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Are you Insured! 
The fire-bells were sounding an alarm. It was 

nearly midnight. 
observed that the sky was brightly illuminated 

and judged there must be an extensive confla- 
gration not far off. Soun the ever alert firemen 
were out with their machines, and the streets 

were olive with men and boys hastening in the 

direction of the fire. 

While hastily dressing myself for the purpose 

of going out, I heard a violent knocking on the 

door of my next neighbor, Mr. J., and a voice 
exclaiming, “ Mr. J., your store is all on fire !” 

I put my head out of the window to make an in- 
quiry, but Mr. J., having heard the alarm, had 

raised his window, and, apparently in great ex. 

citement, was inquiring of the messenger if he 
was sure that it was his store that was on fire ?— 

“Yes,” replied the messenger, I am sure! [ know 

your store ; it's the second one in the block, and 
its all in a blaze now, and nothing cun be saved ! 
Insured a’n’t you Mr. J ? 

Mr. J. was too much confused, for a moment, 

to answer the interrogatory, and | was about to 

repeat the question myself, being anxious to 
know the fact; although I supposed, of course 

that se careful and prudent a man as Mr. J, had 

been reputed to be, would not fail to keep his 

property fully insured. At length he exclaimed 
in a despairing tone, “I'm a ruined man! ah, 
what a fool! I neglected to get insured, think- 
ing every day that I would do it te merrow, and 
now I have lost all! Oh, what shall I do! what 
shallIdo! What will become of my poor famis 

7 !"" and he sank back from the window the pic- 

Looking out of my window, | 

ly! 

ture of despair. 

Most deeply did I sympathize with my neigh- 
bor in his cistress, and began to consider how I 
might help him. I absndoned the idea of going 
into the street and was soon lost in deep media 
tation. And thus | thought :— 

“ Well, poor J., his property is gone! 
did he not get insured ? 

Why 

It is really a hard case, 
I have seen a card hanging up in some werk: 
shops and counticg rooms, on which was print. 
ed, in large letters, “ Are You INSURFD”? It's 
a good thing to remind folks who forget. [I won- 
der why J. didn’t have one of these cards hung up 
in his counting-room; I should think he would be 
almost tempted to hang one round his neck after 
this. No insurance, and sll his property in that 
building !—it was downri ght, inexcusable nes 8 4 

glect.” 

Dear reader, the incident we have narrated 
relates to the loss of property ; and although you 
blame Mr, J., as I did, for his negligence in a 
matter so important, you can not help feeling 
sympathy, as a man, for his misfortune. Bat, my 
friend, how is it with yourself? You have an in- 
terest at stake, of infinitely greater moment.— 
What have you done aboutit? Is your immor- 
tal soul insured? It isof mere value than all 
the property of the world. It has g wealth of 
affeotions of capacities, of pawers richer than all 
the gold and jewels of the mine. It will exist 
when the earth itself shall have passed away.— 
What shall a man give in exchange for his soul? 
What shall it profit him to gain the whole world 
and lose his own soul ? That's it, my friend, 
your own soul is in more danger, and needs 
more 0 be insured than your property, and I 
ask you, in sineere friendship, have you artented 
to it? 

You are, as a sinner, in danger of everlasting 
fire! Such is the declaration of God himself. 
“ He shall say unto them on the left hand, De- 
part, ye cursed, into everlasting fire.” (Matt. 
25: 41.) If you say this only means a guilty 
conscience, or some temporary punishment, I 
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have lost their souls in the same way, * When 
they shall say, Peace and safety, then sugden 
destruction cometh upon them, and they shall nog 
escape.”’ 

There is but one possible way of deliverance 
from this danger. It is by applying to the Lord 
Jesus Christ. His blood alone can extinguish 
the fire that threatens the wicked. His promise | 
of pardon is the only reliable assurance against 
it. That word was never broken, never falsified. 
It has saved millions, even at the last moment, 
and it is able to save to the uttermost. 
plication must be made te him for it. It availed 
my friend J. nothing that the insurance com- 
panies were sound—their vaults full of gold ; 
the fatal mistake was, that he had taken out no 
policy. So the blood of Jesus will not save the | 
sinner unless he applies to him. Otherwise | 

there remaineth only * a fearfu! looking for of 

judgment und fiery indignation which chall de- 
vour the adversaries.” 

