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LIFES SLUGGARDY AND TRIFLERS.

No sensihle person van faney that race of beings
known as s ands, whether male or female, olld or
young, in hizh iife or tow hfe.  They have come to
the wrong wotld; and the ~eener they get out of 1t
the sooner socicty will he rctieved of a burdensome
and expensiie nw anve. 1oating nd sInnking ol
slecping are thewr chiel cimpivyment,  Gave them their
provender, and they are gmte satstied.  Habita of
industry they have tot; isness i the useful sense
they have not; and, wurewver, they never expect to
do anything that 1s of pra ural value for either world,
Fortunately for themnelies, breatlung tx <pontanccis
and animal nutriten goes furward by a sell-aampelimg
law of Nature, W cre it otherwise, they would cither
die for the want of breath or speedily become phastly
skeletons,  Occasionally they relieve the canud of
doing nothing by making a business in the shape of
hunting, tishunyg, playsog cards, going to the theatre,
whiling away theis hours at the grog-shop, attending
afrse-race.and perhaps viating the dens of nocturnal
infamy.  Suchmen are the slyggards of human so-
ciety, having no purpose i their hearty or practice in
their lives that lifts them 2bove the low level of the
animal,

Woman, in her way, generally more delicate and
less offensive, is sometimes amcenable to the same
“ charge. ‘Thicre arc too many women- far too many
for the credit of the sex— whose lives are practically
as useless as they are mmless.  They can manpulate
the little punctilhios of what they regud as clegant
life; they understand the fashions and know how to
spend money ; no one can beat them in using an
opera-glass or laying plans for empty and prafitles«
amusement. In the matter of mere 320w they are
finished experts; and this is about all that they are good
for—indced, all that they propose. o life they pro-
ductively contribute nothung. They never did any-
thing, and they never evpert to do anything that has
the value of a dollar to humanity. The worll is in no
scnse richer, or wiser, or better for their presence in
it. They were bor with a free ticket of exemption
from all the practical responsibilities of an carthly ex-
istence. Splendid e edzery they are, and just as poor
producers.

Such persons arc not really worth the garments
they wear or the bread that 1t takes to feed them
The wonder is that the sun will consent to shine upon
them. They are mere mockenes of a rational human
life—guilty abusers of their own powers and as guilty
misusers and wastees of ume, as indifferent about its
value, its tmprovement, its, duties, the claims of the
world present and the world {uture, as they could be
if no such ideas had cver been heard of on the globe.
Their violation of the two great prinaiples of wtilsty
and moral obdigation they scem to regard as one of
the fine ans. Ther idleness they present as their
letter of credit to the first class of human society.
They durnot belong to the vulgar crowd that must
practically work in order tu ive.  \When one of these
protligates of time dies, socicty loses nothing by bury-
ing them, since it has just one pauper the less to sup-
port.

God never made any man or any woman thus to
spend the hours of his or her sojourn on carth. It is
a false and abnormal mode of life. The very least
that one can consistently think of domng is to return
to the world as much as it takes to carry him through
it. He ought to pay the expenses of his passage
through ife.  If he does less than this, he will then
die an insolvent debtor to mankind by all the difier-
ence between his consumption and nis production.
Children falling victuus in their early years, congen-
tial imbeciles, and persons without the ordinary nor-
matl abilities of our nature are the only ones excusable
from the obhigation. Society is really a compact of
mutual dependences and services ; it lives and thrives
upon the toil of its members. From it all reccive
something; and, hence, all are bound to give back to
it at least as much as they take from it. The law of
useful labour binds all, and condemns the system of
helplessness inall, whether it be genteel or vulgar.

