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HOMUELY HINTS.
Wune perusing Old Humphrey’s volume,
punlished by Me. Carter, entitled  Homely
HHinls, my anention was peculinely attracted
by the sectiong of general application.  The
combine:d simplicity and  pathox, with the
weathladness of Ol Homphrey's delineations
ui i, in his individial experience, and in
lis social relations, are not less vivid and im-
pressive than they are graphic and edyitying.
1 nave selreted mie sketeh of onr earthiy pil-
gimag? for the pernsal of your fiends, 1o
waiet every oartanl mind wmast add the cor-
fohorative testimony, tat the autnor, in por-
teaying himselly alsp has depreted the thought-
(ul reader, ’
DISAPPOINTED HOPLS,

Peom the eradle to the geave we accupy
tenfolld more tiawe in with g for what we
have not, than in enjoying that which we
have. \Where we onee ofer up praise for
hanelits received, we tweaty times petiton
they Father of mercies to uld to the number
of gilts he already has bestowed.

Thare is o restless discontent that seems to
cling Lo us like a leprosy.  Give a child an
apple in each hand, and he will want the oner
that remaing on the table ; aml give a man
thousands of wold and siiver, had tens of
thousands will hecome the object ol his de-
wires.  [Sxperience warrauts the belicty that
the possession af Encope and Ada would ex-
eitza yearning in onr heerts for Alvica and
Acerica 3 amd that if to those the moon
could be added, we should never rest tn
peacz until we had obtained the =un.

As it was inour ehilddhood and youth, so
has it been our manhood.  Object alter ob-
jrethas been atainad with no hetter success.
A« he who picks up shells on the sea shore
always las one peelerable in his eye than in
his hand, 80 we wver hope to adid (o our hap-
piness by some new acquisition,  This is the
case not with one only, but with all,

We have never yet attained one earthly
advantage that has given us more than a tem-
porary jor. Weo have never sained anght
that has satisficd our desires. 1z this your
experience 7 1 know itis. [ is mine. 1t
i the experience of us all. We have all
Hlown our hubbles, and ran alter butterflies,
in onr childhood. our vouth, and our man-
hood.  The hubble has huest, and the caught
butterfly has been crazhed, not vielding us
halt the satisfaction that they did when in the
gir.

Who is there atong ns who can look back
through the visia of ibreescors years, with-
out wondering that, heing so frequently de-
ceived, he could so conlidhingly trust the cmpty
promise of futare jov? U is in vain we try
1 deceive onrselves—
¢ Fortune mavy favonr, Faney may begnile,

Hone wave hee welden wings  and sweeily smile

But sad Fxpeviencr. with wbrow o’zreas!,

Stehing with @i vud peinting ta the past,

Whispers, the fair itlusizn o destroy,

That joy wnclowl-d is noi carthly joy.”

Wien we were voung, there was some ex-
cuse for as g hat what exeuze have we now?
T speak to those who lave geay hairs on
their heads 3 amd to thos¢ who have no hair
at all.

The homely adage teils us that < old hirds
ara not caught with ~hap” 10 this be true,
odd birvds are wiser Lran old m:n.  Shame
npon us 3 but weare continually forget ing the
goo:d 2ifts of Gl and pursuing objeets which
-are no better than chafl when they are at-
taincil.

Did von ever reckon up God’s ‘mereies? or!

id you ever try to reckon them ? for they are
more in number than the hairs of our heads,
P

and show our unthankfulness and disto tenl|

God has given us a body, sobl, and Bpirit
endowed with rare capacitics ghd powls o
enjoyment, and placed us in a \wodd of
beauty, wherein we cannot tell whether the
earth heneath our feet, or the xky above our
head, is the most glorious (o gaze oy« v
+ For ug the owers of spring unfold’ thewit
selves, and the fruits of auwtumn hang in
clusters on the trees.  The sun gilds our
path by day, and by night a thousand glitter-
ing lamps ace hung in heaven. God has
given us dominion  over the fish of the sea,
and over the fowl of the air, and over every
living thing that moveth upon the earth.”

But not to earth’s contrcted span alone
has he limited his goodness. He has given
ns his holy word, abounding in exceedingly
great aml precious promises for those who
tear, love, and obey him, and who delight in
his mercy.  We have franquil Sabbaths, and
a throne of grace, aml seasons of prayer, and
the influences of his Holy Spirit, to increase
our consolations, to brighten out hopes, and
to confirm our fith in the reality of eternal
things. VWWhat he bas beslowed here cannot
be (ully described 5 «“eye hath not seen, nor
ear heard, neither have entered into the heart
of man the things which God hath prepared”
in another world for his people.  They have
wpromise of the lite that now is, and of that
whieh is to come.” '

There are a part only of the innumerable
gilts of God ; and yet in the midst ol this un-
bounded profusion we dare to be nnthankful !
Though God so loved the world that he gave
his only Son, that whosoever believeth in
him should not perish, but have cverlasting
life, ¢ we ungratefully live in a spirit of con-
tinual repining.” S

Expericnce presents to my  memory too
many human heings repining in sicknesy,
who were never gratefol in health 3 100 many
complaining of God’s judgments in adversity.
whe never acknowledged his merey in the
day of theie prosperity,  Surely, it we blame
the hand ot smites vs down, we should ho-
nour the aem which raises vaup. ¢ Shall we
receive gond at the hand of God, and shall
we not reecive evil 77

But the spirit of unthankfulness that scems
to mingle with oue very marrow and our
bones, i3 as impolitic as it is unjust.  Should
a beggar starve with a budget of provisions at
his back ? or a man dic of thirst with a foun-
tain bubbling at his feet 7 We should grate-
fully enjoy what God in" goodness has be-
stowed, and try to be content with such things
as we have : for a ¢ contented mind is a con-
tinual feast.”

