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The Harvest Call.
Abidenot in the Realm of Dreams,
0 ma, bowever fair it seems,

Wheth drowsy eirs thy pcwers repress
Inls 'uarrcf sweet idlenees.

Nor libger in the wisty Past,
Enln;eod in visions vague and vast ;
But lilh clear eye the Present scan,
And hear the call ¢f God ard man.

The ;li, though many voiced, is gne
Withmighty meaning in each tone ;
Throfecb and laughter, shriek and prayer,
Iis sqgpmons meets thee everywhere.

Thini pot in sleep to fold thy hands,
Foy‘i‘;tful of thy Lord’s commands ;
Frouf Duty’s claint no life is free—

" Behatll, To day bth need of thee !

Look‘,:up 1-The wide extended plain
Is billowy with its ripened grain,
Acd o the Summer-wind are rolled
(N 't"rl of emerald and gold.

»T:us;%n thy sickle ! por delay

The whrks tbat call for thee To-day :
To m‘.;rcw, it it come, will bear

Its m}! demands of toil and care.

The p;es«.-r.t hour allots thy tosk !

For pfpsert strength ard patience ask,
Ard t{pu His love whose sure supplies
Meet g thy needs as thy arise,

Lo! :;& broad fields with harvests white
Thy hgpds to strecucus toil invite ;

Ard B¢ who labors and believes

Shali nlep reward of ample sheaves.

Up, forftbe time is short !—and scon
The ma¥ning sun will climb to nocn ;
Up! erg the herds, with tramping fuet,
Outrangéng thie, will spoil the wheat.

While t@e day lingers do thy best !
Full lotﬁl the night will bring its rest ;
And, dut$ done, that rest shall be

Full of Beatitudes to thee.

iterling Integrity.
Ibave walked before you from my childbood
wio this gay. Behold, here I am ; witness
sprinst mej before the Lord, and before bis
wointed ; whose ox have 1 taken ? or whose ass

for a miserable mess f urthly puttige. God
save us from ruin like this ! Perich what may
—perish gold, silver, houses, lands—Ist the winds
of mistortune dash our vessel on a sunken rucs,
but let integrity be like the valued keepsake the
sailor-boy lashed with the rope rcund his body,
| the only thing we care to save, L:t me die;
but let engels read, if friends cannot afford to
| erect the gravestone, * Here lies an hoqest man !"
| Let Samuel’s manly piety be ours. The happy
| cultivation and combination of the active and
passive virtucs, the blending of the inner with
; the cuter life ; nota negative saintship, like that
{of the men of Meroz, (Fudges v. 23), but the
barmonious interminglirg of diligence in busi
| nees with fervor in spirit, ** serving the Lord ;”
{kind in heart, strong in faith, and pure in spirit;
but all crowned and beautified by giving glory

to God.—Reo J. R. Macduf].

e mee s — ——— -

‘The Family Altar.
" FAMILY WORSHIP.

There is something in the atmosphere of a
prayer-consecrated household, incapable of an-
,alysis or deflaition, but as clearly applioable as
a change of temperature. We have been in
homes where incense of that morning sacrifice
seemed to diffuse iteelf through the eatire day,
and where the odor of c.untless off:rings ap-
peared to linger in €very chamber, and to lave
been bieathed into every department of house-
hold duty. We bave knelt at family altars where
it eeemed as if God bad come down to witness
the setting up of the stone in the night's resting
place, whhre be so filled the place with his pres-
ence that every heart realized it to be the house
of God and the gate ¢f heaven.

Tell me not that such impresssions begun in
those Cays when the heart like o delicate instru-
-ment responds to the slightest touch, and con-
tigued through years of childhood and youth,
will lose their power at the first plunge into bus-
iness and pleasure. The emotions stirred by the
old tunes that rise each day from the fireside
the manifest inspiration resting upon the family
priest, the daily inculeated reverence for tke
word of God, the interest inspired by its narra-
tives, the sense of reality attached to communion
with the Unseen, the sezse of real presence in-
voked daily as the protector aud guide of the
household—these will survive all the vagaries of
skepticism, and the fitful fever of dissipation
Worship blends eo beautifully with tte tender
relationships of the family, that the two senti-
ments of devotion and domestic sffection mutu-

have I takert? or whom bave I defrauded ? whom
bave | oppréissed P or of whoee hand bave I re- |
wived suy Bribe to blind mine eyes therewith ? |
ad | will restore it you.—1 Sam, xii. 2, 3. |

Such was Samuel’s address on the heights ct|

Gigsl, where be had assembled the tribes for |
“Suly public insuguration as kinge It was o |
glorioss estimory to the justice of this appezl,
when the shout of an-assembled nation eghoed
back, “ Thou hast not defrauded ue, or op-
pressed us ! .

Can we, cach of us, say the same ? Can we
stand up before high beaven, whatever our situ-
ation, or circumstances, or profession, and ssy
with an houest heart, ** These hands are clean !

