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“fabricated machine aristocracy which.presently 

. ®aywardoess of her boy 

§ i. 4 

“cultivated. Inthe instances referred ta, and 
“in all other watters machines and fabrication 
“take precedénce of everything, and govern 
“every thing in England. “These constitute the 
government, the aristocracy, the:pcopled and 
never had Rome, Venice, or Carthage, a 
‘more despotic er hatefal aristocracy than. the 

lords it over the English.**'*" 

* From'the Christian” Treasury. 

© “FALSE LIBERALITY. 
LiskRALITY, ‘or charily, as two sects 

“of professed Christians would call it, is fio 
real proof of good character; because, as gene- 
rally understood, “it is an. external act, pro- 
ceeding from a principle of humanity, which 

‘is, by the goodness of God, mterwoven with 
“eur constitution, allowing for éome excepti- 
lions.. ) 

Bat the giving of moaey, or all my goods to 
the poor, is no proof of love to God, or man 
for God’s sake. One man is liberal in some 
faw Instances, to cover his covetousness, his 
‘ever-reaching in trade, his extortionate charges, 
and his'babit of ‘* beating down’’ the prices of 
‘tha poor, ‘honest tradesman. I have known 
“several zealous, professors of religion make 
“sollections for poor tradesmen in distress, and 
these very persons: hive obliged those "poor 
‘tradesmen to work for their families, so as ne- 
ver 10 gain one shilling by them in ten years! 
Why then, 1 inquired, did you work for them? 
* Because | feared they would use theirinfu- 
ence to ruin .metif [did not,” was the answer. 
And is this liberality? to grind a. poor trades- 
man for my own profit, and then collect mo- 
‘ney of others for him, to hide my injustice? 
And yet this is the charity, this'is the liberali- 

“ty, this ia the religion of many flaming ‘prefes- 
sors of religion! ¢O my soul! come not thou 
into their secret; to their, honour be not thou 
united.’ 
A second class of professors are liberal ‘from 

tha ‘love of distinction, power, and flattery; 
and many who know their weakness will fawn 
‘on them, crouch to them, say as they say, and 
‘do as they do, to make them dupes to their 
‘party, or to skcure good dinners, loans of 
money—and, in a word, * follow them for 
loaves and fishes.” How many little trades- 
‘men well their consciences, their liberty, and 
‘their peace to secure the custom of others 
“The fear of man bringeth a snare; but he that 
‘patteth his trust in the Lord, shall he made 
fat,’ or prosper... There are persons who make 
“a trade of religion, as if ¢ gam were godliness.” 
A third class are liberal to the cause of God, 

“to obtain power and officc in the ‘Church of 
“God.'| « They hope to melt down the minister 
‘by: their subscriptions, p »and. good ta- 
blos—tq preach their views of the Gospel—to 
shield their sins from ‘reproof—to obtain from 
hita & good name, and to forin hunin their 
own mould.’ Such a preacher is a man after 
“their own heart; he is a man-pleaser, who 

,* holds men’s persons in admiration, because 
‘of advantage.” Should he enforce the discip~ 
live of Christ and exalt his authority in" the 
Church, he ‘would draw down on his’ ewn 
‘head :he resentments of pride, lust, covetous- 
‘ness, and hypocrisy. \ ! 
A fourth class of liberal professors will give 

argely to a religious society what they owe 
“to their creditors; and after becoming bank- 
‘rupts, and to enrich themselves, and. prosper- 
ing in their dishonesty, will slill be liberal, to 
“gain a standing in some religious society; and 
‘purchase the ‘character of pious and’ just men, 
“whilst'their distressed creditors: were -prit; off 
iwith; a few, shillings 4n the pound. They 
~“qaiet their copsciences by the law of the land, 
which they substitute for the liw “of Christ, 
which enjoins them rot to defraud, but ‘to do 
_justice—to owe no'man-anything, to be honest 
in the sight of all meng and to do to men as 
‘they would: that men should do to them— 
_ knowing (whatever be their excuse) that the 
“njust,” the dishonest, shall not ‘inherit the 
Kingdon ‘of God. % ‘ : 

1 have known gach bankrupts; who have 
failed mere than once, proclaim their prosperi- 
ty, and declare they intend to pay their credi- 
tors the remainder due, after they have wecared 
wo muny thousands. Bat, beginning at the 
wrong end, and not paying when they could, 
death has seized them; they have died in their 
sing: and after they have been summoned to 
the bar of a june God, their children have said, 

. What have I'io do with my father’s debts? 
"Ho wast answer for himself.  Thas tho fa- 
sther’s example of injustice entails « curse on 
_ kia family: they are partakers of his sins and 

is ‘punisliment.” : 

a From the Evangelical Magazine. 
"THE MOTHERS PRAYER AN- | 

SWERED. 

