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i, and are going to take a long journey,” observed Mr. H. ¢ O yes.
Giel”  « Where are you going, think yon ?” “I do net know, Sir.”
Isit not a dangerous thing to enter upon such a journey and not know
dhere you are going ¥7 « (it s, Sir !« Did your husband tell you
it has taken place in Z¢s mind 77« No, Sir.” T am grieved that
2 did not tell you what happened him. He says, Ze is not now afraid
hdie, because he is sure of heaven when he does die.  The recipe 1
se him, he says, has cured him of the fear of death; and if you
ftend to the same, it will. I have no doubt, cure youn.”” Ife then
arated the words, and said, “This can cure yon as well as your
rband.” 0, Sir,” she replied, “the husband 1 used to have was
e cursingest, swearingest, drunkenest, and wickedest man in all
L conntry 5 he would knock the ehildren and servants about; we
ae all afraid of him : but the one I have now is the yuictest, easiest,
st man you ever saw !« When did that change take place?”
Just about a week agone. When he came home from minding the
s, those within ran to hide, as they used to do; but he came in so
wy, they did not hear himj; and when they laoked out, they saw
i sitting in the chair so nice, not saying a word. Ever since, he is
2t fike a little child going through the house.”  Again the Missionary
commended her to use the recipe which had proved so effectual in
eease of her husband, and, followed by the old mau's blessings,
seut on his way rejoicing.”
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You have seen a picce of iron drawn to a magnet: now what that
jmet 1s to irom, gold is to many. It exerts an ommipstent, at least an
wistible, attraction over them.  Let the newsgo forth of the discovery
acountry where the veins of the mountains are filled with gold, and the
pams ran- over golden sands—the glad tidings of’ salvation has scldom
ensteh o stir, © The land may be distant; its soil poor; s climate in-
yitable ; its inhabitants a race of savages—it does nol. matter.  Sndden
wrells are spoken, families are broken up, and the tenderest ties are
ldy rent asunder; the roads arc crowded with cazer emigrants; aud
or press of sail ships race on the high seas, striving which first shall .
ith the golden strand.  Men that would have pronounced the hardships
7 have to suffer iatolerable at home, pour in cager crowds upon the
e, They toil, and scheme, and dream of gold ; and, in the lust for
I, humanity, virtue, and picty are swallowed up—as in a vouring whirl-
. Butwhy go to the gold ficlds of California and Australia, to seck
achdistant regions illustrations of my remark?  They may he found
ez home.  Are there none of us—are there not many, as well in quict
] seenes as in busy cities, whose sele munbition is wealth, who ave hast-
ito be vieh ¥ theirs the oid ery, the eomplaint of' the grave that, though
i gorzed with the banquets of battle-field and pestilence, still opeus its
L Mack, greedy jaws to ery, “ Give, give, give.”

The thirst for gold, like the drunkard’s, is insatiable. The wore
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