Ltave wever defrauded my neighbor or wound-

¢d s chameter, or sought to exalt my own on

the ruins ot af the expense of his ! I have ne-
ver sipoped to do an underhand deed, or be party
08 clandestine transaction that cannot stand
the Iight of day !. I may be in bumble circum-
Hances ; wealth, or position, or influense I may
Ifm nore, I may be poor, the victim ¢f de-
signicg wen ; but, thank God ! 1 have ¢ a good
tonscience.’ This volume of my inner life cor=
responds with the outer. Every leaf may be
tead ; ficd the blot if you can.”

ally mssist each other; and the deep emotion
with which the mind in after years will recur to
the family group and call up the dead faces and
the now silent voices that were wont to join in
pealm or prayer or evangel, will invest one phase
of religion at lesst with a sanctity from which
evil will rocoil, anl which will often move the
most worid-worn heart to yesrnings for God.

If b€ family conssits of listle children only, it
would be well to conduct the devotions chiefly
with a reference to them. Instead of reading &
chapter simply because it is in course, select for
the little ones the more picteresque portions of
the Scriptures. Tell them some Bible story.
Have some picture at hand to illustrate it. Al-
ways try to draw scme simple moral lesson from
the atory, respecting those great elementary
truths which even very young children can un-
derstand : the greatness of God, bow be seesand
knows all things, how he loves us, and loves lit-
tle childréen, is pleased when we do right, end
displeased when we sin ; the wickedness of dis-
obedience and falsehood and the like. It will
be well to require the children to give each morn-
ing some account Of the previous lesson. Some-
times the Scripture lesson msy be applied to

There are volumes in this world’s strange
lbrary which have their splendid exteriors—a
birding gilted and embossed ; but on opening
ttem, they are tattered and worm-eaten ; they
tnnot bear inspection ; they are to be looked
#, not examined. When openéd they fall to
pieces, like the dust in the mummy-case! O,
Tather have the outside cover poor—the binding
tattered—than the leaves soiled with mercantile
depravity and villain freud ; rather the scanty
meel and the frugal dwelling than the banquet
vith its every piece of plate showing the reflect-
¢d face of a hupgry creditor, and the music
jured with the whimpering cry of the defrauded
orphen !

If there be a character which we would, more
than another—like the enchantress at the cave
of Endor—ccrjure up fiom tbe invisible world,
3 grand pattern for tbe times, it is this great
Aristides of the Hebrew Commonweslth— this
Venerable impersonation of old-world honor and
ntegrity. Would none cower in guilty shame at
his appariton Would no knees tremble if the
thade 2ppeared in the shop, the warehouse; the
Barket-place, the exchange ? We hLave plenty
#Bauls now-a-daye—men of brave heart and

1y impulse and warrior spirit, all ready with
{oe greaves'of brass and spear of iron. We
Seed more of the 8¢ muels ; who, with the mo-
mlarmy of probity and honor, will save their
tuntry from a sadder invesion than that of
Ward and bayonet, and from a more humiliating
wd debesing ruin,

Avoid—and young men especieliy—avoid all
hf", servile, underhand, sneaking ways. Part
¥ith anythirg sooner than your integrity snd
®onseicus rectitude ; flee from injustice as you
would from a viper's fangs ; avoid a lie as you
Yould the gates of hell. Some there are who
ire “.u(ml as to this. Some there are who, in
#o0ping to mercantile dishonor and baseness—
B driviog the immortal bargsin—think they

" done a clever action, Things ere often
@lied by their wroug names : duplicity is called

tess, and wrong-heartedness is called

5 -headedness ; evil is called good,and good
**il, and darkpess is put for light, and light for

€8s,

There is ‘nothing more sad than to be carried

.  Vessel away from the straight course of

::‘"Pk ; to be left a stranded outcast thing on
%ands. of dishonor ; & man bolstering him-

,“"Nn 8 position he is not entitled to. ¢ That

& aa of capital,” say the world, pointing to

."‘"“Puloul and successful swindler. Ca-
r‘- What s capital ? Is it what & man has?
h:“,‘!d by dollars and cents, stocks and
a7 Bouses and lands P No ! capigal is

-_" man bas, but what & man is, Cha-

N W eapital ; honor is capital. Tbat is the

Vi of ruin when character is gone,
. integrity is sold, whe honor is bartered

some fault recently committed by the child.
God's displeasure at a falsehood may beillustrat-
ed by the story of Ausnia3; the terrible conse-
quences of anger, by the story of Cain and Abel.
These things seem familiar, almost peurile ; and
yet they may be used with wonderful effect. We
have been in families where the littie child of
four years would come bringing the Bible in its
arms, and begging to hear something from it,
and when it was one of the greatest of the day’s
diszppointments to be refused. And the story
of the morning has lodged ia the little heart, and
been carried into its play, and made the sub-
jeot of its talk, showing that the blessed seed of
the Word was resting in the tender furrows, giv-
ing hope of a precious harvest in the future.—
Rev. M. R. Vincent.

