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disparage it. I wish there were more of it
and yetit may all consist with a want of the
truc lofty unbending uprigfness.  That is
not the man, then, of whom Uspeak; butitis
he who stands amidst all theswaying interests
and perileus eaigencies of trade, firm, calm
disinterested, and upright, It is the mau who
can see auuther man’s distress as well as his
own. It is the man, whuse mind his own
advantage dves not blind nor cdoud for an
instant, —who could sit a judge upun aquestion
butween himsddf and his ncighbour just as
safely as the purcst magistrate upon the
bundh of Justice. Ah! how mudh richer than
crmine, —how far nubler than the train of ma-
gisterial authority,—how much morc awful than
the guarded bench of majesty, is that simple
maguanimous and majestic truth!  Yes, it is
the man who is true—true to himsclf, his
neighhour, and his God; true to his right,
truc to “is conscicnce,—and who feels the
slightest suggestion of that conscience is
more to him than the chance of acquiring an
hundred estates.— Dr. Dewey.

TSLE OF INSECTS.

Iuseets appear to occupy an intermediate
stativn butween vegetables and birds.  They
cumert or animalize crude vegetable matter,
and reoder it more nutritive.  Most kinds of

small birds greedily devour incredible num-

bers of them.  Their second stage of cexis-
tence, as Larvey, Is gencrally the longest, and
in this period their appetite for foud is in-
satiable.  In gratifying it they are constantly
expused to the keen eyes of their enemies,
who fatten on therich juices with which their
bodics are filled.  Men generally are so much
engaged in the acquisition of mere matter,
that they can spare little or no time to exa-
mine into the objects of their existence, and
as they, unlike the caterpillar, achicve no
good object to society by their death, (unless

it be for the anatomist, who never thanks our

badies,) this sclf=deception must be an ab-
surdity as regards our life in this world, and
an Impious muckery of the wisdom of Gud
in fonning usimmortal spirits.— Communicated.

THOUGIITS OF THE DEATF AND DTMB.

From the little work on the Lord's Prayer,
written by the children of a Deaf and Dumb
institution in England, we cxtract the follow-
ing tender passages :

“ Nhich art in Heaven.” Art thou not
with me in all places, O spirit of omniscience
and all power? Dost thou not fill hcaven and
carth with thy presence and glory? O my
Father, thou art cver witness to my thoughts,
and the lcast motion of my heart is hnowa to
thee, but I say thouart in the glorious heaven,
and I lit my mind to thy splendour and
majesty. My eyes forsake the world, and
my heart is silent, and my mind is up to thee,

O God, in heaven. I can make no image of
thee, O my Father. Tread books to know about
thee, but men cannot draw thy likeness ; their
cycs are too little to hold thee, and their
minds caunot luuk on thee because thou art
immense, and thou art not ended in longest
breadth,  Thou art in the heaven and angels
are singing to thee.  Shall T sing to thee O
my Father, when X go from this world? My
thoughts have sweet music to thee, but my
tongue is dumb, abuut thee to menj; but I
must show them example to love thee and do
for thee.

I louk upon this earth full, beautiful; it is
all in thy wisdom : thy air is nuw cheering to
e, and the rich sun is smiling on all things.
O my Father, I have watched the fair land-
scape, and I will tell thee about it,

Some ficlds were dark in green, and some
fields were light in green, and the sun was on
them bright and beautiful, and the clouds
came before the sun, and then the fields were
dark and solemn, aud the cloud passed awa;
and all was beautiful and bright again, and
did think of thee when I was looking at the
¢ landscape, and my mind said to me, “God is

in all things, and when God Is over all in his
; Spirit and blessings, then all things are glad,

but when God is away in his smile from all
¢ things, then all are gloony and unhappy.”
So when God is in my mind, I am cheerful
s and at peace, and men cannot make me in
s grief or passion, but when God goes away,
¢ from my vicious thoughts, then 1 am dull and
3 have no pleasure.

I have scen letters cut deep in the old hard

! stone. Years e=d the winds could not wipe
{ away the marks, and I said to thee, O my
{ Father, “Place deep in my mind thy com-
{ mands and promises. Let nothing remove
{ them from me. Confirm in me unfriendly
3 hatred toward sin, and keep me to thyself for
$ ever.”

Thou, O my Fathcr, art visible in heaven-—
thy compleaion is grander than the carly
morning’s gold culours, or the bright blue
shy, or the floners tints.  Thy crown is like
sun’s beams that never set. Thy mantle is
like the summer’s richest sky that never fails
in beauty. The sea in tempest is like the
dust of thy fect, and thy sword is like the
fiercc and mighty lightning, and thou art
greater than these thoughts of thee. O my
Fathcr, what art thou? Shall I Le with thee
in heaven? Thou dost not say yes to me,
but thy truc Bible tells me I must believe in
Jusus-Christ aud obey thee in my doings, and
then I shall go to thee away from carth. I
wish to know abuut my namc in thy book of
heaven. Please, O my Father, what is my
new name in the heaven? Do thine angels
know about me? Thou art silent to me:—
; Why art thou silent, O my Father? but I
hope in thee for cver, through Christ Jesus.—
New York Obscreer.
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