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\ke daughter a constant oécupation, highly beneficial in its in.
foence upon both.

in the mean time, Maria, Mrs. Ainsworth's faithful attendant,
{d not lose sight of her infatuated mother. A small, but com-
futable spartment, had been prooured for this miserable Wwoman,
ud the moans of subsistente were regularly transmisted to her
hand, yet such was her chagfin on finding herself thus deeerted,
that, instead of her punishment working vut her cure, shic scetned
only to give hersclf up to miore unlimited cacess. It wus on one
of those occusions, when all her means of indulgence were exhaus.
ted,and when her spirits had sunk to the lowcest depth of dispair,
that her husband having visited her obscure and humble dwelling,
had used words of rcgronch and insult, which even her broken
wirit had not been able to endure.  Liketvo mnany others in his
stustion, he had treated her case as one of disgusting enormity,
1id instead of pointing out the ray of hope which still remained,
de had harrowed up her soul by thuse personal allus-ons, which
the was not yet sufficiently dograded to bear with paticnce or
quanimity of mind.

In this state ho hud leit her, when,.;ising from her lowly scat,
whe looked arodnd her small appurtment with & Wwild and hurried
gance.  She then took up the remnunt of a tattered clouk, and,
wapping it closely round her, walked out into the street, where
the gusty wind of an October ufternoon was rolling the dast in
thick clouds beforeher, Had the air of the city been less dense,
itis probable it would have made little difference in her percep.
tins, for she walked straight onwapd for the space of half an
: botk, till her eye caught a glimpse of the cold waters of the
| Thames, Tho sight made her shudder, and she grasped her
choak still closer on her breast, and still she walked on.

Atlast her progress was arrested by a cfowd of persons with
whom she came in contact unawares. 'L'hey werc asscmbled
tound a speaker, whose "dress and lunguage were not these of a

ninister of religion, and yet he appeared to be as miuch in earnest, | d

{ u deeply absorbed in the importance of the cause he was advg.
aling, as if he hud both the temporsl and eternal interests of his
wdilors at heart. That he had many and bitter opponents was
erident, from the rude vocifération of some of the lowest and
meanest of tho crowd; but that he was a dauntless and lion.
bearted man, was equully evident from tho cool and checrful
uanner in which he repciled cvery atiempt to put him down,

Gilbert Gray was nothing better than a tradcsman, and that
by nomeans of tho highest order His appearance, under ordi.
wy circumstances, was that of a common man. tie had nei.
thér the wildness of an enthustast, nor the aristocratic bearing of
thero in disguise. He was no sectarian, nor did he take part
many of the disputes by which the religious world is so lamenta.
Yy divided. He was no politician either, at least he interferred
i with questions of publi¢ interest, farther than he had ability to
wderstand, or power to influcnce them.

There was one question, however, of incalculable importance

- bthe Well.being of society, which he did clearly understand, and

| which he felt himself imperatively called to act; because he
believed it to be a righteous cause ; and thus he went forth, in
defance of powerful oppusition, of still more powerful ridicule and
ootenipt, satisfied to be in his own individual person despised,
tatemiied, and at times apparently bornc down, because he knew
that the glorious cause was progressing, that the mists of gross ig-
wrnce were passing away from the eyes of the multitude, that
caviction wus taking root in the igh places of the earth, that
lbe.sonF of gratitude and joy was beginning to ascend from un.

+willied lips in some of the lowest paths of human life, and that
tren the ealightened and the good were feeiing that onu effort
fore, ote additidnal sacrifice, was richly Worth their muking, for
te sakeé of the weak brothers, and the erring sisters, whom their
aumple might thus be the means of suving,

And was not this true heroism? To stand forth bofore the eyes

men a mere commoner, unsupported by rank, or wealth, or
tvence—to stand forth in opposition to one of the most cherish.

