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poverty, hut it was the poverty of the virtuous. Ilere loathsome
vice was clearly the parent of misery.  Ife has brought it upon
himsell,” ejaculated I; ¢ his suffering is not occasioned by the vi-
sitation of Heaven! 1le has sown the wind, let him reap the whirl-

The visitation of God ! Alas what more awful visitation
This

wind
e there Le from Him than to Jeave the viciousin their vice !

is a judgment more terrible far than carthquake or pestilence. From |

sueh a doom good Lord deliver us!
{" turned upon iy heel from thie wretehed object before me.
5 Puor wreteh I T ejaculated,  he will suffer, but whois to blame 2
Ang thus choking down an accusing conscienee, [ strode away,
But his voice sounded reproachfully -in my car like a haunting
> one, and [ was but ill satisfied that I had not at least inquired into
his necessitivs.  Ife had not asked for charity, it was true; hut did
not his miserable apparel plead for him more eloquently than words ?
e might be too proud to ask, or he might despair receiving,
thought [; at all events, it would have heen well enough to have
atid a word to him about his wicked course, even if it were not right
1 turned around.  Standing in
Ilis

to give hisn money.—1 hesitated.
thuvplucc where | lizd left him, I saw the miserzble man,
hands were clasped, ond his face upturned towards Heaven, and 1
evim faneied 1 could hear the words of prayer on his lips.—* Such
a wicked nan pray " thought I Partly from™ curiosity, and part-
Iy from benevolent feelings, I turned back, C

“ Why do you stand here ?” inquired I, as I approached him.
* Yt will he perished with the cold.”

= Very likely,” was the quiet reply.

» Why don’t you go home ?" 1 asked, really touclicd by the for-
lormuess of his situation. © @ T have no home.”—* Then goto your
I rejoined.  “T have nofriends."—* IHave you no ac-
“Yes, the dramseller, when I have money.™

 Not a furthing.
“T know it."—* You arce a

frivnds,”
quaintanees then?”
- [Have you no money 2

—4 You are a mise-

rable vagabond then.” loathsome

drunkard,” ¢ Very true.”

* Do you know to what these evil courses.will Iead you 2" con-
tinuud 1, puiting on a self-righteous air, and looking, as T flattered
mysell, peealiarly solemn,

v Yos"—was the fearfirl, emphatic and startling response.

For a moment 1 wassilent. ¢ 1 pity you,” at length 1 resumed.
¢ Heaven knows how 1 pity you ; and if I did not lonk upon you as
an ineorrigible sot, T would do something for your reliet.”

“ Viee 15 more an objeet of compassion. than mere poverty,
~the reply, “and in meboth are united.”

1 give treety to the virtuous poor,” resumed. I, in a renewed fit

of self riggliteousuess, “but I am principled against bestowing alms

" owas

upon the vieious."
1 have not asked abims,”
“I'rue, but yuu need both, and were you not a drunkard 1 would

was the cool response, < nor a sermon.”™

Liestow them, ’

«11¢ maketh lm: sus to rise on the ovil nn(l on the g‘oud andd
sendeth rain on the just ead on the unjost,” replied the man, while
a'glow which might have beenof gratitude or devotion, flashed
sudidenly over his face. There was something. in his tone that
went to my heart. 1 felt the reproof—and had he that moment
ssen my faee, he would have observed the blush that 1 felt redden-
'n;f,: my cheek.

< True,” said 1 musing, talking  to myself  rather than- to
him.

Oh! the difference between the benevelenee of man and the be-
nevolenee of God !
in its eharacter—and the other embraces the universe within its
As such thoughts passed rapidly through my mind, my

My heart grew as tender as a child’s.

arms !
detepmination was taken,
“I'he voice of inspiration speke to my quickened soul, and its Jan-
suage was, “blessed are the mereiful, for they shall find merey.”
God forgive the self righteous spirit in which I indulged but a
wioment before. ¢ Come with me, mand: T will Le your friend,”
seigd 1, looking into his bloated fice, and actanlly taking his skin-
ny hand in my own.

Uili? the lugary of doing good ! Tt is the opening of 2 new world
to the spmtunl eye! itis thu baptisi of love to the religious heart!
How beautifi] and true is thesentiment of Holy Writ: «1tis
muee blessed to give than to receive.”

