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NOTE.

To the older members of Sabbath School classes,

these " Passing Thoughts'' are respectfully ad-

dressed, with the sincere wish that they may

quicken some reader to a new sense of responsi-

bility, and of the value of the present life as

preparatory to the unending future.





PASSING THOUGHTS.

CHAPTER I.

OPPORTUNITIES.

" Now, to-day, and not tomorrow,

Let us work with all our might,

Lest the wretched faint and perish

In the coming stormy night.

Now, to-day, and not tomorrow,

Lest before tomorrow's sun,

We too, mournfully departing,

Shall have left our work undone*"

Few things in life are sadder than to look back

upon the past, and see what we might have

accomplished, but have failed to do.

When our eyes are open to see things in

their true significance, and we begin to under-

stand our relations to our fellow-beings, we

perceive all along the path we have trodden,
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occasions of doing good, which at the time

were passed unnoticed. We were then too

much absorbed by the pursuit of some selfish

gain, too eager to enjoy some pleasure, or se-

cure some incense to burn on the shrine of our

vanity, to heed them, and now they have gone

forever. However deeply we may mourn

their loss, we can never stand in the same po-

sition again. We may do " whatsoever our

hand findeth to do " in the future, but the

past—that is fixed and irrevocable, and we

can lay no altering hand upon it

!

When in these thoughtful moments, we look

back, and review distant periods, we see one

and another we might have benefited. Per-

haps it was a neighbor with whom we lived on

terms of intimacy. We can recall a time

when he stood just on the turning-point be-

tween good and evil ; he was assailed by

temptation, and yet hesitated to yield to it,

and a word of expostulation, or of entreaty,

kindly spoken, might have enabled him to

resist. We can see now how our familiar

wqvfcintance with him would have rendered it

ea^and -proper for us to have spoken that
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word ; but the opportunity was not discovered

then ; the word was not spoken ; and he fell

!

That fall led him to be more reckless in fu-

ture ; his self-respect being impaired, he fell

into other and greater sins with less compunc-

tion, and now he is too far gone in crime, and

his heart too thoroughly hardened, to be

reached by any voice of ours; but are we

wholly guiltless of that neighbor's fall ?

Or, perhaps, there was a dear friend—one

with whom we spoke often, and freely of our

earthly plans, of our daily joys, and sorrows,

and hopes ; one whose hand was often clasped

fondly in ours, and to whom we breathed forth

the sweetest words of tenderness and love

;

and yet that friend was impenitent, and we

spoke not to him of Jesus or of heaven. We
said nothing of the blessed hopes we cherished

in our hearts, nothing of our fears for his

soul's future destiny, nothing to persuade him

to seek eternal life. We meant to speak of

these things at some time ; we hoped to rise

above the feelings of timidity and delicacy

which restrained us then, and to be frank and

honest. But days and weeks and months
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passed by ; it became no easier to speak, and

so we continued silent till the friend went

away from our side, and we saw him no more.

The opportunity was lost,—that opportunity

which might have led that beloved one to turn

to the Saviour, and become one of his disci-

ples.

If that friend never repents, are we entirely

free from blame ?

Or, perhaps, there were around us, some

less refined and cultivated than ourselves,

—

those employed in our households, or in our

out-of-door affairs, who looked up to us for

counsel and aid. It may be we had much

pleasant intercourse with them ; we were

thoughtful of their physical wants, and kind

and gentle in our words ; but we never spoke

to them of the higher wants of their souls, or

pointed them to the sources of happiness

opened to them in God's word. Had we done

so, they might have become followers of

Christ, and have led on earth lives of useful-

ness, and joined the great throng of the

redeemed in heaven. Perhaps we were not

even thus thoughtful; perhaps we were too
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selfish to remember they had feelings as sensi-

tive, and as easily wounded as our own by a

harsh word, or by neglect
;
perhaps we simply

looked upon them as something made to minis-

ter to our wants, and to carry us over the

rough and disagreeable places of life, or at

most as beings who were to earn their own

living by doing this ; and therefore entitled to

nothing from us but stipulated wages. If so,

we had learned little indeed of that Christian

spirit which ever does good unto all, as it has

opportunity, and which considers all men as

brethren of one great family, of which God is

the loving Father.

But it is useless to particularize cases of

neglect. We each know what haunting spec-

tres start up from " the dead past," to greet

us. None of us probably are free from such

visitors. The past will not always " bury its

dead ;

" the thoughts, acts, and words en-

tombed there, will come forth and stand before

us, clad in their grave clothes, even here, and

will they not at some future day assume still

more definite shape, and act with more fearful

power upon our souls ?
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Yes, it is very sad to know that those we
might have benefited and blessed, are forever

beyond our reach, and that now we can never

do them good. Such memories fill our hearts

with remorseful anguish, which nothing can

quench, but a new sense of Christ's infinite

forbearance, a deeper humility before him,

and more earnest intercessions for full forgive-

ness of all our sins.

" Opportunity," says a modern author,

" means somewhat that is offered or put before

one. Life is the opportunity of the soul ; it is

placed before the soul to see what the soul

will do with it. An angel might whisper, 4 If

you but knew this gift of God, you would ask

and receive of its living water,' and if this is

true of life as a whole, it is true of every part

;

every circumstance about us, every relation

we sustain, every communion into which we

are brought with nature or persons, is a gift of

God, replete with spirit, could we but know

and ask of it."

We are liable to consider the routine of

every-day life, as common-place ; our daily

conversations, occupations, and meetings with
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friends^ we pass by as things of little conse-

quence, while we look out for some great and

remarkable opportunities of doing good. The

latter will seldom if ever come, in a life-time
;

but every hour of the most ordinary day

brings with it rich opportunities. They come

to us and ask what we will do with them ?

Will we notice them, be grateful for them, and

make the most of them ? They are truly full

of interest to us, and we may send them away

laden with rich results, or we may look con-

temptuously at them, and they will pass off, to

rise up again some future day to accuse us. Is

it a little thing to brighten the heart of some

poor sufferer by a word of kindness ? Yet if

we are not careful, the opportunity will be

gone, and the sorrowful heart not cheered. Is

it a little thing to impress a truth on the heart

of a child ? The opportunity is before you,

and will slip away directly. It is so with all

that makes up the beauty and sweetness of

life. The little items which compose great

results, often look so insignificant to us, that

we let them pass unheeded, and while we sit

dreaming of great achievements, and of heroic,
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world-wide sacrifices, life gets to be a most

cold and prosaic thing ; for life is passing

while we listlessly fold our hands ; the great

web is weaving, of a dull gray color, while we

are designing some pattern of brilliant hues,

and astonishing dimensions. The web will be

fair to look upon, if we but give to each little

thread as it passes through our fingers a

pleasant coloring, leaving to the great archi-

tect to fashion the design, and introduce

striking lights and shadows when he will.

Life prosaic ! when every life proceeds from

God, is unfolding under his eye, and opening

out upon eternity ! Angels do not think so ;

they watch to see the pulsations of human

hearts, and rejoice to perceive any thing pure

and noble there. Opportunities few and

poor ! Jesus, the Son of God, " the very

brightness of the Father's glory, could find

pleasure in folding little children in his arms,

and blessing them, while he sojourned in this

mortal flesh ; and can we find no little one to

bless, no aged one to soothe, no bending reed

to strengthen, no fading hope to quicken ?

Oh ! it is not for the lack of opportunity that
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we live such dull, unsatisfying lives ; it is in

ourselves, who walk through them with our

eyes shut, and our hearts cold. The humblest

life is teeming with opportunities, and no day

so poor, but carries away with it numberless

occasions of being self-denying, generous,

heroic if you will, for what is true heroism but

the subjugation of base self to some divine

principle ? What hinders you from being as

purely self-sacrificing in your spirit to-day, in

your home, as is the missionary who labors on

a foreign shore ? God sees the motive ; He
knows if you honestly devote to him your time

and affections in the ordinary avocations of

life, and is as well pleased with such consecra-

tion as if you were playing a more conspicuous

part in the world's eye. This disregard of

self can find just as free scope for its develop-

ment in the quiet duties of common life, as

elsewhere, and it may be but selfishness which

makes the wish for larger opportunities. This

thirsting for a wider sphere of effort, is doubt-

less often the garment of light in which Lucifer

clothes himself, deceiving the very elect. But

we must seek to escape his snares, however
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warily they may be laid. There can be no

safer position for a Christian, than to stand

waiting to perform, with a willing spirit, the

nearest duty, whatever it may be. There

should be no repining, because in our self-con-

ceit we may fancy ourselves fitted for much

higher ones ; but a cheerful yielding of our

will to God's will, and a faithful doing of the

little services which lie around us. When we

begin a new day, let us ask God in humility of

soul, and simple sincerity of purpose, to show

us what He will have us to do, and though

the prospect of usefulness may seem to us poor

and barren, it may be that when our eyes are

opened, we may behold and see like the young

man who stood by Elisha in olden time, " that

the mountain is full of horses and chariots of

fire round about.
5 '

In our limited range of vision, we make

great mistakes as to what are rich and valu-

able opportunities, and what are the reverse.

The mother of Daniel Webster thought it

doubtless a common duty, a small every-day

opportunity to instill into the heart of her boy

lessons of truthfulness and honesty; yet the
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pulsations of that heart, so yielding then to

her touch, were to be felt one day throughout

the civilized world. The brothers and sisters

of Henry Martyn, as they played together in

their childhood's home, thought not of India

or of Persia, but every little incident of their

daily intercourse was forming the heart and

mind of the devoted missionary, and making

him what he afterwards became. So we,

when influencing for good or evil the child be-

side us, think not of distant ages, and yet that

immortal spirit may be centuries hence a dif-

ferent spirit from what it would have been

without our influence.

We know not how instinct life is with sacred

mysteries, nor how truly the spot on which our

feet are standing may be termed holy ground.

Opportunities are given us to see what we will

do with them, but their nature and importance

are not revealed. We may meekly receive

them, praying to use them aright, but when

thus used, they glide away into the infinite

Past, and the result is only known to Him who

seeth the end from the beginning. Doubtless

when the spirits of other worlds are permitted
2*
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to behold us, they see every day thick set

with opportunities for winning the palms and

crowns of conquerors, which in our dimness

we behold not. Let us endeavor to so purify

our souls that our vision may be clearer to

perceive the realities which surround us ; for

all sin obscures the light which shines upon us

from God's word, and darkens our prospect of

spiritual glories. Let us wrestle with our

opportunities, till we have secured from them

some blessing to our own souls, or the souls of

others ; and as we remember those which are

forever lost, may the anguish we must feel

stimulate us to new vigilance in future, lest

those now around us may also become accusing

spirits in the day ofjudgment.

This subject brings to my mind the experi-

ence of an individual, whose life was clouded

by a painful memory of opportunities lost, and

some reader may be induced to avoid like

neglect from its perusal. My friend was

brought in early life, by circumstances which

it is needless to mention here, into contact

with an elderly person, whose character was

considered a peculiarly hardened one. He
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was sceptical in his views, and worldly in his

disposition. But toward the young woman

referred to, he manifested more kindness and

susceptibility than was his wont, seeming to

feel a sincere interest in her welfare, and

doing little acts of kindness, not very marked

in themselves, but noticeable in him as evinc-

ing a softening of his usually stern nature.

Quick to feel kindness, she returned this

interest with a genuine attachment. During

the time in which she resided in the same

family with him, she became interested in

religious truth, and was led to hope that she

loved the Saviour. Her aged friend never

scoffed at serious things in her presence, and

even spoke at times seriously to her concern-

ing death. His mind was of a speculative

turn, and he generally led her into some train

of perplexing argument, which she could not

answer, and therefore remained silent, still

she fancied he had some curiosity to know her

new feelings, and she felt that she ought to

tell him frankly. " He sometimes," to use

her own words, " would commence talking in

a way, which now that I look back upon it,
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would seem to have made an easy opening for

me to speak, but I always was agitated, and

could not utter a word ; at least I thought I

could not ; though I believe if I had asked

God's blessing more earnestly and trustfully,

he might have enabled me to do it. He once

said to me, ' I don't know what to believe,

—

these things are all dark to me, and I do not

think anybody can tell what will happen to us

after death.' Why did I not speak to him

of the preciousness of believing in Christ, and

how such belief made the darkness light ? I

wanted to,—I felt that here was an opportu-

nity I must improve,—I was very much

agitated, but I could not utter a syllable ! It

was a foolish, if not wicked timidity which

restrained me. It was with the utmost diffi-

culty, I could bring myself to speak of my
personal, religious feelings even to those who

sympathized fully with me ; and to him it

seemed impossible to do so
;
yet my conscience

urged me to it. It told me that I, better than

any one else, could speak to him of his soul,

and of my fears concerning his future, because

/knew that cold and stern as he was to others,
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there were soft places in his heart, points

which might be touched if a loving hand were

directed to them. I did sometimes talk with

him about religious truth, going round the

subject as it were, and always with my heart

in my mouth, but I knew this was not what

was needed. I knew an ingenuous disclosure

of my own faith and hope, would influence him

more than any argument ; but I could not

bring myself to do this. Sometimes my own

feelings were too cold and dead, and at other

times, when my whole soul was flooded with

emotion, a great barrier seemed to rise up

between the cold man and my beating heart,

which I thought I could not surmount. I

prayed for him a great deal, and sometimes

with agonizing importunity.