The triflers with time form a class of beings not far
removed in moral estimate from the sluggard. The
first thing is to identify them. Here is one of thems;
and as we look at him we see & light, frivolous, empty-
headed specimen of humanity, just skimming along
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the surface of existence and generally .aning upon
the errands of a £/ 1o has o solid thaughty and
no sohd enjoyments,  The books that he readsp il ho
read . at all, are, like himself, sensational, superiicint,
amd trashy  quite often worse than this  indeed, not
worth the paper on which they are printed.  is
pleasures have his own sperific gravity. To banish
care ; towork but little and play agreat deal, todrive
wway all serious meditation and keep life vn a sportive
jump o flit about hither and thither, and chase all
the amuscanents and peshaps dissipations that <an be
found - to have a gay time in the winter and, if possi-
hle, n gayer ane in the sunmer, to make and receive
fashionable calls and nlways talk nonsense, to thin
and vhat about fine feathers, beautiful colours, grace.
ful attitudes, the newest fashion, and the fatest opera;
w spend onc’s midnight hours In revelry, at the
theatre or in parties of pleasure, jading his powers
with the fatigues of nocturnal diversion and perhaps
crime thesc and the like things are the well-known
characteristics of the trifler, They form the staple
articles of his existence, and with them he managesto
keep life in a meanlugless buze.

Now, to a sensible eye such a character appears
positively ridiculous, and to a Christian cye appalling.
Is this, indeed, the life of a man, & moral biecing,
whose mission on carth is the grandest imaginable
and on whose every breath the mighty future is wait-
ing with its solemn warning? 1s this all that the
man has to show? Is lifc n reality nothing but a
joke, that this jester laughs so loudly?  God is seri-
souy, if heis not,  That which so infatuates him now
will ere long more afilict him than it cver pleased
him. In death it will appear to him as a miscrable
farce, having no dignity and no utility here and cer-
taunly none herealter.

Life, yes the moral life appointed to mman as a
demzen of carth o always an antense and exciting
emgrgency, full of interest, full of duty, full of oppor-
tunity, ringing with the call to action, bricf n its
period yet everlasting in its results. 1tis a succes-
sion of emphatic words, cvery one of which should
impress the heart.  The things that are to be done in
life, that may be done and should be done, with the
conscquences ensuinyg for buth worlds, from providen-
tud oratory by which God foudest calls and which
earth should be most anxious to hear. Life morally
photographs ctermity upon time. In productive
power umeas ctermity, It is really a more solemn
thing to live than to die. Some people reserve their
anaieties and tears for death. It would be wiser to
spend them on life, and then they would have lessoc-
casion for them in death.

A moment’s glance at these views of life rebukes
time's sluggards and tnfles with a withering frown,
which even they would not be able to bear.  As com-
pared with the men of diligent and ecarncst action
connected with high and noble aims—the ten
who see what life is and for what it wasgiven, and
who load its flecting hours with the strongest and
purest displays of human vigour, and then retire to
sing its triumphant psalm in other and brighter
realms- these sluggards and tritlers really scem to
belong to another race, untouched by the mspirations
that make lifc sublime. They have so little Ih com-
meon with true men, think so little and feel so littie as
true men think and feel, and that one almost hesitates
to call them men.  They burlesque the idea of a man,
and whether most to pity or despise them it s diffi-
cult to determine. --Dr. S. T, Spear in N, Y. Inde-
pendent.

AGREEING WITH EVERYBODY.

1t is a source of pride to many people to feel that
they “have not an enemy in the world ;” and to the
utterance of this bit of praise after their death, they
look forward as to their noblest monument. An
cditor of an inoffensive Amecrican newspaper is said
to have remarked : “I'm sure we ownghit to make
nioney, for we never said anything against anybody.”
Mecre amiability seemed to him the surest method of
moncey-making ; and to others it has scemed as certain
a key to popularity, personal advancement, or cven
moral triumph. Even in school-day years one is sure
to scc some scholar striving to be liked by everybody,
in consequence of a uniform treatment of all, good
and bad alike; and all through the various stages of
life the same unruffled, nerveless, sycophantic creature
is ever to be found, in saciety, in politics, in business,

in literature, in professional life.

