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WHAT 1S A GREAT MIND 1

I must be measur’d by my mind :

The mind’s the standard of a man.—~WaTTs

Severan little children were educated at
nome, by their mamma, a sensible woman,
to whose instructions they were very atten
1s might be expected, made

eat

tive, anc
improvement in useful knowledge. Among
these little girls was one, named Ellen, who,
as she one day sat on her little stool, by the
side of her mother, lifted up her eyes from a
book which she had been attentively reading,
and asked—¢ Mamma, what is the reason
king Alfred, Alexander, and several cthers,

are called the great?
¢ Because they have done great or won-
derful things, and are supposed to have had

geat minds, my love.”
A2




¢ Great minds, mamma! I cannot tell
what you mean by that, unless it is, that

e; is that what you

they were very sensibl
»

mean, mammn
“ Not all that I me
possible to give you an idea of true great-
ness, unless I could illustrate it by example.”
¢« Will you be so good as to tell me some-
tliing that was great in Alfred, mamma?”
¢« It was the greatness of his mind, which

nor is it

£l

, my lov

sustained him in his misfortunes, and which

enabled him to extricate himself from so
»

many difficultie
« It'is fortitude then, mammas is it not?
«1 will give you another instance, Ellen:

it was great in Richard I. when he forgave
nis treacherous brother, John.”

¢ Oh, mamma, I always thought that was
u tell me

B

forgiveness of injuries. Will

any thing else that is greaf, mamm

Y. When Edward II1. besieged C
lais, it was greatness of mind induced six of
the citizens to offer themselves to die, for

the preservation of the whole city. And

ny other instances of this characteristic,




ELLEN. 7

I could give you; hut you must now think
for yourself.”

¢ Thank you, mamma. I like greatness
of mind ver ; but I cannot have a

great mind, I am not a king or a hero,” said
Ellen, mournfully.

« Think, my dear,” said her mother, scan
only kings and heroes support misfortunes,
forgive injuries, and prefer the good of others
to their own?”

“0 yes, mamma,” said Ellen, smiling,
«little girls can do that; so I am resolved
that I will try.”

A few days after this conversation, Ellen

and her sister Lucy were sitting at a small
round table, when little Laura came to stand
beside them—s Oh, how beautiful !** said she,
pointing to the nearly finished drawing;
« dear sister Ellen, I think you will get the

prize; and, you know, mamma says, that if
industry could gain it, she thinks you would

have it, because you have got up so many
mornings in the cold to draw.’

] think, at least, papa will be pleased
with it,” said Ellen; ¢ I am sure I have taken
great pains with 1t.”
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¢ Yes,” said Lucy, while her countenance
lowered with vexation, ¥ I am sure Ellen

will get the prize. soitis nouse for me to tr
saying this, she threw dow n her pencil witha
sullen air, and began kicking the leg of
the table.

& Oh, Lucy,” said Ellen, in a soothing
tone, *¢do not say you are sure, for you can-
not be sure till the time comes.  Besides, if
you do not get the prize, mamma will be
pleased if it is done well; and, you know,
that she will think you very indolent, if you
have no drawing finished; so you had better
go on.”

¢ No,” said Lucy, ¢it will be of no use,
for I know I shall not get the prize.”

¢ Then pray, Lucy, do not shake the table
so; for I shall spoil poor Bertha’s face, if
you do.”

¢ ] am sure I donot shake the table mac,”
said Lucy, whose good humour was quite
eclipsed in that odious passion—envy.

Poor Ellen was much inclined to be cross;
but recollecting that was not like a great

y




ELLEN, 9

mind, she took her paper and paint-box to
another table.
Lucy sat pouting for some time; but, at

she excl

last, tired of doing nothing
“Ellen,
the top of the book-case, and I can’t reach

rive me the inkstand downj it is'on

it, unless I get on your chair,

“ Pray wait a little while,” said Ellen; ¢ for
if I leave off before I finish laying on this
tint, it will dry,
in”

id show where I begin

«T shall

¢ No, I can’t wait,
get it myself.”