" I think my new hopes led me to be more

thoughtful of his comfort, and more mild and

gentle in my treatment of him, and as he grew

infirm, he leaned upon me more and more.

" But month after month passed away in

the same silence concerning his spiritual inter-

ests ; sometimes my mind wras a good deal

absorbed by other things ; but however much
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I entered into youthful enjoyments and excite-

ments, there was always slumbering under-

neath, a desire and purpose to exert myself

in behalf of this dear friend's religious welfare.

But I never was faithful to him as I should

have been ; I never urged him with tears and

strong entreaties to go to Jesus as a Saviour

for his own soul ; or told him of all the peace

and joy faith in him could impart to a sinful

human heart ; though L occasionally hazarded

a few remarks which seemed to myself cold

and formal. How could I have been so timid,

when so much was at stake !

" At length he died, as you know, very

suddenly. His illness wras of such a nature,

that after he was attacked, there was never a

time when he had consciousness enough to be

spoken to on such a subject. Oh ! who can

know the bitterness of my thoughts as I sat by

his bedside that night and wept and prayed

!

With what agonizing earnestness I watched

for some glimmering of reason ! I felt as if

God would not allow him to depart, till I had

spoken to him ; as if I had any reason to ex-

pect further opportunities when I had so
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wickedly neglected former ones ! It was a

vain hope. I could smooth his pillow tenderly,

and wipe the perspiration from his brow, but I

could not reach his soul. All communion

was over now ! I hoped there might be the

lighting up which often comes just before

death, but in his case there was none. The

breathing grew fainter and fainter, till all was

over,—and the spirit was with God who

gave it

!

" None knew what was passing in my heart,

as I stood tearlessly by that open grave, while

the dreary winter wind swept over it ; and

now that long years have past, when I go to

his grave and weep there, others say
?

i how

well she loved him !
' but they little dream

wThat sorrow deeper than any personal bereave-

ment fills my breast, and how bitterly the con-

viction forces itself upon me that I might have

been the means of saving his soul. I might

not.—God only knows,—but I might have

tried!"
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CHAPTER II.

THE OLD GRAVE-YARD.

" Thanks, thanks unto Him, who in mercy hath spoken

The truths which have pierced through the spirit's sad

gloom

;

Whose love with the light of its presence, hath broken

The darkness which hung o'er the desolate tomb."

I have been spending a few weeks in a quiet

village, where the inhabitants are strangers to

me, and last evening I strayed into the little

enclosure where its dead are sleeping their

last dreamless sleep.

The sun was throwing his latest rays across

the ground, and gilding the little hillocks with

golden light. All was peaceful and serene

;

not a breath of air stirred the tall grass which

had grown rank upon many of the graves ; not

a bird-note broke the silence ; there was no-

thing to remind me of the din and turmoil of life,

and as I sat down on a grassy mound, I said,
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" How sweet is rest,—even the rest of death

and the grave !
" Yes, there are hours when

the brain is so weary, and the heart so sick of

the restless vanities of this life, that it longs

for nothing so much as perfect repose. Tossed

about on the wild billows of existence, any

harbor where its conflicting elements can no

more reach us, looks inviting to our eye.

The world has no repose to give her votaries,

and though to the Christian's heart, there

sometimes comes a blessed calm, like a stray

breath from heaven, he too struggles and toils,

and faints ;
" there are foes without, and foes

within," and he cannot but look forward with

a longing eye " to that rest which remaineth

to the people of God." This weariness of life

is no evidence of preparation for death, and

indeed is often the result of a cowardly shrink-

ing from the duties of life ; but still the Bible

represents life as a warfare, and allows the

soldier to look forward to the repose of heaven,

when his battles are all fought, and the victory

won.

There were graves of all sizes scattered

around me, and a multitude of monuments
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arose, some indicating by their beautiful mate-

rial and delicate workmanship, the wealth of

the deceased, or of his friends ; while others of

small brown slate, told the touching tale of

poverty, mingling with sorrow. There was

sleeping under one a young mother, with her

babe beside her, hushed into that soft repose

which no earthly tempest could ever break.

Near by, an aged man, upon whose head the

storms of nearly a century had beaten, had

lain down at last in peace ; and close beside

him, a young girl had come with all her sweet

maiden-dreams of hope and joy unrealized, to

find repose ere she had known weariness.

Here, as everywhere, death had spared no

age, or condition ; and here, as everywhere,

it required a trusting faith to believe without

questioning, that all was right. The heart

would ask, why should the young babe who

had just opened its eyes on the world, have

closed them so soon, or why have opened them

at all ? Why should the fond mother, w7hose

heart was full of love, and whose presence was

so essential to the happiness of others, be

snatched away from the home she blessed, and
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laid here in silence and inactivity ? Why
should the young maiden never taste of the

joys of life, or shed around on others the rich

fragrance folded within her loving heart ?

Vain questionings ! We cannot know the why,

—God does it, and we must believe that He
does rightly ; but He does not give his reasons.

In our present dimness, we might not be able

to understand, if he attempted to explain, and

for that cause, He may wait till we possess a

clearer vision before He reveals his purposes.

There is much sweetness in the trust which

believes implicitly without knowing the reason

why
;
just as an infant is at peace upon its

mother's breast, without understanding how

she can protect him, or wherefore she carries

him along that path. It is enough that his

mother's arm is around him, and he feels safe

and happy. Thero are moments of life, when

we seek to penetrate the mysteries which en-

compass us, and to know the reasons of things
;

but the Christian knows other hours when the

bliss of trusting is sufficient to his soul, and he

asks no more.

It is possible for the mourner to stand by
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the grave of the dearest earthly friend, with

such a feeling of submission in his heart, that

the joy of it shall be able to make that hour of

bereavement one of the sweetest and most

sacred he has ever known. To such an one,

there is a nearness to the spirit-world, and a

communion with it so perfect, that personal

sorrow is merged into a holier and more ex-

alted feeling, and he knows that he is immor-

tal, and allied to the divinity, as he had never

known it before.

As I strayed among the graves, I could not

but think of the sad hearts which had come

there from time to time, to lay their treasures

in that silent home. Mourning groups clad in

the dark habiliments of grief, rose before me

;

and I seemed to hear the repressed sighs,

struggling for utterance, which had come up

from breaking hearts. I thought too of those

who had come hither in silence and alone to

bend over the dust of one dearer to them than

life, with no witness to their grief, save the

pitying heavens, and " He who sitteth above

the heavens." I thought too of Jesus walking

beside the sisters of Bethany to see where the
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beloved one was laid, and weeping so that

those who stood around exclaimed, " Behold

how he loved him I " Mourners of all ages

thus know that grief is not forbidden to the

stricken and bereaved. And does not Jesus

still go with mourning hearts to the grave ?

Does He not still sympathize, in more than

human tenderness, with all their grief?

Though no voice is heard saying, " come

forth," it is just as true now as then, that

" He is the resurrection and the life, and that

whoso believeth on him shall never die." It

is not always easy for the mourner to receive

the full and glorious meaning of these words,

and to know that there is no death ; for he

too often looks upon departure, as death, and

regards the garment which clothed a friend,

as the very friend himself, lying in the grave.

Yet Faith sees Jesus standing beside the

grave of a Christian, and pointing upwards

saying, " Because I live ye shall live also ;
"

and we may turn away from it, and walk

homeward with our hearts comforted, even as

Mary's and Martha's were, because our

brother has risen, and is alive.

3*
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Does not Jesus now meet the weeping

mother, as she bears' her dead son from her

home, even as he met the widow of Nain,

when she bore her dead child forth under the

blue sky of Judea, to sleep beside his fathers,

and say unto her, " Weep not"? Is not the

dead child delivered to her arms alive again ?

He is not dead, he is a living, loving child

still ; not a dead, mouldering corpse. Oh,

nowhere does Christian faith shed such bright-

ness as in the place of graves ! It scatters all

the gloom and all the terror, and in their

place shines a bright light from heaven, cheer-

ing the soul before so desolate. It gives us

the living for the dead, and heaven for decay.

Rambling from grave to grave with such

thoughts passing through my mind, I came to

a little division, beyond which was an an-

cient burying ground. The stones were many

of them fallen down, and those that remained

were so overgrown with moss, that the inscrip-

tions were nearly illegible. Every thing

looked neglected, and as if no one visited that

portion of the yard. Large bushes and weeds

had grown over the graves, but after breaking
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down some of these, I made my way through,

and found myself among a large congregation

of the dead. The desolation and silence were

mournfully touching. My busy imagination

conjured up the faces and forms of those de-

parted ones. How long had been their rest

!

One generation after another had come and

gone, till now no one remembered who they

had been, or came to shed a tear to their

memory. Yet their eyes had ever been

radiant with hope, and their hands busy with

the toil of life. Their hopes, their disappoint-

ments, their plans, had all been important to

them once, but of how little moment were

they now ! Time had nearly destroyed even

that most durable trace of the dead,—the

monumental marble. Yet each had been agi-

tated by all the tumultuous conflicts which stir

humanity ; over each God and angels had

watched in love, and each was living still, in

that mysterious land of spirits, of which we

know so little. What a large experience had

been theirs ! How much they know of eter-

nity, of the soul, of God ! How well they un-

derstand the terms, joy, sorrow

!
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I stood beside one stone of dark, reddish

color, whose ancient lettering, and uncouth,

emblematic figures were partly intelligible,

and found that he who lay beneath, died in

1702,—one hundred and fifty years of experi-

ence in the world of spirits ! Had they been

of that exceeding joy which no eye hath seen,

and no heart conceived ; or of that darkness

and sorrow, which no soul dares to penetrate ?

Who can tell ? Why should I wish to know ?

And yet why should I not ! That shapeless

dust had belonged once to the great human

family, and the soul within it, had beat with all

the impulses which were dwelling in my own

breast. He had been a brother mortal, and

now that he had become a spirit, was he the

less nearly related to me ? Ah, no ! all the

ties of a common humanity bound me to him,

and I felt an interest in his present condition

and employments ; I could not but earnestly

wish that the soul which had lived its three-

score years on earth, might be now living the

life of a saint in glory ; and I could, like the

Romish priests, have offered up a prayer for
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the dead; but that I knew his destiny was

sealed.

" Fixed in an eternal state,

He had done with all below."

Yet his dust breathed forth a voice of warn-

ing to my soul. It spoke of the insignificance

of life, so far as earth is concerned, but of its

overwhelming importance to the future ; for all

the long hereafter which can know no ending,

must be shaped and colored by it. Life is

solemn, as well as real and earnest. Every

hour of it, every thought of it, every word and

act of it, is to tell on the distant ages. From

the far-off centuries of an eternal existence,

shall come back an echo to the note I am

striking now. From that dim, unknown, in-

comprehensible future, I shall look back on

the sands of time, which so rapidly wasted

away, and say, "you formed my present

character,—you brought me into communion

with God and heaven ; or you sent me into

everlasting sin and night. While you were

passing, I listened to the voice of the Holy

Spirit, and was drawn by it to the Saviour,
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and found pardon and salvation ; or I rejected

his pleading voice,—I turned a deaf ear to his

entreaties, and went on in sin, impenitent, un-

pardoned, and unsaved." Earthly life is the

little drop whose color shall tinge the whole

fountain of existence ; death is only the pas-

sage from one mode of living to another, and

so not fearful.

" Death has no dread but what frail life imparts,

Nor life, truejoy, but what kind death improves."

That hour in the grave-yard had deepened

my sympathies for my fellow-beings, and had

led me to consider the glory of the Christian's

hope, and the solemnity of human life ; and as

I turned to leave it, I could not but breathe a

prayer for strength to meet the trials of life,

and to perform its duties, so that when I was

laid down in the grave, and stranger feet

pressed the turf upon my breast, my soul, par-

doned and renewed, might be dwelling in the

light and holiness of heaven.
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CHAPTER III.

