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GLAD TIDINGS.
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DOES THE WORLD HATE PIETY ?

Sidney Smith says, * It ix not true that the
world hates picty.  ‘That modest nnd uneb-
teugivo picty which fills tho heart with all
Buman chanties, und mnhes 0 man gentle to
others and severe to himeelf, is an ohjeet of
universal love and venertion. But mankind
hate the lustof power when it iy veled under
the garh of piety; they do not choose to be
fnsultend; they Jove to tear folly and impudence
from thy altars which should only be n sune-
tuary for the righteons amd the good.”

Phis sounds woll and plansible  (says an
unhnown but sen«ble writher,) und has but o
gingle fluw, 1 7s not trae.  Athens had onee
wcitizen of unblemished virtue, whose stern
fntegrity, and winuing aud blameless life ex-
cited universal comment, but 2o far from bejng
¢ an ohject of wniversul love and venemtion,”
Antides way banished i disgrace to forcign
lund. At alater day sbe bad nsecoud citizen,
wlhose Jofty examplo infused fresh life into
social morals, and whost cloguent teachings
allyred young wen from the haunts of vice,
and the gnes ol evil compunionship, yet
Socrates did nop, become *un ohjeet of uni-
versallove and Yeaeration” but died in prison,
u martyr 10 bis personal goodness,

Several ceiturios later there appeared in
Judea, a man, whose * modest and unobtrusive
piety,” even Sidney Smith would not senture
to cull in question. {lis “chanties” were
aniversal, his tenderness more winning than
woman's.  Ilis character was haimouniously
rounded, wholly free from the 1ough edges

and inequantics which inbere inexcellent
anen, when governed by a single idea; cqually
{roe from the bitterness of pirit and rude
personality which excite aversion in many
woforinens. “ e wout nbout doing good,” heal-
dug the sick, comforting the troubled, symph-
thiging with the vuteuc t, raising the desd. « Jle
apake axnever man spake”  Ho lived as man
wever lived.  But dud Jesug Clrist become
“an object of umversal love nnd veperation 2
Lot the secret snares of hts untiring -enemies
answer. et the treachery of Judag, and the
malioe of the Pharicves, and the mockery of
Herod with his men of war, nud the shouts of
the populnco in the streets of Jerusalem,
angwer.  Let Golgotha, with its bloedy cries
aud its bitter jeers, * He saved otuers, himsell
hie cannot save,” answer.  Let his own words
answer, “They hated me withont a cause.”
“They have both scen and hated both me
and oy Father.” 1¢ the world does not hate
fety, the iifa of our bleased Suviour in whom
** qppeured i the wost winving form of in-
ate love, would b quite inexphcabie.

Sidnoy Snnth was not @ compet-nt winess.
He was a uan of genial temper and ready
wit.  Butof the vatupe of true picty, as root-
ed o a heart repewed by the Holy  Spirit, he
seems never to e conceived. The very
idea of such a prety excited hix derision, and
he sought to raddle it through and thiongh
with the keeneat shafts fiom the quiver of ns
wit. .\ bigher authonty has said, “Ifye
were of the world, the world wonld love his
own: but becanse ye are not of the world,
but I have chosen you out of the world, there.

Jore the world hateth you” = Ye shall be
hated of all natious for ) naune'’s sake”  One
wust have overlooked the teachings of the
New Textument, and have misread  strangely
apostolic Instory. and the dark annals of the
martyrs of the churches, and have looked with
a dull vision jnto the inuer chambers of the
human heart, if he devies that the world hates
piety.  “'Tho disciple is not above his master,
uor the servant above his lonk. 11 they have
calld the Master of the house Beclzebub,
Low wmuch wore shall they call them of his
household '~ Gospel T'rumpet.,
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YOU NEED A GUIDE,

When men are travelling in the far East,
over the burning sands of the desert, (where
there are 1o raileonds or stace-conchies such
us we have), they o in curatans, that is, o
great many of them together,  Sometimes
there will be hundreds of persons, and thou-
sunds of camels, thut stietch out in a long live
as fur as the eye can see.  But whether there
are many or few, they are alvays sure to have
one man going before them, whom they call
the hybeer, or guide.  If auy company of
truvellers should think of going over the desert
without him, they would be as foolish us if
wa were to try travel in the milvoad cars
without a conductor or engineer; and they
would e almost sure to get lost by the way.
This guide must be one who knows all about
the country through which they are to pase.
Ie muet bo able to tell when the dreadful
simoom, or hot wind, is rising, so that they
may be able 1o prepace for it, — He must know
where the sandsiie most firm, and where they
woe shilting, so that tho meén aud beasts may
not sink in them.  He must kuow all about
the wells and sarings by the way, whero they
muy drink and nol die of thirst; and where
the little ouses, thut is, the grassy resting-spots,
ate found.  And he wust be o man who knows
the trives of Ambs, and ean keep them from
robhing the curavav.  Every one follows
and obeys this guide, until he has led them
safe to the jowrney's end.

