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of 20 many autemns, and yet shines ag
brillianot as ever. his cye not dim, nor
s natural strength abated, nor his
fluods of light less full for eenturies of
houndless ~ profusion. et what are
these but images of the fulness that is
in Christ?  Les that feed your hopes,
and cheer your hearts, and brighten
your fitith, und send you away this day
happy snd rejoicing.  For, when judg-
ment (lames have licked up that flowing
stream, and the Jight of that glorious
sun shall be quenched in darkness or
veiled in thesmoke of 2 burning world,
the fulness that isin Christ shall flow
ou throughout eternity in the bliss of the
redeemed. Blessed Saviour, Image of
God, Divine Redeemcr ! in thy presence
is fulness of joy; at thy right hand
there are pleasures for evermore.  What
thou hast gone to heaven to prepare,
may we he called up atdeath toenjoy !

OLD BRUTUS.

Mr. Waddell wrote ¢0ld Brutus™ for
the children who read the Juvenile Mis-
‘sionary Maguzine, a paper like the Day-
spring, which is published in Scotland,
The story shows you how Gud 18 faith-
ful to those who trust him. :

O1d Brutus Wright was what was cal-
led a Guixza Nrcro—that is, he had
been born in Alriea, and shipped from
the Gu:neca coast, one of the lust impor-
tations into Jamaica previous to the pro-
hibition of the slave trade. When he
firgt began to attend our huuse on Sab-
bath day, he was watchman over the
provision-ground belonging to the peo-
ple of the same estate with himself.
When 1 got to understand bis broken
Linglish, ‘and he to understand me, [
found him avery cheerful, sensible well-
disposed oldman.  He wasmostregulnr
in attendance on the word of God, and
.made good progress in the knowledge of
the truth. 1le'was always first at the
houase of God on the Lord's day, though
aged and infirm, and some miles from our
place ; and always came clean, and dress-
ed in his well-washed Osnaburg shirtand
trousers. I remember speakiny about
him to Mr. C., the manager of the pro-
perty, putting in a good word for him,
as it were, to his master. **Ah” said
Mr. C., “Old Brutus made a Christian
of me, if any man did.””  And he relat-
¢d how, when an insurrcction of the
slaves was apprehended, and cvery one
was on thenlert to detect conspiracies,
he hud heard of somo voices being hieard
in the but of Old Brutus in the provi-
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sion-grounds ; and deeming 1t probable
that secret meetings ot the slaves wera
being held there, he went alone at night
armed, determined to arrest whoever he
mightfind, Goingup eoftly to the back
of the but, he satto listen = By and by
he heard a voice, and th mght, *Now |
have them.”  But waiting quietly to
hear what was said, he heard Old Bru-
tus praying ; and Old Brutus prayed for
himseltand fellow-servants, arnd tor his
master and for his mistress, and for eve-
ry body, and that God might send good
riins, and make the yams grow as big
as the woon,  1f the first part of the
prayer aflected him solemnly, the lust
tickled his fancy so that hecould hardly
keep from laughing ; und he bad to get
away as fast as he conld, well assured
that there was no danger to be appre-
hended from Old Brutus.

1 asked the old'man one day how it
was that he could come every Sabbath
day to ¢hurch, knowing that watehwmen
could seldom leave their post lest thicves
plunder in their absence, and they should
be obliged to make good theloss. *“Ab,-
massa, ho replied, I leave God to
watch for me.”” *-Very good, Brutns ;
but the thieves don’t know that. Do
they never come on Sabbath and steal
provisions out of the ground 2" N,
mass, no man ever steal from me ; they
wll know | have God to watch for me,
and they fraid to come when I go to
church ; they know that God watch
them.””  Such was the fuith of the good
old Christiun, and it never failed him.

NOYL YET.

«* Not yet,”” said a little boy. as he
was busy with his trapand ball. ¢ When
1 grow older Twill think about my soul.”

The little buy grew to bea young man.

¢ Not yet,” s1id the youngman. *1
am ahout to enter into trade. When 1
sce my business prosper, then I shall
have more time than now.>’

Business did presper.

+« Not yet,” suid the man of business.
¢ My cnildren must have my care.
When they are scttled in life, I shall be
Detter able to attend to religion.™

e lived to be a gray-headed old man.

« Not yet," still he crie ' ¢ I shallsoon
retire from trade, and then 1 shall havo
nothingelse to do but to read and pray.’

And so he died. He put off to another
time what should have heen done when
a child, He lived without Gud, and
without hope.