DUTY.

4
" What shall we find to offer to our God ?

Will lie accept the corn and wiue which grow

Upon a thousand hills ? Are not the hills

His own, and what have we which is not His ?

The very heart which beats, the breath we draw,

Are given by His hand, and are not ours.

Poor debtors are we, debtors still must be,

In life, in death, and through Eternity. n

" Duty is that which is due or owing. In the

very idea of duty there is a recognition of a

debt incurred ; of the reception of somewhat

for which an equivalent is to be paid." That

we are all debtors cannot be doubted. We
have all been receivers to an immeasurable

extent. From the Creator we have derived

existence with all that makes it a blessing.

The noble faculties which make us only a lit-

tle lower than the angels ; the excellence and

beauty of the material world, and all the rich
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sources of moral and intellectual expansion we

have received at his hand ; and these gifts

impose upon us corresponding obligations. It

were vain for us to attempt to estimate the full

amount of this indebtedness, but it is well to

sometimes dwell upon it—to survey the length

and breadth, the height and depth of it, and

remember that for all there is something due.

He were a poor logician who should argue that

a debtor was released from obligation, because

he owed millions, instead of thousands, yet

something like this is our reasoning. We en-

deavor to forget there is a creditor, simply be-

cause we cannot pay such an immense amount;

and we even cease to expect to pay any part.

This is not the law of right and justice, that

immutable law which nothing can banish from

the universe. This proportions the amount of

obligation to the sum received with critical

exactness ; and there' is an instinctive idea of

right in our souls which responds to this law.

There has been a constant receiving like-

wise from our fellow-men, from the hour we

lay in our cradle till the present moment.

How many eyes have been wearied in watch-



DUTY. 37

ing over us : how many hands have been lift-

ed in toil for us : how many minds have been

perplexed by anxious plannings in our behalf.

And then what a wealth of affection has been

lavished upon us, ever since life began ! How
many kind voices have spoken to us : how

many loving eyes have rested upon us : how

many warm hearts have been beating for us

!

Debtors are we for the whole ; for all we have

received from God, and for all we have taken

at the hands of man. Who does not shrink

from adding together all the items of this vast

account, and from meeting the result ?

But this is our true position. Our own sense

of right assures us that we have received im-

measurably, and are indebted just as immeas-

urably, and it only remains for us to acknowl-

edge it in all humility, and to inquire in what

manner we can discharge these liabilities ?

To God, we can give nothing as an equiva-

lent. He is in, and of himself, full of all per-

fections, infinitely glorious and blessed. If

" the cattle upon a thousand hills" were ours,

he would not take them at our hands. They

are his already. But He has decided what
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he will receive of us, as every creditor has a

right to do, if he does not demand more than

his due, which in this case is absolutely impos-

sible. He requires the voluntary, and supreme

love of our hearts. He is willing to take this

of us—is willing to receive the worship and

homage of our souls. It is wonderful that He
should thus condescend to allow our praises to

ascend and mingle with those of the myriads

around his throne, but he does permit it, and

by so doing, binds this service upon us by all

the claims of the unceasing and incalculable

benefits he has conferred. In requiring this

as a return, he enjoined just what is most en-

nobling to ourselves, for by thus yielding him

the affections of our hearts, we ensure our own

highest felicity. This is benevolence worthy

of a God—to bestow in the very tribute he

receives, unspeakable bliss upon the debtor

!

Nothing can give him gratification, but seeing

his creatures happy, and he therefore exacts

of them just that which will fill this world with

adoring, loving, and happy spirits. How
simple, how excellent, how all-embracing is
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this requirement ! How adapted to our capac-

ities and wants

!

This is the first branch of God's great law,

and the second is like unto it in benevolence

and wisdom. Suppose a hundred orphans had

been gathered together by some benevolent

and wealthy individual. They have been res-

cued from starvation by his kindness, and have

been fed and clothed, and educated for useful-

ness, and now they are old enough to perceive

their obligations to their benefactor. They

say to him, " What can we do in return for

all the kindness we have received at your

hands ?" He says, " My children, you can

do nothing to make me happier. I have all I

want. I have wealth and all the enjoyments

which wealth brings, and the efforts of your

weak hands could add nothing to my pleasures.

I only ask you to love me tenderly ; this tri-

bute of grateful affection I shall rejoice to re-

ceive, and the knowledge that wherever you

go, you bear with you a loving and grateful

remembrance of me, will assure me that you

will walk in the path I have pointed out to

you, and will be happy.''
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" But," says one, whose heart is overflowing

with unutterable affection, " we do love you,

and therefore we long to do something to man-

ifest this ardent attachment. We know we

have nothing we- did not receive from you

;

we know we are poor, and ignorant, and weak,

but we are grateful, and we hoped there might

be some way in which we could testify our

gratitude ; but it was a presumptuous wish.

We can only love in silence and humility."

Their father-friend understands the feeling

of their hearts. His own nature is a generous

one, and he knows how love seeks to manifest

itself, and yearns with intense desire to do

something for the beloved one ; and his benev-

olence prompts the reply he gives. " Yes,

there is something you can do for me. You

are a family of orphans. You are weak and

unprotected, and now as you go forth into the

wTorld you will all be exposed to peculiar tempt-

ations, and to many sorrows. You can help

one another in a thousand ways
;
your charac-

ters are different, and your situations in life

will be different. Some of you will do one

thing, and some another, but you can all love
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one another, and each can in some way be

useful to the others. I want to see you all

happy, and when you assist one of these, my
children, I will consider it a favor done tome;

and regard it as a proof of your love to me.

When you cheer the heart of a sorrowful

brother, when you strengthen a weak one,

when you watch over a tempted one and save

him from falling, when you pursue a fallen one,

and lovingly lead him back, I shall consider it

done to me. You would have done it for me

had I needed it, but as I did not, you testify

the same love to me by doing it for your

brother who does need it." How joyfully

does the loving child hear these words ! How
his eye brightens, and his heart glows at the

thought that he can do something to show his

love ! How delightful is the idea that he can

be a co-worker with his great benefactor in

making his family the better and happier ! If

he loves the father who has so loved him, he

will never forget his brethren, nor their suffer-

ings and trials. He will rejoice to relieve

them, to sympathize with them and to love

them tenderly.

4*
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He has received a great deal likewise from

these brothers. Many a time have they been

kind to him, and helped him in various ways,

and he knows that he owes them much ; and

when added to this consideration comes the

wish of his father, he feels that the highest

obligation rests upon him to serve them at all

times and in all ways, and until he ceases to

love his father, he will never forget his obliga-

tions to his brothers.

This is a faint representation of the condi-

tion of a child of the great human family.

The heart which really loves God, will leap in

gladness at the permission to work for him, by

laboring for his brethren. We are permitted

thus to show our love, and whenever we bend

over a sick-bed, or whisper words of peace to

a sad human heart ; whenever we seek to save

the outcast, and visit the prisoner ; whenever

we loose the bond of the oppressed ; whenever

we lead a soul to the knowledge of the Saviour,

and send light into the dark places of our

world, we may hear a voice from above, say-

ing, " Inasmuch as ye did it unto the least of

these, ye did it unto me."
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This is duty. Under the government of

God, the payment of what is due becomes but

another name for Love—holy, blessed, purify-

ing Love ! Love going forth from our whole

hearts to God in gratitude and praise, and love

going out to our fellow-beings in sympathy and

aid.

We can at all times show our love to God

in the way he has designated. The poor, the

suffering, the sinful, are always with us. We
may not have it in our power to return the

obligation received to the same individual from

whom it came. The arms which shielded us

from danger, and warded off all sorrow, may

have withered in the grave ; the voice which

spoke loving and sweet words to us, may have

been silent for long, long years. We cannot

tell them by word or act how we feel their

kindness ; we cannot soothe one of their sor-

rows now. Ah, if we only could ! How should

we rejoice if we might but for a moment tell

them, how bitterly we repent of ever having

wounded them, and show them how truly we

love them ! But they are gone beyond our
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reach ; they answer not to our call, and will

never more come to us on earth. But we can

speak loving words to some human heart

which has no one to comfort it; which sits

solitary in some hidden corner weighed down

by sorrow, perhaps also by sin ; we can pour

out on some poor child of earth the love and

light which were shed upon our own by the

departed one.

There are always aching hearts around us,

though a careless eye may not perceive them.

Love in our own heart is a key by which we

gain access to other hearts, and reach the sor-

rows hidden there ; and it gives us also a balm

wherewith to soothe and comfort them. Yes,

a loving heart will enable us to discharge our

duty. It will lead us to do it with joy ; with

a springing step, and a kindling eye, because

it is' the very nature of love to pour itself out

upon its object, thereby both giving and re-

ceiving bliss. Duty is too often painted with

a stern and gloomy aspect ; as a toiling wan-

derer, whose path is beset with thorns, and

whose feet never find a resting-place. But
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Duty is a child of heaven, and her face wears

heaven's own glorious light. Her eye glows

with an inward light, and every feature bears

the impress of purity and of its celestial birth.

The shadows which may obscure her face are

of earthly origin ; they may conceal from us

her beauty, but they do not belong there. It

is the mists and darkness of our own sinful

hearts which rise up and envelope Duty with a

gloomy shroud, but her face seen through is

always radiant. Our own devious wanderings

may lead her into a thorny maze, but unfetter-

ed, her own path is always straight forward in

a plain and easy road, moving onward and up-

ward with a free and graceful motion.

Let us not despoil her of her native charms,

but putting aside our selfishness and sins, let

us permit her to guide us into " paths of pleas-

antness and peace.'' There is nothing on

earth more heavenly than a soul which is al-

ways influenced by duty : which presses for-

ward whatever obstacles may obstruct the

path ; which stops not to consult inclination or

selfish timidity, but learning what is right from
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the word of God, calmly and fearlessly per-

forms it, leaning on his arm, and deriving from

him strength and courage. It is a happy

soul ; for duty and love are one ; and love is

peace, and joy, and blessedness. Just so far

as a human soul comes under the influence of

holy love, just so far it knows the bliss of

heaven while still on earth.

While the requisitions of our heavenly Father

are so mild and sweet, only demanding in re-

turn for all he has conferred upon us, just that

which will ennoble and bless ourselves, and

bring us into communion with all pure and

happy spirits, can we refrain from complying

with them ? Alas, have we complied ? Have

we been loving children, grateful to our Father,

and longing to bless the other members of his

family ? Gentle and tender as his law was,

howhave we despised and broken it ? How
have we been engrossed by selfish pursuits

and unholy desires. Ah ! how can we hope

for forgiveness who have rebelled against so

kind a parent, and forgotten him, while revel-

ing in the bounties of his hand ! We do sure-
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ly need a mediator—an atoning Saviour. Only

through the cross, and its salvation, can we

hope, or dare to raise our eyes to this kind,

injured parent's face. It would be easy to

meet the frown of a harsh, tyrannical master

if we had offended him ; our hearts might sus-

tain us, and enable us to look firmly upon him;

but where all has been melting love and un-

bounded kindness, our eyes must sink, our

hearts must tremble, and smite us with our

vileness. We are but prodigals, and if now

returning we are met with a smile of welcome,

and a robe is put upon our shame, and we are

forgiven, what love will testify our penitence

and gratitude ? Can we be henceforth loving

and dutiful enough to satisfy the emotions

which swell our hearts to overflowing ? Can

we who have been forgiven so much, love pro-

portionally him who has forgiven us ? Surety

eternity will be none too long for our hearts to

love and praise him who hath forgiven and

washed us from our sins. Though the song of

the redeemed will mingle harmoniously with

that of the seraph around the throne, surely
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in the former there must be a note more touch-

ingly soft and tender, for he will sing,

" Jesus sought me while a stranger,

Wandering from the fold of God

;

And to' rescue me from danger,

Interposed with precious blood."
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CHAPTER IV,

FORGIVENESS.

" Forgiveness—what a blessed word

To fall upon a mortal ear

!

Can any other sound so sweet,

Or waken feelings half so dear ?

The voice which saith, * Thou art forgiven,'

Can only come to earth from Heaven."

What word has ever floated over this world of

sin, carrying such sweetness to the ear of mor-

tals, as that of forgiveness ? What thought

can come to a weary and burdened soul con-

scious of accumulated guilt, so full of blessed-

ness, as that of forgiveness ?. What promise

is there in the Bible so full of consolation, and

of heavenly joy, as that of being forgiven ?

Many long years ago there was a social

gathering. It wTas in the beautiful land of

Judea, and doubtless the fragrance of the

olive tree and of the clustering vines stole into

the apartment. The host presided at his table,
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around which were gathered his invited guests.