Such, my friend, are the plain facts of every 
sioner’s case. [ ask you then, again, Are you 

Have you any guaranty against that | 
most fearful of all losses, the loss of the soul? 

Have you been to Christ with it, with true peni- 

But ap- 

insured ? 

tence for sin, and a solemn consecration to his) 

service ? Can it be that you are neglecting this 
watter, while interests so momentous nre depend- 

ing upon it ? 
WiLL YoU GET INSURED ? Perhaps you have 

been guilty of delay up to the present moment. 
If so, do not continue it longer. Possibly it may 
not be too late to attend to 1t now. Hasten, 

hasten at once. Flee Lay hold on to Jesus, 
the hope set before you. Confess to him your 

Cast yourself on his promised mercy, and 

beseech him to save you. You may do this now; 
to-morrow, one hour hence, and it may be for 

ever too late.—Am, Tract. 

sins, 

ARE YOU AN HONEST MAN? 

You would consider yourself insulted if any 
man should say you were not honest ; but what 
answer does the clear voice of conscience give to 
this question when asked in the stillness of your 
most seeret hours 7 You hope you are a Chris- 
tian ; if you are, you are certainly an honest man 
for Christ requires the most spotless integrity of 
his disciples, who are to be “the light of the 
world,”'—** a city set upon a hill”—* the salt of 
the earth ;” and against no class of men does he) 
utter such fearful denounciations ns on those who | 
cloak dishonesty under a garb of outward sane. | 
tity. : 

Are, you then, an honest man p 
You are not, if you are living beyond your 

means, borrowing money wherever you can, with 
no good prospect of repaying it ; in other words 
preparing for an assignment, by which you will 

pay tem, tweaty, or fifty cents on a dollar to your 
creditors. 
You are not, if you have placed your property 

out of your hands toaviod paving your debts, 

and are living in luxury while many a poor man 

and woman, whom you owe, is toiling hard to 
procure the bare necessaries of life. 7 

You are not, if you are habituslly practicing 
frauds in your daily business, either by asking 
exorbitant pries, by giving a poorer article than 
you have contracted for, or represent it to be, or 
by any Jow, mean arts deceiving those with whom 

yon deal. 
You are not, if you enn not fearlessly look every 

man in the face and say, “I am not wronging you 
by word or deed ; I am in no way taking advant- 
age of your weakness, or ignorance, or necessities 

I use no unfair concealments, make no untrue 

statements, aud in nowise do by you, in my busi. 

ness transactions, as I would not be done by.” 

Applying this test, are there not many in the 
Church of Christ whe can net be considered 

honest men ? Is not the charge so often brought 
against professors of re ligion, of being no more 

upright in their business relations than other 

men, too often true? Are you, reader, one of 

those whose inconsistencies give rise to such 

painful allegations ? If so, suffer a word of ad- 
vice from ene who would fain see the church of 
Christ fair and spotless, as his bride should be. 

Let me entreat you to refrain, while thus liv. 

ing in sin, from loud profession , fiom exhorta- 

tions 10 the impenitent, and from public prayer. 
Never think that protestations of piety, or fervor 
in devotion, or fine-sounding talk about faith and 

love, can cake the place of honest dealing with 
your neighbor ; rest assured that no attempt to 

convert souls will beof any avail so long as it 
can be truly said, as, alas !1t so often is said, 
“ That man cheated me the last time I traded 
with him ; don’t want to hear him pray, or talk 
about religion ; I don’t want any such religion 

as his ; it don't make a man any better, and what 
is it good for?” 

I ink you God is mocked P Think you the 
eries and tears of those yon have defrauded, 
have not risen up into the ear of the God of 
Sabaoth, or that he will listen to your prayers 

while your hands are yet black with dishonest 
gein Think you oer one who hears you is 

not forced to mourn, if he is a Christian, and 

tempted to deride if he Is impenitent ?  « A 
corrupt tree can not bring {orth good fruit,” and 
“by your fruits,’s’’ not your words, “ ye are 

known,” gd 

No lenger, dishonest professor of religion 
wound the blessed Saviour in the house of his 
friends, but hasten to repent, and to do works 

meet for repen‘ance, that peradventure God 
reply, You don't know that. God says it shall 
be fire ; and if he says that, he means something 
more fearful than you have ever conceived of. 
Itis a fire that will burn upon the soul; not 
seizing the poor frail body alone, but insinuating 
i'self into the keenest sensibilites of the spirit. 
It will burn forever, because the material that 

feeds is is immortal. * The worm dieth not, and 
the fire is not quenched.” 

