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SELF CONQUEST.
BY TITE BEY. RICHARD ROBERUTS, LONDON.

Concluded.

The victery oier fhe heart isfar nobler
in its resuits than aIl the splendid achieve-
mente of war, The world's history, in
many of ite pages, is darkned wifb 8ad and
gery records of the terrible devasfations at-
tenduit upon war. What does the war-
rier leave bebind him I Alas! ho leavem
in bis track a fioil cimsoned. with human
blood, voca with the groaris of the wounid-
ed and-the dying, thronged with ghastly
victims. with countenauceA blanched 'witb
the ivid hues of death, lie leaves hehind
Lin a happy home desolated, sacred tem-
ples wrapped in flames, the busy &tirring
sotinds of industry hushed, palaces sacked,
projîerty plundered, innocence Outraged,
virtue viohdted, widows multiplied, chii-
dreti rendered fatherlese, ruothers mourn-
i ng over lest sons, IRachel-like weeping
for their children, and refusing to be cern-
fort4ed, because they are net. But turn
from this scene te another. Look at the
moral hero who has mastered self, who bas
overcome hie covetousuesa, pride, and love
of ease, who pursuea a career of self-
sacrificingo beneticence; wbo spends his life,
his energy, and an ample fortune in ii-
gating the wretcheduness, and alleviating
the sorrows of the gui 1,ty and the miserable.
le leaves behiind bim tears wviped away,
siglis hlusbed, groans stiflcd, serrows
sootbed, a bleeding humanity raised and
healed, widows' bearfe singing for joy, and
orphans made glati with the refreshing
siniles of his kind philanthropy. Wbere
le the man who would for a moment prefer
following in the track of the warrior
fhrough wttsted, villages and sacked cities,
andi hear the heart-rendinig tales, andi wit-
ne-Ss the sickening scenes with wbich the
eye and ear Boon becoîne failiar, to the
following the self-cenqueringp Howard
through dungeons, prisons,' and hesipitals,
andi listen te the benedictions of those
'whom ha had relieved and blessed ? Be it
ours to covet the boueur of a Howard,
'who rose into, a sublime forgeffulnesa of
self, in an aboorbing desire te benefit the.
wretched'and the guilty. He was a man
Who addresed himsBelf wo the momentous

taak 0of gauging the ruiseries of his fello-W,
men, not 'with the unfeeling heart of au
officiai who, goce to gather dry statisticsr
but who bans no heart te, soothe, and no
tears to shed over the miseries whieh ber
seeks in vain te detail according to the cold
and unbending laws of arithmnetic., but
rather as an angel of rnercy to wipe the«
tear which tremblcd ini the eve of distrese
and widowhood, to hush the sigh, to,
mitigrate the anguish of the o1îpressed, and,
te pity those whoin no ene else pitied, and
who would never bave k-nown that sucb a
thing as pure pil-,-ntbropy bad an existenfcO
on eartb, were it fot for bis visite of self-
saerificing beneficence. Oh, for more like
him! Oh, for more bearts that shail either
sink or ris3e into a totail forý,,etfuluese of
this 1altry self-hood, and enlarge se as
warmly to embrace other interests beskie
their own. One of the grandest cbarac-
teristies of the Redeemer jeselikes
Hie livéd, net for Hirnself, but for others-
Hie suffered, net for Himself, but for others.
lie died, not for Himself, but for others
lie has carried with hlim to heaven that
same unselfishes:, for now, that He oc-
cupies Hie mediatorial throne, lie inter-
cedes, not for Himeif, but for others.

.Again, we would observe that the suc-
cesses of the warrior cannot constitute hini
happy. Happiness is a boon which 911
seck. It ie stn object of nieslambition.
Ail men covet it. But vici ory over armued
legiïons and extensive territeries cannet
brngo happiness. It may bring a jubilant,
exulta-nt feeling; but it bringe ne blise t0
the soul. Lt xnay cause the badge of
honour to, sparkle on the brenet; but it
cannot eushrine the gem of contentmelt
in the imniortal mind1 It inay deck tle
brow with a proud and gaudy wreath; bul
if brings ne blues te the seul. It may
cause fhe badge of honour te spqrkle OB
the breikst; but it caunot en.shririe the gel"
of contentmnent la the imrnortal mimd. le
may deck the brow with a proud ana
gaudy wreath:, but it cannot snpply thO

spirit with peace and joy. I1f it eu, wliY
did it net aceornplish this for Alexander,
one of the greatest of eouquerors? 1 1i'
ambition reached its ufineet limit when 811
the known world lay at bis feet. And yet
ho 'weeps, yes, hear it, ye moen of thirstiflÇ
ambition-Le we-ýeps. Hie had înase6
a]], as. ho thouglit, and yet briny tears wem
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