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THE GLEANER

——— ch

“eultivated. Inthe instances referred ta;and
“in allother mnatters machines and fabrication
“inke precedénce of everything, and govern
“svery thing in England. These constitute the
sovernment, the aristoeracy, the-pcopled and
naver had Rome, Venice, or Carthage, a
'more despotic er hatefal aristocricy than the
“fabricated machine aristocracy which.presently.
lords it over the English.**"” Fo— :
te » "‘

From'the Christan Treasury.
“FALSE LIBERALITY.

LisERALITY, 6r charily, as two sects
of professed Christians weuld call “it, is fio
real proof of good character; becnuse, as gene-
rally anderstood, ‘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 some excepti-
tions. ]

Bat the giving of moaey, or all my goods to
the poor, is no proof of love to Ged, or man
for God’s sake. One man is liberal in some
faw Instances, to cover his covetousness, his
“ever-reaching in trade, his extortionnte charges,
and his babit of ‘* beating down’’ the prices of
‘tha poor, "honest tradesman. I bave known
“aseveral 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 their‘influ-
ence to ruin .me'if ['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 is 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 socond class of professors are liheral from
the 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 dapes to their
‘party, or to skcure good dinners, loans of
money—and, in a word, * follow them for
loaves and fishes.” How mary 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 * gain were godliness.”

A third class are liberal to the cause of God,
“to obtain power and office in the Church of
“God.'| ¢« They hope to melt down the minister
‘by their subscriptions, presents, and good ta-
blos—to preach their views of the Gospel—to
shield their sins from repreof—to obtain from
hira & good name, and to formn hun-in their
own 'mould.’ Such a preacher is a man after
“their own heart; he is a man-pleaser, who
¢ holds men’s persons in adiniration, because
‘of advantage.” Should he eaforce the discip-
line of Christ and exalt his authority in the
Church, he ‘would draw down on his' ewn
head :he resentments of pride, lust, covetous-
‘wess, andhypocrisy.

A fourth class of liberal professors will give
argely to a religicus society what they owe

“to their creditors; and after becoming bank-
‘rupts, and to enrich themselves, and. prosper-
ilg in their dishonesty, will still be liberal, to
gain a standing in some religious society; and
‘parchase the character of pious and’ just men,
‘whilst'their distressed creditors: were -prit. off
‘with, 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 ot to defraud, but to do
justica—to owe no'man-anything, to be honest
3 the sight of all meny and to do to men as
they would: that men shounld do to them—
knowing (whatever be their excuse) that the
“Wnjust,” the dishonest, shall not ‘isherit the
kingdotn ‘of God. !

I have known snch bankrupts; who have
failed more than once, proclaim their prosperi-
ty, and declare they intend to pay their credi-
tors the remainder due, after they have wecared
%o many thousands.  Bat, beginning at the
wrong end, and not paying when they could,
death has seized them; they have died in their
“sing: and afier they have been summoned to
the bar of a juek God, their children have said,

. What have I'io do with my father’s debts?
‘Ho wast answer -for himseif.  Thas tho fa-
sther’s example of injustice eatails 4 carse on
. kis fumily: they are partakers of his sins and
his ‘punistiment.”

Fi From the Evangelical Magazine.
‘THE MOTHERS PRAYER AN- |
SWERED.

Ix a small village, resided a ‘pious officer,
Teiired from the British navy. ‘He had six
shildren, who were sent to n village “school;
And these had a pious mother. The eldest,
However, a boy, fourteen years age, seame
determined not to profit by either maternal
o¥e or pious instruction. He ‘mingled with a

‘pieces.

{ youth, tire'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, whien he should be far'off on the deep
blue sea. - Many were the prayers that the
mother offered jor the son, mamy the coun-
sels that she gave him f{rom the fullness of her
‘heart.