“ Tell Them my Soul is in Hell I”

A merchant once went to the EastBam camp-
meeting with his pious wife, who was very anx-
ious for his conversion. The spirit of the meet-
ing troubled him, and, after one day, he resolved
to leave his wife on the ground, and return home.

“ Do stay, my dear husband,” entreated his
wife ; ¢ you will be better plezsed to-dsy, maybe,
than you were yesterday.”

# No, my partner may need me in hi. busi-
nees. Ishall go,” he replied. ~

Bat you made arrangements to boew.y a
week ; de stay, husband, and may be you will
find salvation,” rejoined his wife.

« No, I must go. I will go. Indeed I hate
the place so much that if I knew my soul would
be eternally dammed for going home I wouldn’t
stay here,” was his awful answer.

His horror-struck wife stood silent.—Then
turnibg on his heel, he hurried to the shore and
sailed away from the camp-ground.

Oa his arrival home he entered his store tired
and hungry. “Seeing a piece of bread am‘l but-
ter on the counter, he ate it.—Fifteer minutep
later his partner came in, and, after the usual
egaluta
manner asked :

« What has become of the piece of bread and
butter I left here ?”

« ] ate it,” replied the merchant.

« Ateit! Dear me! It was poisoned for l!fc
rats. You are a dead man !—Hurry home ic
yonder hack while I go for the doctor.”

The alarmed merchant was borne to his home,
The doctor was soon with him.—Antidotes were
administered but they were powerless to save.

The pains of death got hold upon him.—He was
in agony of mind and body.

« Have you any'message for your wife P" in-
quired his distressed partner.

This question recalled the -camp-ground and
the awful words he had spoken when leaving his
wife. Gathering his remaining strength as for

E 3

a last effort, he fized hi: glaring eyes upon bis
friend and said in piercing tones:

“ Carry my dead body to the camp-zr(
c'l them wy soul is ia hell!”

H: sunk bark exhausted. The struggle was
His life ia the body had ended. Hislife
in hell had begun!

Reader, are you ia the badit of trifling with
eternal things? If s0, let the horrible end of
this merchant teach you that it is a * fearful
thing to fall into hands of the living God.” Re-
member, “ God is a consuming fire.” It is not
safe to mock at him or at his truth. —Beware |—
Good News.

u-d and

over.

The Sin of Illiberality.

The sin of flliberality to the eause of Christ
is the great sin of the Church in the present day.
Professing Christians do not give to this great-
est, noblest of all causes the amount claimed for
it by the Master. The fact is, that there is
scarcely an interest, domestic, social es national,
to which the individual church member gives as
little. With a large number of our people, the
cauae of the Redeemer is the least cause and the
last cause. How few there are who'take as much
thought for the interests of Cirist as they do in
respect to what they shall eat, and what they
ehall drink, or wherewithal shail they be cloth-
ed! These merely incidental considerations,
which should receive atteation only as subordi-
nate interests, are elevated into the place which
the affairs of the Redeemer’s kingdom should
hold in the hearts and thoughts of Christ's peo-
ple: To this there are many honorable excep-
tions ; but the Church as a whole, is very far
from grasping the greet idea of giving 10 the
cause of the Saviour. She does not give as much
as she ought to give. Bhe does not gire in pro-
portion a3 God has prospered her m:mbers. Of
this sin the Church bas to repent, cr God will
chasten her. The Church that stands in view of
the harvest ficld in these last days, and makes
God's judgments for past unfaithfulness an ex-
cuse for further sin, is incurring great guiit, and
will be made to feel the Divine displeasure. For
past delinquenees we cannot atone, but we may
repent and seek forgiveness, and resolving upon
increased efforts and renewed sacrifices, enter
upon the new year.— Pres. Record.

P. eaching and Praying.
* Where do you attend Church, Mr. Gage P
I asked of a friend, not of my own denomiration,
who had recently removed to the city. v
“ Not where you expeoted, I'il venture o say,”
was | the reply.”
“Ah!how ‘s that?
“Tll tell you. You have so often spoken of
the Rev, Mr. Smith as the ablest man in the O:-
thodox line here,-that I am sure you counted me
as & hearer at Bateman street ; and so I fully in-
tended to be.”
“ And are you not ?” d
“No; Igo to Hews Chapel ; Mr. Brown is
my minister.”
“Does James Brown suit you better than Mr.
Smith? Why, he can’t hold a caundle to him in
preaching !”
¢ He has not Mr, Smith’s fice classical educa-
tion, I know ; be is inferior to him in oratory ; he
lacks the finished grace of manner which distin-
guishes your favorite ; but he preaches the Gos-
pel as clearly and forcibly ; and then I can pray
wi h him so much better than the other.”

* What do you mean by your last remask ?”