1x a small village, resided a"'pious officer, 
toiired from the British navy. ‘He had six 
children, who were sent to n village “school; 
ind these had a pions mother. The eldest, 
However, a boy, fourteen years age, sesame 
determined not to profit by either maternal 
o¥e or pious instruction. He ‘mingled with a 
Claas of wicked idlers who infested the village 
and would. have been as bad ns the worst of 
them, bat for his father’s rigid “discipline: that | 
along restrained him from rushing ino’ excess 
of wickedness and riot. But the father died, 
aud the poor widow had to combat with the | 

alone. No, not i 
. tone; ghe sought the help of her heavenly 
Father. y : 7:8} 
“oHer gon; however, soon grew worse, and te- 

ther, of her iastructions, and of his teacher at 

gal son, he had wandered, far from God, and" 

| youth, tlre'good mother placed‘the Bib e in his 
chest, with a secret hope and a fervent prayer 
that its light might lead him to’ his heavenly 
Father, wien he shoald be far'off on the deep 
blue sea. Many were the prayers that the 
smother offered jor the son, :nany the coun- 
sels that she gave him from the fullness of her 
“heart. 
* The day ef separation came. Oh!ir wasa 
day of trial to ail but him, who was the capse 
of the family’s sadness, Warm were the 
tears the mother shed, as, pressing him to her 
bosom, she bade him farewell and commended 
his wayward heart to-God. Many years had 
passed, and the wanderer had not returned. . 
‘The ship had perished at sea, and the widow 
mourned for her son, as though he had been 
dead; and, what was worse, she trembled tor 
the safety of his widying soul. Could she 
have been assured of his happiness in a better 
world, her pained heart would have been at 
rest; but she wept as if he had been doubly 
lost. 3 

It was a stormy night in midwinter; "the 
wind howled, the rain poured down in tor- 
rents, and deep darkoess obscured the ‘sky| 
The widow and her children sat heside the 
winter fireside, and a chastened cheerfulness 
overspread the circle; though now and then a 
cloud of melanchoty gathered over the mothe:’s 
brow, as the driving storm reminded her of 
her Jost son; when a slight tap came to the 
door. It was opened. A saior stood there, 
way-worn and weather-beaten. He begzed 
a shelter from the ‘storm. It was not in the 
mother’s heart to tefuse a sailor on such a 
night, and she offered hin ber fireside and her 
food. When he had refreshed hiwself'she ques- 
tioned him as to his history. His tale was 
soon told: He had been shipwrecked, and 
was going heme, poor and penniless, to. his 
mother. He had been shipwrecked once bes 
fore. 
The widow asked him to give her the nc- 

count of his sufferings. He said that in a vio- 
jent storm the ship ran ashore, and went ta 
pieces. ‘The crew were either drowned or 
dashed to death against the rocks. Himself 
and another were the only persons who reach- 
ed ‘the shore. They were thrown high upon 
the beach by a powerfal wave. His compa 
nion was senseless at first, but at length .revi- 
ved, alas! bat to die. ‘He was a sweet 
youth, the sailor observed. «Once he had 
been the terror of the ship, for his excessive 
devotion to vice, bat suddenly he changed. 
He became a serious, praying man, as rewmar 
kable for piety as he had been for vice. When 
he had revived a little on the beach,” said the 
“sailor, « he pulled a Bible from his bosom, and 

it to his lips It was this blessed 
book, he told me, thai led him to chinge his 
way of life. Rummaging his chest one day, 
he fourid a Bible; his first impression wne ta 
throw it away, but chancing to see his mo- 
ther’s writing, he paused to examine it. Jt 
,was his name; It made him think of his: mo- 

school; and then he saw bis sins, and felt he 
was a sioner. Overwhelmed, he sunk upon 
his knees beside his chest, and wept and pray- 
ed, and vowed to change his way of life. 
And he did change it, for he became a deci- 
ded’ Christian. After telling we about his 
charge,” Gontinned the sailor, ¢ he gave me 
his Bible, and bade we keep it for his sake; 
and then, falling back upon the sand, he ex- 
pired, with a half-offered prayer upon his 
lips.” 
Pas the sailor concluded, the widow, who 

had listened with a deep interest and feel- 
ing, inquired, .* Have you that Bible, my 
friend 2° 