The day ef separation came. Oh!it 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

‘T'he ship had perished at sea, and the widow
mourned for her son, as thovgh he had been
dead; and, what was worse, she trembled tor
the safety of his wridying 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,

It was a stormy might 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 melanchoiy 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 sador stood there,
way-worn and weather-beaton.  He begaed
a shelter from the ‘storm. It was not in the
mother’s heart to refuse a sailor on such a
pight, and she offered him ber fireside and her
food.  When he had refreshed himself'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 bad 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
‘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 wpon
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 sudderly he changed.
He became a serious, praying man, as rewmar
kable for piety as he had beea for vice. When
he had revived a little on the beach,” said the
sailor, « he pulled a Bible from his bosom, and
pressed 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 found a Bible; his first impression wne ta
throw it away, but chancing to see his mo-
ther’s writing, he paumsed. to examine it. It
was his name: It made him think of his. mo-
ther, of her iastructions, and of his teacher at
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 me about his
change,” continued 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 hall-offered prayer upon his
lips.”
pAs the sailor concluded, the widow, who
had listened with adeep interest and feel-
ing, inquired, ¢ Have you that Bible, my
irtend 2’

¢« Yes, madam,’ said he,and he took from his
bosomn what appeared o 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 tarning
to the blank page, lo! her child’s name, and
in her own hand-writing, was theré. 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 coaid look by faith,
into the land.afar off, and see his glorified spirit
near the King in his beauty. ' Like' the prodi-
gal son, he had wandered, far from God, and-
far from peace; but the eye of his mother’s
God. was over him in all bis wauderings, 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 ’tis to be free !
No maore of love, : or hope; or fear;
To join the dread equality
All, alike are humble there!

Wraps lord and slave!

Slass of wicked idlers who infested the village,
and would have been as bad us the worst of |

them, bat for his father’s rigid ‘discipline: that |

tlong restrained him from rushing inco excess |
of wickedness and riot. But the father died, |
Aud the poor widow had to combat with the |
maywardoess of her boy alone. No, not |
long; ghe sought the heip of her heavenly |
Father, :

o Her gon, however, soon grew warse, and te-

%olved to leave. her, and go to sea.. A ship

Was obtained for him. The bustle of freperas {
Yion began, and wasover.  Unknown 'to the *

Nor pride nor poverty darés comé
Within that refuge house—the tomb!

Spirit with the dropping wing,
And the ever weeping eye,
Thou of all earth’s kiags, are king!
Empires at thy footstool lie!
Beneath thee strew’d
Their multitude,
Sinlk Jike the wavés upon the shore;
Blorms ehall never rouse them more.

passed, and the wauderer had not returned. .

The mighty wave b

¥What’s the grandeur of the earth,
To the grandeur round thy throne!
Riches, glory, beagty, buth, | : A
To thy kisgdom all have gone! .
Befere thee stand |
The wondrous band,
Bardy, heroes, sages side by side, ;
Who darken’d nations when they died?

‘Earth has hosts, but thou eanst show
Many a million, for her one!
Through thy gates the mortal flow
Haus for countless years roll’d ‘on,
Back from the tomnb ol
No step has come; A
There fix’d, till the last thunderer’s e5tnd,
Shall bid thy pris’ners be unbound.

From Old udtnvy;ﬁrey’l Ad‘dre‘uel.'-
NO QUACKERY.

Comz, listen to me, my poorer nieighbours,
for I am neither -going to rail. against you for
anything wrong that you ‘have done ~nor to
wheedle and cajole you for my own advantage.
"The end T have in view is your good: listen,
then to reason. When a quack doctor selis
his prescription, however much he may puff it
and ‘praise it_he wmay think more of getting
your money than doing you good; but how o
doctor can get anything who makes no charge
fur his advice, and prescribes physic that may
be had for nothing, it will be an easy thing to
‘make out!