¢ No, Luc
it; I shall be ready in less than a minute;
pray wait.”
Lucy

id Lucy

I am sure you cannot reach

however, was deaf to this gentle

remons she

nce

st up in Ellen’s chair,

but even then she could not reach it; and,
in attempting to get it, she threw down the
inkstand; it fell on the table, and the black
streams flowed in every direction over the

blooming face of Dertha, and quite defaced
the figure of Augustine!
« BT R o, s ey
Oh, my ‘]'“‘7‘”’5- my poor drawing,
A2
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said Ellen, « it 1s quite spoiled”’ The cloud
was now beginning to lower; but in less than
a minute, recollecting herself, she wiped
away the tears, and swiling, said, « I won’t
cry, nor yet look cross, though my drawing
is quite spoiled, and it is impossible to do
another by Thursday.”

Lucy, who saw the mischief she had done,
began to cry violently—¢ Oh! Ellen, what
shall I do!

¢ Nothing can be done now,” said Ellen
“but to wipe up the ink, before mamma comes
in, for I should be sorry for her to know of
this sad accident.”

Lucy looked ashamed—¢ I was afraid you

would be very angry, Ellen,” said she; ¢ but

now I find you bear it with so much good

temper, I am really a great deal more sorry
than I should have been, if you had put your-
self in a passion.”

They then wiped up the ink, put away their
drawings, and were set down, talking over
the affair, when their mother entered the room.

& Mamma,” said Lucy, going up to her
very sorrowful’y, I am not glad to see you




p 3

aow; can you tell why it is ﬂnt I am not
nappy to see you now, mamma: e

Her mother smiled; but it was a serious
smile, which spoke afffection, not p’zuwu—-
« No, Lucy,” said she, «but I think, when
you have done well, you are not in genéral
grieved to see me.”

¢« Oh, no, no, mamma. But pray do not
smile so kindly, for when I tell you what I
have done, I am sure you will look gtrave,
very grave indeed,” said Lucy, ready to ery
again, at the recollection of the mischief she
had caused.

« Mamma,” said the generous Ellen, ¢1
will tell you all, if you will allow me;” for

she wished to put the best construction on

her sister’s conduct.

¢« No, my dear,” said her mother; € Lucy
shall give me the recital, if it is any thing
she has done.”

Lucy then, without attempting to form any
excuse, related the fate of poor Eilen’s prize
piece; nor did she fail to portray, most faith-
fully, the kind forbearance of her sister.

Her mother smiled—* Ellen,” said she,




12 ELLEN,

“I congratulate you, my love; you have
If to-day
I think Lucy feels so much gratitude, that
she will be v

gained a conquest over you and

careful not to injure you
»

in in any w:

I would lose
my whole drawer full of play-things, rather
than vex
thi
and, hand in hand, they followed their mo-
e their pa
a merry little group of brothe
e waiting tea.

Ellen
to sit round the fire with their mother, about
half an hour after tea: this was a time whic
they all liked better than any other part
of the da it was then that the perform
esof the day were canvassed, and with thei

¢ Oh, yes, indeed, mamm

en, now she is so kind:* saying

1e kissed her sister most affectionately ;

ther into the parlour, whe and

and sisters,

and her brothers and sisters, used

an

mother’s assistance, they learned to Jjudge

themselves, and trace their actions to their

true source.
¢ Mamma,” said Ellen,in a w hisper, ¢ was
it any thing like a great mind, when 1 forgave
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Lucy, and bore the disappointment of all my

so well to-day?

hopes

“We must see if the motive was purely
good, before we give so dignified an appel-
lation to it, Ellen.”

“Oh yes, mamma; we will examine the
motive,” said Ellen; “now let me think”—
putting her hands before her eyes, as if to
exclude every other object; ¢ What was it
helped me to conquer my ill humour to-day

¢ Well, Ellen,” said her brother Alfred,
after ten minutes silence, *““now we have Zet
you think, you know, so do you et us hear
what you have found out by your thoughts.”

¢ Why, mamma,” said Ellen, uncovering
her face, I da not much like examining
my motives.”

¢ And why not, Ellen?” said her mother;
1 should fear it is the motive which you do
not much like, not the examination.”

Alfred laughed—¢¢ Oh, poor Ellen,” said
18, “g0 you do not like to lose the credit of
rour good actions, I suppose.