¢« Yes, madam,’ said he,and he took from his 
bosom ‘what appeared to be a bunch of old 
canvass. He at last produced a small pocket 
Bible, and gave it into her hands. Trem- 
blingly. and hastily she seized it, and turning 
to the blank page, lo! her child’s name, and 
in her own hand-writing, was there. A death 
like paleaess overspread ber ‘wusually' pale 
cheek, as. she made the discovery, and she 
exclaimed, ¢ "Tis his! "tis his!—my son! my 
son!” Nature could bear no more, and she 
fainted. Her prayers were heard, and answer- 
ed; for her son was dead, but behold! he is 
alive forevermore. It is true she saw him no 
more on earth, bat_she could look by faith, 
into the land. afar off, and see his glorified spirit 
‘near the King in his beauty. 'Like' the prodi- 

ar. from peace; but the eye of his mother’s 
God. was over him in all bis wanderings, and 
her prayers were answered, in leading her 
wandering boy to the chart of salvation and 
heaven. 

WHAT 1S DEATH? 

BY THE REV. GEORGE CROLEY: 

What is death 2 ’tig to be free ! 

No more of love, : or hope; or fear; 

To join the dread equality 
All, alike are humble there!’ 

The mighty wave 

Wraps lord and slave! = 

Nor pride nor poverty dares comé 
Within that refuge heuse—the tomb! 

ai
 

Spirit with the dropping wing, 
And the ever weeping eye, 

Thou of all earth’s kings, are king! 
Empires at thy footstool lie! 

Beneath thee strew’d 
Their multitude, Solved to leave her, and go to sen.. A ship 

Was obtained for him. The bustle of freperas 
lion began, and was over. Unknown to the * 

Sink Jike the wavés upon the shore; 

¥What’s the grandeor of the earth, 

To the grandeur round thy throne! 
Riches, glory, beauty, buth, . dae £08 
To thy kingdom all have gone! iiss duc} 

Before thee stand | 

The wondrous band, 
Bardu, heroes, sages side by side, : 
Whe darken’d nations when they diedl 

‘Earth has hosts, but thou eanst show 

Many a million, for her one! 

Through thy gates the mortal flow 
Hus'for countless years roll’d on, 

Back from the tomb rs) 
No step has come; ~ ipnpiaadel | 

There fix’d, till the lust thunderer’s ebtnd, 

Shall bid thy pris’ners be unbound. 

J 

From Old Hawphrey’s Addresses. : 

NO QUACKERY. ; 
Cosaw, listen to me, my poorer neighbours, 

for 1 am neither going to rail. against you for 
anything wrong that you ‘have done "nor to 
wheedle and cajole you for my on advantage. 
"The end T have in view is your good: listen, 
then to reason. When a quack doctor sel) 
his prescription, however much he may puff it 
andpraise it_he may think more, of getting 
‘your money than ‘dong you good; but how 
doctor can get anything “who makes no charge 
fur his advice, and prescribes physic that may 
be had for nothicg, it will be. an easy thing to 
make out! 1 

I may be that you have good health, and 
have no need, according to your own ‘opinion, 
of my advice; but good * health is worth” keep- 

ful in preserving as in restoring health. Try 
a dose or two, and if you do not find’ yourself 
the better for it} tell the that § am an ignorant 
imposter. Perhaps’ you way ask’ me what 
cures my medicine has wrought; and if you'do, 
I'bave an answer ready. It has given to thou- 
sinds, whose bodies were weakly, and whos 
faces wero almost as ‘pule as a white-washie 
wall—it has given “them,” I say, strength, a 
firm step, and a ruddy cheek: if this does not 
satisfy you, I know niot what will.” If you like 
either to remain as“yeu are, or unnecessarily 
to spend your money in béing made beter the 
fault wi l'be your own; you muy be made bets 
ter if you are ill, and kept in‘health if well, 
without the expense ‘of a” single farthing. I 
am not speaking’ to ‘those 4vho have broken 
limbs, fever, and other heavy ‘afflictions, but 
to such as até capable Jf moving froin one place 
to another, ‘and to. thea 1 say, Take fresh 
air. ge : 
You may smile, if you will; at my prescrip 

tion, but fresh airs Oe of the ost mals 
gis of the Aimligniy, the merciful giver of un- 
numbered blessings: it costs nothing, and it is 
by fur the best medicine in the world, | 

