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objeet of his miggion, As the eritical moment dyew
near, he ovdered his servant fio prodnce a hottle of
champagne, which had travelled with him from St.
Petersburg ; and at the precise moment when his
timepiece told twelve, he quaffed a bumper, looking
at the lnminary, and was off as quickly as he had
come. Of another it ig related, that he made the
long journey fwice, and contrived each time to be
too late. Nothing dannted, he paid a thivd visif,
and had now a few hours to spave; bub, heing
thoroughly knocked np, he went to bed ab the
village, after refreshing the ontward man, ordering
his servant to call him in proper fime. The slum-
berer was accordingly avoused, though with diffi-
culty, and awoke in an oblivious state, * What?
Bh!” said he, “the sun, is it? Oh! ay! yes, I
remember ; the sun, T'll gee him to-morrow.”

A most delightful trip we had. The road winds
throngh beantiful meadows along the margin of the
still elear river. Heve and there were patches of
birch-wood, small peasant farms, and churches
upon promontories by the stream. There was a
snecession of striling pastorals to the little village
of Mattarenghy, seated npon a flat by the water-
gide, with a Tinnish chapel on a height above, while
wooded hills formed the horizon. An inconsgider-
able distance beyond, at the cataracts of Kattila,
the latitnde of GG° 80" marks the limit of the
north temperate zone, and the line of the avctic
circle. Soon after nine oclock, we started from
the village to the mountain, and reached its foot in
abont an hour, boating the distance. Tt riges up, a
shapeless mass of granite blocks, fo the height of
some GO0 feet, where there is a flat, erowned with
birches, pines, and rich masses of heath between them.
A hundred persons at least were assembled in little
groups, and many langnages were spoken. The
eye took in a vast Jandscape from the station, upon
which the sun shone, withont abselutely lighting it
up. There was the subdued illumination of sunset,
without the setting. Bright but beamless was the
orb, gleaming with a softened light, and casting a
purple glow, till a white cloud spread its intercept-
ing veil,

The night was calm, very warm, and fives were
lighted by the peasantry to keep away the gnats.
Everything seemed to inyite the quict enjoyment
ofa great festival of nature. The cloud lels the sun.
Now it was twelve o’clock, Many drank healths, and
made noisy demonstrations, Lads ran aboub from
one parby to another, offering water from yrooden
vessels, and pleading hard to cub the names of the
travellers upon the mountain. “ Nothing remark-
able,” said one. * Like a great cheese,” vesponded
another. A pewter plate,” rejoined a thivd, For
my part, at snch an hour, the sun in mild splen-
dour, pure and quiet, suggested the wyatchful eye
of God beaming with love upon the sworld.

DR, VAN DER KEMP.
Jouxy Tnropore Vay ppn Kipur was, for sixteen
years, a dashing officer of dragoons. He was a
profane infidel, and the glaye of vice and wngodli-
ness. On marrying, his chavacter improved out-
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wardly ; buf his infidelify was only confirmed by
hig inferconrse with the deists of Bdinburgh, while
stndying medicine in that eity. After a few years
of medieal practice in Holland, he vetired from active
ocenpation, intending fo devote the residne of his
days to literavy pursuits. But the Gtod whom he
knew not had other work for him fo do. After
mnch restless thinking on the gnbject of religion,
he eoncluded that it was beyond the veach of his
reason to discover the true road to virtue and hap-
piness. This, he =ays, he confesged fo God, and
owned that he was like a blind man who had lost
his way, and who waited in the hope that some
benevolenfi person wonld pass hy and show him
the vight path.

His hope was vealized, not, however, in the first
place, hy the sfill small voice, hut by the five and
tempest. By a sudden storm he was bereft of his
wife and only child, while his own life was resened
as by miracle. 'The sabbath after, he was found in
the sanetnary, a broken-hearted monrner. The
world was no longer to him what it had been: his
home wag dark and desolate; and there was some-
thing in the character of Jesus Christ that drew
him to the gospel for comfort. The sophistries by
which hig intellect had been warped were gradually
destroyed, and within a few short months the
gospel wag understood, believed, and loved.

D, Van der Kemp, now a Christian, could no
longer live to himself. Fe became a missionary
to the heathen af: fifty years of age, shrinking from
no danger and from no foil. During his sojourn
in London on his way to Africa, he passed a brick-
field ; and i struck him that a great boon mighi
be conferred on the Hottentots by teaching them
fo build better houses ; in order to which it would
first be meedful to feach them the arb of brick-
making. Accordingly he sought leave to join fhe
labourers, and for some iweeks the venerable
apprentice sweltered among the brick-kilns, light-
ening his labour by the thought of Africa. And
when he arrived among the people of his choice,
he consecrated himself to their service with the
ardour of a lover and the zeal of an apostle. Un-
dismayed by their offensive habits, he took up hig
abode in the midst of them, and often without any
Furopean comfort—sometimes without hat, or
shoes or stockings—he not only taught their
children, and preached to them the gospel, but,
“labouring with his own hands,” he showed them
how, by their own industry, they might support
themselves.

