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‘Sotland, it would cause us pain; bat T think
wo should on both sides cultivate the mnly
gnirit by which, to a trus honest msa, though
differing from u3, w2 should give him a3 hearty
a ghake of the hand oa leaving us ag we would
give him when coming to u3, not because he
leaves us, but because w2 would rather sesan
hinest min leaving us for tha sake of truth
thia & dishonest man joiniag the Church of
Szotland. I hope to see that spirit still mare
manifested. A man disagrees with mnst pious,
mo3t regpected, ma3t conicientious brethrea in
the Free Church, but to balaunce that he comas
to agree with equally pious, equally kinl, and
equslly respacted men in the Church of Scot-
1and, so that [ really must say, in reference to
clergymen coming to this Church from others,
or passing from this Church to otbers, that the
only thing w3 should eandeavour to do is to
ascertain the honesty of their intentions, the
excellenco of their character, and whether they
leave or whether they come, as wa would give
angwar to a higher power, not to raise up aay
barrier or give any such encouragmseat as would
hinder them from acting an hoaest coascien-
tious part.

The motion for Mr. Johnstone’s admission was
uasnimously agreed to.

COUNTRY LIFE.

How gweet country life is, those are likely to
kanow who return to it after weeks or monthaof
town lifa. No matter at what season, whether
gimmer or winter, such a return takes place.
The wiater months, quite as mach &3 the sum-
mar months, are enjoyable to those to whom ths
country, with it3 tranquil incidents, i3 their
choson and conitant home. The visitor (if
there chances a visitor in the depth of wiater)
somstimes gives expression to his sympathy, as
he looks round the table, and says, * You must
find this place very duil in wiater tima.” My
good fricnd, we ropl_y, reserve your compsassion
for any who may think they nced it. We do not
need it? The question debsted among us some-
time~3 is this—which of +he seasons is it we en-
joy the mnst?  Discussions of this sort are not
brought to say other coaclusion than this—
we enjay eachag it comes.  Oao 101y be stop-
ped on the threshold of a rural homse, and re-
qiired to show cause for the preference which
wa accord to it. In meeting thi3 reasoaable
ingairy a sufficicnt aniwer might be this .—A
m1ch higher rateof family health—if people
are wise and temperate—may be reckoned upon
here, than in cities or city saburb3.  Wo are
exemnt from the visitation of s hundred ills,
real or imaginary, to which we find our city
fricnis liable. Along with purer xir, oarly
hours, and countiry routine, there will be (ot
may be) a greater simolic’ r of minds, man-
nar3, aad tastes. At this aistance from town
wo are not tyrannised over by conventional
forms; itis trae we aro not able to talk so
w31l of all things, but we think more, and wo are
maro reasonahle.

B 1t when these, and athar cansiderations of
like import, have been duly brought forward as
safficient grounds of ths choice of country life
—if such & choice be at the option of a family
man—thers will remain What I do not find it
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vory eady to ko intsllizible to thase who
po33ess little or no cornicirusnes3d of the sam=
order. There i3 & yearning for rural life, which
yearning i3 almaat irresistible, aud it is stronger
than any formal reasons can b2, and stronzer
than many suchreasons put together :—there is
tha Ruaral Lastiact ; or callit, if you please, the
Riral Passion. S) iatense i3 this feeling in
soms coastitutions, that it avails to overrule
motives of worldly iaterest, a3 well as the dic-
tates of ambition, and the social tastes, and the
promptings of literary emulation—in a word,
it i3 a taste, it is a preforence, or a pa3sion,
which probably will hive its way, and will be
mster of a maun’s course through life.

Yet there is a something more than this in the
rural instiact. I do oot hesitate to affirm my
belief—conviction~~that 3 mysteryis veiled be-
acath or withia tha constitutional taste for
country life. If we fail 1o find thiz rural ele-
ment witin the range of our philosophy,physio-
logical or mental, if it be not in the framework
of either the body or the soul—if it does not
come up from ouvt of aa analysis of the solids
or the fluids, or  coms over” along with the
imponderable elemants of human nature—-then
we must go in quest of it in the records of the
primas al history of the spacies.  This passion
for country life—this love of & garden—this
tranquil satisfaction with my lot, if only this be
graanted to me to sec and commune with the
world as God made it—bright, flowery, fresn
fruitful —this couatrymaa's love of the country,
has it nota meaning that i3 historic ?

Whether the ficst baok of the Pentateuch be
history or not, it i3 perfecily certain that the
garden in which the first man and bi3 wife were
placed by thoir Creator has written its hierog-
lyphics upoa the profonndest tablets of human
nature :—the tracing is stitl sharp and fresh
upon body, miad, soul, heart, affections, sym-
pathies ; it i3 fresh amoag the tastes; it is
stamned upon regrets, memories, hopes; and
it ic the germ of bright conceptions of immor-
tality. It is uscless to tell me that supposi-
tions of this sort are fanciful and uareal, or that
they are neither scieatific nor worldly wise in
their teadency. You say so, cither because, in
your case, the genuine instinct wasscantily ba-
stowed at the first; or else because the mark-
inz has been rubb:d oat by years aad years of
daily chafing ngainst brick walls and the cor-
ners of streets.—Iszac Taylor i Grod Words.

LENT, NOT GIVEN.

How dreary is the dwselling nosw,

And deep the shade on heart and brow {
For one who gladdened cvery spot

With her sweet smile, alas! is not.
Sanshias was on her: life was fair,

And fresh, and besatiful; and care

A stranger; while her deart delight

Wag song. The house by day, by night,
From Jeany's voice a gladness canght,—
'Twag with & wondrous sweetness fraught.
Methinks 'twere now a pain to hear

Her song3; that love would turn the ear
Aside, though swoet the melody,

Aad beg the singer silent be,

Nor tonch the keys her hand had swept,
Tall Grief its last sad tear had wept.




