thoughtis absurd, Funcrals, church-yards, cem-
eteries, cholera returns, that funeral letter on
your table asking you to accompany to the grave
the remains of a friend with whom, seemingly
strong as a eiant, you had no later lhan_ last
Monday a laughing chat at the corner of the
street—the spectacles of your mother, which you
have religiously preserved since you kissed her
clay-cold lips—all these, and a thousand more
proofs, tell you that it is most egregionsly absurd,
e a man then.  Is it manly to be laughed out of
heaven by a few foolish, weak companions, who
will drink vour last shilling ;5 or will drink
with you their last shilling, and in selfish
'h:'ulardph:nwhery leave wife and children to cold
smd wretchedness?  Ts it manly not to do what
is right for eternity, because others ronnd you
have noheaven but eavth, 10 God but their belly?
Is it manly to give up a richer inheritance than
emperor ever owned, to gratify the wishes and
4o shun the snares of those who offer you nothing
in exchange but a gnawing conscience and a
death-bed of horror? What think you of this
plan?  Your associates would have you forsake

God’s House, vivlate God’s Day, join in their wild :

debauch, or in Jaughing at holiness, Pug the
matter to them thus:—I know that [ must die.
"These things youmention will do me no good, but
evil after death,  The Great God has offered to
save me from all the inconceivable horrors of
hell, and to bestow on me inconceivable glories of
hieaven. I think it imperative to accept of this
offer. It is an offer infinitely gracious and gene-
rous; I would be a madman to reject it. You
wish me to reject it. T will not. Death is a
veal thing. I have seen him, and I know he is
enming iy way sooneror later. Youwill never per-
suade me that there is no death.  Aund. that be-
ing the case, I cinnot consent to barter my hopes
43 # man—a creature carable of immortal happi-

ness and holiness, for the pleasures of the body i
which belong to beasts, or for the laughter which
one tomch of cholera eramp could convert into a |

dismal burst of anguish. 1 have chosen Heaven
for my portion—Gaod for my Master—Christ for
my  Guide--the Ioly Spirit for my Teacher.
Tuke you your own way, or better far, come you
with me and I will try to show you what is truly
zood!
Do you not think this true manliness? try if,
and sce how it will do. But do not delay. I
read the other day of a poor girl, a lady’s maid,
who had lingered and lingered at a railway sta-
tion. wheve the train had stopped for some’ time.
Iler mistress was in her place; the train moved
o, The unhappy girl grasped at the carriage—
it moved on.  She made a leap for the suard’s
track.  He grasped at her in pity and in terror,
in vain, She fell beneath the wheels, and re-
morselessly they crushed her, for she was too
late—T'rop turd I—too late I—was the cry that
re-cchoed through the walls of the Assembly of
France, when, not long ago, the friends of mon-
archy there wished to place on the throne a son
of Louis Philippe.  Ob, beware of being too late
for Heaven! Next year—next week —next hour
next moment way be too late. A minute sooner,
and that peor girl would have been seated smiling-
ly her onward jonrney,  An hour sooner, and the
Count of Paris might have been king in Paris.
But Zo lute! Tou late! wus the cry. Drveadful
thought! You are well now, vigorous, capable of
twhinking of helping father or mother, husband,
wife or sister. To morrow, to-day, thinking of
o repentance, no confession, no Saviour, nor
orgiveness, may be heard from heaven —when
Jou nre struck down in your sins, and mourning
frierds aro groaning around you, and vain pray-
ers are offered on your behalf—the fearful cry,
Too late! too late I He would not hear God’s
Yeproof ; and now He laughs at his calamity, and
Mocks when his fear cometh.” I would obey. the
Apostles’ injunction to exhort one anotber while it
Is day, and pray God that the heart of wh s0-
ever reads these lines, may be turned by His
8ruce to seck mercy in Christ while it may be
found i this, the day of His merciful visitation,

THE PRESBYTERIAN.
MISCELLANEOUS.

WOXNDERS OF THE ATMOSPHERE.

The atmosphere rises above us with its cathe-
dral dome arching toward the heavens, of which
it is the most familiar synonyme and symbol. It
floats around us like that grand object which the
Apostle John saw in his vision, “a sea of glass
like unto erystal’  So massive is it that, when it
begins to stir, it tosses ahout great ships like
playthings, and sweeps cities and forests like
snow-flakes to destruction before it ; and yet it
is s0 mobile that we have lived years in it before
we can he persuaded that it exists at all, and the
great bulk of mankind never realize the truth that
they tare batted in an oceun of air. Its weight is
so enormous that iron shivers before it Tike glass;
yet a soap-hall sails through it with impunity,
and the thinnest insect waves it aside with its
wings. It wministers lavishly to all the senses.
We touch it not, but it touches us. Its warm
south winds bring back colour to the pale face of
the invalid ; its cool west winds refresh the fever-
ed brow, and make the blood mantle in our
cheeks ; even its north blast braces into new

vigour, and hardens the children of our rugged
climate.