Listen to me neighbours, and I will tell you 
what will do you no harm to hear. In a litile 
garret, in a small house, in a narrow street, 
worked a tailor. His shopboard and his bed 
almost filled the room, amd yet there were 
four or five flower-pots close to the window, a 
canary ina cage hanging from the-ceiling, and 
a rabbit in a pen ogainst the wail, 
The tailor rose early, and took late rest, 

cating the ‘bread of ‘carefulnesd, but could 
hardly muke both ends meets for he was sick- 
ly, weakly, and qualmy, as well as hé. might 
be, and could not get on dt his work; he ¥eem= 
ed to have no spirit.  Whenl cajled ‘wpon 
him, I did not wonder at his being sickly; and 
weakly, and qualmy. I should have wonder- 
ed very much had it been otherwise, for what 
withthe room being so small, and what with 
the bed, the shep-board, the flower-pots. the 
bird-cage, the rabbit-pen. and the clothes and 
remnants and shreds and patches, it secmed 
wonderful to me how he was able to work, for 
he seldom left his garret rarely opemed his 
window, and’ breathed the same tainted air 
day and night. i 
"Counake short of a long story, I undertook 

to cure him, or rather, 1 undertook to give him 
advice, for none bat the Creator and Preserver 
of men can establish our health, or-add to the 
namber of our days. 

Sickly, and pale, and panting. for breath, as 
the tailor was, I made him ehange his lodging 
te an'niry siteation. * No flower. pot, bird-cage, 
or rabbit-pen, did 1 alow in his chamber; 
his window was almost always kept open, 
and an hour every day he breathed the fresh 
air of heaven in walking abroad. He is now 
‘as hearty a man as ever used a needle; enjoys 
‘more ‘health, works fewer hours, and gets 
more money, than ever he did before in his 
life; and what is better than all, finds time io 
read his Bible, thanking God heartily for his 
manifold mercies, and ‘among them for the be- 
nefit and blessing of fresh air. 

Neighbours, be advised ; open your doors and 
your windows, get out of your houses, walk 
about, and take fresh air. ~ 
A hard-working cobbler, ‘who was heard 

thumping away at his lapstone before his neigh- 
boars were up, in the morning, and seen stiich- 
ing away with his aw] and waxends after they 
wre gone to bed at night, found himself just 
in the same plight as the poor tailor—low and. 
languishing, just dragging along as though he 
had no heart and sogl in him. His room was 
small. enough for all conscience, if he had it 
al to himself; but this was not’ the case: for 
besides the space ‘taken up by’ bis a. 
bench and-bed, he had with him a wile and 
four children, a black terrior, and a jackdaw 
ina wicker cage. Neighbors, I cannot tell 

7 you one half of the wretchedness of that 

dow set open, the black terrier and hm 

“school ‘the wife e 

“Nei 

‘in all directions; the dog barked, the jagkdaw 
‘ghattéred, the children cried, the YY Ided, 
and the poor, patiént, half-% orn-out cobbier 
“could harely pu | his waxend through the holes 
his ar] had made. “To finish the picture a 
gin bottle stood ‘im’ a coiner, a dozen pawn. 
tickets were wrapped, up. in a piece of dirty 
flunnel, in little’cuphoard ; the - vindp x. way 
close shut, and the stench of the room. was 

{intolerable. 16] 5.4m sank 51588 10 
"Neighbours, yon may think this wagia hope- 
less cuse, but I; thought, otherwisey ando went 
to. work at once. : No-peace did 1. letthe.old 
«coblér have fill 1 had. fairly ransacked angron- 

| ted every thing ‘eut of his miserable dwelling. 
where for miny-a weary day and; night he hid 

d-forobreath, parbeiled rs sin] 
i 'by teras, till his flesh looked just the ‘eoleutof 

dirty dough. I tdok him tothe tailér, who 
| ‘told him’u story that‘made him lift up his eyes 
with surprise. ~The ‘cobblet’s bed was: réwo- 
wed ‘into an airy garret, : his working-rooin 
thoroughly swept and ‘white-washed, ‘the win- 

C~ 

: ich ri 1 
oyed up stairs, the gin 

‘bottle used to ‘contin * vinegar, and the pawn- 
“tickets ‘exchanged for the articles written upon 
thei. Nor waa this ‘all; for the'cobbler was 
not allowed to" sit down t6 his bench for'a 

“daw ‘sent away, the children put do a* 

“single morning, till he had walked to the finger 
past on the common), a distance of a 'mile'and a 
‘half across the fields. 87 pe? HOW SOl A 
N EI the cobbler is another man: he 

drinks fio gin, he ve A Ry “he keeps 
10 terrier dog norjackdaw, But'breathes freely, 
‘works ‘blithely, while he sifigs'a hy ir 
psalm, pays his rent’ like a mar, reads his Bi- 
ble every day of his’ life, and looks us fresh asa 

