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Gems of Poetry, 

~ rED BIBLE. 
Better had he ne’er been born, 

Who reads to doubt, who reads to scorn. 

THE CHRISTIANS CROWN. 

That prize with peerless glories bright, 

Which shall new lustre boast, 

When victors’ wreatus and monarchs’ gems 

Shall blend in common dust. 

RELIGION. 

Religion—what treasures untold 
Reside in that Heavenly word, 

More precious than silver and gold 
Or all that this earth can afford, 

LIFPB. 
Since life is a thorny and difficult path, 

Where toil is the portion of man, 
‘We all should endeavor while passing along, 
To make it as smooth as we can, 

EYEE 

A SCENE IN THE LIFE OF AN EDITOR. 

The editor of a week!y religious newspaper 
is sitting in his office, at a table on which are 
strewed a large number of manuscripts. One 
copy of his paper has just been issued, and he 
has in contemplation his usual week’s hard 
labor to prepare for another. He has just 
opened one of the manuscripts, which lay be- 

fore him, when a rap is heard at the door, 
and his “come in” is followed by the en- 
trance of an acquaintance, who is a subscri- 
ber to his paper. 

After a few moments conversation, the in- 

truder remarked, that he wished to have some 
talk about the paper. He then went on to 
say : 
“I think you admit too many severe arti- 

cles. I have heard fault found with two or 
three of those inserted within the last few 
weeks, and your editorial remarks are too de- 
cided upon subjects about which so many 
good men differ.” 

“ What articles do you refer to?" inquired 
the editor. 
The gentleman specified several. 
“ But the severity, which you complain of 

in these articles, is directed against evils of 
a flagrant character, and I cannot understand 

why they should not be pointedly rebuked.” 
“ Why, it 1s always better to avoid harsh- 

ness,” returned the other, ‘as it seldom if 
ever does good. Gentle measures are much 
to be preferred. Paul became all things to 
all men.” 
“rue, I agree with you there, but he 

never suffered sin to pass unreproved; nor 
were his reproofs softened by any temporiz- 
ing policy. They were always given in strong 
and forcible, and frequently an indignant lan- 
wage.” ) 
“ But Paul was not an editor of a newspa- 

per. In that capacity you have nothing to do 
with preaching, aud, if I should even concede, 0f home is our’earnest of a better world. 
which I am by no means disposed to do, the’ 
propriety of the articles in question, your 
editorial remarks are nable to still stronger 
objection. I mean those 10 which I have al- 
ready referred, as taking so decided a stand 
with regard to subjects, which divide the pub- 
lic mind.” 
“I consider these subjects exceedingly im- 

portant,’ was the reply, *‘and deem it an 
imperative duty to express my hcnest couvic- 
tions concerning them. Would you have me 
refrain altogether from a true exhibition of 
my sentiments 1’ 

“ By no means,” said bis adviser. * Only 
avoid exciting topics, and the result will be 
the accomplishment of mere good, aud a more 
extended circulation of your paper. But l 
will not hinder you any longer at present. 
We will talk more about the matter another 
time.” : 

After the departure of his vistor, the editor 
teaned his head upon his hand, and thus so 
liloquized ; ~ 

“ Well it may be that I' have been some- 
what imprudent. I hate certainly intended 
to doright, and thought it would be cowardly 
aad worighteous to withhold my sentiments 
upon subjects which affected the welfare of 
my fellow-men. T will review my practice in 
this respect, and if I become convinced that 
greater good will result, by conforming more ter 

iency, I will try thus to conform.” of  EITEE | 

ere he was interrupted by a knock 
door, which be opened, and admitted a stran-|wingef in 

ger, whose dress dnd’ appearance indicated a ed'léaf ta 
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farmer from the country. 
“ Well, sir,” said the visitor, as he seated 

himself, ‘I suppose you don’t know me, and 

no wonder, as you never saw me before. I'm 

a subscriber to your paper though, and as I 
came into the city on business, [ thought I 

would call and let you know a little of what 

the folks down our way say about it.” 
The editor said a few words, encouraging 

him to proceed. 
“ Well, sir, I don’t mean any offence. We 

all like youe paper very well in the main, but 
we think you don’t come out plain enough 
about some things. Squire C., and he is a 

considerable reader, says he can’t always tell 
what side you mean totake. And Mr. F., the 
schoolmaster of our district, says you have re- 
fused to admit articles which are decided, 
against slavery and some other exciting sub- 
jects. I don’t know how Mr. F. knows about 
it, but my wife says, and she’s rather cute, 

that it may be he wrote them himself.” 
Here an involuntary smile slightly curled 

the lip of the editor. It was, however, unper- 
ceived by his visitor, who went on to say : 

“ After all, there's no question but that we 
are always glad to get your paper, but as I 
was in your city I thought I would give you a 
hint how it was getting on among us.” 
As he said this, he rose and walked toward 

the door. The editor thanked him for his 
friendly intentions, and told him he would try 
and do what was right, and the plain-dealing 
farmér departed. : 

For a few moments afterwards the editor 
appeared considerably perplexed. Soon, how- 
ever, hus countenance brightened, and he said 
aloud :— 

“ My own judgment and conscience must 
be wy guide. 1 am determined to do whatl 
think right, and leave the event to God.” 

