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| stood by the ncean’'s waves,
As they roll’d in fury by, I
And the madden’d billows flung
Their white foatn to the sky ; 1
|
!
|
|
i

L

And | breath’d aloud these words
In my agony of soul,

! Look to yon pure heaven smiling beyond thee!

Cherish some ﬂower,-‘:be teverso lowly !

Rest not content in thy darkness a clod !
Work for some good,—he it ever so slowly !

Labour! True labour is noble and holy ;-
Let labour foliow thy prayers to thy Guod !

@l)ﬁstidtt Miscellany.

** We need a better acquaintanne with the thoughia and

triumphed through the blood of Christ, and
having first passed through the narrow gate
of piety, have also passed the resplendent
doors of paradise.  Ask them what heaven
is worth.  Ask them if it cost them wmore
thau it now realizes to them of enjovment.
What is their reply?  T'heir joy in Goad is
so full that they cannot avert their eyes to
look upon you. [t would be paiuful for
them to break in upon their thrilling sym-

S

* See that emblem of buman life,” eaid
‘he, as he pointed 10 a shadow that was flit-
ting across the flonr.  ** It passed for a mo-
ment, and concealed the brightness of Hea-
ven from our view—but it is gone. Aond
where will ye be, my hearers, whea your
lives have passed-away, like that dark cloud!
O, my dear frieads [ see thousands sitting
attentive, with their eyes fixed on the poor,
unworthy preacher. In a fow days, we shall

= ‘Mid the wild wind's swelling tones, B il o gt i ol phonies even to answer your question. all meet at the judgment asat of Christ.—
And the sea's unceaging roll— renmomgs ot pare st oy Cohn e Ask now Gabriel, who, with an eye of | We shall form a part of t 3 vast assembly

When, from out its depthe, a voice seem'd to; — T - - ' fire and a soul of love, tunes his heavenly | which will gather before his throne ; and

sy, . What Heaven is Worth. harp to sweeter and still sweeter harmonies, | every eye will behold the Judge. With a

Poe « There 1s no rest here—away away. T fix a definite value on heaven is im- | and then hfis from his angelic brow a|yoice you must abide and anewer, he will

)
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1 stood by the running stream,
As it bounded bright aleng,
A moment flashing im the light,
Then dancing gaily on :
And again 1 spoke those words,
Ia aceents loud and clear,
Whea o low and musical voice
Came to my listening ear,
And in silvery tones it seemn’d to say,
« There is no rest here—sway, away.’’

| wandered forth at night,
Aad stood "neath the vaulted sky ;
"Twas gem'd with a thousand stars,
Giving light as they shone on high.
1 thought of their ceaseless course—

possible.  We have no balances in which
we can poise or neasure the eternal weight
of glory. 'The heavenly inheritance was.
never truly appraised.

“ Go wingéyour flight from star to star,
From world to luminous world, so tar
As the universe spreads its flaming wall:
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres
Aund maultiply each through ¢ndless yoafs ;™
and, after all, you have not obtained the
elements of a calculation which shall show
as a result, the sum total of heavenly biiss,
But one rhing is certain—Heaven 1s worth
all the effort it can ever cost.
On this point we may safely take the

erown flashing with jeweln, and casts it be-
fore the throne of him that hiveth forever
and ever, ask him what heavea is worth;
and when you have heard his answer, trans-
late it if you can into some language of
earth, that saints below may be ravished
with its import.

Would you still question the witnesses ?
Ask then, finally, the dying sinner, who is
sensible of lus condition, but is going with.
out hope into the invisible world.  Ask him
what heaven s worth. ** Heaven!” he re-
plies, with a shrick that pierces the very
soul with anguish; * there 13 no heaven for
me. | am on the verge of hell. s fires

inquire whether ou.earth ye sirove to enter
iu at the strait gate—whether your bearts
were absorbed ia Him.. My blood runs cold
whea I think how many of you will then
seck 10 enter ip, and shall aot be able. o,
what plea cam Jou make before the Judge
of the whole @uth? Can you say it bas
been your whele endeavour to mortify (he
flesh, with it faffections and lusts ? at
your life has tren one long eflort to do the
willofGod? No ! you must answer, | made
myself easy in the world, by flatiering my-
seilthat all would end well, byt 1 bave de-
ceived my own soul, and am lost.”
“ You, O false and hollow ehristian—ol

Yo How vear after year they roll, testimony of thase who ought to know.— | 3re even now hurning in my soul.—Bpeak | what avail will it be that you have done ma-
; brig And these words from my lips broke forth, Call in then the wituesses, and careflully | ;1 of heaven to me.  'I'he thought of such | ny things—read much in the ssgred word
% st |g there rest to be found for the soul ?* note their statement. u place stings me with remorse.—Ifail ! hor- | +that you have made |0|l. p'"m_‘m
sRe Then, from each tiny star | heard & voieo say, |  Ask first the dying Christian. There he | rurs ! and so he dies. | you have attended religious dutles, and

s “ Think not to rest here, away, away !"'° lies alone on the borders of another world. Pursue these inquirieg to any extent you | peared holy in the eygs of men? What
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| stood 'mid the buey haunt
Of the peopled world once more,