Now, 1 sco before mo o little caravan—a
company of travellers,and whero aroyou goivg?
To clernity. Somo of theso litile feet have
ouly begun the journey, others have been
longer on the way, Now und then 000 has
dropped dawn by your side, nnd you have
seen them no more; they have reached the
journey's end before you.  But just asfast as
the minutes fly, you are all goiug on—on to
another \\'orlti. .

And, like the travellers over the desert, do
you not need « guide? ~ Oh, yes, for thero
are wany dangers heforo you. ‘T'here are
many wroug paths that do not lead to heaven,
but lead fur awny from it; paths pleasant
to look upon, but oh, their cud is misery
and death,

Yes, my little pilgrimg, you need, and we
all veed, n ‘strong, and loviag, and wise guide;
one stronger than any man, avd who loves us
50 well that he will take us by tho haud, and
uever let us go away from him; ong .who
hnows where the sprivgs of living water are;
one who cau lift yougver the bud places, and
lead your tired feet t pleasant resting spots,
asd who can gunide you to the heaveuly home,
and not let you get lost by the way.—Litdle
Crowns and how to Iin itiem

DEVELOPMEXNT OF THE MORAL
SENSE OF LIFE.

We are-prone to imagine that ourtemp-
tations uro peculiar ;—thut other hearts are
free from sceret burdeas that oppress our en-
vrgivs, und cast a cloud npou our joy 5 that
Jafe bas for others a freer movement, and a
less emberrassed way. Butin no one hns
God made the human heart to carol it
thoughtless song of joy ; und the shadow of
our noral being rests darkly on us all. We
cannot take the world as it comes, enjoying
what it offers, and passing by its sufierings
und its burdens with our lightest touch ;—
wo get involved in the decp questions of
Couscience aud Duty, and the sense of Re-
sponsibility stills the carol of the spirit, and
suffers no man to repose withouta trouble on
the bosom of life.

Intinite arc tho ways in which the devices

and aims of the Moral Nature break ‘tho-jo-
stinctive happiness that lives for the day, nad
forgets the morrow ; but cffectaally this
awahening of decper and sadder life takes
place in all ; and struggle, fear, disappoiot-
ment, the partial feelin# of an uufitled Destiny,
the restless wavings of uncertnin ITopes, are
in the heart ofevery man who has risen but a
step above tho animal life. The moro we
know of what passesin thominds of others, tho
more our friends disclose to us their secret
consciousuess, the more do we learn that no
mifh is peculiar in lis moral expericnco~
that beneath the smoothest surface of outward
life lie deep enres of the heart—and that if wo
fall under our burdens, we fall beneath tho
fomptations that aro common to man, tho ex-
istence of which others as little suspect in us
as we do in them. Wo have but tho trials
that are,incident of humanity ;—there is
nothing peculiar ju our case—aund we must
take up our burdens in fuith of heart that, it
wo are carnest, and trifle not with tempia-
tions, God will support us, a8 in the past
fidelity of his Providence, he has supported
others as heavily lnden as-ourselves.—J. H.
Thom.

SONG OF THE INCARNATION.
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This is tho day tho Lord hath made;

Lot all tho world thereof be glad!

Prafeo Him, ye heavens, and thou, O earth,
Jroclaim the wonders of His birth.

Tho nations waited long for Theo,

Until the time fulfill’d should ho

When God sent down from His high throne
The world's Rcdco.mcr, ‘Theo His Son.

When this event my soal surveys,
?Tis lost in wonder and amazoe,
Aund secoks in vain tograsp a love
All human thought so far ubove. -

Thou dost, O Lord, Thyself abasc,
That sinners may receivo Thy grace,
And ouY weak flesh and form assumo,
To save us from impending doom,

Thy King, O Zion, comes to Theo,
«*Tis written Intho book of Me,

I come, O God, to do Thy will,
And perfectly Thy law faldl?

Lord, who didst como on csrth to dwell,
The Prince of PPeace, Emmanuel,

Whom long the fathers hoped to see,
Messial, God, I worship Thee!

Our Saviour and our highest good,
Thou join'st Thyself to flesh and bloog,
Our Friend and very Brother here,
That we may be God’s children dear.

Oh, thouglit sublime and trvly great,
*Tis thine the soul to olevate!

Oh, blesecd thought. tis also thino
To fill the heart with joy divine!

By onc man's sin the world first fell,

By One it is redecm’d from hell,

Then wherefore fear?—at God's right hand
Our Saviour and our God doth stand.

Rejolce, ye heavens from which to earth
Wero brought tho tidings of His birth;
And carth, who secst now this day, B
Ol sing to Him thy sweetest lay,

This is the day tho Lord hath made;

Let all tho world theroof be glad!

Praise Him, 56 heaveny, and thou, O carth,
Proclaim the wonders of flis birth,

C. F. GxLLEaT,
— British Herald,



