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fuever cross - bridge till you get to it tomoe it
scems quite eaough tor the Fathier to lay the rod on
the child, without the clald chastising itselt.”

“The epistles ot Juhn are petfumed with love,"

f Sutschow, Guil dues Ciose the Inst men  He does
not cure for the diamond ;  but he picks up the peb-
ble-stones , fur He is able, out of stunes, to raise up
childrea unto Abrahawm.”

“Why did you suy, ! Crucify him?' ¢ Beeanse
Rabbi Sinnnon gave wie a shekel to help the clamour.
So the multitude were s won by the woney and
influcuce of the priests; Lutthey were * glad to hear
Chirist after ol

e will give heaven to the chief of sinners as
well as to the chief of saints.”

*The carnal wind is cnmity again t God ; and the
Joung crocudile, 1 have heand, when brohen from the
shell, willy in a momeat, began to put 08 -1 ia a pos-
ture of attack, vpening its tmonth as 1 it had been
taught and teaded.”

“If you were to write your own history, it would
be littde better than that of Belaoni's toad, which ea-
isted in the rock for thrce thonsand yeats ¢ 3 ou may
have Zivad Like o, Lt you bave done nothay.”

ST will cast thy sias into the depths of the sea'—
notinto the shallons, where they might be Gsdied up
agnin. .

“He will not Luild a strong sLip, without subject-
ing it 1o mighty sMoims, e will not wake sou a
wighty wartior 1 be dues not istend oty your shall
in battle.,”

The mauly tone of Nr. Spurgeon’s mind might be
iustratad fiva the admiabic thongits windh he ea-
presses on the contaion Letn een the ddlusion of tae
Gospel and the invrease of (il Jiberta, His graphic
shill in delineating Chaiacter wight be derunstraten
frow his lite-like pictures of tee projudiced Jew and
the scofling Gieeh of mudern tties, his unspanng
fidelity, from the sarcastiv seventy with whah be re-
Bukes the pogloct of the Balile by miodera professors
bis powers of persunification and dianudtie preseata.
tion, trom the scene which he pants betacen the
dying Christian and Death, or between Chirist and
Justice and the justiticd sinner. his retiaed shad
the treatient of o delicate sulject, in the valed et
imprestive descripiion of the tnal of Juseph, the use
that lie can make ol a sinzgle wetaphor, by lus power-
ful comparison of the sinner to * Mazeppa bound on
the wild horse of Lis Lust, galloping ou watl heli s
wolves bohind ll;“l:" tail e;uppw] and Lberated l'.\ a
Mighty Hand. The Scriaon entiiled » The Ueople s
Christ,” cuntains a very suihing descriptien of these-
surrection of Que Lurd. In that va - The Ereraa
Home,” the wontrast huaseea the dyiog thef intore
and afler his couviasivn is ponctialy drann,

the gift of God; nud not & man would close his eyes,

did not God put his fingers on his eye-lids ; did not

the Almighty send o #olt and baluy wnlluenee over

his frame, which lulled his thoughts mto quirscence,

wuhing him enter into that bhssiul state of rest which
we call sleep. True, there be gome drugs and ware-

utics whereby men ean poison themeselves well nigh

to death, and then call it sleep; but the sleep of the
healthy body is the gift ot God.  He bestowsat; lle

rochs the cradle for us every night; He draws
the cartain of darkness ; He bids the sun shut up
his burning eyes; amd then He comes nd says,
*Sleep, sleep, wy child! T give thee sleep!  Have
you not hnown what it is at times to he upon your

bed and strive to slumber? and, as it is said of Da-
ring, so might it be sod of you,— Toe King sent for
his musicians, but s steep went from ! You
have attempted 1, bat you could not do it 1t is be-
rond your power to procurce a healthy repose. You
unagnne, i youfix your mimd uvpon n certmn subject,
until 1t shall engross your attention, yon wall then
sleep; but you find yourself unabte to do so. Ten thou-
~and things drive through your bram, asif the whole
catth wereagitated before yon. Youse all things you
ever behield, daneing in a waild phantas.angorinbetore
youreyes.  You close your vyes but sull you sce;
aud there be things in you car, and head, and brain,
which will not let you sleep. It is God alone who
alilie seuls up thesen-hoy s eyes upon the giddy mast,
and givesithe Monarch rest ; for, with all apphances
and means 1o bowt, e could not rest without the aid
of God.  Itis God who steeps the mind m Lethe, and
bids us slumber, that our bodies may be refreshed, so
hat for to-morrow’s totl we may nse reermted and
stiengthened. Oy my friends, how thankful shounld
we be forsleep!  Sleep s the best pliysician that §
hnow of.  Sleep hath healed wore pains of wearied
bones than the most eminent physician upon easth.
ftis the best medicine 3 the choicest tuing of all the
aames which are written in all the lists of pharmaey.
Fhere is nothing like to sleep ! what naerey that it
beloags alike to all! God does not mahe sleep the
soon ol the rich man; lle does not give it merely to
thie noble or the riclh, so that they can heep it asa
peculiar luxary for themselves; but he bestows it
upon all.  Yea, if there be a difierence, the sleep of
the Inboring man is sweet, whether he eat little or
much.”

The death-bed of the believer has never been moro
toucligey parated than a the following scene i—

*There on that death-bed hies a saint; no gloom
i3 ou liis brow, no terror on his fave; weakly but
placidly he smides; he groans, perhaps, but yet ho
sings. e sighs now and then, but oftener he shouts.

TueyStand Ly him. ** My brother, what makes thee look

rage ol Satan on thae fescue of a stunes from s grasp, (o deatt’s face with suchjoy 2 *Jesus,’ he whispers.

forms a picture of to tidic grandeur.
on “The Bllie,” the tespuctive charactesisiies of the
holy penmen sue shetched with a mastesdy compre-
hienzion of thei pealiazia.s and command of words.
But we can muhd fvuta tur ondy tvo caamples. The
beautiful sermoa on the wores, ~Aud ro He giveth
His beloved sleep,” eahiliits 1 variety and fyurce which
stamps the masur. I opeas with the liowing truly
clogquent intiodaction :—

“ The sleep of the Lody is the gilt ol Gold. So eaid
Yomer of old, when Lo deseribed it as deseending
from the clends, and resting on the teats of the war-
riors aronnd old Troy.  And o sang Viegil, when he
spoke of Palinurus Glling asleep upoa the prow ofthe
ship. Sleepis thegittof God. We think thgt welay
our hieads upon our piliows, and compose ovr bodies
14 a peacefui postase, and that, therefore, we natural-
Iy and necessarily sleep.  But it is not so.  Slecp is

Ia the sermoa " What niakes thee so placid and so calm? < The

wvame of Jesus.!' Sce, he forgets everythmg!  Ask
aim a question; he cannot answer 1t—he does not
uderstand you. Suil he snules.  His wafe comes,
sgairing, ‘Do you know my name?  Hce answers,
*Xou)  His dearcst friend reguests him to remenber
his intimacy. ‘I know you not) he says. Whisper
in his car, ‘Do you know the name o1 Jesus? and
his cyes flash glory, and his face Leams heaven, and
his lips speak sounets, and his heart bursts with
cternity ; for hic heard the name of Jesus.”

But Mr. Spurgeon is himself a picture which con-
tains shades as well ns lights.  No one can blame
him for plainly declaring, and boldly and firmly vin-
dicating, his own conscientious opinions. This, how-
cver, ought to be done with a more tolerant spirit
towards thosz who differ from him, than he displays.

To be censorious in judging others would be unbe-