¢ £0 daisy. 
ing, and the medicine I recommend is as use- | y Now, what has done all this for him? **No- 

‘thing in the world but fresh air. ‘T'lid, With 
God's bjossing, Bas b en the making of bith; 
and why should itnot be the making of ‘yok? 

| Rout out your cupboards arid closels, sweep . 
out your doors, whitewash your walls, {gegen 

L LF) your windows; but, aboveall, get in the fie 
and breathe the fresh air, Are you so. fond of 
wenkly frames and pale faces? Do you like to 
see pill-boxes, and phials, and gailipots?  Ttis 
[pleasant tos + allow salts, and rhubdrb, and jp- 
ecacuanha; aud to pay, doctor’s bills? Ifit 1s, 
heed not what I say; but if it, is not, take my 
advice; take my prescription—take fresh air, 
11 Neighbenrs } am no quack, but a plain deal- 
ing ‘man; gratefully enjoying the blessing of 
health; and ansious that all of you may enjoy 
it too. Fresh air will not only improve the 
health, but the temper also; so that a man w ill 
laugh atthe Jittle troubles that hefore made hins 
fame and fret like a-madman.. The good that 
is done, and the evil that is prevented by frean 
air, ‘are beyond calculation. - Doctors usually 
racammend fresh air, even when all their skill 
and all their Toca ts DAVE. 663300 5 wut 2 role 
a proof how highly they think of it. ©... 

Lét this open your ‘eyes,. neighbours; :doe- 
tors "know what you are about, und you ought 
to know what you are about too. Ifyou pre- 
fir to call ina doctor; and to pay him forad- 
vising yen to take fresh air, T can have no pos- 
sible dbjebeion, neither will the doctor blame 
you for this course; but whether it will. bei wise 
in you to buy that » hich” I give you for noth- 
ing, ina point «orth a moment's consideration. 
‘Take my word for it of rather do not take my 
v'ord for it, but prove it—fresh air is the best 
medicine inthe world." 1f I were called upon 
to «rite a preséription to cure three-fourths of 
world’s ails it should be this Plain food tem- 
perance in _epling and dyinking,'exeréise, 
Jresh air, aclean skin, a contented ‘mind and 
a_ clear conscience. . : GY gine 
There, neighbours! there is'advice without 

quackery, take it, make the best of jt; and may 
the blessing of good health" be ‘enjoyed by "you 
all, and the Great Author’ of your mercies be 
ever loved. and ever praised! 

THE TELESCOPE AND MICROSCOPE. 

tem in every star, the-microscope unfolds to us 
aworld in every atom ‘I'he ona instructe 

us that this. mighty. globe; with the whole bur- 
then of its Hoople and its “countries, is but a 
grain of sand inthe yast field 'of immensity 

the other, that every atom may harbour the 
tribes and families of a busy population. The 

one shows us the insignificante of the world 

we inbabit—the other redeemy, jt from all'its 

insignificance, for it tells us that in the leaves 

of every forest, in the flowers ol every garden 

in the waters of overy rivaléy, there are worlds 

. teeming with life, and ouinberless as the stars 

of the firmament. "The one suggests to us that 

above and beyond all that is visible to mau. 

there may be regions of creation that sweeps 

immeasurably along, and carry the imprées of 

the Almighty’s hand to the remotest scenes of 

the priverse—the other, that within and be- 

neath all that rhinateneéss which’ the aided eye 

of man in able to explore, there. may be werlds 

of invicible things; aud «that: contd we diaw 

aside the invisible veil which shrouds it fiom 

our senses, we might bebsld a theatre of as 

many wonders ag astronomy can unfeld—a uni- 

verse within the compass of 0 point, 80 small, 

as to elude all the power of "the THIsToscope, 
but where the Almighty Ruler of all things 

finds coorii fur the exefeise of hig atiributes, 

where he. ean raise, another, machanisu of 

worlds, sud fill apd animate them nll with evi- 

dences of his glory.—Dr. Chalmers.” ~ 

i THE SUN. 452.0] Betting 

I hats sometimes thenght. if the #un vere 

an intelligence, he vould be horribly meensesd 

at the world ha' is apppointed to “élighten; 

such a tale of ages, exhibitinZ ‘a tirgsume re- 

Storms ehall never rouse them more. 
wretched room, when I'stepped intoit. Scraps 
of leather, old'rags; bones, and filth were: seen’ 

petition of stupidity, follies, and grimes.—Jihn 

Foster’ s- Journal. 340 Hid © batthumiat bee ( 

While the telescope @nables. us 10 see a syw- 