How many reclined there in the luxurious

manner of the East, we know not
;
probably

quite a number partook of his hospitality, and

united in the conversation suited to the place.

But there was one poor woman present,

whose heart was filled with sorrow. No invit-

ed guest was she, and she found no place at

the table of the haughty Pharisee. She had

glided timidly into the* room, to be near one

whom her soul loved, and she only presumed

to sit at his feet and bathe them with her fast-

falling tears. She was too happy at being

permitted to do this, to wish for more. What

to her were the frowning looks of the master

of the feast, or the wandering and reproachful

glances cast upon her by the guests ? She

heeded them not. Absorbed by one deep

overmastering emotion, she thought of nothing

else. She loved him at whose feet she knelt,

and to be near him, to pour out her tears before

him, and to anoint his feet wjth the costly per-

fume she had brought, were enough for her.

The self-complacent Pharisee was exceed-

ingly indignant at having a sinner in his pres-
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ence. How dared she come among the saint-

ly Pharisees, to pollute the air they breathed?

He seems to have been restrained from giving

expression to his feelings, by the respect he

entertained for the guest at whose feet she sat;

and few could have met that guest face to

face, and not have felt an instinctive con-

sciousness of his superiority. He therefore

did not utter his thoughts aloud, but he spake

within himself, saying, " If this man really

knew as much as he claims to, he would not

allow this miserable sinner to approach him
;

he would know she was a sinner and drive her

from his presence."

Ah, Simon ! Simon ! little didst thou, in

thy overweening pride, understand the char-

acter of that guest of thine ! Little didst thou

know how clearly he was at that very moment

reading thy heart, shrouded as it was from the

gaze of mortal beneath many a vailing fold

!

Little didst thou suppose that to his clear,

searching vision, that weeping penitent was far

less repulsive and unsightly than thine own

arrogant and haughty self

!

His guest, always regardful of propriety,
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addresses him respectfully, answering to his

thouglit, and saying, " Simon, I have some-

what to say unto thee." And he saith,

" Master,"—he too was outwardly respectful

—" Master, say on." Then with the inimi-

table tact which characterized all his instruc-

tions, his guest spoke of two debtors, one of

whom owed but a small amount, but who had

nothing to pay even that trifling sum ; so his

creditor freely and frankly forgave him the

debt. The other debtor owed the same credi-

tor ten times as much, but he was just as des-

titute as the first of all means of discharging

his obligation, and him too, the generous cred-

itor nobly forgave. " And now," asked the

guest, M which of these will love him most ?
"

Whether the beautiful significance of this

little parable, reached the heart of the con-

temptuous Pharisee, we know not ; some glim-

mering of its meaning, perhaps, he caught.

He could only answer, " I suppose he to

whom he forgave most." " And he said to

him, Thou hast rightly said." Then turning

to the broken-hearted penitent at his feet, the

guest added with more sternness, " Simon,
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seest, thou this woman ?" and proceeded to

contrast the heartfelt gratitude and affection

manifested in her treatment of him, with the

total want of them shown in his own. " She

loved much."

And then he turned that face of heavenly

compassion upon the weeper at his side, " and

he said unto her, Thy sins are forgiven thee."

Oh ! what enrapturing words ! What music

must there have been in the sound to her who

heard them from the lips of Jesus ! She who

had been such a sinner

—

could she be for-

given ?

We can imagine the feelings of that mo-

ment : we can almost see the face lighted up

with joy which she lifted to the Saviour. What

a mingling of self-condemnation, of love and

rapture, must have been visible there ! How-

ever outwardly plain her features might have

been, at that moment they must have been

radiant with spiritual beauty !

Do we know any thing of the bliss which

thrilled the heart of that pardoned penitent ?

Have we ever drawn near to the Saviour's

feet to weep there, not daring to look up—not
5*
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daring to hope, but yet unwilling to stay

away ? Have we poured out our tears and

confessions there, forgetting every thing be-

side ? And as we sat there weeping, has

there not come to us a sweet sense of pardon ?

Have we not comprehended something of the

boundlessness of the Saviour's love and felt

that even we might be forgiven ? Oh ! blessed

assurance ! Thy sins are forgiven thee. No
other words could impart to a sinful mortal

such deep and heartfelt joy as these, falling

from the lips of Jesus.

We are all sinners. Gentle and kind as

our Father's requirements were, we turned

away from them, disobediently. We have

neither loved Him, nor the children of his

great family ; and nothing but forgiveness

can now meet our wants. We have no love in

our hearts, till we are pardoned and renewed.

That we might be pardoned and restored to

the bosom of our ill-treated father, Jesus lived,

and died upon the cross. It was 'for the very

purpose ofspeaking such blessed words as these,

" Thy sins are forgiven thee," that he left his



FORGIVENESS. 55

own bright home, and toiled, and suffered, and

expired on Calvary.

Let us draw near to this Saviour—let us sit

at his feet and weep tears of true sorrow and

grief—let us not be driven away by any proud

bigot from this, our proper place, but with

hearts too full of love and sadness to remem-

ber what others may say or feel, let us linger

there, till Jesus look upon us with his eye of

pity, and shall say in his voice of tenderness,

" Thy sins are forgiven thee.'
5
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CHAPTER V.

SELF-RELIANCE.

" Eevere thyself,—and yet thyself despise.

His nature no man can overrate, and none

Can underrate his merit. Take good heed,

Nor there be modest where thou should'st be proud
j

That almost universal error shun."

Self-conceit and self-reliance are sometimes

confounded, but the two are essentially differ-

ent in their nature and manifestations. The

first has a pompous, swelling mien, obtruding

itself up6n others at unseasonable times and

places ; while the last is calm and dignified in

her demeanor, never forcing herself upon the

notice, though always ready to come forward

when her presence is required. Self-conceit

is an undue estimate of our own capacities and

attainments ; self-reliance, an accurate knowl-

edge of ourselves, and of what we are able to

accomplish. The one makes a show of power,

the other actually possesses it, Nothing is
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more disgusting than self-conceit ; but self-

reliance is an essential requisite to what is

most noble in character and conduct.

In order to make progress, every Christian

should possess a correct idea of his own abili-

ties for usefulness, and for what sphere of

effort he is best adapted. He must get a clear

conception, not only of the wants of the world

he finds himself living in, but also of what he

individually may hope to accomplish in it.

The world is full of work ; not only of the bus-

tle and hurry of labor which has reference to

the life that is, but also of Christian effort and

activity ; society, Christian as well as worldly,

is in- a stir and ferment. Every thing and

every body seem to be in rapid motion, and

impelled onward by some mighty and irresisti-

ble impulse. A complicated machinery, hav-

ing a multitude of cogs and wheels revolving

all ostensibly to the glory of God, and the up-

building of his cause, is in full operation,

supplying occupation to all hands and hearts

in Christendom. This is all right. Christian-

ity is a religion of activity,—a religion of faith

manifested by works ; and its whole aim is to
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accomplish the greatest possible amount of

good for the bodies and souls of men. But it

requires calm thought, and a cautious discrim-

ination on the part of each individual, that he

may clearly discern his place amid the busy

throng of workers, and know where he may
labor with the most effect.

A young Christian's whole nature is glow-

ing with a new and fervent affection ; and no

effort seems too painful or arduous to testify

his love and gratitude. The danger is that he

will throw himself unthinkingly into whatever

channel first presents itself, and thus yielding

to the influence of circumstances, dissipate his

energies, and cripple their force by hasty and

unwise action. There are, it is true, some

sluggish natures whom we rejoice to see

quickened by almost any thing, or in almost

any direction ; but we are now speaking of

those more ardent natures whose tendency is

just the reverse. Many such begin to labor

violently, become discouraged, and end after

many eccentric vibrations from eccessive ac-

tivity to total sluggishness, where they should

have begun, with examining their own fitness
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for certain positions, and coolly deciding what

they, as individuals, are best suited to accom-

plish.

It would seem as if many supposed that if

they were doing something^ it was enough.

But even laboring in the Lord's vineyard is

not enough. We may be in it, and occupied,

and yet produce no good result, from our

incompetency to cultivate that particular part

of it, while the portion we might have culti-

vated successfully, is lying waste, and sadly

needing just the skill and strength we could

have brought to it. We need independence

of thought and judgment to assure us, first,

that we really are in God's vineyard laboring,

for it is not difficult to be deceived on this

point, and next, that we are in just that corner

of it where we can work to most advantage.

Now, as in Paul's time, " there are diversities

of gifts," and " diversities of operations,"

and we should alwTays bear this in mind in ref-

erence to ourselves and others.

We must learn to rely on our own convic-

tions of duty, rather than on the convictions of

those about us. This is not presumption ; it
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is but the just freedom of a soul responsible

only to its God. Our conclusions must be

formed in humility, and with earnest looking

to God for guidance ; we must be always

ready to listen candidly to suggestions from

others ; but after all, our own convictions of

what God wishes us to do, must be our guide.

God throws this responsibility upon every

human soul, and holds it accountable for it.

No one can decide for another, and ought not

to if he could. Much perplexity and unhap-

piness arises to many young Christians from

the multitude of objects presented to them

;

all apparently good, and each urged as of par-

amount importance upon their notice.

Suppose for example, a young woman is

just commencing a Christian life. She loves

the Saviour, and wishes to do all she can in

his service. She timidly inquires of more ex-

perienced Christians, how she 'may best enter

on this delightful work. He tells her of the

Sabbath school, and shows her how many

young souls are waiting to be guided to the

Saviour. She joyfully responds to the call.

Her Sabbath school class, the Teacher's meet-
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ing, and the monthly Sabbath school concert

all attract her. Another tells her of the

ignorant poor who are perishing all around

her for lack of vision, and she commences a

Tract distribution. Here she finds a wide

sphere opened before her ; she learns the

spiritual and mental darkness of multitudes,

and their physical sufferings also. Hundreds

pour into her ear their tale of wo. She finds

wives suffering from the brutality of intem-

perate husbands. Children, homeless and

motherless, and the sick with none to care for

them. In short, she beholds distress and

misery in their most appalling forms. Her

soul is burdened with all their sorrows, and

with plans for their relief. Another tells her

of the degraded of her own sex, whom female

philanthropy must seek out and save. An-

other of the three millions of heathen groaning

in bondage within our borders. Another of

the great West, with its thronging multitudes,

waiting to be taught and Christianized. An-

other, of those " who go down to the sea in

ships ; that do business in the great waters,"

for whose soul no man careth. Another of
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the heathen millions who are bowing down to

idols, and perishing in the blindness of a

degrading superstition. These are but a

small part of the claims which will be pre-

sented before her, and each one will be urged

upon her as the most efficient means of serving

Christ.

It is a matter of rejoicing that there are so

many methods of doing good ; and the heart

of the Christian leaps within him as he sur-

veys the extensive ground covered by Christian

effort ; for he knows the world is a world of

darkness and of sin, and that it needs multi-

plied and various means used to shed holiness

and light upon it. The danger is not that our

young Christian should do too much good,

—

be too extensively useful,—but that she shall

be, carried away from a proper and thoughtful

consideration of her duties into a species of

benevolent dissipation, where she may seem

for a time to accomplish much, but which in

the end will prove most unfavorable to con-

tinued systematic exertion. She needs to

consider calmly the claims which each branch

of benevolent activity has upon her; she
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needs to consider the claims of her home-

duties ; she needs to guage her own strength

and qualifications ; she needs to understand

herself, and her relations to others, and above

all, to rely on her own convictions of right and

duty. Of course if she is a Christian, she

asks guidance from on high, and studies the

word of God that it may be a light unto her

feet. But without this reliance on her own

private convictions, she will be carried hither

and yon, by every wave of opinion, and be-

come restless and excitable, of all conditions

of mind the most unsuited to the development

of the Christian graces.

There are three classes into which profes-

sors of religion may be divided in regard to

benevolent operations. There are some who

manage their business affairs much as those do

who make no profession of love to Christ

;

who enjoy very much the same pleasures

;

who apparently feel little sympathy for the

suffering or sinning ; who seldom contribute

to any benevolent cause, and so far as the eye

can see, resemble very nearly in all respects

those who do not claim to be born again, and
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to have their hearts filled with love to God

and man. No appeal apparently reaches

them ; and they continue from year to year

the same cold, calculating, immovable mem-

bers of Christ's church.