-

In point of fact, it is utterly impossible for a man
to agree with everybody, or to avoid making enemies,
in some sense.  If he has no epponents, it necessarily
follows that he is cither a hypoerite or a cipher.
Sume persons are so desutute of any real strength of
character that no one cares what they think, and so
no one takes the trouble to disagree with them., A
persan of strong convictions and sound moral sense
must arouse opposition in a world not yet in a millen.
nial condition.  Such 1s the variety of tastesand opin-
ions ; such is the sincere diffesence of Lelief, even on
the most fundamental subjects, such as the nature of
God and the disuinctions between right and wrong ;
such s the heterogencous character of even thesmall.
est sucial world, that no sincere person can avoid dis.
agreement with a large number of those with whom
he assuesates. 1 he scoms always to agree with aly,
he 1s 1n the nature of things guilty of falschood to.
wand some.  That constant courtesy-which is always
& duty nced never be hypocritical.  Servility and
deceit are not coutteous ; they arc in reality gross in.
sults, He who professes agreement with opinions
utterly divergemt, practises deceit, throws a large
share of his intluence on the side of error, and weak-
cns his own character. As George Eliot says, “ lus
mind is furnished as hotels are, with everything for
occastonal and transicnt usc.”

It is evident that such a man must become mo:c
and more incapacitated for the performance of any
sound reformatory work in the world. His moral
force, and cven his intellectual ability, becomes hope-
lessly weakened.  He must be measured rather by
the lowest level to which he sinks, than by the high-
cst sununit to which some more powerful spirit occa-
sionally drags him. Heis merely 2 memberof society,
which, accordinyg to the author just quoted, is “chictly
made up of human beings whose daily acts are all
performed cither in unreflecting obedience to custom
and routine, or from immediate promptings of thougiit
or feeling to execute an immediate purpose.” ‘Their
unmediate purpose is simply 1o be thought agreeable
by the person with whom they have to do at the mo-
ment ; and hence they have no kinship with the real
helpers of the world, by whom every separate act is
subordinated to a deliberate plan and a sound moral
method.

Because we must deplorably fail if we attempt to
agree with everybody, it by no means follows that we
ought to show our independence by disagreeing with
cverybody., ‘The perpetual cynic is as repulsive and
injurious as the perpetual sycophant ; for if the latter
flatters the bad, the former denounces thegood. The
right method is to pursue a course of personal inde-
pendence, remembering the old maxim which reminds
us that Christ’s service is true liberty, His is the
only approbation we nced.  If we agree with him and
his laws, we murt agree or disagree with men and
measures just as they scem to us right or wrong. We
should praise what we can, and blame what we must.
If we are honest men, those who disagree with us will
give us their respect, which is better than their liking.
If we are_dishonest, in order that we may say we
have not an cnemy in the world, we shall be likely to
make good men our enemics, and to cause bad men
to despise us.—S. S. Zimes.

THE TRANSFERRED BURDEN.

* If our transgressions and our sins be upon us, and we
pine away in them, how should we then live 2"—Ezck.
xXxxiil. 10,

If they are upon us, how can we live? For “inine
iniquiies are . . . as ap heavy burden they are
too heavy for me” * The burden of them 75 intoler-
able.” It is not the sense, but the burden itself which
cannot be borne ; 1o oneconld bear his own iniquitics
without bemg sunk lower and lower, and at last to
hell by it. It is only not felt when the very elasticity
of sin within us keeps us from feeling the weight of
the sin upon us ; as the very air in our bodies pre-
vents our feeling the otherwise crushing weight of the
atmosphere with its tons upon every inch. Or (thank
God for the alternative 1) when the whole burden, our
absolutcly intolerable burden, is known to be laid up-
on another. R

If this burden is upon us, we cannot walk in new-
ness of lifg, we cannot run in the way of His com-
mandments, we cannot arise and shine. The burden
is “too heavy ” for these manifestations of life; we
do but “ pine away” in our sins, whether consciously
or unconsciously ; and the sentence is upon us, They