This fire will come upon the sinner suddenly. 
Like my poor neighbor, he may bave promised 
himself that he would attend to the subject soon, 
hat alas! he has put it off from day to day, till 
in a momant the flames break forth, and it is too 
late, Muliitudes of persons have lost their all 

by such delay, and vastly greater multitudes 

may be gracious unto you, and grant forgiveness 

and salvation. Let no dream of having been 

once converted delude you into false hopes,— 

“ He that loveth me keepeth my command- 
ments,” saith the Saviour; * Not every ome 

that saith unto me, Lord, Lord, shall enter into 

the kingdom of heaven, but he that doeth the 
will of my Father which is 1n heaven ; * Depaxt 
from me, yo that work iniquity ; behold, 1 never 
knew you.” Be no longer a stumbling-block in 
the way of others,~—one of those who shut up 

the kingdom of heaven against wen, neither 
going in themselves, nor suffering them that 

are entering to goin, Awful, indeed, will be 
the doom of him who has devoured widow's 
houses, and for a preteence made long prayers; 

will might the gentle Saviour denounce such as 

hypocrites, and say to them: * Therefore ve 

sha!l receive the greater condemnation,”’ 
Resolve trom this hour forward to he an 
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honest man. Remember that God's eyes is 
pon you in the shep, the counting-room, the 
crowded street, and that he holds you acounta- 
ble for every deed dome in those places of hasi- 
ness, ‘‘ whether it be good or whether it be 
evil.” 
Remember that not only have you your own 

soul to save, but, if you are a member of Christ's 
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God. The ornament of a meek and quiet spirit 
is in the sight of God of great price,” In God’s 
realm this is the order of promotion: ** Before 
honour is humility.” + He that humbleth him- 
self shall he exhalted.” 
in spirit for theirs is the kingdon of heaven.” 

visible church, you are also in some measure | 
responsible for souls around you, 
you speak in the name of Christ and then go | 
forth to overreach, and defraud, and oppress, 
they are prevented from giving a candid hear- 
Ing to the claims of the gospel, shall not their 
blood be found in your skirts ? 
Examine yourself therefore, as in the sight of 

God, and, if found guilty, ‘ Repent, and turn 
yourself from all your transgressions; so iniqui- | season, not simply bearable, but one of the most | and life—and Garibaldi well knows their power. 

About the statistics of the pistul I know nothing; 
but I s‘opped at one of the stalls, where a 

ty shall not be your ruin.”—[Tract Journal. 

WHY A MAN OUGHT TO BE HUMBLE. 
The best reason in the world is, becsuse he 

has nothing to be proud of. If he had any just 
reason for self-exultation, God would not forbid 
it. But the unfitness of such a feeling to his 
condition and character renders pride as pitiful 
as it is wicked. Let a man ask himself candid- 
ly, What ought I to think of myself ? And he 
must conclude thus : “I am but one man among 
eight hundred millions. The world has been 
little affected by my coming into it, and it will 
be little effected by my going out of it. If I 
were to die to-merrew, it would be but one grain 
of sand taken from the 1illimitable sea-shore. 
Then what am I in th: universe in which the 
globe itself is but a grain of sand P” 
Or if he turns to those attributes, or adjuncts, 

in which his poor mortality is dressed, how lit- 
tle there is to give countenance to pride! Per- 
haps Fe is proud of his beauty, of his graceful 
figure, or of his strength and courage. But 
manly beauty is but the hectic flush on the cheek 
of consumption, or the mellow tint of the autumn 
leaves when they are hastening to decay, A 
man’s courage is often a brute insensibility to 
danger, or a foolhardy recklessness. And 
his boasted strength melts at the first touch of 
disease. 
Men are proud of their position in society, and 

think that the accident of birth reslly places them 
in the rank of superior beings. But it would be 
well for them to consider what degree of merit 

|in them their elevation implies, and by what 
tenure they hold it. We have seen the first 
throne of Europe a plaything in the street—the 
Royal Palace ravaged by a mob, while the mon- 
arch fled. 
“This is the moral of all human tales” —the 

grandeur of yesterday but furnishing a mournful 
contrast with the humiliation of to-day. So 
those who are proud of their wealth—of their goy 
cquipage as they roll along the streets—would 
do well to think how easily God can bring them 
down into the dust. 
Nor have we any reason to boast of our intel- 

lectual capacities or attainments. Whatever 
they may be compared with others, they are 
slender indeed compared with the ocean of Truth 
to be explored. * That which I know.” s.id 
La Place, *“is finite, but that which [ do rot 
know is infinite,” Small indeed is the know- 
ledge of man. In the great universe it extends 
over but the minutest speck. The more he ex- 
tend+ his researches, the more he feels that he is 
shut in by a boundless unknown, 