And | heard its wild din swell
Like the ocean’s angry roar;

1 sean’d each face as it pass’d,

. Agd peer'd into each dark eye,

And stsave every thought to read,
Ag on the throng swept by ;

But on each careworn brow the same laok

stem’d to say,
“[ find ne rest here—away, away

1 tarn'd to the Book of Life,
And open’d ite sacred page ;
There [ learn'd that there is no rest
To be found on the_world's busy stage:
But it told me there is a home
In the skies far, far away,—
Where sorcow and care caanot come
In the realms of eternal day :

His physical powers are well-nigh wasted
by the consuming breath of disease. He
has endured long days and nights of intens-
est pain, with only now and then a momest
of relicf fromn almost mortal agounies. Ask
him how mach heaven is worth. And
though his lips are uow unable to frame sy
answer, you may even see it depicted upon
his radiaut eountenznce,

It shines like the face of an angel.—
Heaven has already begun iu that soul.—
There is peace, perfect peace wthin. Not
the calmness of indifference, nor the sub-
mission of insensibility, but the ictive real-
izing enjoyment ; the gracious triumph s
communicated to the mind by Gal himself.
Does he now feel that any toil was too self-
denying, any cross too heavy to be teken up
and borue for Christ 7 Is there any regret,

please, and there can be found no being in
the universe, except the devil, the father of
hies and those who are like him, lying chil-
dren, that will tell you heaveu is not worth
all it can cost. ‘I'he most soul-trying dis-
cipline and self-abasement, the most terrible
persecution and excruciating earthly tor-
ments are trifies fight as air, when weighed
in the balance with heaven. Thia is the

tienalist.

Whitefleld.

truth, as death-beds testify, as the Bible de-
clares, aud God avers. And, if mea would
only see it so, there is in this thought one
of the strongest motives which can influence
human feeling and conduet.—Cungrega-

There was nothing in the appearance of

will af this be, if, inssead of loving Him-eu-
premely, you have bess suppusing you
should exalt yourself in heaven, by aets
really poliuted snd wuholy! '

*“ And you, rich man, wherefore do jyou
hoard your silver ? Wherefore coust the
price you haye received fur him whom you
every day etweily, in your lave of gainfen
Why, thet when you are too poor (o by, s
drop of cold water, your heloved som, mey
be rolled 10 hell in his chariot, pillowed
and cushioned about him !

His eye gradually highted up, aa he pro-
ceeded, till, towards the clove, it .....J' to
sparkle with célestial fire,

“(), sinners!” he exclaimed. * By all
your hopex of heiiiiimess, | beseech you to
repent!  Let p fires of eternity be
kindled against’ there !” said he,

s & And a still, small voice whisper d low in my | 3 gych an hour that the religion nf Jesus this extraordinary man which would lead pointing 10 the 1 ‘'which played on

ley & * ear was openly professed before men, ind God | J0U 10 S9PPOSS that a Felix would iremble | ., coryer of thg L «'"Pis u glance

-lhh-‘ * There is rest to be found—"tis here, tis here " | ). ,,0 honoured by a public avowal of his before bim. He was something above the | ¢, 1he augry 9@ of Jehovah! Hark I"

- — - cause? Is there any sorrow that the pleas- middle stature, well proportioned, and re-| o0 ued hie, raising his finger, in a listen-

(From the Edinburgh Christian Magszins.) ures of the world were not more eagerl markable for a native gracefulness of man- ing attitude, distant thupder grew

LABOUR. ) sought, and fully enjoyed? s 'hcegm; ner. His °°“'P'"i‘:;"l‘."' d";' b{'i" his | )ouder and hm!,' and broke in one tre-

Pause ot to dream of the future before us; lingering suspicion that the Christian's hope featares regular, and his dar f"' eyes | endous crash over the Iml!ln'. “ [t was

ta e Pause not to weep the wild cares that come o’er | now relied upon has cost more than it is small and lively; n recu;onng rom ‘,"; the voice of the Almighty as be passed by
daey ; us;’ worth! No, no. The feeling is rather | Beasies, he had coutracted a squint with |, y,iq gpges 1"
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Mark how ereation's deep, musical chorus,
Unintermitiing goes up into heaven'
Never the ocean wave falters in lowing ;
Never the little seed stops in its growing,
More and more richly the rose-heart keeps glow-
ing,
Till from its nourishing stem it is riven.
Labour is life ! —'Tis the still water faileth ;

ldleness ever despaireth, bewaileth ;
Keep the watch wound, for the dark night as-

" | that it is valuable beyond all price.