Then there are those who are very free,

and sometimes noisy in their professions of

love to Jesus, and to their fellow men ; who

are always full of plans, and of bustle and

talk at every public meeting for benevolent

enterprises ; who ride on the top wave of

every excitement, and seem to have more

light, more zeal, and more compassion than

anybody ever had before. They throw their

whole energies into whatever movement is

uppermost at the moment, whether it is for

Temperance, or Anti-Slavery, or Foreign-

Missions, or Tracts, or Bibles. They wonder

how anybody can keep quiet when there is so

much to be done. They are a little apt to

consider their views of duty to be binding on

others, as well as themselves, and sometimes

say harsh things of such as are not as active

as they are, regarding as time-servers, and

men-pleasers, those who do not rush to the
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conflict under their banner, and shout their

war-cry.

Then there is a third class, who deliberately

weigh any question of duty which may be

brought before them. Having before adopted

some channels of activity, as in accordance

with God's will, they decide whether the new

claim ought to infringe upon those, and

whether it opens an appropriate field for them

to labor in. They dare not trust the impulse

of the moment, for fear of wasting their

strength on something of minor importance
;

and however strong their inclination to embark

in it, they must first take it to their closets

before consenting to do so. In that quiet

retreat, they endeavor to shut out every pre-

judice, and every selfish motive, and to implore

direction from the source of all wisdom. They

make themselves as well acquainted with the

subject as their means of information will per-

mit ; and having considered the question thus

deliberately, candidly, and prayerfully, they

rely upon their own convictions. These may

be wrong, but they are the best they can

arrive at, and they feel bound to act in accord-
6*
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ance with them. They cannot go onward,

because the popular current sets that way, if

the still, small voice of conscience say, " Go
not." It may require great moral courage to

abide by this conviction, but they must do it,

and they can look to God, knowing that if all

others misunderstand their motives, He will

not.

Of the first class nothing is to be said, for

God alone judgeth the heart. The second are

generally sincere, and they do much good.

Their warmth and enthusiasm quicken souls

which would not be reached perhaps by a less

vigorous appeal. But being often misplaced

and ill-judged, it also sometimes does harm.

And it is always fitful; it cannot be relied

upon. Such are the light troops of the

church's army, excellent at a skirmish, and

often rendering important services, but were

there no heavy armed and solid columns for

them to fall back upon, few permanent victo-

ries over sin will be achieved.

The third class are the support, the main-

stay of the church. They are always at their

post, and are always to be relied upon in an
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emergency. They move more slowly, but

once in motion keep steadily onward. They

are the burning and shining lights which send

forth radiance over the darkness of the world.

Always watching quietly for opportunities,

they accomplish much by their quiet persever-

ance in well-doing, for they act from principle

and not from impulse. If there were more of

these self-relying, faithful laborers for the

cause of Christ, it would make a far surer and

steadier progress toward its great end,—the

destruction of sin and misery.

Self-reliance is needed for the performance

of every duty of the Christian life, as well as

for those connected with benevolent efforts.

It is a constituent element of moral courage

without which no progress can Jbe hoped for.

The timid, the vacillating, those who are led

by others, are but poorly fitted for the present

day when opinions and practices are assailed

on every side ; without it, the very foundations

of our faith ever will be in danger of destruc-

tion ; a religion of mere feeling and impulse,

however beautiful, is not enough. Many an

unstable heart has been wrecked on the waves
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of controversy, which possessed of self-reliance

might have rode out the storm in safety.

Truth, itself, can never be harmed by any

attacks made upon it. The conflict which

rages fiercest will only show how firmly it is

based upon immutable foundations. But a

weak-minded believer in the truth, who knows

not wherefore he believes, is injured by it.

Unaccustomed to rely on the results of his own

investigations, if the reed to which he had

pinned his faith is swept away,—he fears that

all is lost. Radiant and immovable as truth

is, he does not clearly perceive it, and is

tossed about without compass or rudder at the

mercy of the storm.

The reasoning faculties were given us that

we might investigate and understand the

truth, and we ought to feel that God has en-

dowed us with such faculties that they may be

exercised. God has thrown upon us the

responsibility of deciding what is truth, and

what is duty ; and we cannot shake it off, if

we would. He will hold us accountable for a

right use of so important a gift.
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Genuine self-reliance is not to be confounded

"with self-dependence. The two are totally

different. It is because knowing our depend-

ence on God for wisdom, we have sought for

guidance at his hand, that we do rely upon

our own convictions. It is because we must

individually be taught by his Holy Spirit that

we look carefully into our souls to find what

that spirit teacheth, and not to the opinions of

other men. My neighbor may have been

taught his duty, but that is not my rule. I

must seek His aid in the secrecy of my closet

when the door is shut,—laying aside all sel-

fishness and prejudice, I must listen rever-

ently to His teachings, and I must be guided

by them. I have no right under the pretext

of a spurious humility, to smother my convic-

tions and throw on another the responsibility

my Maker has placed on me alone. Human
opinions I must look at fearlessly and candidly

;

I must be grateful for the help that wiser

minds may give me, but they are not my
guide, and never to be looked at as infallible.

It may be said that many, relying on what
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they considered the teachings of God's Spirit,

have been thus led into the wildest of delu-

sions and fanaticisms. We know it has been so.

We know that false spirits have often crept in

under the guise of angels. This should lead

us to great caution and to thorough search-

ings of God's words. It should make us hum-

ble and prayerful learners. The promise is

sure that if we ask, and seek, and knock, we

shall receive,—not a stone instead of bread,—

but the enlightening Spirit of God which is

able to lead us into all truth. " If any of you

lack wisdom, let him ask of God, who giveth

to all men liberally, and upbraideth not, and

it shall be given him"

The candid, humble searcher of God's word,

who fervently prays .to understand it aright,

may hope to escape from the evils of fanati-

cism and delusion on the one hand, and from

being carried away by every current of re-

ligious feeling on the other, and humbly walk-

ing with his God to accomplish his Master's

work on earth, steadily progressing toward a

clearer apprehension of what truth is, and
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becoming more and more able to embody ifc in

his own example ; thus letting his light shine

clearly and steadily before men, " that they

may see his good works and glorify their

Father which is in Heaven."
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CHAPTER VI.

BENEVOLENCE.

*' Go forth to cheer and bless the lone, sad hearts

Which everywhere are found on earth
;
go forth

In patient watching and enduring toil

;

Like the sweet murmuring rivulet, which flows

Still undiminished through the summer hours:

Not like the brawling brook, which prattles loud,

But when the heat comes on is dried away,

And gives no freshness when it most should cheer."

Benevolence is always pictured as a bright

and beautiful being, whose face is radiant

with smiles, and whose hands are always out-

stretched to bless. Thus she should be repre-

sented; for she is the fairest daughter of

heaven, the child of light and love. But

there is ever gliding near this beautiful being,

a dark and gloomy figure, whose features are

stern and harsh, whose brow is closely knit,

and whose lips are seldom brightened by a

smile.
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The movements of Benevolence are wavy

and graceful ; she floats in an atmosphere of

love, and is always encircled by warmth and

sunlight ; but her attendant has no grace of

form or motion ; her figure is stout and low,

her step slow and firm, and her touch cold

and chilling. Yet wherever on earth the

beautiful maiden dwells, there too is found the

dark, repulsive attendant. And without her,

strange as it may seem, the beauty of Benevo-

lence is sadly dimmed, and her strength and

grace diminished. It is the dark maiden who

keeps her hand so widely spread, and so full

of blessings ; it is she who gives firmness to

her graceful tread, and who causes the fairest

flowers to spring beneath her footsteps.

But the children of earth love not the dark-

browed, stern-eyed stranger. They open their

arms to the sunny-haired maiden, and give her

a joyful welcome ; but when the gloomy

attendant enters, as she surely will where

Benevolence abides, they shut their doors

upon her. " Not her,—not her," they say.

" Give us the beautiful maiden, but we will

not receive this hideous being ; she would
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extinguish every joy, and chill all that is

warm and beautiful. We will not have her,

—

the dark, fearful maiden ; away with her !

away with her !

"

A shadow passes over the fair face of

Benevolence. " I cannot stay," she mur-

murs, " if you banish my attendant ; without

her, I shall lose my. power to bless. Oh, let

her enter, and you shall find her presence far

from fearful ! Welcome her, and she will

impart such blessings as none but she can

bring into your souls." But they say, " No !

no ! we will not have her, for she is dark and

terrible."

" We separate not," says Benevolence, as

she turns to leave. " Joined together in our

earthly mission by our Father's will, I cannot

stay, where she is not admitted." And

Benevolence with her sunny brow, her loving

eyes, and outstretched arm, departs ; and

with her goes her dark-browed sister— Self-

Denial. Oh, how many human hearts would

fain keep Benevolence, which cannot, and will

not, tolerate Self-Denial.

Other occupants often gain admittance into
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hearts which shut out self-denial. There

comes a guest whose brow is as fair, whose

smile is as sweet, and wThose step is as free as

those of Benevolence herself; so much indeed

does she resemble her, that many can never

distinguish the one from the other. Her name

is Compassion, and exceeding fair and beauti-

ful she is to look upon. Her face is always

beaming with tenderness, and her hand is

always open. She often brings Self-Denial in

her train ; but if she is not welcomed, she will

not frown, for she has another attendant of a

very different aspect. Ah, yes ! the bright,

beautiful Impulse never repels, but wins all

hearts. She wears no frown, and imposes no

restraint by any severity of demeanor. Her

eye is glancing and bright, her step free as

the mountain-wind, and her wing is of a thou-

sand changing tints. Joyfully she comes and

goes, and never brings a cloud, and well do

human hearts love her joyous, animating pres-

ence.

And is not Compassion with this lovely

handmaid, fairer and lovelier than Benevo-

lence with her shadowing attendant ? So
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deem many of the children of men, but not to

the eyes of God, and the watching angels is

her form more lovely, or her presence more

blessed. Let us go with them, and survey

their movements.

A sick girl lies on a poor and lowly bed

;

she has known nothing but poverty from her

birth, but it has been borne cheerfully and

bravely. Her mother's life has been one of

toil, but they have shared each other's labors,

and the bread they have together earned has

been sweet to the taste, and eaten with loving

and grateful hearts, has brought a blessing

with it. Now they know what actual sorrow

is ; for the poor child needs her mother's

presence, while her hand is hot, and her lips

parched and feverish. Fain would the mother

stay and watch beside her child, her only

earthly treasure ; but Poverty is a hard mas-

ter, and though her heart is breaking, she

must go out to earn a supply for their daily

wants. She knows that a neighbor, who is as

poor and laborious as herself, will look in once

or twice in course of the day, and anxiety and

love will quicken her movements, and bring
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her home long before the usual hour. She

quietly arranges every thing in the humble

apartment, placing water and medicine within

reach of the invalid, and then kneeling beside

the bed, she implores the protection of Him

who watches over all the suffering children of

earth, and pressing a kiss on the lips of her

child, goes forth to the duties of the day.

Her heart is aching, but it is girded about by

the strength of an omnipotent arm, and will

not sink under the pressure of toil or sorrow.

Earthly love is strong to do and bear; but

when it is stayed on the sure arm of Eternal

Love, it is then mighty indeed both to labor

and to suffer.

The daughter's heart is also sustained by

the same invisible power. As she lies on her

restless pillow, she represses the groan that

rises to her lips, and keeps down the yearning

for a mother's care and tenderness that is

swelling in her heart. Knowing that this cup

of suffering is one her heavenly Father has

given her to drink, she strives to take it

meekly and submissively, but her frame is hot

7#
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and restless, and in spite of all her efforts, the

hours wear away slowly and wearily.