‘This melancholy impression of our insignifi- 
cance is increased by thinking of our frailty, 
While the worid on which we live has kept its 
orbit for thousands of years, mankind have been 
passing over it like shadows over the sun-dial, 
Generation has followed generation, each busy 
with its own concerns, and with scarce a thoug 't 

of ts predecessors. The memoriuls which past 
ages have left us that they have been, remind us 
at the the same moment that they they are gone 
now, and that we aust follow them. We le- 
long to a race that is always dying. We go to 
the grave and our works fol'lov us. Every monu- 
ment of wealth snd power which we build ins'ant- 
ly begii 8 to crumble and turn into dust ; what- 
ever elevation we reach, the grave quickly closes 
over it, The earth rests on the gay equipage 
and the princely dwelling ; on stars be. coro- 
nets ; os the worm feasts on the pampered flesh 
aod the proud heart. “ We dwell in houses of 
clay ; our foundation is in the dust; we are 
crushed before the meth.” 
But if we are so little in ourselves, and he- 

cause we are mouldering into dust, we shrink 
into nothing when compared with God to pro- 
duce humility in a mind disposed to think jusily 
nothing is needed but a knowledge of itsell and 
its Maker. To contemplate that Being clevates 
the human mind with impressions of Infinite 
Power, and Wisdom, and Goodness. But it 
humbles it also. What are we to be proud be- 
fore the Creator,the Sun in whose beams we 
float like insects ? 
Even if there were anything belonging to us, 

which was matter of just pride, it would be 
enough to check our exultation to reflect that 
this wealth, these talents, or these virtues, which 
we boast of, are not of our acquiring. What 
ever they are, God has given them to us, and 
they only confer additional responsibility.— 
“ Who maketh thee to differ from anether? and 
what hast thou that tho: didst not receive ? 
now,if thou didst receive it, why dust thou glory, 
as if hadst not received it ?” 
Even our characters are not purely our own. 

It is owing greutly to circumstances they are 
good ra'her than bad if they are so. 

What right have we to censure our fellow- 
men severely, and to reflect with secret compla- 
cency on our own unsustained reputations ? The 
difference may not be owing to any superior 
natural goodness on our part. * By the grace 
of God we are what we are,” and though we 
may be grateful. let us not be proud. 

Besides, in the best characters there is stilla 
mixture of evil. No man can reflact honectly on 
all the errors and follies of his life without humi- 
liatien. He may huve much to be thankful for, 
But he finds muen too for which to implore for- 
giveuess. 

So sensible are good men of this, that eminent 
Christians are nniformally humble, The effort 
to become perfect produces a high spiritual taste 
like that of an artist in painting—a standard 
of character above that of common men, 
and with that a pamful consciousness of 
dolect. “Not as though [had already attain- 
ed"—this is the language of a truly religious man 
aiming at perfection—* either were already per- 
feet; but follow after ; forgetting those things 
which are behind, and reaching forth unto those 
things which are before, I press toward ihe mark.’ 

Humility is a virtue peculiarly pleasing to 

‘ 

If, because | | 

| Winters, when the earth is so deeply covered | 
with snow, and the thermometer stands below | 

But they forget that if cold, the air is clear, 

HOW DO YOU PROPOSE TO SPEND 
YOUR WINTER EVENINGS? 

Winter in Canada is emphatically the season 
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Thus ends our chat about Winter evenings, — 
We have but very cursorily glanced atthe sub- 
ject, but we trust we have advanoed some reasons 
why, and some modes by which these important 
hours may be rendered highly profitable and 

We hope the reader will test our 
advice by experience. There is nothing like it.— 
Try it during the approaching Winter! If in 

| the Spring you do not feel that you are wiser and 
better—while your enjoyment has been increased 

of merry-making. Foreigners are always at a instead of diminshed—then regard not our pre- 
Joss to understand how we can survive the long | dictions for the future. —Dumfries Reformer. 