I may be that you have goed 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. ‘l'ry
a dose or two, and if you do not find yoursélf
the better for it tell me that | am an ignorant
imposter.  Perhaps you way ask’me what
cures my medicine has wrought; and if you'do,
I'have an answer ready. It has given to thou-
sands, whose Lodies were weakly, and whos,

faces wero'almost as pule as a white-washe

wall—it hasgiven “them, I say, strength, a
firn step, and a fuddy chéek: if this does not
satisfy you, 1 know niot what will." If you like
either to remain’ as“vou are, or unnecessarily
to spend your money in béing made better the
faul} wilbe your ownj you mway be made bets
ter if you are ill, and kept in‘health i well,
without the expense ‘of 'a singzle tarthing. I
am not speaking’ to those “vho have broken
limbs, fever‘,‘aud other heavy ‘afflictiens, but
to such as aré capable Jf moving froin one placs
to another, and to theli' I say, Take fresh

air. ik :

You may smile, if you will; at my prescrip-
tion, but ﬁ'};ah airis g'ne of the mo{t ‘:)rhciolll):
gifts of the Aimlignhiy, the merciful giver of un-
numbeted blessings: it costs mothing, 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 harmto 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, asd 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 wall.

The tailor rose early, and took late rest,
cating the bread of ‘carefulness, but could
hardly muke both ends meets for he was sick-
ly, weakly, and qualmy, as well .as he might
be, and could not get on dt his work; he yeem=
ed to have no epirit.  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
with the 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 Jeft his garret rarely opened his
window, and breathed the same tainted air
day and night.

‘Yonake short of a long story, I undertook
to cure him, or rather, 1 undertdok togive him
advice, for none batthe Creator snd Preserver
of men can establish our health, oradd 1o the
namber of our days.

Sickly, and pale, and panting. for breath, as
the tailor was, I made him ehange his lodging
te an'airy 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 to
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 hislapstone before his neigh-
bours were up. in the morning, and seen stiich-
ing away with his awl and waxends after they
wre gone to bed at night, found himself just
in the same plight as the poor tailor—low and.
Janguishing, just dragging along as though he
had no heart and soml in him. His room was
small_enough for all conscience, if he had it
al to himself; bat this was not the case: for
besides the space ‘taken up by’ bis working1
bench and-bed, he-had with him a wile ani
four children, a black terrior, and a jackdaw
ina wicker cage. Neighbors, I cannot tell
you one halfl of the Wretchedness of that
wretched rooin, when I'stepped intoit.  Seraps

ing, and the medicine I recommend is as use- |

| ‘in all directions; the dog barked, the jagkdaw
chattered; the childrén cried, the vifp kdolded,
and the poor, patiént, half-worn-out cobbier
could harely pe | his ¥ axend through the holes
his ar] had made. “T'o finish the picture a
gin bottle' stood ‘i @ cofner, a dozen pawn.-
tickets were wrapped, up.in a piece of dirty
flunnel, ina little‘’cuphoard; the - v.indp ¥ yas
close shuit, and the stench of the room. svus
. iutolerable. G hisicab 1a
Neighbours, yon may think this wagia hope-
less ease, but I thought, otherwisey and: went
t6-work at once. - No-peace did L let.the.old
coblér have fill 1 bad fairly ransacked angxou-
ted every thing out'of his miserable dwelling.
where for manya weary day and: night he hud
dsped forbreath, parbeiled and!smokesdried
y taras, till his flesh looked just the ‘coloutof
dirty dough. I took him tothe tailér, who
told him '« story that‘made him lift up his eyes
with surprise. T'he “cobblei’s bed was rerdo-
wed ‘into an: diry garret, . his working-roon
thoroughly swept and ‘white-washed, ‘the win-
i dow set open, the black terrier and the jac-
‘daw ‘sent away, the' children put fo a day-
“sehool. the wife employed up stairs, the gin
bottle used to ‘contifin  vinegar, and the pawn-
tickets exchanged for the articles written wpon
 them. Nor was this ‘allyfor the'cobbler wag
not allowed to" sit down t6 his“bench for'a
“single morning, till he had'walked to the finger
post on the common, a distanee of a'mile'and a
half across the fields. o tmiFInompy A
Neighbuiirs, the cobbler is anether man: he
drinks no gin, he piwng o' clothes, he keeps
10 terrier dog norjackdaw,, but'breathes freely,
works ‘blithely, while Lo siigs'a hymn’or o
psalm, pays his rent’ like a'man, reads his Bi-
gle_every day of his’ life, and'looks us fresh asa
‘daisy. g i
N{w‘,’ what has ‘done all (his for him? **No-
‘thing in the world but fresh air. Thig, ‘With
God’s blessing, has been the making of hirh;
and why should itnot be the making of ‘yoh?
| Rout out your cupboards and closels, sweep .
_out your doors, whitewash youar walls, and open
your windows; but, aboveall, get in lim“ﬁgﬁfl,
and breathe the fresh air, Are you so. fond of
wetkly frames and pale faces? Do you like to
,see pill-boxes, and phials, and gallipots? Ttis
pleasantto s : allow salts, and rhubdrb, and ip-
ecacuanha; and 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,
. Neighbeurs ) 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 tewper also; 5o that a man w ill
laugh at the little wroubles that hefore made hin
fume and fret like a-madman. The good that
is done, and the evil thatis prevented by frean
air, ‘are beyond calculation. - Doctors usually