At length the door of her apartment opens,

and a maiden enters ; she is young and fair,

and her bright face is like sunlight to the

heart of the weary sufferer. As she bends

over the lowly couch, tenderness beams in her

eyes, and speaks in the soft tones of her voice,

and shines in the gathering tears which make

those bright eyes tenfold more beautiful and

lustrous. The heart of the visitor is moved by

the sweet patience of the sufferer, and melts

with sympathy and tenderness. She speaks

gentle and soothing words to her, she parts

the hair from the burning forehead, and

calms, its throbbings by the touch of her soft,

cool hands. She inquires what she can do to

make her comfortable ; and guided by gener-

ous Impulse, she at once resolves to procure

her every delicacy, and to come every day

and nurse her tenderly. She pours out all

her plans into the ear of the invalid, and is

delighted to find what brightness they bring

to her eye and cheek. " Oh, will you come

and see me every day? Mother will be so
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relieved, and I shall not lie here alone through

all the long, long hours." It was with tears

and broken words she uttered her thanks as

her visitor departed ; and it was with a heart

full of sweet sympathy and pleasure that she

who had made her thus happy, went on her

way. The happiness she had bestowed, re-

turned into her own soul in an increased tide

of bliss, and she felt that it was indeed " more

blessed to give than to receive,"

The maiden intended to keep her promises,

and the next day about the same hour, she

left home to go and see her new friend. Be-

fore reaching the narrow street in which she

lived, her attention was arrested by a beauti-

ful boy, who was sitting on the steps of a

dwelling, weeping bitterly. Impulse, quick to

relieve all suffering, stopped here to comfort

him, and drew her into the house where were

other children to admire and caress, and a fair

delicate looking mother, who had a tale of

thrilling interest to pour into her ear. Com-

passion was thoroughly aroused, and guided

by Impulse, she poured out all the contents of

her purse into the mother's hand. When the
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maiden left this dwelling, her thoughts re-

verted to the sick girl, and she regretted that

she had nothing left to procure some little

delicacy for her. " But another day," thought

she, " will do just as well," and falling in with

some young companions, she changed her

course, and went with them. The next day

she was very busy in the morning, and in the

afternoon again started to see the invalid. On
her way she encountered a Tract distributor,

who was coming to get her to accompany her

into a distant district, and she yielded to the

solicitation, though she thought of the loneli-

ness of the poor sick girl, and how hope

deferred maketh the heart sick. She hesitated,

but Impulse was at hand, and guided her into

the new field of duty, which she whispered was

vastly larger and more attractive. It was

late' when she returned, but remembering the

invalid, she borrowed a small sum, hastily

purchased a few oranges, and ran in to see

her for a moment. She could" only stop an

instant, as her friend was waiting ; but she

spoke kindly, and promised to come again.

She had hardly time to observe the sorrowful
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expression on the face of the invalid, and

knew little of the disappointment which filled

her heart when she had gone.

The visit of the first day had dispelled the

gloom from that sick room, and lighted it up

with a sweet and cheerful radiance. The

hours were no longer wearisome, for the

thoughts of the sick girl dwelt with delight on

the bright face and sweet words of her visitor.

She recalled every tone of her voice, and

each loving smile, and glistening tear, till she

sank into sweet slumbers, and dreamed of

angels bearing her away into the gardens of

Paradise. Her mother's entrance roused her,

and the pleasant story was told to her ; and

the fatigue of the mother was all forgotten in

the sweet feeling of gratitude which swelled

her heart. Their evening prayer was uttered

in new faith and trust, and the richest bless-

ings were implored upon her who had visited

the sick, and comforted them. There was

richer peace and deeper gratitude under that

humble roof that night, than often dwells in

the mansions of the most highly favored. On
the morrow, the bitterness of separation be-



82 PASSING THOUGHTS.

tween the mother and daughter was greatly

lessened by the knowledge that the lady with

the beautiful eyes, and pitying heart, would

come to break the loneliness. Every sound

seemed to the listening ear of the expectant

girl, like the footstep she longed to hear ; and

as often as disappointed, she sank back upon

her pillow, there came fresh hope to animate

her. But as hour after hour wore on, and no

light step ascended the stairs, the waiting

heart grew weary, and sad. It was in vain

she said to herself, " I know she would have

come if she could ;
" it was in vain Hope

whispered of tomorrow ; her heart was full of

disappointment, and she was too weak to bear

it patiently or wisely ; she gave way to a flood

of bitter tears, and on her mother's return she

found her more impatient, restless, and ill,

than she had ever seen her. Her gentle

soothing, soon brought better feelings, but

there was still a sad sore spot in her heart,

—

the effects of the bitter disappointment. Every

thing looked darker to her eye than usual, for

the bright light which had shone upon her

gloom had gone out, making it seem more
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intense. The evening prayer was offered

;

but it was for patience and resignation, rather

than an outpouring of rejoicing hearts as on

the previous evening. Little did she who had

so gladdened that home of poverty the day

before, dream of the shadows which now

encompassed it. The next day was one of

quiet resignation to the sick girl. She had

ceased to watch for the footstep that would

have been music to her heart, and she schooled

her spirit to endure the loneliness with a

patient trusting in her unseen Friend. But

who that has lain on a bed of languishing need

be told of the yearning that will spring up for

earthly sympathy,—for the look and voice of

love ! Just as the evening shadows gathered

over the little bed, the footstep was heard

once more. A happy flush came to the cheek

of the invalid, and her heart fluttered with

delight. The beautiful face once more bent

over her, and the sweet voice was in her ear.

But the beautiful face was restless, and the

sweet voice was hurried, and in an instant the

bright vision passed away. Tears filled the

eyes of the sick girl, for though she had seen
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her long-looked for friend, there was still a

sad feeling of disappointment in her heart.

Why was it ? Was not the face as fair as at

first ? Were not her words as kind ! Ah

!

there was wanting the charm which made the

face so fair, and the words spoken so dear,

—

the charm of sympathy and tenderness ; the

heart was not in them as at first ; and nothing

but genuine sympathy can cheer the sick
;

they are quick at detecting counterfeits, and

are never imposed upon by spurious coin.

The yearning for tenderness was still unsatis-

fied ; and though she kept her sorrow to her-

self, the evening sacrifice of the sufferer was

still that of resignation and submission, not of

praise and gratitude.

Day after day passed away ; the poor girl

still lingered ; for a slow nervous fever had

fastened on her system. Her visitor came no

more, for Compassion was under the guidance

of Impulse, and was ever driven hither and

thither on new and doubtful enterprises, and

there was no time for soothing the aching

head, or binding up the bleeding heart of her

who lay on that low bed of pain. Compassion
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was still full of tenderness and pity, but she

was ever on the wing, too full of occupation to

pause and bless those who most needed her

gentle ministrations.

The sick girl languished and grew still weaker

and more restless, till at length her mother

promised to remain at home, after that day's

labor was accomplished ; for said she, " it is

my duty now to stay, and we must trust in

God to supply our wants." The last day of

loneliness wore slowly away, and as the suf-

ferer tossed and moaned upon her bed, another

guest entered noiselessly. So much did she

resemble Compassion, that the poor girl thought

she had returned ; but a closer look showed

her that it was a stranger, but one of lovely

face and form. There was a smile of heavenly

brightness on her countenance ; and her eyes

were full of loving tenderness. She gave the

sufferer a refreshing draught ; she gently

parted her hair from the burning brow, she

spoke but little, but such words as sunk into

the sufferer's heart. They were not of her

own plans, but of heaven and Jesus, and a

home of rest. She sat beside the couch of
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pain hour after hour, till a sweet slumber stole

over the weary girl, and did not leave her till

her mother came. Then she ministered to the

aching heart of the worn-out mother, as gently

and sweetly as to her child, and the whole

atmosphere of the lowly dwelling was purified

and sweetened by her presence. Gratitude

and trust and love, took the place of fear and

doubt, and when she left them with a promise

to return arid spend the night, the hearts of

both mother and child were too full to speak

their thanks.

With a light step and beaming face the

maiden returned homewards. There she found

unexpected guests,—dear friends whom she

had not seen for long years ; and their com-

munion was most sweet and joyful. They had

planned a visit for the evening, w7hich promised

great delight to all, and most to the young

and beautiful maiden. How she longed to go,

and ought she not, to please her friends whom

she so rarely could gratify with her society ?

Ah, there stands the dark-browed self-denial.

Stern her features are, and just as unlovely as

before. She smiles not, but frowningly com-
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xnands, " Thou shalt not go,—what hast thou

to do with pleasure, if it interferes with duty V 9

The maiden listens reverently to the harsh

voice, and declines to join the merry party.

No entreaties or persuasions can induce her to

change her mind, for she pleads an engage-

ment which must be kept.

At night, the beautiful maiden threads the

narrow alleys and filthy lanes which lead to

the dwelling of the invalid. The pale features

of the poor girl light up with joy, for she sees

tenderness and genuine love in those soft eyes,

and hears the sweet music of sympathy in the

gentle words she utters. The tired mother

welcomes her as only a mother can, whose

nights have long been spent in weary watch-

ings, and days in ceaseless labor, made more

burdensome by a heavy and anxious heart.

The prayers which ascend from that humble

dwelling that night, are full of praise and

faith and gratitude as they reach the ear of

the Eternal, rising like sweet incense before

His throne. The invalid sleeps sweetly be-

neath the watching eyes of the fair maiden,
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and when she wakes, it is but to catch the

sweet look of tenderness, and to sink again

into blessed slumbers. The worn and weary

mother sleeps too, gaining fresh strength and

courage from that long, dreamless rest. The

maiden keeps her watchful vigils with only

self-denial at her side, and lo, the face of the

latter is no longer dark or stern, but bright,

and full of sweet approval. A beautiful smile

is on her lip, and her whole countenance

beams with heavenly radiance. " Ah, my
dear, beloved sister," said the bright maiden,

" thou art my strength and my helper, with-

out thee I am weak and of little value ; but

for thee I should not have come hither to-

night, and thus have lost the sweet bliss of

making these sufferers happy. Well is it for

me that thou ever goest with me, self-denial,

to guide and to sustain me." And Benevo-

lence clasped SelfDenial to her heart in a

still closer and firmer embrace. " We will

never part on earth," she added, " for well I

know how beautiful thou art, when received

and cherished as a welcome guest, though
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when standing at the threshold, men deem

thee dark and gloomy. Ah, they little know,

sweet sister, what peace and joy thou bringest

with thee !

"

For many a day and many a night, might

that sweet maiden have been found beside the

couch of the young invalid, always wearing a

sweet smile, and always speaking the words of

gentleness and love. With her came Self-

Denial, but not visibly, for Benevolence did

not choose to show her attendant to those

around her. From these visits so punctually

made, and so sanctified by sympathy and ten-

derness, a new atmosphere pervaded the little

dwelling. Health came to the cheek of the

young girl, and holy peace and joy and faith

dwelt in her heart ; and the mother's soul

grew ever stronger, and more serene, and full

of joyful trust ; and thus onward they passed

through lives of poverty and toil, supported by

an arm of strength, watched over by the spirit

of Love, and ever drawing nearer and nearer

to the home where there is no sorrow, and

sighing and tears can never come.
8*
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And hand in hand Benevolence and Self-

Denial are ever found in the abodes of pov-

erty, of ignorance and crime ; brightening all

the misery of our sinful world, and pointing

upward to the abode of perfect Love and

unending Joy.

If our young reader should be led to know

that Benevolence must bring in her train the

unlovely Self-Denial, and to be willing to

receive so unattractive a guest, and thereby

learn how beautiful and sweet her presence

may become, this little sketch will not have

been written in vain. Compassion and deep

feeling may be found without Self-Denial ; but

consistent, Christian, heaven-born Benevolence

never. Perhaps in a better world Self-Denial

may find no place ; and yet we almost feel

that without the rich enjoyment she can pour

into our hearts, no happiness would be quite

complete, so rich is the joy she can impart to

the soul which welcomes her on earth. Do

not fear her therefore, though her form is

repelling and her features stern. Cherish
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her, let her be thy daily companion, and you

shall find her diffusing sweet fragrance around

thy path, and filling it with that peculiar joy

which God has commissioned her alone to

bestow upon the children of men.



92 PASSING THOUGHTS.

CHAPTER VII.

INFLUENCE.

" Scorn not the slightest word or deed,

Nor deem it void of power

;

There's fruit in each wind-wafted seed

That waits its natal hour.

No act falls fruitless ; none can tell

How vast its power may be,

Nor what results infolded dwell

Within it silently."

In nature nothing stands alone. Every thing

is connected with something going before, and

also to something coming after it. The flower

produces the seed, the seed the plant, and the

plant the flower, and seed again ; and so on in

a continued series. The flower, as you looked

upon its graceful form, may have seemed to be

independent, but it was the product of some

antecedent, and was itself to become the ante-

cedent of some consequent. So an act of

yours or of mine may seem to stand alone, but
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it is not so. It was born of some previous

thought, and will produce other thoughts, and

those thoughts act again, till the chain

lengthens out indefinitely.

The pebble thrown into a still lake, it has

been often said, stirs but the nearest water,

but the action increases in extent, and still

increases, though ever noiselessly, till the last

circle touches the remotest shore. So does

an action dropped into the sea of life create at

first but a slight impression, but it goes on

widening and widening, and still widening in

its influence, till it touches the distant shores

of Eternity. The action may have sunk out

of sight at once ; it was a little thing, quickly

done, and then it disappeared from the surface

and was forgotten ; but its effects continued,

and will reach persons and places you have

never dreamed of.

We are told that the particles of which our

bodies are composed, undergo a constant

change, so that to-day they possess no single

atom of matter which belonged to them seven

years ago. This may be so, but it is never-

theless true that the man of three-score years,
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bears about with him to-day a crooked limb in

consequence of a fall he received in infancy.