zero. 
bracing, and 

THE BIBLE IN NAPLES. 
Onthe stalls in the Toledo,ths other evening, 

invigorating, and that various | there lay quietly side by side, for sale, the pistol 
amusements and festivities serve to render the and the Bible—life and death . or, rather, death 

joyous of the year. 

en the physical eystem. 
a emall portion of time, and very frequently the 

spent in idleness und folly. 

of the fountain of Wisdom. To spend the Win- 

the mind with precious freight, is not only the 

enduring pleasure. It is a pleasure which can 
be re~enjoyed whenever Memory is called upon 

evanescent enjoyment so beautifully and truth 
fully described by the poet :— 

“ Pleasures are like poppies spread, 
You seize the flower ; its bioom is shed ; 

Or like the snow falls in the river, 
One moment white, then gone forever, 

Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place : 

Or like the rainbow’s lovely form, 

Evanishing amid the storm.” 

Neither of these propositions ein be truth- 
fully denied. Without information, obtained hy 
careful study and extensive reading, what is our 
race better than the lower animals ? Knowledge 
is that which either sinks or raives us in the scale 
of being. If then, the young would seek to emu- 
late the llivines, the Statesmen, or the Profes- 
sional men who have indelibly stamped their 
names on the World's history, they must improve 
every passing hour. But while Knowledge gives 
power, ir also confers the most exquisit pleasure, 
What could be more delighiful on a Winter's 
evening when seated by a fire which bids defiance 
to the stormy blast, than to read of those Scien- 
tific wonders which surround us on every hand. 
Through the labors of the Geologist, who has 
dug deep into the bowels of the earth, we can 
read the wondrous story of its formation, and 
scarcely less remarkable history. The Micro- 
scope informs us of the most startling facts, re- 
vealing myrizds of animals of all shapes, colors 
and organizations, entirely invisible to the waked 
eve. The Chemist tells us of the structure of 
the ¢arth—the air we breathe—the water we 
drink—and gives us fact clustering upon fact, of 
the most interes'ing character. Historians re- 
count over again the World's chequered and 
eventful history ; the Anatomist makes us ae- 
quainted with the wondrous structure of our 
own bodies ; Travellers lay before us a picture 
of the most distant lands. And by the aid of 
the telescope, the mind can soar far away beyond 
the din and conflict of human passicus, to Hea- 
ven's resplend. nt dome, and there behold mil- 

lions of worlds whirling with unerring regularity 
in the boundless realms of space :— 

“ For ever singing as they shine : 
The hand that made us is divine.” 

What enjoyment could he greater than the 
study of such subjects ? What more profitable 
and ennobling ? 
How can we best improve ourselves mentally, 

may be a query which some are ready to put.— 
Those who have been go unfortunate—and we 
regret to say their name is legion —as to obtain 
but a limited education, should devote their 
Winter evenings to improving themselves in this 
respect. There may be difficulties in the way a 
first, but as yon improve, yon will b> surprised 
how rapidly ay will disappear. Thos who 
have enjoyed an English education would do wet] 
to study Mathematics, the Languages, or the 
Sciences, or take up any department of ~tudy in 
which they may be most deficient. Literary As- 
sociations should be encouraged. They are in- 
centives lo study, and the emulation they excite 
ever produces the most wholesome effects upon 
well balanced minds. What may he the kind of 
study, however, is a secondary consideration — 
Determine first to spend your Winter evenings 
in this manner—then commence earnestly at any 

J branch of knowledge you please—and the path 
will open as you advance, ever presenting new 
beauties and stronger incentives to urge you on- 
ward, 
The community, as was remarked above, have 

a duty to perform in connexion with this ques- 
tion. The thirst for Knowledge should be pro- 
voked and stimulated by the public. All efforts 
of young men to improve themselves intellectu- 
ally, should be encouraged. Public Lectures, 
on popular and entertaining subjects, should be 
aran sed, and public Libraries increased, popula- 
rized and cheapened. But there is another way 
in which much goo! might be dome, and while 
our remarks may apply generally, we would par- 
ticularly direct them to the circumstances which 
exist in Galt. During the Winter evenings, 
large numbers of young lads, who have not 
education enongh to partake of the intellec ual 
enjoyments mentioned above, spend their time 
in idleness, if notin amusements debasing and 
demoralizing. Were an Evening School estab- 
lished, many of them could he induced to attend. 
We feel assured that there is here a wide field 
for usefulness, which only waits to be cultivated, 
to be productive of a vast amount of fruit. In 
Toronto, the Board of School I'rustees have now 
established Winter Evening Schools, and we 
would most earnestly press on the consideration 
of the Galt Board, the propriety of taking a si- 
milar step. Some young men—-to our own know- 
ledge have expressed a desire for an Evening 
School, and if properly managed, there is reason 
to believe that the most beneficisl results would 
"flow fro it, 