The loathsome and degl:adcd man went with me to my home. [
ministered to his nocessitios—.1 watehed over him in sickness, bear-.
ing patiently the self imposed toil, and leading him step by step

tzomi debasement and discase into the pleasant paths of sobriety
s hioalth,
ligion had presided over and guided my once ostentatious charity.
And greatindeed was my reward | A notle spirit was saved from
the fearful death and still more awful doom of the drunkard, and
enlled back by the voice of kindness from the track of sin to that of
true wisdom, whose ways are ways of pleasantnuss, and ail whose
puths are: peace. A new man, he went from under My humble
roof, and, mingled again with the world. But remvmbering the
whirdpool that had drawn himinto this vortes, he has shunned it
wvith a tircless care.  Resisting the blandishments that wourld Jure
him o his ruin, he has walked with a faultless step in the thurnless
track of mtue, growing strong in heart, and preserving before the
world 2y mtcgn “eospotted and pure,  Tsaw him yesterday with
the g!ov. of b pcllcck treading with the step of unde-
geded manti 7ﬁ..llow men, surrounded by an atnos.

"This wasdhe first time ¢u which the meck spirit of re- |

One is partial in its operations, and exclusive :

.
i

phere cf love—honored, "useful and happy.—And tlns, “said I, is
my reward.  With a light step and lighter heart, I went to my
own quiet home, while a “still small voice” seemed whispering in
my car, “Ile who converteth the sinner from the error of his
way, shall save asoul from death, and shall hide a multitude of

sins.”

For the Pearl.
TIIE ILLS OF LIFE.

VWho shall portray the ills of life,
Or point where they may be?
Or say to poverty or strife,
The climax—is with thee?

Theills of life I—a protean train
Hover o'er every scene,—

"Or grief—or misery—or pain
Do but transform their mein.

They hic them to the cottage heartly
They seek the gilded dome,

Ii'en midst the scencs of festive mirth,
Sorrow—can find a home.

In ev'ry clime where earth has bound,
These bitter waters ﬂ:n{',_

The “sad variety” is found
In every form of woe,

Ask the bereaved—wliy starts the tear,.
In sad and lonely hour,

When memory brings each object near
By her clectric power ?

That parent ask, whose lov'd and prized’
And cherished—are-no more !

For what he nourish’d taught, advised,
L "twere not to restore?

Is this an ill—or are we wrong ?
1eaven but resumes its pwn,—

There must be error in our song,—
Father, Thy will be done.”

Then ask thoe victim of remeorse.
His estimate of 1],

T'he errors that have stain’d his eourse
Are from man's wayward will,

‘Philosophers bave sought the cause,
“ Presuming God to sean,”—
Daring to serutinize His laws,

But not the will of man.

"Tis just I—the mandate of ITis will
Who rules o'er earth abroadl,
And man, his ereature—+* be thon still'™

And own that heis God.
M.

Halifax, December?,

From the London Juurnal,
THEFE MAD-TTIOUSE OF CONSTANTINOILL.

It was a cold raw day last December that 1-went over to Stam-
boul to see the T'urkish mad-house. -

1 was aware that the mad-house was somewhere in the neigh-
bourhood of the Seraskier's palace; so having got there, T asked
the first ‘Turk I met which was the way to the mad-house;
looked at me with an air, not of astonishment, but of patronising
pity, for about a second, and then walked on without answering
The next man I met was an Armenian, and to him I put
the sume question.  He stupped and asked me what I wanted
there. I turned towards a- Greck that I saw approaching. On
my stating where I wanted 1o go, the Greek said he would: show
me the gate.  After we had walked a few hnndred yards, through
soveral small unfrequented looking streets, my guide pointed
to a door in the wall and told me that was the entrance to the
place that I sought. T pushed up - the gate and entering found
myself in a small square furmed by houses of stone, apparently un-
inhabited.  ‘he contre of the square was planted with trees, and
the ground covered sevoral inches deep,. with withered leaves—al-
together a most desolate looking place. 1 walked neross #he square
to a door of the same kind as that by which I had entered, and
pushing it up, found myself in another square of the same size as
the first.  On a short stool inside the gate sata caviss, or Turkish
guard, armed with his pistols and large knife, stuck into the ample
shawl which was wound round his middle. Ila-saluted me with
* Sabanhus chier olsun Effindim.” (May yourmoerning-be-happy,
my dear sir), to which I repliedin due form, when he keld out his
hand, and said * Backshise.” This demand for a present was ex-
peeted z.%er the civility of a salute; so having put a twenty para
picee, or three half pence into his hand, I stood a little to reconnoi-
tre where [ was.  The square was about seventy or cighty feet
from the houses on the oneside to those of the other, There were

he

me.

| substance, covered with an old levaniine capote.

sides showed each four wmdows, baving 2 strong framing of i tron !

bars, but.no glass in them.  Trom each of these, a-great chain, po-
lished clean, apparently from accidental friction, hung out, and the -
one end of it was fustened'to a ring bolt in the wall. At several of
the windows were strangers, looking in through the bars. The
doors were all open, and as people seemied to be going and coming
at their pleasure, I entered the first door on my left, and found‘
myself in a stone room about twenty feet long and eighteen broad,,

having an arched roof a and 2 mud floor. - There was one window:
on the side from which T entered and anothor on the opposite side;:
hefore each of these there was'a wooden bench raised about throe
inches from the ground, upon the top of which was some bulky
There was ny