“Dr. Van der Kemp was a man of exalted
genius and lemrning,” says My, Moffat, “He had
mingled with courtiers. He had been an alumunus
of the Universities of Leyden and Edinburgh. He
had obtained plaudits for his remarkable progress
in literature, in philosophy, divinity, physie, and
the military art. He was not only a prefound
student in the ancient langnages, but in many of
the modern European tongues, even to that of the
Highlanders of Scotland, and had distinguished
himself in the armies of his earthly sovereign.
Yeti this man, constrained by the love of Christ
could cheerfully lay aside all his honours, mingle
with savages, hear their sneers, and continually
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condescend to seryve the meanest of his tronblesome
guests, take the axe, the sickle, the spade, and the
mattock, lie down on the place where dogs repose,
and spend nights with his couch dremched with
vain, the cold wind bringing his fragile house
aboub his ears, Though annoyed by the nightly
visits of hungry hyenas, though compelled to
wander about in quest of lost cattle, and exposed
to the caprice of those whose characters were
staing on human nature, whisperings occasionally
reaching his ears that murderous plans were in
progress for his destruction, he calmly proceeded
with his benevolent efforts, and, to secure his
object, would stoop, with the meekness of wisdom,
to please and propitiate those rude and wayward
children of the desert whom he sought to bless.”

In 1806, the colony passed from the Dutch info
the hands of the English ; and, under the profection
of Sir David Baird, the mission of Dr. Van der
Kemp so prospered that, in 1810, the sebtlement
at Bethelsdorp contained nearly a thousand inhabit-
ants, all receiving Christian instruction. Mats and
haskets were made in considerable guantities, and
sold in the surrounding country. Salk was also
manufactured, and baviered for wheat; and, by
gawing, soap-boiling, and wood-cutfing, the people
exerted themselves for an independent maintenance.
Dr. Van der Kemp, who supported himself as a
missionary with scarcely any charge to the Society,
spent nearly a thonsand pounds of his patrimony
in the ransom of slaves; and his representations
to Liord Caledon were the first in o series of move-
ments on behalf of the oppressed aborigines, which,
in 1828, ended in their obtaining rights and privi-
leges in all respeets equal to those of the Dutch
and English settlers.®

ANOTHER TRUE INCIDENT OF 1745.4
Ox a stormy night of February, 1745, a young
lady, whom we shall call Miss Scott, sat by her
dressing-room five, in an old castle in Perthshire.
She had been occupied all day tending her comusin,
Miss Hay, who was ill of fever; and now, ere
rvetiving to resf, she thought of the contest in which
many of her velatives were engaged. The army of
Prince Charles having refreated to the Highlands,
several detachments of the king's troops were on
the march for that campaign which ended in the
battle of Culloden.

Amidst the roav of the storm Miss Scoft fancied
she heard the bell of the castle ring ; and presently
a gervant appeared, saying that an officer requested
to see her alone. On - descending to the dining-
room, she found her cousin, Captain Hay, who
eagerly asked for his sister. When he found that
she was too ill to be disturbed, he said that in a
vault below the castle, unknown except to his
pavents and himself, were concealed the family
plate, and some papers which if was of the ubmost
consequence he should now possess. As he had
only obtained from his commanding officer leave to
gallop before his troop, he had not fime to select
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the papers, but he wounld open the frap-door, and
Miss Seott must go alone next night to take them
ont, and he wonld send a trusty messenger to re-
ceive them. Ie took a shovel from the hearth,
and a small dark lantern.

Miss Scott followed him to the lowest story of
the castle, throngh chambers and long dark pas-
gages. At length they reached a small vanlted
apartment, the only farniture of which was a strong
wooden press, fixed to the wall in one corner of the
room, In front of this Captain Hay scraped away
the sand, and Miss Scott saw the ring of an iron
trap-door. By united strength they raised it, and,
descending a stair, they reached the lowest vault,
where the chest stood. Captain Hay gave his
cousin a list of the required papers, and the key of
the chest; then he left the trap-door so as she
conld raise it without agsizstance.

Next night, when all had rvetired to rest, Miss
Scott took a small lamp, and, easily raising the
trap-door, descended to the chest and took out the
papers : but, oh, horrible! the heayy iron-bound
lid of the chest slipped from her frembling hands.
The yiolent concussion closed the trap-door, and
burst open the door of the strong wooden press
above, so that if remained immoveable across the
trap-door.  She became aware that she must die of
starvation in that dreadful vault! In fainting, she
must have extinguished her lamp, for she revived
in the awfnl darkness. After praying, as Jonah
might have done, she became again insensible.
On reviving, she lay in bitter agony; atlength she
heard a sound. IHad a most mercifal God heard
her ery 7 Surely some one was in the upper vanlé!
The trap-door was slowly raised, and Captain Hay
looked down in terror and amazement.

When she became composed, he explained to
her that, having omitted to mark in his list a
document of the greatest importance, he had ex-
plained the circumstances o his commanding
officer, and got permission fo return to the Castle.
It is supposed Captain Hay perished at Culloden,
for he was never heard of more.

Years passed away. Miss Scoft was married
to a pious and henevolent medical man, to whom
ghe had heen long attached, but he died of fever
three weeks after the union. In the depths of
despair the widow exclaimed, “T prayed, long T
prayed, that I might be united o him; I will
never pray again, nor gee the light of the sun.”
T'or more than a year she refnsed to see her frionds,
and sat in a darkened ropm.

The Rev. Hugh Blair, (anthor of the well-kunown
Sermons, and afterwards Professor of Rhetoricin the
University of Edinburgh,) then a young man, becane
interested in her history, wrote her a very sym-
pathizing letter, and asked leave to pay her one visit.
He found her sitting alone on a sofa, by the light
of o taper. What passed is nobt known, further
than that he spoke of the wonderful deliverance
God had vouchsafed to her that awful night in the
vault. She wept much. #And mnow, madam,
kneel and join with me in prayer.” She did so;
and when they rose from their knees, he said,
“ Now, madam, I will ghow yon the light of the
sun;” and he opened the shutters.





