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denoy to a chronic recurrence on Wednesdays and Sundays, and the wea-
ther has a similiar vnfortunate regutarity in its variations. The neglect
raultiplies itself so fast and so uucomsciousl;,'ra that when roused to a sense
of our condition we can herdly realize the extent and rapidity of our
decline.

And if no one was hurt but yourself, it might be less matter. But
such influence is frightfully infestious. It spreads with marvellous
rapidity. It must hurb your own children, they will grow up in s chronic
gcepticism as to the reality of your faith in Jesus. It must burt your
ungodly neighbors, they will be confirmed in their belief that religion is
only & decent formality. It must hurt your Christian brethren ; if one
member suffers, the whole body suffers with it. It must hurt your min-
ister; it discourages the bravest to see their labors have no more effect
than water spilt upon the sand. I beseech you, as you hope for God's
mercy bere and hereafter, to awake out of sleep, to be no more faithless,
byt believing, and from this time forward to seek for the glory of God by
patient continuance in well doing.

Doeiry.

SUDDEN DEATH—SUDDEN GLORY.

Three eminently good ministers in England, Mr. Hall, father of the ceiebrated
Robert Hall, Mr. Evans, and Mr. Christian, attended a ministers’ meetwg at Sutton,
Leicestershire. After a dsy of interesting services, they passed the evening together
in socinl fellowship. Among other subjects of profitable conversation one of them pro-
posed the passage in Job ix. 23: “If the scourge slay suddenly, he will laugh at the
teinl of the mnnocent.” When it came to Mr. Christian’s turn to give his views, he
spoke with unusual feeling. He regarded the passage as referring to the sudden death
of tho righteous, and was dwelling largely on the desixableness of such an event, and
the happy surprise with which it should be attended, when, amid a flood of rapturous
teara, ho was seen to falter, and while the words were passing from his lips he expired,
and that * happy surprise” was his own experience,

Edmeston, the post, availed himself of the profound impression produced by the
event to write the following beantiful lines: -

WaicH is the happicst death to die? -

¢ Oh,” said one, “if I might choose,

Long at the gates of bliss would I lie,
And feast my spirit ere it fly,

With bright celestial views.

Mine were & lingering desth withoat pain:
A death which all might love to see, :
And mark how bright and sweet would bg
The victory I should gain!