‘Indeed, Alfred,” said Ellen, I am
efraid it was the wish of being thought like

A8 B




people with great minds, that more than halt
helped me to conquer myself to-day; and, in

that case, you know, it was as mu \ pride
as patience.”

¢ Mamma,” said Alfred, expressively,

¢is it not one mark of a noble (mml candid
ly to acknowledge a fault, an d particul arly,
when, by keeping it to ourse lves, we should
gain praise Wi hich we do not deserve:”

& Oh, Alfred,” said Ellen, with a sp rkling
eye, “ pray do not praise me, for fear I should
be proud again; and indeed I did not say that,
to be thought candid.”

«My dear little girl,” said her mother, with
asmile ofunmixed pleasure, *let all your con-
duct be animated by the wish of ¥ casing
God; then you will like examiming your
motives.”

Some days after this, a lady, who wa
great admirer of drawi came to
evening with Ellen’s mother: and, as this

lady was very fond of children tuo, they did

not lose their beloved half hour on her account,
Alfred, who dearly Joved to have a schen
(as he called it) in hand, went behind h
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mother’s chair, and whispered something in
her ear.

«] am afraid you will go too far, Alfred,”
she replied.

¢ Oh no, indeed, mamma; if T see your

looking at me, I know which way, I

will stop directly.”

« Well, then, remember that you do.”

Alfred left the room,and in a few minutes

returned, bringing a portfolio in his hand.

¢ Oh, you have a treat for me, I suppos
said the lady.

Alfred opened the portfolio, which contain-
ed some of Ellen’s and Lucy’s drawings.

The lady looked all, and at last came
10 Lucy’s prize-pie this was much better
than any other drawing in the portfolio, but
not near so well don> us that of Ellen’s,
which Lucy had spoiled. ¢x is really beau-
tiful,” said the lady; “1I need not ask who
drew this; it is my Ellen’s performance, I
know.”

« Oh no, indeed, ma’am, this is Lucy’;
Ellen began one, but it is such a shorlang

fright now, you would be sorry f see. it.%?
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Ellen looked at her brother, but, though
she thought it was very ungenerous of him,

yet she was afraid to speak, lest the sad tale

of Lucy’s ill humour should be known;
therefore kept silent, saying to herself—
can bear it, though—I can bear to hear him

say so, for poor Lucy sake.”

««-Well, Lucy,” said the lady, “since you
have such a taste for drawing, if your mam-
ma will permit you to come and see me, 1
will show you a very choice collection of
water colours, out of which you may select

one for yourself.”

«(Oh no, indeed, ma’am—"! said Lucy;
but just then her brother pinched her elbow
so violently, that she was obliged to stop,
and turned round to inquire what he meant.

& Hush! I have a scheme in hand,” Alfred
whispered.

Lucy did not like to hold her tongue, be-
cause she knew she had no right to this in~
dulgence; but she looked at her mother, and
thought she was to be silent, though she could
not tell why.

Poor Ellen’s mind was now severely trieds
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« Ah!” thought she,“if T were Lucy, I could
not do s0.””

The lady then asked permission for Lucy
to come to her house the next day, and her

mother gave consent.
When she heard this, Ellen could not help

sighing, as she thought, if her drawing had

not been spoiled, she foo might have had
this pleasure; and as she sighed, a tear, in
spite of all her efforts, stole down her ch
Ellen, however, thought it was a jealows te
and dashed it aw but it would not do,
for as fast as she wiped one off, another
came, till at last the lady caught sight of
her struggle—+¢ I hope Ellen is not envious I

said she.
Ellen blushed—:¢¢ T wish I could keep from
crying; and yet I think it is not all envy

either; mamma, do you think it is?

«'No, that I am sure itis not,” said Alfred.
¢ Now, mamma, is not our Ellen a dear little
creature? I declare, I did nut suppose she
would have borne it so nobly; this was think-
ing and acting greatly too, was it not, mam=

ma?”

A4 B2
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¢ Indeed, I think it was rather so,” rephied
his mother. ¢ But, Lucy,” sl

ie continued,

¢ L will no longer lay any restraint on your
candour; tell our friend th
inkstand.”

Lucy blushed; and while she candidly re

lated the whole of her fault, it was obvious

history of the

that she was ashamed of it.

