THE CBRURQH

Tue Aritumeric oF Dury.—It i3
the short finger that tells the hours, the
long one only tells the minutes, and yet
neither of them could tedl the time with-
out the other.  Can we not all agree to
tell the time so? M short and long, lit-
tle and big, high and low, would only
tell their tule, cach having a separate one
to tell, as if 1t was the only tale to be
told, and yet as if'it could only be told
by cvervbody else telling theirs, we
should get along far better than we do.
Our is but the sum of your, and the sumn
can never be reckoned it the figures are
not all down, and down correctly. .
How very casy it is to say “ A
million,” but—to count it!  And s0 it is
with no few sayings and doings. We
had far better say ounly ten, and count
twenty, than say a thousand, and count
only ten.

1 oxce heard a minister say : * Sup-
pose, some ¢old worning, you should go
.to a neighbour’s house and find Inm
busy at work on his windows, scratching
away, and ask him what he was up to,
and he should reply, * Why, T am teying
to remove the frost; but as fast as I get
it off one square it comes on another,—
would you not say, * Why, man, let your
windows alone and kindle a five, and the
frost will soon come oft 7’ And have
you not seen people who try to break off
their bad habits, one after another, with-
out avail:  Well, they are like the man
who trietd to scratch the frost from his
windows. Let the fire of love to God
and man, kindled at the altar of prayer,
burn in their hearts, and the bad babits
will soon melt away.

RELIGION is not a mere debt we owe
to God—it s a spirit of fellowship and
gysspathy with him; it is the bighest
proof that Grod has made us for Himself;
and redeemed us to HHimself,and called
us to be renewed in 1is image onee more,
and to be perfect as our Father in
heaven is perfect.

I worLp have young wmen, as they
start in life, regard character as a capi-
tal, much surer to yield full returns than
any other capital, unaffected by panics
and fatlures, fruitful when all other in-
vestment: lie dormant, having as cer-
tain promise in the present life as in that
which is to come.—Dir. Peabody.
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Every true hero grows by patience.
People who have always been prosper-
ous are seldowm the most worthy, and
never in moral excellence the most
strong. e who has not been compells
ed to sulfer, has probably not begun to
learn how $o be magnanimous; as it i
only by patience and tortitude that we
can know what it is to overcome evils, or
feel the pleasure of forgiving them.

“I1l Na Trust Ye”

Two centuries ago it was thought an
insult in the Higlﬁands of Scotlamd to
ask a note from a debtor. It was con-
sidered the same thing as saying, “1
doubt your honor.” 1f parties had busi-
ness matters to transact, they stepped
into the awr, fixed their eyes upon the
heavens, and each repeated his obliga-
tion, with no mortal witness. A mark
was then carved on some rock or tree
near by, as remembrance of the com-
pact. Such a thing as a breach of con-
tract was rarvely met with, so highly did
the people regard their honor.

When the march of improvement
brought the new mode ot doing business,
they were often pained by these innova-
tions. An anecdote is banded down of
a farmer who had been to the Lowlands
and learned worldly wisdom. On re-
turning to his native parish he had
need of 2 sum of money, and made bold
to ask a loan ot a gcntlem:m of means,
named Stewart. This was cheerfully
granted, and Mr. S. counted out the
gold. This done, the farmer wrote a
receipt, and offered it to the gentle-
man.

“ What is this, man ?” cried Mr.
Stewart, eyeing the slip of paper.

“ltis a receipt, sir, binding me to
give ye back yer gold at the right time,”
replied Sandy.

« Binding ye? Well, my man, if ye
canna trust yoursel’y, I'm sure I'll na
trust ye! Ye canng ha’ my gold!”
Aund gathering it up, he put it back in
bis desk and turned bis key on it.

« But, sir, I might die,” replied the
cauny Scotclmmn,tf)ringing up an argu-
ment in favor of his new wisdom, “and
my sons might refuse it ye. But this
Lit of paper would compel them.”

« Compel them to sustain a dead
father's honer ¥ cried the Scot,