“ Just this, my friend : Mr. Smith’s prayers
are too eloquent, and I may edd, too elegant for
me. His thoughts are so sublime, his arrange-
'ment of them 8o ertistic, and bis periods so beau-
tifully rounded, that he attracts my attantion to
himself, instead of bearing my desires to heaven.
Mr. Brown is the reverse of all this. In lan-
guage as plain and unstudied as a child’s, he
lays bare the heart of a gpiltp, helplees, needy
sinner before the pitying eyes of ajcompassionate
Father wnd loving Saviour.”

« | feel the condition which he expresses so
simply ; I see the listeniug ear and the beckon-
ing hand of mercy; and my desires spring up to
the Almighty Helper so warmly and so earnest-
ly, .that I can scarcely realize that another’s
words have borne my petition for me. It is a
great thing to me to have my heart go up in the
prayers of the sanctuary, as well as in those of
the closet.”

“You are right, friend Gage, though I never
thought of it before.”—Vermont Chron.

 Who Mind Earthly Things.”

Let us consider that the time will arrive when
this world will be thought of as nothing but as
it has furnisiea a stage for the manifestation of
the Son of God ; when his birth, his death, his
resurrection from the dead, his ascemsion to
glory, and his second appearance, events insepa-
rably connected, will concentrate within them-
selves all the interest of history ; when war and
peace, and pestilence and famine, and plenty and
want, and life and death, will have spent their
force, and leave nothing but the result, the per-
manent, eternal result of Christ’s manifestations
upon earth ; ‘when every other distinction which
bas marked the individuals or generations of
our race shall be ewept away, and all shali be
alike distinguished in the annals of the universe
by the new and awfal character of being asso-
ciated in the same nature with the Son of God.

In the effects of this gracious interposition
you dre intereated ; of its fruits you are invited
to partake, You may now reject the offér, you
may now refase the great salvation, but the
period of neglect will soon be over. You may
think lightly of the Saviour, bt these thoughts

tion, looked round, and with a perturbed |

The poison was fiercely asssiling the seat of Jife. (1

will eoon be ended. The moment you enter
eternity you will see things as they are: the
greatnees of Christ will present iteelf to your
eye, the vastness of his redemption, the impor-
tance of the mediatorial work ; the infinite feli-
city of being saved, and the unspeakable misery
of being lost : the thoughts of these will dwell
with you forever. Those who now neglect the
Gospel will never cease to curse the infatuation
of putting sway from them the proffered meroy,
and judgirg themselves unworthy of everlasting
M‘\.tht think you of Cbrist? The time is
coming when you must think very seriously of
him: Will you not now embrace his terms,
which alone can give you peace and joy ? Then,
when eternity is disclosed to your view, you will
realize and rejoice in that grace of God which
has made you wise unto salvation.—Robert Hall.

The Family Bible.
Within the last few weeks I carried to my
home one of the richest trophies. It was the

family Bible that my father and mother used to |
read. Dear old book ! I feel like kissing it |

every time I look upon it. 1t is very old—no

interesting facts, and create a stropg desire that
these unexplored regi~ns may be speedily open-
ed to intercourze with the civilized world. Ac-
cess to those ancient manuscripts, which are pro-
bably clder than any other now extant, would
perhaps be of great value in correcting toe re-

giit edges or ridged cover. It # worn and faded, | ceived Hebrew text, or in throwing light upon
but it is ore of the handsomest books I everydoubtful passages.

owned. Just afier the marriage hour taat book
was laid on the stani, and they consccrated their
alliance by a chapter from its peges. That book

they read, and studied, and caressed. I seeit|”

now lying on mother’s lap as she leaned over in

her old ege and studied the promises. Every |

morning of every dav the sunlight gilded that
page as father opened it. They read it when the
children died, and there a tear fell at the
story of the resurgection. That favorite Psalm
is worn by oft perusal, and this verse which saye,
* Cast thy barden on the Lord and be will sus-
tain thee.” Ah! this was the stafl they leaned
on for more than threescore years. This was the
tree that oczed a balm for all their heartaches.
This was the light that shone when the world
grew dark. Handle it gently, for every page of
that book has a tender hiatory. I will yet wrap
it up in purple and damask. In my dying hour
I want it cloce by where I can eee it. I will
charge my children to let everything else go ra-
ther than that Bible. Dear old book ! I loved
you whin on my mother’s knee 1 looked st the
pictures, while she looked into the mysteries of
salvation ! May all joy fly my heart, and my
sight go out into darkness, and my every cup of
gladness turn into wormwood end gall, and to
me life become a plague, and all sweet sounds
jar into discord, and my head be pillowless, and
my name accursed, if ever I forget to honor,
venerate, and love my mother's Bible !— Rev. 1.

_ii:ligim_lmﬂigtm )
Lslands Waiting for the Gos

nds Waiting for the Gospel.