Though the lady Ziked pictures, she loved
candour and generosity still betfer; and there-
if their mamma

fore she told the little girls.
approved it, she should be very happy to see
them doth the next day.
In the morning of the day on which Ellen
was eleven years old, her mother called her
into the room where her brother Alfred slept,
and where she found her mother busily em-
ployed in placing his linen in a pretty new
chest of drawers, which had just been put
in the room. Ellen waited with impatience
till her mother hal done, not doubting, that, fl
as it was her birth-day, she should receive
some present, or hear of a new pleasure.
When the clothes were all neatly lai
the different drawers, Ellen’s mother said—

n
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¢ Look at the manner in which I have placed
these things, Ellen; do you think they are

arranged in the most convenient order?”

¢ Yes, mamma,” said Ellen, after looking
at each drawer separately; I think I could
find any of these things in the dark; but why

P

do you ask sne, mamma
¢ I will tell you, my love,
ther: “you are now eleven y

? replied hermo-

cars old, my
dear Ellen, a time of life at which all girls
should begin to be useful in the domestic cir-
cle; it is therefore my inteniion to give you
the charge of Alfred’s clotl.es—to mend them,
to look out every thing as he wants it for
wear, and to see that they are placed in pro-
perorder in the drawers.  And that you may
know if any thing is missing, I have written
this inventory, which I advise you to refer
to after every wash.” Her mother then gave
her the key of the drawers, and Ellen felt
highly delighted with her new employment.
For some time every thing went on very
well, 2

1d Alfred’s clothes were kept perfect-
ly neat. But in a few weeks, a young lady

came to stay with her mother, and offered to

.

e Y A ST AT

Semae O

s e
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ELLEN.

teach Ellen and Lucy to make some very
pretty wax fruit.

Ellen was ingenious, and soon succeeded
in the manufacturing of some, which looked
very natural. Pleased with her succes
resolved on makingmore to fill a pretty pa
ed basket, which she intended as a present
for her aunt on her next wedding-day. This
was no sooner thought of, than it was put in

hand; and Ellen, unfortunately, forgetting
that the ornamental must always yield to the
useful, was so angious to complete her design,
that she devoted to that the time she should
have given to her brother’s wardrobe.

¢« Miss Ellen,” said the laundress, ¢* I have

put my young master’s clothes on the bed in
o)

his room; will you please to put them awa

¢ Not just now, I cannot,” said Ellen,
whose whole mind was wholly engrossed by
her wax fruit; ¢¢ I shall find time to put them

away before dinner, when T have done this
peach.” The dinner-bell, however, rang ere
she had quite finished the peach; the after-
noon school succeeded: the evening lessons
next must be attended to; and bed-time
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came, but Alfred’s linen lay still in the sama
place.

The next day again she flew to her favour-
ite employment; when, just as she was paint-
ing a plum, and her fingers were soiled with
oil and colour, the house-maid came to beg
master Alfred’s linen,
or it would get so dirty and tumbled, it would
not be fit to wear.

¢¢ Oh, dear,”
Well, I suppose I must put them away,
Martha, and so I may as well do it directly;”
and away she ran, with her mind wholly oc-
cupied by her wax fruit; consequently, poor
Alfred’s clothes suffered still more, from the

she would put aw

said she, “how tiresome!—

careless manner in which they were placed
in the drawers, than they would have done
by lying another day about the room. In her
extreme haste, she had neglected to wash her
hands; nor did she recollect that they were
soiled, till she saw the dirty spots on some
of his neatly plaited shirts; besides this, the
inventory was not referred to, and his stock-
ings she put aw hout even knowing if
they wanted mending; and then returned to
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her new, delightful employment, contenting

g
herself with the thought of putting every thing

in order, when her basket of fruit was com-
pleted.

The event, however, proved the impropriety
of neglecting to perform any duty in its pro-
per time; for, not to do a thing at first, is
generally to do it i/, and, not unfrequently,
to leave it undone.

The anniversary of her aunt’s wedding-day
at last came, and Ellen, with her mother and
Lucy, went early in the morning to spend the
day with her.  Alfred was to accompany his
father there at the dinner hour.