There is some mysterious connection between

the old body and the new, so that every single

particle of the latter is what the character and

habits of the former contributed to make it.

We are to-day physically, mentally, and

morally what the actions, thoughts and feelings

of all the years of our preceding life have

made us. Long years ago we did a mean and

sinful act ; it was the result of mean and sinful

thoughts
;

perhaps we hesitated before doing

it ; conscience may have lifted up her voice

and remonstrated ; but we did it ; and to-day

we are different persons from what we should

have been, if we had not done it. This mo-

ment, perhaps we are tempted to be untruthful

or dishonest. It may seem now a very little

thing, but the consequences make it serious

and important. If we yield to the temptation,

we shall be fifty years hence, whether in this

world or another, different beings from what

we shall be if we resist it.

On the wall near me, I see a small, dimple-

like mark. The slightest touch of a child's
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finger may have produced it when the mortar

was soft, but half a century has past, and there

it is still, and nothing can now efface it, until

the wall itself crumbles into ruin. So a slight

deforming touch of sin upon our souls remains

through all time to darken and deface. The

same permanency also belongs to whatever is

good and pure ; alas, that there should be so

little of these ! But all there is shall live on.

A kind word, a generous thought, a self-deny-

ing act shall never die. A touch which beau-

tifies the soul is as ineffaceable as one that de-

forms it. Every bright spot, made so by some

performance of a difficult duty, by some sub-

mission of our will to God's will, or by some

resistance of temptation, shall grow brighter

still within the soul. All that is good in the

past adorns the present, and shall gild the

future, as surely as all that is evil shall darken

it. Sin and holiness alike gain strength by

indulgence, and each word, and feeling, and

act, whatever is its character, is like the

buried seed ; the crop will spring up, and

what we sow we must inevitably reap.

If such is the effect of present action upon
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our own souls, the effect of it on the souls of

others, is still farther spreading, and still more

indefinite. He cannot begin to trace it to the

end. We can only watch its nearest opera*

tionSj and feel with awe, that it is out-reaching

the bounds of our mortal vision. This influence

of mind upon mind, of act upon act, is a fearful

thing to contemplate, and yet wTe can have no

just idea of what life is, without we do regard

it. In the quiet obscurity of some home, a

child is growing up. He runs about, eats and

sleeps, and plays like other children, and an

indifferent observer might perhaps suppose, he

was little influenced by his heedless mother.

Perhaps she herself in her thoughtful moments,

regrets that she is doing so little for her child's

spiritual nature. But she feels and acts, and

talks before her child continually ; and each

one of these acts, feelings and words influ-

ences the child. Every portion of his nature

is impregnated by the atmosphere of his home,

and unfolds accordingly. He cannot be what

he would have been if his mother had con-

ducted differently ; it is impossible. Doing so

little for him ! Why she is giving to his whole
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character that bent which it will retain long

years after she is in her grave ; she cannot

avoid forming his heart and mind, whether

she aims to or not. If her words do not teach

him, her silence does ; and wherever he may

go, and whatever he may become in future

life, he will retain the impressions he received

from her in childhood.

In turn, the child moulds and influences

others. It may be his efforts are confined to

the narrow circle of home, or he may become

prominent in public life ; how many who grew

up in the most quiet and obscure homes have

been so ! He may have the ability and oppor-

tunity to reach thousands of other souls, and

to brighten or obscure them, according as his

own is full of light or darkness. And each of

the souls thus influenced by him, reach and

influence other souls, and thus the circle

widens, till no human vision can see its out-

ward boundary, and no finite mind comprehend

its stupendous results. And each of these

thousands upon thousands of immortal souls

are different from what they would have been
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had that thoughtless mother spoke, felt, and

acted differently in her obscure and quiet

home ! The mind almost rejects such con-

clusions, because they are so overwhelming.

We try to shelter ourselves from them, and to

feel that it cannot be thus, because the burden

of responsibility it throws upon us, is so dis-

agreeable to think of. But this unwillingness

to believe it, does not make it a false conclu-

sion. It is certain that the mighty river which

bears upon its heaving bosom the wealth of

nations, and pours its resistless tides into the

unfathomable ocean, was formed drop by drop

in some distant and dark hill-side
;
yet how

almost inconceivable the fact. Like the mo-

ther's words and acts they were little things,

—those single drops ; they kept noiselessly on

their course, but the effect was none the less

•wonderful and strange.

Some one has said, " every American

mother should be animated by the reflection

that her son may become the President of the

United States.'' But I would say, let every

mother be quickened by the thought that her
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son will influence immortal souls. To what

extent he will do this, she cannot know, but in

a larger or smaller degree he inevitably must

;

and thus she is setting an accumulating power

in motion, wThose future movements may be

unspeakably grand and terrible,

I have spoken of the mother's influence^

because I believe that to be the most powerful

of all others ; but the same thing is true of all

other influence. Who of us but can look back

and see how our present habits, both of think-

ing or feeling, have become what they are,

through the mingling of many silent, and at

the time, almost unobserved influences ? The

suggestion of a teacher thrown out upon a

school collectively, may have fallen into our

hearts, and become a powerful motive to all

our subsequent efforts. In some hour we were

silent and unnoticed listeners, and heard

words that have never been forgotten, and

which to this day have colored our thoughts

and feelings. We were associated with some

companions, all perhaps gay and reckless at

the time, but we learned from them things
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"which have never been unlearned. And now

we can see very clearly, that we are different

from what we should have been, had we never

known that teacher, or listened to that conver-

sation, or mingled with those associates.

And our suggestions, our random words,

our social interviews are just in the same way

influencing others. We ought to know it,—to

feel it deeply. We ought to walk softly on

such ground, and tread lightly. If we knew

that precious stones were lying beneath our

feet, we should step cautiously for fear of

crushing them. How much more if souls are

scattered all around us, which may be ruined

by our careless tread !

This view of the influence of present action

upon the future, makes life a solemn thing.

The present moment is always slipping away

from us, and we often pay little heed to it

;

yet while it flies, we are acting for good or for

evil upon our own souls and the souls of others.

That we forget this truth, makes it none the

less certain.. We can no more annul it, than

we can destroy the world, for both are founded
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on immutable laws which the great God has

instituted in infinite wisdom. We, in our

weakness, can only yield ourselves to His

guidance. He can lead us gently and safely

over all the fearful steps of this mysterious

life, as the wise and tender parent leads the

little child over chasms which, unaided, he

could never cross. The child is ignorant of

the dangers which beset the path, and so are

we ; but the child knows his father is wise, and

will not lead him wrong, and oh, how much

more reason have we to trust our Father!

With our hand in his, and our eye sometimes

placed on the curious objects which lie along

our path, but oftener, far oftener raised in

love, and sweet trust to His face, we may

walk safely onward. Beneath His eye we

cannot but walk in the light, and radiate

light. The soul that is living close to God,

and in which the Holy Spirit dwells, must

diffuse something of the blessedness it receives

from Him. It can no more shed gloom around

it, than the moon when she turns her bosom

toward the sun. Catching the bright beams,
9*
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it must reflect them, and send far out into the

darkness a soft and silvery radiance ; but

turned from God, all is midnight in the soul.

It shines only by borrowed rays, and but

reflects the lustre it has caught from heaven.

But yet the soul thus kept by God, can never

become a sinless soul, or stand like the holy

angels free from stain. The sin may be for-

given for Christ's sake ; the fearful conse-

quences of it may be forever averted from us,

but the scar is left there still. Nor can future

repentance stop the consequences of our sinful

acts, so far as others are concerned. The feet

we turned into an evil and downward road,

may tread it still, when ours have left it. We
may be forgiven, but the legitimate conse-

quences of our deeds we cannot avert from

others. This is one of the bitter fruits of sin.

We may mourn in agony of spirit, but tears or

groans will not undo the past. Still there is

satisfaction in the knowledge that good is pro-

ductive as well as evil ; " if spiritual life has

begun now, it too is going on its way, restoring

disorder to order, and confusion to harmony,"
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and the future lived wisely and prayerfully

may, to some extent, counteract the past.

11 A whispered word may touch the heart,

And call it back to life

;

A look of love bid sin depart,

And still unholy strife.

Work on, despair not, bring thy mite,

However small it be

;

God is with all that serve the right,

The holy, true and free."
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CHAPTER VIII.

MUSIC.

" Hast thou not heard mid forest glades,

While ancient rivers murmured by,

A voice from the eternal shades,

That spake a present Deity ?

And though no organ-peal be heard,

In harmony the winds are stirred

;

And there the morning stars upraise

Their ancient songs of deathless praise.V

Eloquent voices have often spoken of the

power of music. There has always been some-

thing in "the concord of sweet sounds," which

has appealed to the universal heart of man,

softening and swaying it by an irresistible

force. If it be fabulous that rocks and savage

beasts bent in mute rapture to catch the

strains which floated from the lyre of Or-

pheus, it is nevertheless true that hearts

harder than the rock, and wilder than the un-

tamed beasts of the forest, have been melted
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by its influence, till tears gushed forth from

" eyes unused to weep."

But I wish now to speak of music in a little

different sense of the word from that usually

applied to it, and to employ the term as re-

ferring to the glad and sweet sounds of nature,

rather than to those uttered according to rules

by the human voice, or drawn forth from in-

struments by artistic skill.

Nature is full of melody, scarcely any of

her works are silent to an attentive ear. The

leaves on the tree, the waving grass, the fall-

ing rain-drops, the flowing stream, all have a

voice, and each utters its own peculiar music.

Poets tell us the stars " sing as they shine,"

and we know that once " the morning stars

sang together ;" but with our gross senses we

cannot hear the strain, though on a clear, still

evening, it almost seems as if our spirit caught

some note of that celestial melody. But if we

know nothing of " the music of the spheres,"

we may by listening, hear an almost infinite

variety of harmonies coming up from the sweet

voices of earth.

In a still summer's day when we sit down
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by an open window, and look over the land-

scape, we say, " how still it is ! how perfectly

quiet !
" Yet if we listen again, we shall hear

a multitude of murmuring sounds, all sweet,

and blending into a most pleasing harmony.

Aside from all bird-songs, the breeze sighs,

the leaf rustles, the corn nods with an audible

salutation, the pine-tree whispers in a mourn-

ful, spirit-like undertone, the distant waterfall

breathes forth its liquid note ; the bee hums,

the butterfly whizzes past
;
perhaps a cow lows

in the distant fields, or the faint tinkling of a

bell is heard. It is still, and yet there is any

thing but silence. If a dead silence were to

prevail, it would startle us by its strangeness,

so accustomed is our ear to this murmuring

music.

The constant presence of harmony in na-

ture, is not more remarkable than its almost

endless variety. Take the trees for example.

How different the voices with which they

speak ! The pine has its own language, its

mother tongue; so has the willow, and the

oak, and the sheltering elm. To a nice ear

none sing alike, yet each sings sweetly ; and
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in an old forest how joyfully they all unite in

a grand hallelujah chorus ! Not one voice is

out of tune, not one jars on the most sensitive

ear. A fanciful modern writer has asserted,

that the wood of all trees gives forth a sound

peculiar to itself, so that the bending of an

oak-branch, for example, will produce a sound

quite different from that of a pine ; and out of

this, she constructs a very ingenious theory,

but one too fine-spun and etherial to be easily-

comprehended, though there is doubtless some

truth in the assertion with which she com-

mences.

The same wonderful variety of tone is also

found in water. A single drop falling by itself

shall be musical in one way ; a fast pouring

shower in another. If water glide in a little

brook through a green meadow, where the

flowers peep over to see their faces in it, it

shall speak in one voice ; if it bound along

through a hilly region, leaping over the stones

in numberless sparkling waterfalls, it shall

have another ; and quite another, if it slip

over old mossy stones in the cleft of a rock.

It has one tone in the brimming river whose
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surface is scarcely broken by a ripple, and

quite another where that river meets with ob-

structions in its course. Who that has stood

by the sea-shore, has not observed the dif-

ference in the sound of the flowing, and the

ebbing tide ? One rushes up joyously, with a

glad shout as it were, while the other retires

gently, with a lingering deadness in its voice.

And the ocean—the wild, tumultuous ocean

—

who does not know what thundering, rushing,

deafening tones are in its mighty voice ! And

yet, how mournfully soft, how touchingly sweet

is the voice of that same ocean in other

moods

!

Then there is the music of living things.