Tke Bostod Zraveller says: * Recent letters
from the South Pacific Islands state that, some
six years sivce, a native convert, a descon in the
native Church at the Samos Island, was driven
out to sea in a gale of wind, and after much suf-
ferivg, was cast, with his companions, upon the
island of Nuku'elee, about 600 miles north-west
of S8amoa. From the kind natives of the island
they learned that, by the advice of a sea csptain,
the natives bad burned their idol and its sacred
house, and were waiting for some one to teach
them about the trus God. The ship-wrecked
Samoan deacon opened public worship, and
started a school, the langusge somewhat resem.
bling bis native tongue, and met with good sue-
cess. Alter his return to SBamoas, a missionary
was gent to visit the island above named, and
others of the gronp. :Hs learnt that just before
be arrived, a Peruvia ship had carried ¢ff two-
thirds of the people for slaves, they having been
lured on board the ship by the promise cf teach-
ing them to read, the infamous slavers taking
advaatage of the desire of the natives for in.
struction. A tescher was left here end another
island visited, the first words of whose chief
were, * We are all in darkness, and are just
waiting for some ane to teach us.” They had
just destroyed their idols, and were ready for in-
struction. In two weeks thirty were able to
read a little. Another island was then visited,
and the  eyes of the son of the chief sparkled
for joy when he learned there were teachers on
bourd, for he was about going himself to the
Fejee Islands to obtain teachers, his people hav-
ing heard what had been doing at the two islands
named above, and had destroyed their idols, and
had observed the Sabbath, and kept up a kind
of worship on that day. A teacher was left
them. Another island still furth.r on was next
visited. The first word uttered by a native, as
he lesped upon the deck was, * Is this the ship
with the missionary P * Five years before they
bad burnt their gods and bad been waiting for
instruction concerning the true God. The mis-
sionary explorers were informed that three other
islands in the vicinity bad also renounced hea-
thenism, and were waiting acxiously for Chris-
tian teachers.”

Jewish Negroes.

The Rev. Dr. Phillip, missionary ia the north
of Africa, gives the following details concerning
that country :

A Russian Jew, resident at Meadah, gave him
information concerning a great number of Israel-
ites inhabiting the oases of Sahara, and dwelling
also at Bather, Bis Wrabi, Taggert, Bousra,
Uzab, Loquaz, ete. There are, in each of these
places, as many es a hundred Jewish families,
and in some of them even more. - In one place
he found six hurdred families, with numerous
synesgogues, and about a hundred copies of the
law written on parchment, some of which were
more ancient than any he had ever before seen
But this is not all. Other curious details reach-
ed Dr. PLilip from another gource. A Jew who
had accompanied a German ftraveller as far as
Timbucioo, found, near the boundary of Barba-
ry, o large number of Jewish Negroes. Nearly
every family among them possesses the law of
Moses written upon parchment. Altbough they
speak of the prophets, they have not their wri-
tings. Their prayers differ from those of other
Jews, and are committed to little leaves of
‘parchment, stitched together, and containing
numerous passages derived from the Psalms.
The Jews have mingled some of the supersti-
tions of “ oral law” (which they have not com-
mitted to writing,) with eome of their neighbors
the Mahommedan and toe Heathen. They en-
joy equal liberty with other subjects of the Af-
rican chiefs, and have their synagogues and their
rabbis. "The explanation which they gave of
them in connection with their black skin
is this : "That after the destruction of Jerusalem,
at the time of the first captivity, some of their
ancestors, having neither goods nor land, fled to
the desert. The fatigue which they endured
was 80 great, that nearly all the females died by
the way, The children of Ham received them
with kindness, and by intermarrisge with their
daughters, who were black, they communicated
their color to their childrén. These children be-
came, generation by generation of a deeper hue,
until no distinction of color now disinguished the
children of Shem from Ham. The form of their
features, however, are quite different from that

of the Negroes around them. These are highly

¥
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| The *‘Settled Pastorate” in New

England.

The Rev. Dr. Vaughan bas given the English
public a deeply interesting account of his recent
visit to the United States, and gicre particula:ly
of his visit to the Congregatiopal Cburches of the
States. He introduces a variety of topics,
amon§ which we were struck with what he says
of “ Short Paglorafes” in the Cofigreghtional
Churches of the States of. New England. He
says that the connection between pastor and con-
gregation in New England “ bas come to be of
very short curation;” “ s large number of
churghes seem to have learnt that it is best to
avoid electing a pastor at all, preferring to en-
gsge ministers for a longer or shorter time,
simply as preachers.” He quotes a correspon-
dentiof the Boston Recorder as stating that in
1863 there were reported, in the New England
States, 1,424 Congregational churches; and of
these only 730 —about one haif—were supplied
with pastors, 469 churches haviog only those
employed * for a longer or crorter time simply
as preachers,” and 225 churches es having
neither pastor nor preacher. The case with the
ministers was even worse than with the churches.
There were 1,580 minister, of whom only 738
were pastore, 420 haviog only tempogary engage-
ments *‘ simply as pastors,” and 413 ministers
unemployed either as pastors or preachers, In
the State of Maine the case is woree, for there
he found only 71 churches supplied with pas-
tors to 121 having temporary ** sapplies.” This
state of things, Dr. Vaugban thinks, ¥ implies
a sad epiritual declension, and must lead from
bad to worse.” He says, ** There is danger of
our boasting of our Congregationalism much
beyond warrant. It may be, that it is not always
desirable that a pastorate should be life-long ;
one change, and perhaps a second, in u fairly
protracted life, may be expedient both for min-
ister and people.”

