DON'T RULE THE SPIRIT BY THE FLESH.

x]lE late . W. Robertson, of Drighten. sent 2 htter to a

i friend. probably a lady, in which he says:—*] implore you

i do not try morphine even; no, nat once.  { will trust yon

not to do so, not to take any apiate whateves It is a
wicked and cowardly aitempt to rale thie spirit by the flesh. © nreesis
upon the system are slow, sure, and irreparable, and the havit ar. s
until it is unconquerable. I am deeply, anxiously in carnest. ~ Yon
are not worthy of the fidelity of my friendship if’ vou try to drown
misery in that way. Except in the grossuess of the offect, where is
the difference between the opiate and the dmm? Do vou not know
what keeps the gin-palaces open ?—3Alisery ! The miscrable go there
to forget. You must not do it, for it is demradution. 1 would
not have you condescend to any miserable materialism to cscape
your sorrow. Remember what Alavia Theresa said when she besm
to doze in dying: ** I wish to mect my God awske.” Temember that
e refused the medicated opiate on the eress. Meet misery awake
May I borrow saered wordsr—* Having bewsn in the spirit, do not
be made perfeet throngh the flesh.”  Sammen the foree to Lear ont
of your own heart, and the Divine spirit that dwells there—not out
of a laudanum hottle. 1 have spken rgaedly, bt not radely.  For-
give me: I oam not mysdf to-wight. 1 waild eadly sustain the
depression 1 feel by opiate, or by anything clse; but I revist because
it 1s despivaible .

———

THE WALK TO EMMAUS.

Frow tyv German,

\‘VHEN the twain 2t ¢'en to Emmaus
N Walked with fingering steps and
3w,

Their cves I ween were fuil of tears
And thieir soulsbawed down with woe.

They dreamt ot that each mourniul

woni,

Each sigh, was by their Saviour heard;

Yet wihien sorrorw trics is own,

Are thiey ever Ieft alove?

Aas! bow many kearis there are
Wio litsle know of gladincss,

Who ot tewail their traubled lot,
Their many trials and sulness!

Ierchiazcee oite wandcers guite alone,

To weep and make his bitter soan g

Yet e waits to soothic his feats,

Picanis, *My ciiild, oh1! why theve tears?

When {wo souls connanne togetiser,
Jesmic Clirat dy 538 the thind,

And He marhs whal cach wogaizedd:,
Sixaks Hinseil the soutizing woid.

For siever el Tie stand ajans:

O dontt il ol iy faithicss lezaa!

Iie nnclmngieg i and e,

Keeps i chiliien aye in vies,

Faicud of friawis, the weanesy, Lwest,
e not far, 1 ey, fiesn ane;

Shoald the warkil with lases catice e,
I will Jook {or =id 20 Thee.

Skeald Satan in hic eruel mizht
Assail mie, put wy Jor to g,
Dwell within nie, and Thy will
Tewch me gladly to falsl.

I I wenmnfel am and dreary,
Soothie me witl the tiought disine,
Tzt Thy love is still unchanging
And that 1 myxeid am Thine.
Al let Ty word my faith: inspire
And kindle in iy heart stich Gre
That it way unecesing glow,
Love more deeply, belter kzow!

Comiort Thotw zil tender spinits
Wio in juin, or sorrow deep,

Seek thie Sl or wonsd, or walley,
Laniistsidal 2o ey il woeg

When with weerdng wen aiad diearr,

Cumforiless, shuze, and weair,

Wiispeer, Lotd, in acounis sial,

* Winnielete woepest ©a43, sy chidy”

Lond, if hise Thon canas unt finga,
1t onr sjenits wuhi Thee o,

Shase Thy hajgencss, the idansing
OF Tz prercnee alzaps huew;

el grans wr jeupez, U Saviver

st

AbRle ammig e sinays dere!

Then fo7 vaee aial pradect 1esd,

We 33 Jraize our neach-doved Gf;ut.
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