Home and Woman. 

Our homes—what is their corner-stone but 
the virtue of woman? And on what does the 
social well-being rest but on our homes? Must 
we not trace all other blessings of civilized 
life to the door of our private dwellings? Are 
not our hearth-stones guarded by the holy 
forms of conjugal, filial, and parental love— 
the corner-stones of Church and State—more 
sacred than ¢ither—more necessary than both? 
Let our temples crumble, and our academies 
decay—Ilet every public edifice, our halls of 
justice and our capitals of state be leveled 
with the dust—but spare us our homes. Man 
did not invent, and he cannot improve or ab- 

rogate them. A privete shelter to cover in 
two hearts dearer to each other than all the 
world—high walls to exclude the profane eyes 
of every human being—seclusion enough for 
children to feel that niother is a peculiar name 
——this is home ; and here is the birth-place of 
every virtuous impulse—of every sacred 
thought, Here the Church and the State 
must come for their origin and support. Oh! 
spare our homes! - The love we experience 

there dives us our faith in an intimate goods 
ness; the purity and disinterested tenderness 

In 
the relations there established and fostered, 
do we find through life the chief solace and 
joy of our existence. What friends deserve 
the name compared with those whont a birth- 
right gave us? One mother is worth a thou- 
sand Iriends—=one sister dearer than twenty 
intimate companions. We who have played 
on the same hearth, under the light of smiles, 
who date back to the same season of inno- 
cence and hope, in whose veitls ran the same 
blood; do we not find that years only make 
more sacred and important the tie that binds 
us? Coldness may spring up, distance may 
separate, different spheres may divide, but 
those who continue to‘ love at all mast find 
that the friends who God himself gave, are 
wholly unlike any we choose for ourselves, 
and that the yearning for these is the strong- 
est spark in our expiring affection. on 

Cheerful Fireside. 

Nothing makes the fireside so cheerful as 
a blessed hope beyond it. Even when you sit 
most lovingly there—though the daily task is 
completely done, and the inlant in the cradle 
is fast asleep—though this is Saturday night, 

embers are bright, and: from its fat an 
pling fountain ‘in yon coal, the jet of 
flames’ up like a silver scimitar—and t 
withiy your little chamber all is peace, 
warmib, and snag repose—the roating 

Ed 

gas 

winter 1 the ‘wor he e “that” i 

ped a hn 

cdr g Coit 

“| thing it was to. take “vengeance.. Aftarward, 

and to-morrow is the day of oh he 

E
S
 

nd when der ¢ 
fluttered on the window, 

IAN VISITOR. 

pale, and something glistened in your eye? 
You thought it perhaps might come from the 
church-yard sycamore, and it sounded like a 
messenger from little Helen's grave. It said, 
“ Father and mother, think of me.” Yes, 
dreary were the homes of earth, were jt not 
for the home of heaven. But see to it that 
yourselves be the Saviour’s followers, and 

then to you he says, *¢ Tet not your heart be 

troubled! In my Father's house are ‘many 
mansions ; I go to prepare a place for you.” 
And when you come to love that Saviour 

truly, and more tenderly. Then, trusting to 
meet again in that world where they neither 
marty nor are given in marriage, a purifying 
hope and a lofty affection will hallow your 

union on earth. And, if not inscribed above 
your mantel-shelf, there will at least be writ- 
ten in your deepest self, the motto, sent to 

his bride by that illustrious scholar, Bergel— 

¢ Jesus in heaven ; 
Jesus in the heart; 
Heaven in the heart; 
The heart in heaven.” 

Filial Fidelity. 
Recently an American ship brought to New 

York six Chinese sailors, The captain intro- 
duced them to the Sailors’ Home. After a 
few days four of them availed themselves of 
an opportunity to ship for their native coun- 
try, leaving their two shipmates, who could 
neither speak dor understand any language 
but their own. It soon appeared that they 
were very unhappy, weeping, and expressing 
their grief with groans. A countryman, who 
understands English as well as Chinese, was 
sent for to converse with them, learn the 

cause of their sorrow, and comfort them.‘ And 
now, what was the cause of their trouble 1— 
that they were far from home in a strange 
land? No. That they had left wives and 
children behind who might suffer or die in 
their absence? No. That they were ill- 
treated at the Sailors’ Home, or were depriv- 
ed of any necessary comfort? No. That no 
prospect opened for months for their return? 
No. None of these things. But, “ what will 
our dear parents think, and say, and feel about 
us? Oh! what will they do? Our parénts! 
our parents!” 