It is not only expedient to have a change, or
a plurality of pastors, but it is also more ecrip-
tural, than confining a congregation to one pas-
tor during “a fairly protracted life.” Noither
the Old Testatment nor the New prescribe the
settled pastorate of cne minister for life over
the same copgregaticn. It is not conducive to
the good of the church, nor to the salvation of
the unconverted, who unhappily still compose so
large a part of the people of all christian coun-
tries. We often hear our brethrén of other
ohurches objecting to the Methodist plan of a
regular and periodical change of ministers. But
Methodism provides work for all its ministers,
and it provides pastors and preachers for all its
churches, which cannot be ssid of any other
system. The Methodist plan has other good
ff:cts, more important than even these.— Chris-
tian Guardian.

 Grunl Wisellm,

Bunyan’s Style.

The style of Bunyan is delightful to every
reader, and invaluable to every person who
wishes to obtain a wide command over the Eng-
lish language. The vocabulary is the vocabulary
of the common people. There is not an expres-
sion, if we except a few technical terms of theo-
logy, which would puzsle he rudest peasant.
We have observed several pages that do hot
contain a single word of more than two syllables.
Yet no writer bas said more exsctly what be
meant to say. For magnificence, for pathos, for
vehement exhortation, for subtle diequisition, for
every purpose of the poet, the orator, and the
divine, this homely dialect, the dialect of plain
working-men, was perfectly sufficient. There is
no book in our literffsre on which we would so
readily stake the fame of the old unpolluted
English langusge, no book which shows so well
bow rich that language is in its own proper
wealth, and how little it has been improved by
all that it has borrowed. Cowper said that he
dared not name Jobn Bunyan in his verse, for
fear of moving a sneer. To our refined fore-
fathers, we suppose Lord Roscommon’s “ Essay
on Translated Verse,” and the Duke of Bucking-
hamshire’s “ Essay on Poetry,” appeared to be
compositions infinitely superior to the
of the preaching tinker.. We live in: better
times ; and we are not afraid to say, that though
there were many clever men in England during
the latter half of the seventeenth century, there
were only two minds which possessed the
imaginative faculty in a very eminent degree.
One of these minds produced the * Paradise
Lost,” the other the “ Pilgrim’s Progress.”—
Macaulay.

Singular Promptness.

A Loy borrowed a tool from a neighbor’s, pro-
mising to return it at night. Before evening he
was away on an errand, and did not return un-
til late, ~ Before he went he was told that hig
brothers should see the tool returned. After
he had returned and gone to bed be inquired and
found the tool wasnot returned. He was much
disttessed to think his promise was not fulfilled,
and was finally persuaded to go to sieep and rise
early and carry it home, By daylight be was
up and nowbere was the tool to be found. After
a long and fruitless search, he set off for his
neighbor’s in great distress to acknowledge his
fault. But how great wes his surprise to find
the tool on his neighbor'sdoor. Apd it appear-
ed from the prints of little bare feet on the mud,
that the lad had got up in his aleep and carried
the tool home, and weat to bed again asd knew
it not. Of course, a boy Who was prompt in his
sleep was prompt when awake. He lived re-
.p.md,hadthomldmofhhuigbbor‘- and
was placed in many offices of trust. If you form
a careless hahit in such.matters, you will carry
it into religion. It will be in the coneerns of
the soul, ¢ by-and-by, to-morrow, ina short time,’
&g.,mdifyndnmmrid of it soon, it will
mb,adymw,dymnd—dhm-
en, To-dsy—now. Let this be yourmotto, Be
prompt for time and for cternity.—DBible Class

Magazine.

The Human Eeart.
BY DAVID BATES.

There is & harp in each human breast,
| The stricgs of which are never at rest;
| Where music forever breathes and lingers
| Awakened by thousands of viewless fingers,
| That plays like the hum of fairy wings,
Their notes on its thousand quivering strings.

This heaven-born harp is a priceless boon,

In its mortal frame, with its strings in tone;
But, whether tones of this living harp

Are gentle and tender, flat or sharp,

When loader rung, depends elways

On the ear that hears and the hand-that plays.

How touchingly tender is its mosn,

As it gives to sorrow its monotope !

When.touched by the palsied band of fear,

It vibrates quick on the startled ear;

And its strong wrought frame in [renzy leaps,

While passion its diapason sweeps. '
}

But happier spirits are hovering near,

‘And the music they play we loye to hear;

They throng each heart with the grave and gay,

And mauy a note I've heard them play—

So often, too, are they playing the same

That we know their touch and call them by
name.