While these amusements | 
are harmless, and not carried to excess, they are 
'o be commended rather than censured, particu- {mumber of copies of Diodati's New Testament 
larly those which serve to develope and strength- | were laying, (printed by the British aud Foreign 

But they take up but| Bible Society,) and asked the proprietor how 
\é | many he kad sold. 

greater proportion of the Winter evenings is | 
Sad indeed, is it, | 

that golden hours si ould thus be wasted ! What | 
advantages, what delights are often thus tramp- | 

| led upon! To spend the precious hours in this | jnformed friend, that nearly 2000 copies of the 
manner 18 not only foolish and wicked, butit is | Bible have been already given out tor sale, The 
spurning away the best opportuniies for attain- | stall ke epers come eagerly after them, from 
ing that knowledge, without which no person| which 
can be powerful or great. There may be no roy- | 
al road to the Temple of Learning, but its gates | 
stand open, and all are invited 10 enter and drink | 

ter evenings is a manner so as to enrich and store | 

most profitable, but affords the most lasing and | 

| he did not. 

* Perhaps,” he said, “ two or three hundred.” 
‘“ And to whom—fereigners ?”’ 
‘“ No ; to persons, cosi Neapolitans,” 
I hear, however, from an excellent and well 

I conceive, the demand must be great.— 
[Times. 

A POOR EXCUSE. 

A young man, a professor of religion, dregsed 
mself elaborately for a ball. ** Can you recon- 

| eile it with your views of dutv ?"" asked his room- 
inate, 

‘“ 1 am going from a sense of duty,” said the 
; mis | young man. 

to yield up ber stores, and far different from that | ** Does your copy of the Bible read, “ Be ye 
“| conformed to this world #7 

*“ No, but I go because it will give me an op- 
portunity of speak with some in regard to their 
salvation.” 

“ We are never to trangress a positive comn- 
mand that we may do good.” 

“ Something must be done for the fashionable 
portion of society, We can do nothing for them 
If we never come in contact with them.” 
Tue young man went to the ball. Whether, at 

the intervals of dancing, he spent his time in in- 
viting the thoughtless to serious reflection, and 
in warning sinners to flee f om the wrath to come 
[ do not know. The strong probability is that 

The above fact is a striking illustration of the 
excuse made by many fur transgressing the law, 
“ Be n8t conformed to this world,” Inthe case 
thus stated, the uusoundnes: of the excuse is 
very clearly seen. It is no less unsound in cares 
where the absuidity it less clearly aprarent. The 
real motive is a love of the world—the love of 

sin ¢ the excuse is a mere pretence. * Be not 
deceived ; God is not mocked : whatsoever a man 
soweth, that shall ke also reap.” 

DEAD, YET LIVING. 
The cedar is the most us~ful when dead. Tt is 

the most productive when its place knows it ao 
more. There isnotimberlike it. Firm in grain, 
and capable of the finest polish, the tooth of 
no insect will touch it, and time himself can hard- 
ly destroy it. Diffusing a perpetual fragrance 
through the chambers, which it ceils, the worm will 
not corrode the book which it protects, nor the 
moth corrupt the garment which it guards—all 
but imiaor tal itse f, it transfuses its aramanthine 
qualities to the object around it, 

Every Christian is useful in his life, but the 
goodly ceders ave the most useful afterwards, 
Lather is dead, but ihe Reformation lives. 

Calvin is dead, but his vindication of God's 
free and sovereign grace will never die. Knox, 
Melville, and Henderson are dead, hut Scot- 
land still retains a Sabbath and a Christian pea- 
santry, a Bible in every house, and school mn 
every parish. 
Bunyan is dead. but his bright spirit still walks 

the earth in his Pilgrim's Progress. Baxter is 
dead but souls gre still quickened by the Saints 
Rest. Cowper is dead, but the * golden apples” 
are still as fresh as when newly gathered in the 
“ silver basket” of the Oleey Hymns, 

Elliott is dead, but the missionary enterprise 
is young. Henry Martyn is dead, but can count 
the apusiolic spirits who, phenixwise, have 
started from his funeral pile ? 
Howard is dead, but modern philantropy is 

ouly commencing its career. Raikes is dead, 
but the Sabbath schools go on. Wilberforce is 
dead, but the negro will find for ages a protector 
in his memeory.—[ Rev. J. Hamilton. 