© pther furniture of any sort-in the room, and the only symptomns of

| messes huddled up on the wooden henches.’

| horror struck with the sight.

civilization that I could sec were the two clean chains that came
through the window bars, and seemed attiched to the lumps or.
As I turned to retrace my steps, both of these bundles moved,
and in piteous accents begzed a few paras to buy tobaces,
They had searcely any élothes on
them, and round their neck was an immense iron_collar, to which
one of the links of the chain’ before noticed was rivetted, 9 a5 to
form the padlock ; bed they had lNone, nor covering of any sort but
their worn out ragged clothes and an old capote which served tl)em
for blanket, covcrlct &c while the only place thc} had to sleep, or *
sit, or stand upon, was the wooden beneh, raised about three inches
above the cold damp mud floor. Frome this they could not stir,
as I obscrved the length of their chain only allowed tliem to ap-
proach its limits, or, in other words, it was just lenz cnough to_
allow them to turn themselves round. Both individuals were in.
exzetly the same positioh,- but placed at diﬂ'exjent windows, through-
which the wind and the drifting snow were freely entering. ~ So-
much misery I had never before scen s the sight ehilled me far
more than the cold day, and I bastily retreated to the nest rcom.
One by one I visited all the twelve chambers.—Thicy differed in
nothing save in tiie number of windows, some- hnving two, and

T was

. others thret, while almost at every oncofthem lay a human being,

chained, with a heavy iron collar, and at least 56 1B, of ¢hain at-
In no instarce did I find more individuals in a room
than windaws. The ‘entire number of inmates was 27. They
were all Turks : some of them were merry, and écntinued singing
a wild incomprehensible chaunt ;- others were the most woefu) pic--
tures of despair.  Some seelded the visiters for comiug to look at:
them'; others thanked them for the visit. Dany of them vavcd
but there were none of them had the np- ‘
pearance of being either constitutionally insane or idiots. If 5 m-;
sanity was inside the building at all,* I think the treatment’ t,mt‘ :
the inmates were under was enough to have produced it; and my

tached to it.

with alook of stupor ;

'on]\ surprise was, that human nature cou’'d exist under such: an.y ..

accumulation of kardships ; for it would have defied ‘the most_mgc_-- P
nious eruclty to-have these beings in positions of greater misery.
Yet although exposed to all the rigorof the weather, without a
curtain to shade them from the drifticg snow, they appeared fur
the most part carcless of its severity; there was, however, one pbur
creature, who, naked with. the exception of his eapote, or great: .
coat, thrown pver him, was resting on his knees on his hard couch,
bending his head over a fow picees of inanimate charcoal that he -

i had by some means or another gathered together, and endeavouring

to imagine that it was afire. I stood for a fuw minutes; it waos
heart-rending to sez how the poor creature wring his celd and
clammy fingures over the black mass, in the vain hopes of warming
After he had done this a short time Le observed me look- .
I put some down: 'on )
his beueh, lifted his pipe, filled it, ‘and having struck ﬁre, ‘put_ a.
picce ot lighted tinder in it. This movement of miie altercd
cvery feature of his face; Lis body ceased'to shiiver; he_ drew his o
limbs together in the Turkish fashion, sat down, completely cover-.
ing himself with his capote, and waited quietly until 1 gave him
the lighted pipe. T eadeavored to.enter unto conversation with
Iim ; *but all he would say was, * Shukur Allah” (thank God;):
and when I parted from him he appeared to be one of the most.

them.
ing at liim, and asked me for some tobacco.

happy beings in the world..

I entered into conversation with several of the inmates, ande
found some of them could talk sensibly enough; other did not
know what they were saying, but such as condescended to spesk.
addressed me by the name of Captan, which proved that they had
discrimination encugh to find out that I was a Frank, although.
dressed in a Turkish fashion; and alimost universally, on turning

. away, thcy would ask a few paras to Luy tobacco; the most of!

them bad a chibook or Turkish pipe.

One of ‘these poor men deserves pa rticalar notice an account of
his treatinent, being different from all the others.. On approach-
ing one of the doors,. I found it fistened .with a padlock ;- and * the:
window had a matting of. reeds before it. I was about.to pass on,
when some Turkish boys called out something. that I did not un-
derstand, and the curtain was drawn aside, when there stood a der-
vish.chained by a heavy chain, which.-came'down from the roof off
his.prison, and was-fustened to a heavy iron collar round his neck.
The ehain would not allow hiin to sit down, nor to move more then:
a fow inclies from where he stood.. What the meaning of this was,
I know not, and I could not find any one there that could give me
the least information,. I asked the guord at the gate if be wee