“ How happy I shall be to-da thought
Ellen, as they seated themselves in the chaise,
which was to convey them to her aunt’s house.
¢ My aunt will be pleased with my basket
of fruit; and, T am sure, that my cousins do
not know how to make it. Besides, how sur-
prised mamma will be, that I have done so
much, without her knowing of it!—I think
she will smile, and say—* You have been in-
dustrious, Ellen.””

From this self-complacent reverie, she was
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ELL

she had

awakened, by her mother’s inquiry,
laid out every thing her brother would want
to wear?

Ellen hesitated, blushed, and did not an-
swer: for she had been so busily employed

packing her basket, that she had entirely for-

gotten Alfred.

¢ Why do you not answer, Ellen?”

“ Because—mamma—I am very sorry—
but I forgot to logk them out; however, I re-
member the key® in the drawers, and he
can get them hipiself.”

“Iam sorry you have been so careless,”

observed her mother, gravely; ¢if I had done
the same by your father, do not you think he

would very justly suppose I cared little about

his convenience or appearance?*’

Ellen hung down her head, without reply-
ing; and her mother seeing she was ashamed
of her negligence, said no more at that time.

‘We shall pass over the interval that elapsed
between their arrival at her aunt’s, and the
dinner hour, when Ellen intended to present
her fruit, having previously arranged it be-
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tween some leaves she had gathered from the
garden, to give ita natural appearance.

The dinner was announced before her fa-
ther came; and when ke did come, Alfred
was not with him.

“ Oh, papa,” said Ellen and Lucy, running
up to him, ¢ where is Alfred?—why did you
not bring him with you?”

¢ Pou, Ellen, can best answer that ques-
tion,” replied her father, looking earnestly
at her.

1, papa!”

¢¢ Yes, you, Ellen; for itis you, T under-
stand, who are entrusted with the care of his
wardrobe !”

Bllen crimsoned more deeply than before,
conscious how ill she had disclarged the trust
reposed in her.

“You cannot answer me, I see,” said her
father; ¢but your mother will understand this
better.”

A short explanation given to her mother,
though unheard by any one else, prevented
all further discussion, till the cloth was re-
moved,and the servants had retired. Ellen’s
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beautiful basket was then placed on (by her
desire) with the dessert; and she could not
help exulting, when she saw her uncle take
one of the peaches in his plate, observing that
he did not know before, his garden produced
any so fine. Another moment, however, dis-
covered the exquisite deception; and as soon
as the history of the basket was known, many
eulogiums were passed on Ellen’s skill: and
as many thanks returned by her aunt, for the
attention displayed in the present.

All the praise bestowed on her, however,

could not make Ellen feel happy, or satisfied
with her conduct. She longed to ask why
Alfred did not come, and yet was certain the

answer would only expose her neg
To add to this, her father silently fixed his

gence.

eyes on her, while others were admiring the

fruit; neither did her mother commend her in-

&

genuity, or seem pleased, as she was wont to
be, with any little effort of ski'l and industry.

“ Why,” said her aunt, looking round the
table, after a pause in the conversation, I
did not expect to see so many countenances
c
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without a smile f0-day; we want my Alfred
here, I suppose, to make us gay.”

Ellen burst into tears.

“ What is the matter, Ellen?”” inquired her
aunt; € why are you not cheerful and happy,
as you used to b.?”

¢ Oh, aunt,” said Ellen, * because I feel b
I have neglected my duty, It is my fault
that Alfred is not here.”

¢ Your fault! how can that be?”

t ““Irather think I can unravel the mystery,”
‘ said her mother, smiling: and then proceeded
to inform them of the charge she had placed
in Ellen’s hands; adding—* I am afraid I must
resume it, or Alfred may often be prevented
from going out, as he is to-day, by holes in

his stockings and gloves, or spots of red paint
upon his shirt frill.”

¢¢ Oh no, mamma, pray do not,” said Ellen,
“1T shall not be so negligent any more.”

¢ Why not, Ellen?”

% Because, mamma, I know what it was
that made me do so this time: it was—it was,
mamma, making that basket of fruit.”
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¢ 8o then, Ellen, you never intend mak-
ing any little presents to your friends aga

Ellen hesitated ; and then said—¢* No,mam-
ma; because, I find,if Ido,that I cannot keep
Alfred’s clothes in proper order; and, you
know, mamma, you say, that useful things
should be attended to before ornamental.”