The eye is indebted to it for all the magnifi-
cence of sunrise, the full brightness of midday,
the chastened radiance of the gloaming; and the
clouds that cradle near the setting sun.  But for
it the rainbow would want its ¢ trinmphant arch,’
and the winds would not send their fleecy mes-
sengers on errands round the heavens ; the cold
either would not show feathers on the earth, nor
would drops of dew gather on the flowers ; the
kindly rain would never fall, por hail storms nor
for diversify the face of the sky. Our naked
globe would turn its tanned and unshadowed fore-
head to the sun, and one dreary monotonous blaze
of light aud heat dazale and burn up all things,

Were there no atmosphere, the evening sun
weuld in & woment set, and without warning
plunge the earth in darkness. But the air keeps
in her hand a sheath of his rays, and lets them
slip but slowly through her fingers, so that the
shadows of evening are gathered by degrees, and
the flowers have time to how their heads, and
each creature space to find a place of rest
and to nestle to repose. In the morning the gar-
ish sun would at once bound forth from the
hosom of night, and blaze above the horizon ; but
the air watches for his coming, and sends at first
but one little ray to announce his approach, and
then another, and by-and-by a handful. and so
gently draws aside the curtain of night and slowly
lets the light fall on the face of the sleeping earth,
till her eyelids open, and, like man, she goeth
forth again to her labour till the evening. — Edin,
Quar. Review.

True ScBLIMITY. —The eloquent and thrilling
response of Kossuth to the Sultan's demand, that
he should renounce his religion and embrace
Mahommedanism, is worthy of a Luther, aud of
being regarded among those memorzb'e savings
that in tiies of trial have been uttered by those
who have been encouraged and sustained by the
unfaltering trust inspired by the Christian faith.
* My answer does not admit of hesitation. Between
death and shame the choice can neither be dubions
nor difficult.  Governor of Hungary, and elected
to that ngh place by the confidence of fifteen
millions of my countrymen, I know well what I
owe to my country even in exile, Even as a
private individual I have an honourable path to
pursue. Once governor of a generous country—
Ileave no heritage to my children—they shall,
at least, bear an unsullied name. God’s will be
done.  Iamprepared to die.”

GoLp rroM VioLers—Mr 1. Hunt, at the
Royal Institution, London, states that a feiend of
his succeeded in obtaining a minute, though

weighable, portion of gold from a quantity of the !

petals of the blue violet,
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SuPERsTiTIONS 1IN BERLIN.—~The Berlin cor-
respondent of the Morning Chronicle writes 1—
“We have new religions about once » month.
There were almost riots last year round the house
ofa wonderful child who wrought mirucles, Herb
doctors advertise that the moon is in the favoura-
Ule quarter for swallowing their compounds
Bream books sell well.  Old women are frequent-
ly being taken up for fortune-teiling with cards.
The papers described, only a few day's since,a man
who has made a handsome fortune as a consult-
ing cunjuror without once falling into the hands
of the police ; which speaks volumes for his tact,
but he saw none but “ respectable and educated®
people ! If details could be gone intu, some
strange facts of this kind could be catalogued
against the City of Intelligence.’ » )

We understand there were some further distur-
bances at the Protestant Chapel, S. Roch’s, on
Sunday evening by five or six young Canadian
lads, who, it appears, entered the Chapel at the
time the congregation were assembled for Divine
Service, and became troublesume by speaking
lourd.  After being admonished by the Preucher,
they went ont, and immediately afterwards throw
stones and broke the windows, {hen rain away,
but were pursued, and one of the party captured
and taken before a magistrate ; and, the names of
the others being aseertained, a wurrant was js-
sued for their arrest. They were brought before the
sitting Magistrate, R, Symes, Esq, and tried for
the offence in a saimnary manner.  ‘The case was
clearly proved against all four by the names of
Miller, Lebbé, Dubé, and Chartegy; they were all
lads of about 16 or 17 years of age,  ‘The Mag-
istrate gave them a lecture, speaking to them in
i most feeling manner; pointing out to them the
impropricty of their conduct. The [arents of
the boys being present expressed their reerct at
the circumstance ; and, much to the credit of Mr.
Charbonnel, the pr secutor, he addressed the Mag-
istrates on their behalf in mit:gation of punish-
ment.  Under these circumstances the Magis-
trate dealt very leniently with the prisoners, and
intlicted but a small fine, which, with the costs of
prosecution, were paid, and the boysdischarged ;—
und it is to be hoped that after this exposure of
a trial and conviction, before a crowded Court no
further molestation will oceur. The fine upon
convietion for the offence in question is to the ¢x-
tent of £5 or one month's imprisonment.—Quebec
Mercury.

POETRY.

THE DYING BOY.
SPEAK to me, Mother!  The fading day
Is ebbing fast, with my strength, away:
My heart oft faints—oh, I know not w hy!
And all seemns dim to wy glazing eye;
And my brow is damp with the dew of Death;
And [ feel his hand on wmy shortening breath.
— Fhen speak to me, Mother, and queil thy woe:
Tell me, oh, where will my spirit go?
Tell me of Life ere my course be o'er,
For my soul floats on to the spirit shore!

Speak to me, Mother; but not of earth;
It hath passed for me—with its grief or mirth;
Nor of childhood’s lifo—~with its holy joy;
It hal:h sped—with the summer—from me, thy
0y '3
Nor yet of my home—with its twining spell,
Nor thy heart of love, where I still will dwell,
Nor the woodland paths in their waning bloom,
Nor the lone graveyard, nor the dreary tomb:
—It is not of these that I now would know,
But the clime where my deathless soul will go!

Tell me of Heaven! For thou know'st ‘tis fair;
Sickness and woe never enter there;

Death is not there—with his withering blight;
And its skies are clothed in a cloudless light;

Its vistas of radiance, undimmed by shade,

Are peopled with beauty that will not fade;

And their faces are glad, and they weep no more,

And t,heir hymns give thanks for the grief that’s
o'er:



