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tarns from it with face averted. Tts beginnings we partly know; but
who knows itsend ? God pity those who know something of the Hark-
ness of its meaning, and the bitter agony that the struggle with it-costs?!
But still more, God pity those who k Luow nothing of elt}:er 1 '

OVERCOMING EVIL.

“When I was & small boy,” says the poet Southey, “there Wwas &
black boy in the neighbourhood by the name of Jim Dick, A num-
ber of my playfellows and myself were one evening collected together ab
our sports; and began to. torment the poor black by calling him ¢ nigger,’
‘enowball,’ ¢ blackamoor,’ and other degrading names. The poor fellow
‘appeare 1 very much grieved at our conduct, and soon left us,

«Not long after we made an-appointment to-go skating in the neigh-
bourhoed ; but on the day-of the appoinitment I had the misfortune to
break my skates, and I conld not-go without borrowing Jim's skates. I
went to him and asked him for them. ¢Oh, yes, Robert, you may have
them, and welcome,” was his-ansyer. When I went o return them I
found Jim sitting by the fire, in the kitchen, reading the Bible. I fold
him. I returned his skates-and was much obliged to him for his kindxiess.
He looked at mé a8 he toock the skates, and with tears in his eyes said to
me, ‘ Robert, don’t ever call me * Blackamoor™ again,’ and immediately
left the room. The words melted my heart. I burst info tears, and re-
solved from that time never again to abuse & poor black.”

AT EASE IN ZION.,
BY DR. HORATIUS BONAR.

At.engein Zion!, What are souls {0 him?
Ho rests on roges, whils the world is dying:
Millions ate passing on to their loxg doom,
Themstions in profoundest darkness:lying,
For loye, and help, and healing vainly{o us crying.

At ease in Zion! Can s sounl redeemed, .
That should, while here, be solemn vigil keoping, .
Sit idly on its couch of I juzury,
‘When the world lies in saddest slumber slesping,
In pleasure’s dgepeck draught itssenses madly steeping ?

At ense in Zion! Where is, then, the oross, .
The Master’s oross, all pain.sud. shaws defying ?
‘Whera is.the-true disciple's cross a.ndeup,
, The.daily conflict and the daily dying,
‘ *Fhs fearless front-of Faith, tho noble self-denying?
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