Tuere's ALways Room Up STarrs.—A young 
man who was thinking of studying law suid to 
Daniel Webster—*Mr. Webster, I understano 
the profession of law is quite fu'l, and that there 
are more lawyers than are needed ; do you think 
there is a chance for me?” “There is always 
room up stairs” was the re; ly-—-and as true as it 
was ingenious, Ounly a fewlipersons reach the 
high places, and these are always in great de- 
mind —*“There is room enough up stairs” First 
class farmers and mechanics, as well as physicians 
lawyers, &ec., always find plenty of reom, plenty 
of work, and good pay. Whatever calling you 
choose, and it matters little if it be an honest 
one, resolve to go into an upper sto-y, but don’t 
xy 10 jamp there by a single leap, or you mny 
fall sisabled. Rather begin at the bottom of the 
ladder, and patiently step up each round. 

THE PHYSICIAN AND THE PASTOR. 

Taere are two classes of men to whom the world 
presents itself in an aspect which is hid from the 
mass of mankind. The physician and the pastor 
look on men from a prospect-ground peculiarly 
their own. They see man, not in the might of 
his mind, or in the vigor of his frame, when he 
comes out in the morning, the fair handiwork of 
heaven, and conscious sovereign of all under 
God. They look on him in his prostration and 
misery ; visit him when under the depression of , 
grief, and in the impatience and feverishness of 
pain ; they hear all his repinings, see all his 
weakness and tears, and know better than others 
how poor and humble a thing he comes to be bes 
fore he dies. They see him, not in the touching 
grace and attitude of the sublime Apolle, but 
in the recumbent end distorted posture of the 
sullering Laocoon. Others walk on the surface 
of society—they penetrate to the core. And itis 
like being conversant with different worlds. With- 
out and in the street all is hilarity and joy of 
heart, and the gay spirit of life predominates. But 
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tis only the opening of a door, or the stepping 
nto a eellar, and the scene is all changed. — 
he goodly child of heaven, the fellow of him whe 
vas seen in the alertness and joy of life, made 
{ter the same pattern, and breathed into by the 
ame Spirit, is laid out in languishment and death, 
oo poor for aught but pity, his sinking pulse and 
aboring heart betoken how little of the little span 
s left him, 
To these scenes, beth come on the work of be- 

\evolence; but they occupy different departments. 
[he curer of the body knows his toils and anxie- 
ies. Let him first do his work, and be gone. 
Jk, then, to sit down by the bedside at the mo- 
nent wher. the physician shakes his head and re- 
ires, and all that is seen and heard betokens that 
he sick is given over. Atthat moment of wound- 
'p interest, to press gently the wasted hand, and, 
f the sick be a child of God, to make the skillful 
pplication of the gospel’s comforts—to select 
nd present the chapters which the Spirit has 
sritten for the dying—to tell of the rod and staff 
f Jehovah to comtort, and how precious in His 
yes is the death of His saints; or, if he be not 
child of God, cnutiously to alarm, and gently to 
ress home the fre juent invitation, the encourag- 

| ng promise, the riches of the Father's tender 
ynercies, and the impressive testimonies of the 
tiaviour's love ; with these, and with the fearful 
 Iternatives, to win, if he can, the poor soul, 
ivhose night is just at hand. What a task! Yet 
{ his must he do, and continue to do, as he has 
t'pportunity, till the latest coming and decisive 
‘oken of death sits upon the body, till the ear has 
{ost its hearing, and the soul’s last signal-light 
{8 withdrawn.— Rev. Dr. Wm. Nevins. 