¢t Were the whole sea one chrysolite,
This earth a golden bali,

And diamonds sll the stars of night,

This hope were worth them all.”
Make to that soul, if you could, the offer
of a1l created things in exchange for its
peace, its sweet assurance that it has passed
from death unto life, and it will be affecied
with nothing but pity for your folly, that

one of them—but this pecuhiarity rather
rendered the expreuionc)f his countenance
more rememberable, than in any degree
lessened the effect of 11s uncommon sweet-
ness. s voice excelled, both in melody
and compass; aud its fine modulations
were happily accompanied by that grace of
action which he possessed in an eminent
degree, and which has been said to be the
chief requisite of an orator. ‘To have seen
him when he first commenced, one would

As the sound died away, he eovered his

face and knelt beside the pulpit, spparemtly
lost in inward snd intense prayer. T'be
storin passed rapidly by, and the sun, burst -
ing forth in his might,threw agrass the beas-
ens & magnificent srch of pesce. Rising,
and painting to the besutiful object, be ex-
claimed, ‘' J.ook upon the rainbow! and
praise him that made it.
is, in the brightness thereol.

Very beamtiful it
It compas-

&: saileth; . . z::h.:o:::tlhlle': :i:::l?;nepluhmg it wh have thought him anything but enthasiastic :::d:h:r'::.:'i";:mtn'r::';:l&uﬁ"2
Flowers droop and die in the mllu,o- of nnoun. | i o C|.| . - and glowing ; but, bis heart warmed with The Rebels [ 4

:0.: Labour is glnfy ;—l.he fiying cloud |l‘.|lwlll} ) Gohne“‘ .tnl :s t ? X ;"'lt:j";, mo efl. his subject, and his manner became impetu- ! .
84 ?'n!y the waving wing changes and Im‘h\.uu. who has jus (:; anAl:ldan hc hi 'I'l (')\Lml:::I ous and animated, tll, forgetful of every.

g: '::l h";n“ i u:: . ﬁ““l:le :T:h“::o’ them h: :)::?n“ iw“orme. m|d.g( :feh;n te .:. "h:i thing around him, he seemed 10 kneel at the A Piilow for the Night.

Wor "i:: o‘ “l:.e'el eys, wouldst thou keep l"' ejaven ?' sU e ke hame oh HerTassures }hto‘:go ?fl I.leh«:;n_h, and 1o bessech in agony [ g gleep well, lay these things under yous
—y ' [ . Her | : or his fellow-beings. ‘ head : — _

' yvaBrin sedi-from (e saxreus IRst EIS S5 | :::uh;'sl‘):)p::ill c-::liul:::l ul: r‘eh::; ::g After he had finished his prayer, he knelt| | A precious promise out of Beripture.
. o Tomll peiky #esasion Hintimeel e do god in her earthly life, vet he# spiritual | for @ long time in profound mlence; and so| o 4 "L oot verse of some evangelisal
» fod Rest from win promptings, that ever cotread us, | i,g, s hid with Christ in God powerfully had it affected the most heartiess krmn
‘Rfut from world-syrens that lure us to ill. o emg ‘sh ‘,é,f-a ) It the of his audience, that a stiilness like that of 3 A bearty prayer 10 God. .
Worii—and pure slumbers shall wah on thy pil-|1f you "l'l’ mor l'" enlce, conn'u ; the tomb pervaded the whole house. : J prayer . .
i s low; | prophets, the evaugelists, the apostles, the Before he commenced his sermon, long 4. A good conscience, purified with
Work--thou shalt ride over care’s coming billow ! martyrs; the I!luunallds who have counted darkening colamss erawded the bright o811 Christ's blood.
ailt by 1.2 not down wearied ‘neath woe's weeping wil- ‘ |hgir prelsenlﬂllfe but l:le (_)ﬁ's::o:l_'u:g’. ol:' ;Iel n; oky olglhe ssuraing, and #sepy diewr sluf 5. A feeling of forgiveness and charity to
¢ low ! |||mgg' that they might win rist an ’ . | all mankind.
— Work with a stout heart and resolute will ! found in him; and‘“who ha¥e gone up shadowg over (he building, in fearful au o w'w;umm e
rietoss D>y not though shame, sin and anguish, are through the smoke and fire of fagots at (hte 8";{”"'."’:’ "“)"“:' cteaive t i it (e mw' :
' 5 ' i ) i 19 text was: ‘' : A .

Aglon ¢ stake, through the tribulation and anguish 7, Ao o T6H o b

round thee,
u‘"c‘y fling off the cold chain that hath bound

Lipee

of persecution, the creaking of tie rack,

strait gate ; for many, I xay unto you, shall

and every iastrument of toiture; who have

seek o enter 1, and shail uot be able.”

— American Messenger,




