32 FAMILY READING.

A CONTRITE HEART.

A contrite heart—confrite is from the Latin contritus [from con (completely) and
tero (to break up), that is, to break up fine, to reduce thoroughly], which means,
as applied to soil, to which it naturally refers, completely mellowed, thatis, with
all hardness and unfertility removed—is a heart in which every element alien to
truth, or in any manner uncongenial with the power of truth, i3 reduced, so that
the soil tenderly tnkes, genially germinates, and faithfully fructifies every seed
dropped by the Word or the Spirit.

We have, in the library where we are writing this, a few plants very dear to
ug {rom their association with the dead. 'Their fragrance is to us as a souvenir
dropped out of heaven. One of them drooped a little while ago. Although we
poured water upon the cup at its fuot, the earth on the top was dry. It did not
connect, somehow, with the capillaries below. We poured water upon the top,
but it ran off from the baked surfuce, as the saummer shower splashes off from the
dry bricks. We took it in hand, and, with a sharp knife-blade, ploaghed up the
surfuce to the depth of an inch. It was like cutting the dried clay of the streets.
But after we had ploughed and cross-plonghed it, and harrowed it, and picked
off all the pebtdes that worked to the ton, and made all smuoth aid xuly, we pour-
ed water upon it again, and lo! the little mouths of the earth atoms drank it up
so greedly that it was gone out of sight in an instant. Then the connectivn was
re-established with the lower stratum, and the drops from above went down, and
the drops from beneath went up, and minglinz, mouistened, and swectened, and
blessed every rootlet and errant fibre, until the drooping leaves lovked up again,
and the wilting flowers freshened, and the whole plaat lovked as if it had entered
into peuce.

What an emblem, thought we, of many and many a Christian heart! A heart
that has got so dry under the hot sun of worldliness that it cannot draw ap tae
waters of the sanctuary for its nutriment; and when even the baptism of the
Spirit descends upon it, the gracions Jdrops glance off from the arid surfuce.

What ic needs is to become a conlrite heart, It needs to be ploughed by faith-
ful and deep meditation, and croes-ploughed by honest self-accuxation, and har-
rowed by eonviction, and broken up fine by penitence, and cleansed by confession,
and then—softened and mude meet for the great Husbandman’s use-~it is ready
onee more to profit by the baptism of the Spirit, and to be nurtured by the
waters of the sanctuary, and to throw out from its revived and fresh-blooming
graces an aroma of piety that shall make glad the Master’s heart, and that shall
cunstrain all whose senses take it in with delight to say how good and how plea-
sant it ix to learn of Jesus and be filled with 11is Spirit!

Such a Christian, so returned to his firse fove, has nut merely a new joy which
passeth knowledge, and a new flavour of usefulness exhaling from his every look
and word, but he has hrought himself into precisely that state of mind which is
mest favourable for influencing the impenitent to come to the cross.

He feels for them now more tenderly than he did or could belive, for his heart
is now sweetly sensitive to all the ten” thousand times ten thousand motives of
the gospel, so that he is more impelled to pity and alarm, and then help them,
thau ever he was hefure. He appreciates the difficulties which need to he removed
out of their path as he never did before. Ile has felt the same. And specially
is he now prepared for personal lubour with them as never before, because he
will g 8o gently, with such pathus in his tones, such lustre in his eyes, such
Jriendliness in all bis aspect ; with such fenderness of spirit as will make way for
kim to the secret place of their hearts.— Congregationa.ist.

. Corvace.—If there he not mines of precious truths hid in the heart, no wonder
if our thouzhes ¢rin nothing but dross, frothy, vain thoughts ; for better materials,
which should feed the mind, are wanting.— Guodwin.



