IX NOVA B8COTIA AND THE ADJOIMINA PROWINCES,

IIL. Thase violate this precept who have a
Jawful calling, a proper business, but are
-slothful in it.” When peuple are in business
for themselves, they ave in less risk of trans-
«gressing this injunction ; though even there

it sometlimes happens that the hand is not
diligent enough 1o make its ownerrich, But
it is when engaged in busiwess, not for our-
-relves, but for others, ar for God, that we are
in greatest danger of negleoting this pule.
The servant, who has no pleasurein his work
-arho does no more than wages «car buy, or a
legal agreement enforce; the shopman, who
«loes not enter con amare into his ewployer’s
interest, and hestir himself to extend his trade
a8 he would strive were the congern his own;
«the gcholar, who tifles when histeacher’s eye
Js elsewhere, and who is content if he can
only learn enough to escape disgrace; the
tegcher, who is satisfied if he ean only con-
vey a decent quantum of instruction, and who
.does not labor for the mental expansion and
spiritual well-being of his pupils, as he would
for those of his own children; the magistrate
or civie funetionary, who is only careful to
.escapa public censure, and who does not labor
ito make the comamunity richer, or happier, or
wetter for his administration: the minister,
‘who can give his energies to another canse
than the cause of Christ, and neglect his
Master’s business in minding his own; every
-oue, in short, who performs the work which
'God or his brethren have given him to do in
a hireling and perfunctory manner, is « vie-
later of the divine injunction, * No. slothful
in business.” Therc are some persans of a
ull and languid turn.  They trail sluggishly
through life, as if some painful viscus, some
adhesive slime were cloggingevery movement
and making theic snail-path a waste of their
very substance, 'They do nothing with tiat
healthy alacrity, that gleesome energy which
bespeaks a sound mind even mnare than a vi-
gorous body; but they drag themselves to
the inevitable task with remonstrating reluc-
tanee, as if every joiut were set in a socket nf
toriure, or as if they expected the quick flesh
10 cleave 1o the next implement of industry
they handled. Iaving no whalesome love
to work, no joyous delight in daty, they do
every thing grudgingly, in the mast superfici-
al macner, and at the Iatest moment. Others
there are, who, if you find them at their post
you will find them dozing atit. They are a
sort of perpetual somnambulists, walking
through their sleep; moving in a constant
mystery; looking for their faculties, and for.
gettivg what they are looking for ; not able
to find their work, and when they have found
their work not able to find their hands ; doing
every thing dreamily, and therefore every
thing confusedly and incompietely ; their work
 dream, their sleep a dream ; not repose, not
vefreshment, but a slumbraus vision of rest,
adreamy query concerning sleep ; tog late
for every thing, tuking their passage when
the ship bas syiled, insuring theiv property
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whea ihe house is burned, locking the door
when the goods are stolen—men, whose ho-
dies seem to have siarted in the raco of exist-
eace before their minds were ready, and who
are alwags gaging out vacantly as if they ex-
pected their wits were coming up by the next
arrival.  But, hesides the sloths and somnam-
bulists. there is a ¢hird class—the day-dream-
ers. 'These are awery mournful, because a
self-deceiving generation, Like a man who
has his windows glaged with yellow glass, and
who can faney a golden sunshine, or 2 meliow
autumn on the fields even whena wintry sleet
is sweeping over them, the day-dreamer lives
in an elysium of his own creating. With o
foot on either side of the fire—with his chin
on his bosom, and the wrong end of the book
turned tewards him, he can pursue his self-
complacent musings till he imagines himse.f
a traveller in unknowa lands—the explorer
of Central Africa~~the solver of all the un.
solved problems in science—the author o

some unprecedented poem at which the wide
world is wondering—or something so stupen.
dous that he even begins to guail at his own
glory. The wisery is, that whilst nothing ie
doue towards attaining the greatness, his lux-
urious imagination takes its possession fos
granted ; and with his feet on the fender, he
fancigs himself already ou the highest pinna.
cle of fame; and a still greater misery is,
that the time thus wasted in unprofitable mu-
sings, if spent in honest application and
downright working, would go very far to car-
ry him where his sublime imagination fain
would be. It would uot be easy to estimate
the good of which day-dreams have defraud-
ed the world. Some of the finest intellecte
have exhaled away in this sluggish evapora-
tion, and left no vestige on earth except the
dried froth—the ohscure film whiok survives
the drivel of venished dreams; and others
have done just enough to show how impor.
tant they would have been had they awaked
sooner, or kept longer awake at once.  Siv

: James Mackintosh was one ot the latter class

His castle-building “ never amounted to con-
vietion; in other words, these fancies have
never infuenoed my actions ; but I rust con-
fess that they have often been as steady and
of as regular reourrence as convic'ion itself;
and th-t they have sometimes created a little
faint expectation, a state of mind in which
my wander that they shonld be realived would
not be so great as it rationally ougit to be.”
Perhaps 210 one in 1goderntimes has been ca.
pable of mare sagacious or comprehensive
genoralization in those sciences which hold
court in the high places of human intellect,
than he; but afew hints and fragments of
finished work are all that remain.  Coleridge
never syfficiently woke up from his long day-
dream to articulate distinotly any of the glo-
rious visiens which floated before his majes.
tic faney, some of which we really believe
that the world wo.ld have bren the wiser for
knowing. And, returning from secular phils



