
TURE GOOD NEWS. 1

WHAT ARE YOU MAKINO
Y OURSELF t

"4Liv0 for ever 1» is the trade mark of
hf., the great seal. of eternity. Barth is

OIYa workshop; time, the dlock of labour.
-&-U of us rnortals-good or bad, great or
llttlê....are giving Lhe sboulder to work.
4eer at work, as the breatb cornes, and the
br'eàth goes; as the monthe wheel round
and the years dbarch away. Doing-

*bIat f Why, malcing self. Yes, my
teader, this. is the sublime vocation of us
4Ul. God bas made man to make hisaself;-
eifte hinâ with powers wbich, if consecrat-
ed te the giver, make the possessor a great
3I1an.

Noyyou need net put your chin on
YOunr Chest, shrug your shoulders, and smile
4 em l "impossible." I amn not dreaming,
rior talking nonsense, nor penning absurd-
1ti05*9 Notbing but the trutb. You rnay,
Y'ouougbt, tostep abovethe buman animais
aOund you. Let men, if thev will, glory
'11 cOuirting a fickle palate. 'Men was not
11'a.e to be a worsbiper of good cheer, or
el devotee of dainties. Let men, if they
*ill, be everv day slaves to wbat they carry
'Dl their backs, or sbake in their purses.
]P'-Oo thinga I they may fe, " Who is like
'ne' Î"n butterfly garb and peacock splen-
dor; but man was not made to make
hi1a1iif abondamanto, caterpillar spin ni nga
and Rrub cocoons. You muet see furtber

tala dish, and look higher than a bat-
N6g if you wish to stand a true man in

tePreseuce of God. God bas made you
afly strong over your noble powers.
,ith ail your brains, you may make your-
Olf 8a fo1; with ail your feelings, a tyrant;
:i th a,,l ;our sense of righs, a beartlesR
>!ue. YoU May make gain your god,

AUbauk& notes cloak every better feeling,
You gloat in miserly loneliness over

OW duit, You may.crust over your
'r. with 'hatred te ail, petrify every

Z1 Y feeling till friends are nuisances,
~~0a rayof mieery; tuB, perchance,
~1 in a Mdhou@e, or meet eternity

tQ1à &Ànd thon, IlWho made yon l"

ois

INot go," you say; dlI can bold up my
head in scorn of such meannes and de-
pravity."

Stay! Put that head of yours down
again tii! you aunswer the question, IlAmn
I in the way such ' poor things, bave trod F
Every end bas apath leading toit. Many
a pleasant la ne have 1 travelled, littie think-
ing that the end was a ditch or a quagmnire.
Little things are near relatives to greater
ones. Little sine are grandfathers te
great crimes. An angry taunt is the first
mile-stone op a road the end of whieh is
murder. An underhand ttick j a by-path
to fraud, imposition, and roguery. A
spark of conceit is the germ of silly pride
and disgusting foppery, A sly glance at
tempting evil is often a seed of reekiesa
impurity. Sculptors chisel their master-
pieces stroke by stroke; and the words of
men make themselves so by degrees.

Not very many years ago, tiiere lived a
boy,-simple, confiding, and loving, as al
other ",little dears" are; but ere the dim-
pies of his face were gone, while mother
stili doled out bis daily dose of white
sugar, he began to, manifest a cruel dis-
position. Many a poor fly, promenading
the window panes, lost bis liberty, bis
wingq, and his life. Spiders would suifer
ampýutation of limb and Ieg; cockroaches
would expire on a cotton Ilbowstring;"
beetles and butterfiies would without Mnercy
be butchered * ants would have a warm
bath in the seethinZ copper; and worms
would expire in haif dozens on the hook.
What did this boy make hirnself? Why,
if, a few years since, vou had visited the
old City of N., you might have seen bang-
ing in the gaze of excited thousands a
murderer. Our cruel boy was father te,
the savage cut-throat. Hie died, as he
made him8elf, bard as tbe gYranite walls of
the building that tbrew a 411adow over bis
swinging carcass. It is a long distance in
depravity, between beheading a fly and
spilling a man'sblood; but the one sehool-
ed the boy a savage, and the other ended
his education by making, the man an assas-
sin1. No rare instance this. tJany a
criminal bas started for the gallowsl in a
pinafore, and many a convict began bis
idpenal servitude "-ere he doifed bis jacket.

R.eader, how is itwitbyou 1 What are
you making yotirsef?