‘The Chinese have always been noted for 
filial respect and fidelity to their parents while 
living, and honoring them when dead by bow-| 
ing and burning incense before their pictures. 
Indeed, they pay a kind of religious worship 
to their ancestors. Both their laws and re- 
ligion require them to be respectful and duti- 
ful to their parents. ¢ Honor thy father and 
thy mother, that thy days may be long in the 
land.” May not this be a prominent cause 
of the perpetuity and prosperity of this singu- 
lar people? 

A Murder Prevented. 
A pious minister, travelling by eoach to a 

neighboring village, engaged in conversation 
with his fellow-travellers. After conversing 
on a variety of subjects, more or less seriops, 

the subject of revenge was introduced, Every 
one was anxious to give his opinion. 
“Not to be avenged, 1s cowardice,” said 

one. 
““ The best revenge,” said another, “isto 

despise one’s enemy, and hate bim, without 
doing him any harm,” 
The minister, in his turn, begged to be al- 

lowed to give his opinion, ; 
““ Messieurs,” said he, * let us consult, he- 

fore all, the word of God;” and opening lis 
Testament, he read the words: * Avenge Hot 
yourselves ;” “if chine enemy hunger, feed 
him’; ¥f he thirst, give him drink; * be not 
overcome of evil, but overcome evil with 
good.” Rom. xii. 19-21. From these verses 
he pointed out how odious and criminal a 

feeling encouraged by the attention of His au- 

it was to forgive an engmy. He spoke dlso of 

mother, why “was ‘it that your clieek grew about to pierce the heart of my husband; 1 
was going to find that faithless one; I was 
desirous of avenging fivself; I have heard 
yotr, God'be thanked! You have saved two 
vietims ;”’ and throwing away the ponrard, she 
added, * There isthe effect’ of your words.” 

Sitence. 
What a strange power there is in silence / 

How many resolutions ' are formed,—how 
many sublime cenquests effected, during that 
pause, when the lips are closed, and the sout 

(secretly feels the eye of her Maker upon her. 
rightly, you will love one another better, mofé| When some of those ¢utting, sharp, blighting 

words have been spoken’ which send the hot 
mdignant blood tothe face and heud, if those 
to whom they are addressed keep silence, look 
on with awe; for a mighty work is going on 
witht them, and the spirit of evil, or their 
guardian angel, is very near to them in that 
hour. “During that panse they have made a 
step toward heaven or hell’; an item has been 
scored in the book which the day of judgment 
shall see ‘opened. They are strong ones of 
the earth—the mighty for good or evil—those 
who knew how to keep silence when it is a 
pain and a grief to them; those who give 
time to theit éwn souls to wax strong against 
temptation, ‘or ito the powers of wrath, to 
stamp upon them their withering passage. 

: | Beautifal Sentiment. 
“ We live in the midst of blessings till we 

are otterly in ‘of their greatuess, and 

ofthe souree ‘from whence they flow. We 
speak. of our ‘¢ivilization, our arts, our free- 
dom, oar laws, and forget entirely how large 
a share is due to Christiagity. ' Blot Christi- 
anity out of ‘man’s history, and what would 
his laws have been—what his civilization ? 
Christianity is mixed up With our very being 
and our very life : theré is” not a familiar ob- 
ject around us which does not wear a differ- 
ent aspéct because the light of Christian love 
is upon it—not' a law which doe "hot owe its 
truth “and” gentleness to" Chris Tot a 
custom which ednnat be traced in-all its holy, 

aad 3 
Sa 

The mather of a lange family was m 
to an Infidel; who ‘made a jest © : reli nin 

the presence of his own children, yet shesuc- 
ceeded in bringing hey all up in the fear of 

one 

it is simply bécause to the aathority of a fath- 
er ] never opposed the authority of a mother, 
bat that, of Gud. From their earliest years 
my children have always seen the Bible upon 
my table, This boly book has becn the con- 
stant source of their religious instruction, 
Did they propose a question? did they com- 

~fmit a fault? did they perform a good action? 
I opened the Bible, and the Bible answered, 
reproved, or encouraged them. ‘The constant 
reading of the Scriptures-has alone wrought. 
the prodigy which surprises you” . 

The Beoeks of Calvary. 
In Fleming’s Christology it ‘is stated that 

an unbeliever visiting the sacred place of Pa- 
lestine, was shown the clefts of ‘Mount Cal- 
vary. Examining them’ narrowly and criti- 
cally, he torned in amazement te his fellow- 
travellers and said :<=*' I have lobg begp a 
student gf nature, and am sure po 5 wr) 
rents itl this rock were neverdone by nature, 
or by ‘an ‘ordinary ‘éarthquake; for by such a 
concussion the rocks greta vf 
veins, and where it was weakest in the adbe- 
sion of parts. © ‘For this'l thask God” that I 
came to see the standing monument of a mi. 
raculous power, by which God'gives evidence 
to this day of the divine mission of Christ.” 
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the Lord. When asked 1y bow she had preserved them from the inflaenceal 3 fisher, 
whose sentiments were so openly, opposed to 
her own, she replied : ** Byt  grage of God, 
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