts, and fears.”

But they are gone; the tongues of each and all are silenced in the tomb; each hand has
thrown down its pen.  Yet a few years—a very few ; perhaps months, and we too shall be add-
ed to the number. Our cares shall have ceased : onr sorrows have come to an end ; and the
tears that now frequently burst from the eye—to relieve an overcharged heart—shall every
one be wiped away by his dear hand, whom then we shall be beholding with adoring wonder.
Beloved, it will soon be. How vain, then, is over-anxions care ! How timely the admonitions
of the wise man. How just the conelusions to which he arrvived, after « considering everything
under the sun.” (Kccle. ii. 24—26; iii. 12-22.). Oh, that the Lord the eternal Spirit would
deeply impress the minds of our readers, and our own, with o sense of these things ; that hLe
would lead us toa less consideration of personal comfort and convenience, in an ardent desirc to
e found living to and upon the Lord. )

of Oakhamyton,
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TO “8.” HELMSLEY, NEAR YORK.

THINE epistle was timely ; but its insertion would lead to strife; * See that ye fall
not out by the way, for ye are brethren.” In our editorial eapacity, we generally
{ind one thing sent to counterbalance another: the same post frequently brings one
letter of abuse and another of encouragement; so that between the two we just retain
our equilibrium. To old Adam-nature reproach is anything but pleasant; but when
the Master smiles, and condescends to give efficacy to the word of his grace, the
soul sinks into sweetest nothingness at his dear feet; and esteems it an exalted
privilege to be regarded by such “a high and lofty One.”

TO MODERATUS, OF COSSEY.

His suggestion in reference to a recent notice would not in, all cases, be judicious.
If a correspondent gives his name and address (as every correspondent, at least in a
private letter to the Editor, ought to do), we should be exceedingly unwilling to
publish the why and the wherefore of our -ejection of his articles, presuming the
defect were not in the paper forwarded for insertion, but in the life and conduct of
the writer. Of this in all eases we cannot be aware, but when such lamentable in-
formation reaches us from undoubted authority, we deem it prudent to withhold such
a man's productions, and, rather than give his name to the world, bury it in oblivion.
The position in which an Editor stands with regard to his correspondents is anything
but desirable ; in their earlier communieations, especially, he is obliged to cast him-
self upon the guidance of the Holy Sy rit. 1f He seals home the epistle with com-
forting power on the heart, in a simple r-liance upon his ministrations, we give in-
sertion to the piece forwarded; if that inward witness is wanting, we usually for a
time lay aside the paper, hoping that upon a second reading—under perhaps a
different frame of mind—the powe: we seek may be applied; but, if prior or subse-
quently to the receipt of any communication, we hear that there is in the individual
so writing, a total want of * the fruits of righteousness, which are by Jesus Churist, to
the glory of God the Father,” we at once—without the least hesitation—discard such
an epistle. The propriety of which, MopErATUS, and every thinking reader, will
readily discover.

TO A “FEEBLE ONE,” OF SWATFFHAM,
FEeEBLE in thyself, but “strong in the Lord, and in the power of his might." Thine
hand was guided by the blessed Spirit, and its product met a pleasing welcome.
Such epistles are generally very opportune. It is a warfare,” said a dear old lady
now in glory, just as we were “ buckling on the harness ;”* “ but the Lord hath pro-
mised complete victory through the blood of the Lamb.”

TO “8.” OF DEVON.
WE thank our kind correspondent for the motto she has sent us for the new vear:
“Tuk Lerp 1s My porTION.”  May she, as well as our readers, with ourselves, if
the Lord will, enjoy its preciousness during the year upon which we have entered,
He is a portion indeed to his family ; a portion in life—in death—and to all eternity.
A sweet portion we feel him to be when he smilingly says, *“ [ am thine, and thou art
mine;"” nor is he less a sure portion when we see or hear him not—when
“Trouble like a gloomy cloud,
Does gather thick, and thunder loud.”
He is a precious portion, when his bride is permitted to lean upon his arm, “com-
ing up out of the wilderness ;' and not less a safe portion, when for a season he hath
withdrawn himself—left her to feel the plague of the heart, and to encounter the
attacks of the enemy, which is “as a storm against the wall.”
“The Lord our portion is,
‘We shall be well supplied ;
If he iz ours, and we are his,
What can we want beside ?

D. A, DOUDNEY, CITY PRESS, 1, LONG LANE.