When we hear of Napoleon passing his
days as a captive on a rock, because he was
not confent 10 sil as a conqueror on a
throne—when :we vead of Alexander blub-
bering like a boy who has lost his marble,
because he hal mo ether world to conquer,
we indulge in some_sapient refleetions, and
exclaim agninst the-unthankfulness of pow-
ef, and the unreasonableness of anbition ;
but arc we not acting the same censurable
part continually, in undervalning the bles-
sings we possess, and eagerly purswing what
‘s but ag ¢ chafl which the wind driveth
away 1° ‘ '

Lot us turn our attention to the costliness
of a contented spirit; and if we cannot he
satishied with what we have, let us try to
getinore of - God’s grace, that we may have
a hrighter hape of’ sharing his glory.

A liearse with sable plumos and its attend-
ants are now slowly passing my window.—
How silentlv, but vet how eloguently, do
ther sct fmth the emptiness of worldly pur-
suits, comparcd with the volue of externnl

things !

I close with the proyer—waould

N’?,orldi [

san: e :
thatits spirit was as familiar as the
“\bnll who

“’O,Gpd, who hast prepared fof

;_:]o thee such good things'as pass man's up.

tanding, pour into out hearte-atich o,
towards thee, that we, loving thee alove ali
things, may obtain thy promises, whicl py.
ceed all that we can desire, through Jesus
Christ our Lord.  Amen.”

[From the Christian Guardian.}
ELEVATED VIRTUOUS CHARACTERS.
It indeedis a very agrccable and importang
ttuth, that, as social and moral beingr, we
find a peculiarly profitable and solémnly
pleasing employ in the contemplation of ele-
vated virtuous characters,—in tracing and de.
lineating the life, the honoured pathway of the
pioux and deveted Christian and way-worn
pilgrim, ¢ who walked not after the flesh, hut
afier the Spirit;” though he sleep, amid the
awful, the death-like silence of the cemetry
beneath the clods of the valley, 7

Thus, whao, in the perusal of the life of ay
immortal Wesley, views him engaged in- bis
varied acts of kindness and deeds of Christian
charity, contemplates him in his almost su.
perhuman ageney, with zeal and apostolical
succesa, beating back the powers of darkness
—lcaring away the drapery of night, whicl
had thrown its darksome pull around the mo-
ral heavens and o’er the Christian world-—as
with the hollow voice of seven-fold peals of
bursting thunder, sounding loud and long the
alarm in Zion, and arousing the Chureh from
herlengthened slumbers,—ecausing the mighty
rumbling of the goxpel car to be heard ; se-
curing embryo events which, when matured,
were destined, under God, to rock the world;
and carving thus his name on the topmost
pomnt of the temple of fame and Christian
glory, destined to be read of all men in aff
suceeding ages ;—whe, we sav, that dwells
upon these excellencies, but imhbibes a portion
of his spirit =—Whe that earefully peruses
the pious lives of holy men, as Taylor,
Fletcher, a Clarke, or 2 Bramwell; a Cox, or
a Kirke White, but catches the same spirite-
feels their zeal afresh to burn, thew love en-
kindle, andall their Christian graces assimila-
ting into theirs in proportion as they continue
more or less intensely the holy employ !—
From thexe immortal worthies we may des-
cend, and in every virluous trait of diversified
Christian character or characters which the
pious contemplative mind, in its enward
march, may meet, does it regale itself,—lin-
gers, plucking thence {resh laurels that swei
its present attainments 5 and all of which, as
wreaths, shall déck the brow of immortals,
when this frail tabernacle thall be dissolyed,
and when angels, archangels, and men, hea-
ven and earth, in sweet scraphic straing,
shall join and wiake heaven's concave ring,
while : '

By turns they shout the bursting joy, .
Aud all crernity cmploy
In songs around the throne.” Y

- R.- HARNDEK.
March Oth, 1844. -,.

JAMES MONTGOMERY, FSQ.

Tuis sweet port aud tenly rodd man, sapsa cor—
respondent, is now, we believe, neerly sevénty
vears of age, yet his verse lacks none of the
beauly and chastencss of expression which dis—
tinguished the eatlier ontpourings of his muse. If.
it has not 2!l the fire and tersencss of his more.
youlhful cfforts, their absence is amply. atoned
for by a hizher and more solew.n cast of thought..
In 1828;being then an a visit to England,we spent
two wecks with Mr. Montzomery at-Sheflieldyin
the amiable aud quiet family,in which, fer the-
lust thity or forty years, he hasbeem domesticat-’
ed. He wasthen employed invwriting the « Pe!'
Jican Istand.> the last and perlaps the hestof his.
larger porms.  Since then he has had canférred