There is Love, who comews on hiz fluttering
winge—

Aud bow it thrills when be touches the strings!

Fear thinks he is heard all ovep the land,

As he strikes the chords with u master hand ;

But to Faith and Hope is the mission given,

To touch the notes that are heard in Heaven.

They linger still when the rest are gone,

And left the frail harp broken and lone ;

And when death plays the last sad strain,
Breaking the cords he shall ne’er touch again,
They bear it away, with joyous wing,

And string it anew where the angels sing.

Wonders of the Atmosphere.

The atmosphere rises above us with its cathe-
dral dome arching toward heaven, of which it is
the most perfect synonyme end symbol. It
floats around us like that grand object waich the
apostle John saw in his vision, * a sea of glass
like unto s crystal.” 8o massive isit, that when
it begins to stir it tosses gbout great, ships like
playthings, and sweeps cities and forests like
snow-flakes to destruction before it.

And yet it is 80 mobile that we have lived for
years in it before we can be persuaded that it
exists at all, and tho great bulk of mankind
pever realizs the truth that they are bathed in
an ocean of air. Its weight is s0 enormous that
iron shivergdbefore it like glass, yet a soap<ball
sails through it with impunity, and the tiniest
insect waves it aside with its wing. It ministers
lavishly to all cur senses. We touch it not, but
it touches us. Its warm south wind brings back
color to the pale face of the invalid; its cool
west winds refresh the fevered brow and make
the blood mantle to our cheeks ; even its north
blasts brace into new viger the bardened cbil-
dren of our rugged clime. ’

The eye is indebted to it for all the magnifi-
cence of sunrise, the brightness of mid-day, the
chastened radiance of the morning,and the cloude
that cradle near the setting sun. But for it the
rainbow would want its * triumphant arch,” and
the winds would not send the fleecy messsngers
on érrands around the heavens; the cold either
would not send snow feathers on the earth, nor
would drops of dew gather on the flowers. The
kindly rain would never fall, nor hail-storm nor
fog diversify the face of the sky; our naked
globe would turn its taaned and unshadowed
forehead to the sun, and one dreary, monzwno\u
blaze of light and heat daszle and burn up all
things.

Were there no atmosphere the evening sun
would in & moment set, and, without waraing,
plunge the earth into darkness. But'the™air
keeps in her band a shield of her rays, and lets
them slip but slowly through her fingers, so that
tke shadows of evening are gathered by degrees,
and the flowers haye time to bow their heads,
and each creature space to find a place of rest,
and to nestle to repose. In'the morning the
garish sun would at one bound burst from the
bosom of the night, and blaze above the horizon ;
but the air watches for its coming, and sends
first but one little ray to announce his approach ;
and then another, and then a handful ; and so
gently draws aside the purtsin of night, and
slowly lets tke light fall on the face of the sleep-
ing earth, and like man sbe goes forth agrin to
labor until evéning.— Quarte: ly Review.

A Cannon Ball in the Hat.

An anonymous writer, generally supposed to

be the Rev. Henry Ward Beecher, after describ-
ing how, when a boy, he stole a cannon ball
from the Navy Yard at Charlestown, Mass.,.and
with much trepidation and more headache, car-
ried it away in that universal pocket of youth,
his hat, winds up with the following reflections
—reflections which, though philosophically trite,
are in this manner conveyed with much force
and freshness:—
“ When I reached home I bad nothing to do
with my shot. I did not Care to show it in the
house, nor tell where I got it, and after one or
two solitary rolls, I gave it away on the same
day to.a Prince Streeter. '

But after all, that six-pounder rolled a good
deal of sense into my skull, I thick it was the
last thing that I ever stole, (excepting a little
matter of beart, now and then,) and it gave me
a notion of the folly of coveting more than you
can enjoy, which has made my whole life heppier.
It was rather a severe mode of catechising, but
ethics rubbed in with a six-pound shot are better
than none at all.

Baut I see men doing the same thing—going
into underground and dirty vaults, and gather-
ing up wealth, which will, when got, roll round
their heads like a ball, and bé not a whit softer
because it is gold instead of iron, ghough there
is not & man in Wall Street who will believe
that. R e ¢
I have seen & man pat himself to every humili-
ation to win s proud woman who bas been
born sbove hint, and ‘when he got her he walk-
ed all the rest of his lifé with a cannon ball in,
his hat,

pleasure in the same wise way, Aparing nofal
and scrupling at no sacrifice of principle
sake at last of carrying a burden wiich no man
can bear.

Al the world are busy in striving for thi
tha: give little pleasure and bring much care;
and 1 am accustomed, in all my walks amon
me>n, :oticing their ways and their folly, to
! think ti:re is a man stealinz a cannon; or
there's a man with a ball on his bead, I know it
| by the way he walks, The money which a cler)
1 purloins for his- pocket, at last gets vis hat
ilike a cannon ball. Pride, bal temper, selfi<h-
ness, evil passions, will roll a man s )
| ball on his head! And ten thousand men in

. | New York will die this year, and as each ore

’ falls his bat will come off, and out will roll an
iron ball, which for years he has worn ount his
strength in carrying.

e ———

Works of Romance.