¢ But did I say, Ellen, that the ornament-
al should not be done at all?”

¢ No, mamma.”

¢ Then think a little while, Ellen. Had
you put away Alfred’s linen the first day it
came from the laundry, it would have escaped
the dust; and had you put the stockings which
wanted mending in your work basket, you
might have darned them in many short inter-
wast

vals which you usually thus, by doing

each thing in the proper time, you might easily
have done both.”

S0 I might, mamma; then, in future. I
must remember, that useful things I must do,
and the ornamental I had better not leave
undone.”
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¢ A very proper_ distinction, Eller,” said
her mother; *“and if you keep that in me-
mory, and reduce it to practice, I shall have
no cause to resume the trust reposed in you.”
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KINDNESS TO ANIMALS.

As T was passing alonga lonely part of the
road, on my return from a visit in the country,
a few days since, a little girl, about nine years
old, beckoned me to stop. ¢ Pray,sir, be so
kind as to break me off a bunch of leaves, to
make a bed for the poor lamb that’s run over.”
I got out of my chaise, and went with the child
to a tree,alittle distance from the road side.
Here was a fine lamb stretched on the ground;
it madea fairt continued noise like a feeble
groaning, and seemed to be expiring. A
solitavy sheep kept.close to the spot, and
vatched all our motions. % Poor thing!” said
the little girl, ¢ he will never skip and play
any more.” %My dear,” said I, ¢ how did it
happen?” ¢ It was sleeping in the path,” she
answered, *¢ close by where its mother was

feeding, and the two cruel gentlemen, that

went along just now in the carriage; never
mindgdythe lamb, but drove straight over it:

sand I brought itdaway from the hot sun, and

laid it here in the shade; but it won’t get well”

—Hind agglin, with her apron, she wiped away

some~tears which she could not suppress
. c-2
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KINDNESS TO ANIMALS.

¢ Poor old Mrs. G——,” she continued, “she
will be so sorry when she comes to know it—
1t was the only lamb she had.”  «W heredoes
Mrs. G live?” said I. ¢¢ Yonder,” she re-
plied, pointing to a cottage on the common,
about half a mile off. & Are you going to tell
her?” ¢ Mother sent me tp carry some rad
ishes and milk for her tea.” By this time the
Jamb was dead. “Hell want no bed of
leaves,” said little Maria, and as she took up
her basket to go, she turned: to look again at
the object of her grief— Oh, it was so crue.
to let the wheel go over an innocent lamb,”
she said, and hurried off to the poorwoman’s
cottage.
My own feelings were scarcely less excited
than hers, and I could not help reflecting, as
1 pursued my journey, how dead to every ten-

der and generous feeling must be the heart
that can be indifferent to pain, even though
the sufferer were a worm. ‘The young:man
that would crush an innocent animal under
the wheel of his carriage, rather than check
or turn aside his steed, is unworthy the name
of husband, or brother, or friend. *The mer-
ciful wan is merciful to a beast.
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MISS JANE TAYLOR'S
DYING ADVICE TO THE YOUNG.
it

Tue following isan extract from a letter
written by Miss Taylor, a short time before
her death, to some young friends for whose
welfare she felt deeply concerned. This dis-
tinguished friend of youth is
known as the author of several excellent moral
essays and poetical compositions, which have
been widely circulated both in Europe and
America. Her productions, for several years,

very extensively

enriched the pages of the English and Ame-
rican Magazines, and her ¢ Original Hymns"
have been printed by the American Sunday
School Union.

She died at her father’s housr in Ongar,
1g.) on the 15th of April, 1824.