F;&'h:. n;:fh f;pul_u, and widely spread evils that ever infected

poison the underdtandings and the lives of men,
‘!’Iluot this true heroism, to dare to be accounted not a violator of

country’s laws, for such men are sometimes honoured—but a

body, s tneddler, a fool, scarce wurthy of the name of man?
Yel, there, bencath the ¢alm clear light of an autumnal sky when
eren the sinoke of the great human hive was not able to obseure
Ye gulden glory of thé setting sun—there, by the side of the birad
1y, whose banks were crowded with busy multitudes, and whose
g waters reflected the tull masts of the dark vesscls, which

ky aoag ite sides—~there, stood tiiy fear'ess man, his head unco.
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vered, his forchead bold and clear, his look a blaze of energy, his
air, his gesturcs, instinct with feoling, his voico the uniaught
music of a lofty mind, his languago the cloquence of that genuine
living, deep conviction, which the wisdum of the world is power.
less to vverthrow. 3

1 was a motley crowd who formed the audience, 1 the contre
of which thit undeunted spenker stood.  Some who compesed it
wero labyurers returning from ther work, mechanmes with their
aprons folded round them, female servants stealing a few moments
from & hasty crrand, mendicants who had been out all day, and,
worse than theac, the lowest grade of human beings—men and
women to whom no reputable abode was ever open. Amongst
these, some laughed, some shouted, some threw stones ; but there
wero somne who listened with sach intense and growing interest,
that their syrongly marked, and sometimes ghastly faces were
stretched forwun{ while, by the expresson of their wild and
sunken cycs, they sccmed to be mquiring—* aro theso things
so 1"

Amongst theso was a woman of most appaling and repulsive
aspect, who hed already attracted the attentin of the speaker:
yét so entirely was her own mund absorbed with the momentous
subjeet, that she knew not when her cloak fell back, leaving no-
thing but hor gray hair, in loose elf-locks, to shade her haggard
brow and check, whete the track of burning tcars was altcady
beginning to be seén, .

nd was it not worth bearing all which that noble.hcarted man
had born, to sce the wretched being who now stood before him,
thus softencd ; to know that her guilty and degraded soul was
touched ; and to be able 10 pour into the wound 1he oil of conso.
lation, by teaching her that even for her there was hope

The speaker ceased at last, us the shadows of evening cams on
and the crowd dispersed ; but not before they had become gene-
rally more attentive and respectful.  That ghastly woman too,
row up her cloak, and retired to some httle distance, though
still evidently lingering near the spot, for she had séen her own
daughter in the crowd, and she saw hor stll, n eompany with
that good man, and they were evidently looking here and there
for some one, but who it was she could nottell, - She herself stood
hid behind the buttress of a wall, until she saw them turn away,
as if therr scasch was in vain. She then ventured to follow,
though at some distance, for she felt Jike one who treads with for.
bidden feet in the privileged steps of the happy and the pure.

And could it be true—all which that kind, that feeling man
had told her—could therc be hope even for her? Had ho been
a decciver, he would not have entered with such faithfulness into
all the details of her miserable experience.  Had he been influenc.
ed b‘y selfish or ‘unworthy feclings, he would not have sought out
for the objucts of his pity, creatures so lost and fullen as hersclfs

(To b¢ Continued )

The Cake Not Tutned,
A Sermon, by Dr. Ritchie of Edinburgh.
Text.—Hosea vii. 8.—* EPHRAIM IS A CAKE NOT TURNED."

DoctriNe.—~—** It is sclf-inconsistent in Chrislidns to usk or
countenance thé use of intozicating drinks”

’

The art of writing is of very ancicnt date, Itcan be traced
up to the days of Moscs, for, in Exodus xvu. 14, we read, * The
Lord said to Moses, write this fur a memorial 1n a buok 3 which,
by the way, 1s the earlicst notice of wnting and of books that is
to be met with. All writings, till within a date comparatively
modern, were monuscript,  Printing was undiscovered, and books
werc few, expensive, and not generally accessible. How great
arc our privileges ! how happy we, did we know them, and cor-
respondently improve them! Records are an artificinl memory,
where these are denicd, the living voice is the great vehicle of .
formation. Sentunent, when spoken and heard but once, is easily
let slip, and unretained flies never to be zecalled. Hence the necd
of goud and atceptuble words. Hence, too, the wisdom of insti
tuting assotiations between the tongue, the ear, and the cye.  All
arc i aid of the mumnory, and thus, throught, for the supply
of the understanding. For this putpuse urose the class of scati.
ments, termed Proverbs; shurt, pithy, emphatc sentences linked
by assuoiatiuns with facts, incidents, and usages, of a churacter
80 Jucal and common, as ahnust to be rejectible as valgar.  Their
very vulgarity, however,—that 18, theirr commonncss ; their boing

mixed up with every day’s lifc, and their adaptation to the meanest
capacity, constituted their venest fitne:s for the purpose meant ta

.