The affections of man, by nature, engage
themselves with unsatisfying objects. The un-
derstanding naturally contemplates the subjects
which pass before it under false lights, ard so is
duped. "nw imagination soars not by nature

ong the sublimities of a higher epheie of ex-

tence (which is its legitimate provines, when
rightly directed), but amid unrealities derived
by abstraction from the experience of every-day
life. :

The favorite food of the imagination is a work
of romance. I say of romance rather than of
poetry, becuase romance is of the essence of
poetry, metre and rhyme being only its acciden-
tal ornameats. Now what is a work of romance ?
It is & fictitious narrative, composed by abstrac-
tion (a process of the author’s mind) from whnt
really occurs.
in its ordinary course, is a dull and plodding
routine of occupations and amusementf, whose
uniformity is the rule, while the passages of in-
terest constitute the exception. But, insipid as
life is to one wbo comes close wp to it, und
meddles with its trivial passages, there is iy
all, even in its humblest forms, an undersong of
poetry, which makes itsell heard to those wko
listen for it, es it were from a distance, juct as
the sound of chiming bells, which the ear de-
tects as untrue when close beneath the bell tur-
ret, is mellowed into harmony, if it come to us
across wooded copse, and sheets of water, aud
green pasture land. Now the province of ro-
mance is to abstract from bumsn life this its
poetical element, to seize its salient points of
character and incident, to omit and abridge all
the mechanical and routine passages intervening
between the salient points, and to weave these
points into sz artificial plot, The reeult is a
representation of life, whieh, if not untrue in the
sense of unnatural, is ot least such as never was,
snd never will be, realized. Apd accordingly,
our feeling in turning again to our daily pursuite,
after the perusal of such works, is one of disap-
pointment. It is as if we woke from a beautiful
and pleasant dream, to grapple once more with
the meehanical routine of our ordinary occupa-
tions.—Goulburn’s Introduction.

The Restless Sea.

The sea is not only the emblem of change; it
ia itself the osuse, directly orindirectly, of near-
ly all the physical changes that take place in the
world.  Ascend the mountain summit, and there,
amid the crags where the eagle builds her eyric,
and the heather grows in the blue, immeasurable
silence of heaven, you tread the shores of a for-
mer sea, whose shells and corals embeddéd in
the rocks are still as perfect and beautiful as
when the last retiring wave rippled ovepthem.

Descend into the stony chambers offthe earth,
and there in the darkness of the quarry you will
see the petrified skeletons of fish that once swomi
in the walers, and the sands that formed the
shores of unknown seas, and the unflulating
ripple marks left behind by the ebb and flow of
long forgotten tides. We cannotfiame a single
spot where ‘the sea has not some time or other
been.

Every rock that now coustitutes the firm foun-
dgtion of the earth was once dissolved in its
waters, iay as mud pt its bottom, or as sand and
gravel slong its #hore. The materialg of our
bouses were ofice deposited in its depths, and
are built on the floor of an ancient ocean.” What
are now dry continents were once ocean bedls ;
and what are now sea beds will be future eon-
tinents,

Everywhere theea'ts still at work—encroach-
ing upon the shore—undermining the boldest
cliffs on the coast by its own direct agency And
where it cannot reach itself, it sends its emissaries
to the very heart of deserts, and the very sum-
mits of mountain ranges, and the very innermost
recesses of continents—there to produce constant
dilapidétion and chifige, Its own waters are
confined by the shore Jine ; but no voice bas ever
said to its fleet-footed winds and its vicwless
vapors, * Hitherto shall ye come, and no fur-
thur” They rige from their ocean bed, these
messengers of the sea, snd pursue their flight
slong the sky until some lofty peak far in the
interior arrests them; and they discharge their
watery burden ioto its bosom, forming the
sources of streams, and rivers, and glaciers, that
carry on the work of change where the roar of
the sea itself is never heard.—McMillian in

Family Treasury.

Proportioﬁl of the Human Form.

The proportions of the human figure are
strictly mathematical. The whole figure 1s six
times the length of the foot. Whether the form
he slender or plump the rule holds good ; any
devistion from it is a departure from the high-
est beauty in proportion, The Greeks made all
their statues aceording to this rile. The face,
from the highest point of the forebead, where
the hair begins, to the chin, is one tenth of the
whole stature. The hand, from the wrist to the
middle finger, is the same, From the top of
the chest to thethighest point in the forehead is
aseventh. I ih'hagth of the face, from the
roots of the heir to the chin, be divided into
three equal parts, the flrst division determines
the place whete the eyebrows meet, nd. the
second the place’of the postrils. The beight,
from the feet to the top of the head, is the same

as the distaice from the extremity of the fingers

I have seen young men enrich themselves by

<~

when the arms are extended. :

Human Life, if it be considered .
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