¢ As my time is limited, I cannot devote
much of it to subjects of inferior moment, but
must address myself at once to that which is
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all important, and in which all other advices
are included. Butnow I know not where to
begin, nor how to find language to reach the
heights and depths of this boundless subject.
No language, indeed, can do this: and, there-

fore, we find in the scriptures no attempt is
made beyond the most plain and simple state-
ments; but which are, on that very account,
z. What, for instance, could

the more stri
the utmost powers of language add in force to
that question: ¢ What shall it profit a man if
n the whole world, and lose his own

And, my friends, there is very great
danger, notwithstanding all the warnings and
admonitions we receive, there is great danger
of losing our souls, It is so easy to pass from
one stage of life to another, from youth to age,

with good intentions towards religion, and
with a common respectful attention toit, with-
out once tasting the happiness of a good hope,
or enjoying the supreme satisfaction of mak-
ing a full surrender of our hearts and lives to
God. Multitudes of the professors of religion
thus live, and thus die—making their comfort
and prosperity in this life their chief object
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of pursuit, and
to religion as th

ing only so much attention

y deem absolutely necessary

to escape eternal destruction. But this is not

Christianity as the scriptures describe it: and
it
hands, any person can make so great a mis-

take about it.  If God has not our hearts, we

urprising that, with the Bible in their

are not his; he will accept nothing less. If
our affections are mot in heaven, we shall
never reach it. 1 remember that, during my
youth, I was for many years greatly discour-
aged, and almost in despair at last, on this
account—feeling the impossibility of bringing
my earthly mind to prefer spiritual things—
to love God better than the world. At length,
in a letter from a pious friend, I was remind-
ed that this great work, though impossible to
me, was easy to Him,and that he had promised
to do it for all who a: From that time my
difficulties began to yield. I saw how absurd
it was to doubt the promise of God; and that
it was in respect to these very difficulties, that
he says, ¢Seek, and ye shall find.? So that
I hegan to see, with unspeakable joy. that the
nardness, reluctance, and earthiliness of my
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heart, were no real obstacles, provided that I
did but apply to him for a cure. Yes, to cast
ourselves enti on God, to do all for us, in
the diligent use of means, is the sure, the only
But it is surpris-

way, to obtain the benefit.
ing what reluctance there is in the mind to do
thi
means first; especially we are unwilling to
come by a simple act of faith to the Saviour,
and to accept from him a remedy for all the
evils of our nature, although there is no other
way. How much labour is often lost for
want of this! Come to him, my dear friends,
and ¢he will not cast you out.” He declares
he will not; and come as you are. Itis Satan’s
constant artifice to persuade us that we must

and how ready we are to try every other

wait till we are fif to come; and, as this faith
that ¢believes and lives,” however simple, is
the gift of God, pray incessantly, importu-
nately, till you receive it.

¢ am sure you are all convinced already
that delay, neglect, or indifference in religion,
is the greatest folly, the deepest cruelty, we
can practise towards ourselves, as it respects
our iuterest in the future world. And, indeed,
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it is so as to this world too. I have seen
something more of life than yous and I have
lived long enough to see that promise, in nu-
merows instances, fulfilled, that they who
~seek first the kingdom of God,’ have ¢other

things added to them,’ in a more especial and

desirable way, than those who make them the
primary object. Iam firmly convineed, that,
taking the whole of life together, the most
1d devoted persons—such as made au

pious
early and complete surrender of heart and
life to God, have most real prosperity and
success in this world, as well as infinitely

more enjoyment of earthly good. But really
this is a point scarcely worth proving, when
the interests of a boundless futurity are con-

cerned. Yet,as it is one of the chic usions

of the father of lies, to persuade men that, in

becoming decidedly re

lous, they must sa-

crifice the choicest pleasures of life, and that

God’s ways are nof ways of pleasantness; itis
Isehood. All the

desirable to expose the
real and reasonable enjoyments of life are
compatible, not only with an ordinary profes-
sion of religion, but with the highest spiritu-
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ality of mind, and are greatly sweetened by it,
if kept in their subordinate place; and as for
the rest, the gaiety, the vanity, the evil tem
pers, the restless desires of a worldly heart;

its selfishness, its frowardness, and all those
| indulgences which are forbidden to us, th
} are as certainly destructive of our true in
rests and happiness here, as of our eternal
happiness. Of this truth, experience too late
convinces the most successful votaries of
v this world. But let us rise above these
lower considerations: the question is, Jre we
) desirous to secure the salvation of our souls?
And'itis impossible to fixa steady thought on
eternity, without being so. Then let us take
the Bible for our rule, and never rest till we
have a scriptural foundation for vur hope; nor
I till our Zife, as well as our creed, is conformed
i to its precepts and examples.”
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