THIS IS THE ROAD TO HELL. 
This terribly suggestive expression was used 

the other dav by one of the prisoners mow under 
sentence of death in our county jail. The oc- 
casion of its utterance was a follows : 
A party went to visit the prisoners in jaill; one 

of the prisoners recognized one of the visiters as 
a former resident of the same town in Ohio. His 
widowed mother lives there still, and soma of 
his sisters. The visitor asked him if his mother 
knew of his situation. He replied that she did, 
and he had received a letter Bee her but a few 
days previously. Immediately upon his allusion 
to his mother, his mind seemed to wander back 
to the scenes of his youth, and the home of his 
early affections. and his face gave evidence of ar. 
intense aud indeseribable anguish of heart, so 
painful and terrible, that he was pitiable to look 
upon. He burst into tears, and addressing his 
visitor, who was a lady, ne exclaimed : 
“Oh, Mrs. y little did I think, when I 

saw you in Ohio, that I would ever come to the 
dishonorable death I am doomed to die, and 
break the heart of my poor old mother, and dis- 
grace all my relations. Oh my Ged! my heart will 
burst! I never killed Wood ; but I was drunk 
apd was present at the murder. Had I not been 
drunk, would net have been there. It is 
whisky that has ruined me. Whisky led me unto 
the gallows. The temptations of whisky shops 
first led me astray. Yes, Mrs. y the whisky 
shop has been the road to hell ; and mow, if I 
were able, 1 would have printed ever the door of 
every whisky shop in Dubuque, and elsewhere, 
in bt 1“tters that every body could see, these 
words of truth: “ THIS IS THE ROAD TO 
HELL!" 
Here the poor fellow’s head sank upon his 

hands, and his agony seemed terrible. He 
doubtless felt the truth and force of what he said, 
and all who saw him pitied him. As the words 
of a doomed and dying man, his forcible and 
agonixing remarks made a deep impression on 
all who heard him.—[Dubuque Po d. 

THE ARROW, 

Seeing a young person singing, whom I knew 
[ said to her: “ Can you say, ‘ Jesus is mine P’ 
The question, responded to in the negative, rank- 
led as an arrow in her conscience, until, davs 
after, being in a ** stricken state,” and the whele 
household having gathered around her, she pour- 
ed forth her soul thus: “QO Lord God! have 
mercy upon me, have mercy upon my poor soul ! 
O Lord ! I cannot say, ‘Jesus is mine” .1 am 
too wicked. Satan has fora long time been 
leading me astray. He was making me very 
wicked , but do thou, O Lord God ! wash away 
my sins! Ok! my poor soul, my poor soul’! 
Oh! wy dreadful sins! what shall I do with them? 
I would like to tear them from my soul, and cast 
them at the foot of the cross, se that Jesus might 
drop his blood on them, and wash them all away.’ 

I told her that the great awakening which was 
working in her was from God. To this she re- 
plied : “Oh! Tcould dieit I had my Saviour 
now! O God! what would become of me were 
I to die now ? O God ! have mercy on me ! Oh! 
if I could only say, * Jesus 1s mine!” These sms 
are pressing on my soul. I cannot bear them. 
O blessed Saviour! take them away with thy 
precious blond.” 

I prayed with her, and said that, before am 
hour expires, perhaps you may be happy, and 
enabled to say : “ Jesus is mine.” 
“Oh! I cannot yet sing those dear, precious 

words! Oh! these dreadful sins oppress me 
and keep me down! Oh! the devil has fast hold 
of me! Oh! what shall I do to get this awful 
load off my soul, my poor soul P” 

[ said : © Cast your burden on Him who is 
able and willing to bear it. He invites you : 
‘Come unto me, all ye that labor, and are heavy- 
laden, and I will give you rest’ Trust in the 
Lord Jesus Christ alone. He will save you, and 
he will give you rest. Remember wha: he has 
said : ‘ Though your sins be as scarlet,” * ete. 
Having sung the hymn, “ There is a fountain,” 
ete. she seemed much impressed with one verse, 
which we sung over and over again. It is that 
one beginning with : “ The dying thief rejoiced 
to see.” She now began to be peaceful, and it 
seemed as if Satan were giving up the struggle 
in despair, and resigning her to the arms of Jesus, 
but not without, like the evil spirit that our Sa- 
viour cast out, having rent her sore before he 
departed. 
No pen could describe the anguish of this poor 

soul. But, oh! what a change was on her now! 
Where, before, the blackness of despair had 
reigned, all seemed peace and joy; and - smile 
was that of heaven, when she said: * Now I can 
say, ‘ Jesus is mine.’ I have a hold of my Sa- 
viour, now ; he has taken away the load of sins 
off 7 sod soul.” 

“ ere are they gone ? I asked. She an- 
swered : “ Down, down, down beneath my feet; 
and they willjneverjnowfrise up in judgment 
ogninst me.” 
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