racammend fresh air, .even when all their skill
and all their medicInes DAVE winuay et o0, i

a proof how highly they think of it.

Leét this open your eyes,. neighbours;.doe-
tors 'know what you are about, und you oeught
to know 'w hat you are about too.  If:you pre-
fir to call ina doctor, and to pay bim for-ad-
vising yo1 to take fresh air, I can have no pos-
sible objection, neither w ill ‘the doctor blame
you for this 'course; but whether it will. be' wise
in you to buy that w hich” I give you for roth-
ing, isa’point = orth a moment’s consideration.
‘Take my word forit of rather do not tnke my
v'ord for it, but prove it—fresh air is the best
medicine in the woérld. " 1f [' v ere called upon
to «rite 'a presceription to cuve three-fourths of
world’s ails it should be this Plain food, lem-
perance in epting and drinking,‘eweréise,
Jresh air, aclean skin, a contented 'mind and
@ clear conscience. Lger .

There, neighbours! thete isadvice without
quackery, take it, make the best of jt; and may
the blessing of good health' be‘enjoyed by you
all, and the Great Aunthor' of your mercies be
ever loved, and ever praised!

THE TELESCOPE AND MICROSCOPE.
While the telescope €nables, us 10 see a syw-
tem in every star, themicroscope unfolds 1o us
aworld in every atom 'The ona instructe
us that this mighty. globe, with the whole bur-
then of its people and - its countries, is but a
grain of sand in'the vast field ol immensity—
the other, that every atom may harbonr the
tribes and families of a busy population. The
one shows us the insignificante of the world
we inbubit—the other redeemy, it from all'ite
ingignificance, for it tells us that in  the leaves
of every forest, in the flowers ol every garden
in the waters of overy rivuler, there are waride
. teeming with life, and ouinberless as the stars
of the firmament. T'he one suggesis to us that
above and beyond all that is visible to mav.
there may be regions of creation that sweeps
immensurably along, and carry the imprées of
the Alinighty’s hand to the remotest scenes of
the universe—the other, that within and be-
neath ol that rhinatenéss which' the aided eye
of man in able to-explore, there. mny be werlds
of invigible things; aud - thaty: conld: we diaw
aside the invisible veil which sbrouds it from
our senses, we might behsld u theatre of as
many wondcts ag astronomy can unfeld—a uni-
verse within the compass of 0 point, 80 small,
as to elude all the power of the Thisroscope.,
but where the Almighty Ruleér of ' all thivgs
finds rooriifur ‘the exefeise of hix atiributes,
where  hé . can raise, apother, machanisuy of
worlds, snd fill apd animate them nll wil‘h evi-
dences of his glory.—Dr.  Chalmers.

i THE SUN. ‘ =
] have soméetimes thenght. if the sun v ere
an intelligence, he would be hurriby incenked
at the world ho' is apppointed to* “éillighten;
such a tale of ages, exhibitinZ ‘a tirgsume re-

of leather, old'rags; bones, and filth were seen

\ petition of stupidity, follies, and erimes —JiAn

Foster’s-Journals . i jo il s b