How the earth rings, in the glad spring-time,

with joyous and heart-stirring melodies, burst-

ing forth from every bush and tree ! From

the shrill cry of the sea-bird, heard above the

uproar of winds and waves, to the twittering

love-note in the forest's depths, this many-

toned music comes to us from the animate

creation, chiming in with every mood of

thought and feeling, and always elevating and

refreshing us. You are insensible to the



MUSIC. 109

charms of bird-music ; the little child before

he has learned to walk, listens to it, and

cl i s his hands for joy ; and the weary heart

of the aged man is soothed and softened by it.

In the early morning it carries our thoughts

upward, in thanksgiving to the heavens, and

at twilight it calms our ruffled spirits, and

brings to us sweet thoughts of a holier rest.

Science can achieve nothing more perfect

than God teaches to the little songsters of the

grove, and when the sweet Swedish singer

came to our shores, and drew listening and

applauding crowds around her, they could pay

her no higher compliment than to say of her

most touching and popular air, " it is just like

bird-warbling
;
just so sweet and clear.'

;

I have alluded to these various kinds of

natural music that our minds may be more

fully impressed with the truth that Grod is

good to us. He is good, not merely in sup-

plying our necessities, but in providing such

rich and exquisite enjoyments. He has so

formed the ear, that it not only warns us of

approaching danger, and contributes to the

supply of our lower wants, but also drinks in

10
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certain sounds with wonderful delight; and

having thus bestowed the capacity of enjoy-

ment, he has poured out all around such over-

flowing supplies of delicious harmonies, that

our souls are lost in amazement when we think

of them.

So with the eye. Having formed it to per-

ceive with pleasure the blending of colors, and

the varieties of form, He has arrayed the

world in such exquisite loveliness, that the

beauty of it becomes an inexhaustible source

of enjoyment, and fills the heart with inex-

pressible delight. Such an adaptation of a

supply to the want, would seem enough to

convince the Atheist, that something beside

blind chance threw together such a world : it

certainly furnishes to the believer the sweetest

evidence of the care and love of his heavenly

Friend.

Provisions of this nature for our happiness,

touch our hearts more than the ruder bounties

of his hand, or rather taken in connection

with the latter, reveal to us a more tender

thoughtfulness. A parent may furnish his chil-

dren with shelter, and food, and clothing,
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and they will feel that they owe him gratitude
;

but it is only when this father evinces a

knowledge and appreciation of their more se-

cret feelings and tastes, and provides all that

can gratify them, that their hearts overrun

w7ith tenderness and love.

This was more than they expected. This

shows a refinement and delicacy of affection

on his part, and meets with a warmth of love

in return, which they could never otherwise

have felt.

So our heavenly Father might have furn-

ished us with food to nourish, and raiment to

protect us, and we should have had great

reason for gratitude, but now that he has

made provision for our most hidden and deli-

cate desires, and made the life he has given

one of such exquisite beauty and enjoyment,

our hearts are melted into a warmer tender-

ness. We feel that this Friend, so infinite in

power and might, understands us, even to our

most delicate and secret tastes, and loves us.

This blissful consciousness of His kindness and

tenderness, draws forth our deepest emotions
;

it causes our hearts to overflow with a love too
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strong for words, and which can only find ex-

pression in delicious tears.

If therefore the Creator has made such pro-

visions for the more refined wants of our na-

ture, is it right for us to frown upon the culti-

vation of such tastes, and repress as sinful,

what He Seems to have wished to see de-

veloped and promoted? There have been

men,—noble, Christian . men of heroic hearts,

and great souls, who have frowned upon all

which does not directly contribute to the salva-

tion of the soul. Do not such lack some of

the softer and gentler traits of character which

John, and Jesus himself possessed ? Have

they not destroyed somewhat of the symmetry

and perfection of Christian loveliness by re-

pressing what was innocent and excellent ?

It may be said that we, at the present day,

have swayed so far out from the old puritanic

moorings, that our danger is all of the opposite

kind, and that we err in attaching too much

importance to the material manifestations of

God's love, and too little to the pu:dy spiritu-

al. But does not our true wisdom lie in never

disjoining the two ? It is very true that there
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is such a thing as a spurious piety, made up

entirely of a sentimental admiration of what-

ever is beautiful and attractive in God's works,

which should be carefully guarded against

;

it is true, that an exquisite appreciation, and

an enthusiastic admiration of whatever is

lovely in nature, may co-exist with impeni-

tency, and a total dislike of the character of a

holy God. There have been Moores and

Byrons who could sing of the beauties of

creation in such sweet strains, that our hearts

are thrilled by a new perception of their

charms, but who it is to be feared, could not

perceive the beauty of holiness ; whose hearts

could glow with enthusiastic fondness for an

earthly friend, but still remain cold and un-

feeling as a rock, toward God and a holy

heaven. Refined taste, and tender sentiment

are not by any means religion, neither does

it follow that if we have not taste and senti-

ment, we are therefore religious. Because we

do not love nature, it does not follow that we

do love God, or are any more likely to love

him for that reason. On the contrary, why
should God lavish such beauty upon the earth,

10*
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and finish every portion of his works with such

a nice and delicate touch, if we were not to

admire it, and admiring, love him the more ?

But the God of nature and the God of Revela-

tion should never be separated, they are one

God,—a holy, sin-abhorring God ; and he who

does not love the God of the Bible, does not,

and cannot love the God of nature. He may

have sentimental aspirations towards a fanciful

Creator of his own invention, but it is not the

God who lives and breathes throughout this

beautiful world, making every portion of it

glorious with his presence. The spirit of God

is the same everywhere—in the Bible, in the

sanctuary, in the closet, in the fields and

groves—everywhere a pure and holy spirit, to

be worshiped in spirit and in truth. While

there should be cultivated a just love for, and

appreciation of the beautiful, it should never

be divorced from the holy, or considered worthy

of worship for its own sake. It is but a

secondary manifestation of God's excellence

;

one of the lesser emanations of his brightness,

which should indeed call forth our gratitude,

but not the fullest homage of our souls. The
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ornaments of a building, however rich and ex-

quisite they may be, do not constitute its

strength and glory, so that portion of God's

character which is exhibited in the beautiful

creations of his hand, does not constitute his

chief excellence. Far from it. " Righteous-

ness and judgment are the habitations of his

throne," and upon them rests the universe.

There is nothing discordant in God's character

;

all is harmonious, symmetrical. The righte-

ousness and judgment perfectly coincide with

the love beaming forth in his works, and the

whole constitute a Being to be adored not in

parts, but as one indivisible, universal, holy

Being.

While therefore the love of a renewed heart

may be quickened and refined by the cultiva-

tion of our tastes, and the full enjoyment of all

those works which their author has pronounced

to be very good, no human soul can be regen-

erated or saved by any amount of enthusiasm

or love for that which is outward and perisha-

ble. All that is morally excellent in the uni-

verse, and all that is materially beautiful, are

designed to unite in drawing us toward the
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Creator, and nothing can be more contrary to

the will of God than to separate one portion of

his character and works from another, or to

proscribe any part as sinful and unworthy of

our love and attention.

The word of God through his holy prophets,

the voice of Jesus sweetly speaking of forgive-

ness, and the musical glad sounds of nature,

all reach our ear, To all we should listen joy-

fully ; all are from one source, and are de-

signed to lead us to one faith, one home, one

Father and God. All fill us with emotions of

admiration and love, if rightly contemplated;

and each may aid us in appreciating the others.

Man therefore should never separate what

God hath joined together, but loving God as

seen in nature as well as the Bible, become a

consistent, and intelligent wrorshiper of " the

author of every good and perfect gift.
9 '



ON READING. 117

CHAPTER IX.

ON READING.

u Not idly let thine eye pass o'er the page

;

But slowly reading, ponder in thy soul

What truth lies buried there ; seize fast that truth,

And bind it to thy heart ; and let thy act

Show ferth its beauty and its heavenly light.5 *

In these reading days no question can be more

important, and more worthy of consideration

by a Christian mind, than this
—" What shall

I read ? " A large amount of time will be

consumed in reading, and that the character

will be powerfully affected by what is read, no

one can doubt. The increased facilities for

procuring books at the present day, and the

perfect deluge of publications of all kinds

which overwhelms us, call for thought on this

point. It is an easy thing to read just what

comes in your way, every yellow-covered pam-

phlet, every magazine, and trashy octavo

volume which thrust themselves upon you,
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like the Egyptian locusts swarming " into thine

house, and into thy bed-chamber, and upon

thy bed, and into the house of thy servants,

and upon thy people ; but is not as safe as it

is easy. Not only is the time, that valuable

gift of God, which you as a disciple of Christ

have consecrated to his service, wasted, but

your moral nature is vitiated, your strength of

purpose is weakened, and your imagination is

polluted by such indiscriminate devouring of

food, much of which may be poisonous in its

nature. Do not therefore read every'thing

which comes in your way. Let not the mere

fact that a paper or volume is lying on the

table before you, and that you have a little

leisure, induce you to spend half an hour in its

perusal ; there are books enough within your

rea,ch which you know to be interesting and

profitable, to prevent such useless experiment-

ing.

But you will ask, " How can I tell what to

read ? Here is a host of volumes accessible

to me; there are histories, biographies, travels,

essays, poems, novels, and works of a classical
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and scientific character among them. How
shall I choose from out the multitude ?

"

It is impossible to fix upon any definite rule,

which shall be applicable to all circumstances,

but I will venture to throw out a few hints

which may be of service in forming your deci-

sions. And

1st. Decide this question independently.

You will find your Christian friends much

divided in opinion and practice upon this

point. One for whom you have great respect

will tell you, he reads all the political articles,

he can lay his hands upon ; he considers it a

duty to know the exact condition of parties,

and how the public affairs are being managed,

so that he can discharge his duties as a citizen

and patriot ; another will tell you he finds

such reading most unprofitable and bewilder-

ing ; that it contracts his mental vision, and

narrows his views, and leads his mind to be

occupied with disputations, and bickerings,

and low intrigues, which are any thing but

desirable, or conducive to Christian growth

and progress.

One professor of religion will say, he reads
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some works of fiction, and finds they elevate

and expand his ideas, and refine his taste

;

while another will assure you that he believes

a Christian should entirely refrain from read-

ing fictitious works as he yalues his increase in

holiness, or even his eternal salvation, and

thus, throughout all the various departments of

literature, you will find the opinions and prac-

tices of men, and good men, differing.

Now you must decide this, as all other

points of duty, for yourself, and with reference

to your own individual wants and circum-

stances. It is easy to lay down sweeping rules

of conduct, and they sound imposing, and

carry a certain amount of weight with them,

but they will not suit all. We are differently

constituted, some have an excitable tempera-

ment, and an undue share of the imaginative

faculties ; such need to avoid every thing which

is stimulating to that portion of their nature.

Their imagination needs repressing, and their

reflecting powers need cultivation and strength-

ening to preserve a healthful balance. Others

again, are of a sluggish, heavy temperament;

their reasoning powers are more active than
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their perceptive faculties, and whatever gives

an impulse to their feelings, and takes them out

of the colder realities which lie about them,

and leads them to recogn'ze the more ethereal

and spiritual truths of the present and the

future life, helps to form their nature into a

more symmetrical and perfect whole. To pre-

scribe the same course of reading and study to

both these classes of mind, would be just as

wise as for a physician to order the same sys-

tem of diet to two patients, one of whom was

suffering from repletion, and the other from

starvation. The generous nourishing diet

which would be life to the latter, would be

death to the former. The Creator always re-

cognizes this difference in his universe, and

adapts his treatment of different orders to it.

He has not given to the animals which bask

under the full fervor of the tropic sky, the

thick furs, which clothe those who roam over

the polar seas of ice ; and man might learn

from the natural economy, many a lesson that

should moderate his zeal to bring all things to

one unchanging standard. God in his spiritual

economy, also deals in general principles, ra-



122 PASSING THOUGHTS.

ther than in minute directions, and thus his

teachings are found to be adapted to all races,

and periods and conditions ; while the clumsy

standards and regulations of men, at the best,

suit only their own times, and their own com-

munity.

Teachers and guardians are supposed to

direct the education of the young in accord-

ance with their varieties of character, and

condition ; but when the period arrives for

you to plan for yourself, let your decisions be

made independently, and with regard to your

individual necessities. Let not the fact that a

book is read and eulogized by others, make it

a matter of course that you should read and

admire it too ; but have reference to your own

highest development and progress, in selecting

and rejecting books. This may seem a diffi-

cult matter ; it certainly requires some knowl-

edge of yourself; and therefore I add,

2d. Decide deliberately. It is a question

of sufficient importance to be pondered serious-

ly, to be taken to your closet, and prayed over

earnestly.

You have consecrated your time to God,
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and are bound to use it in just the way which

will best promote your own spiritual improve-

ment, and most conduce to the highest good

of others, and in no other way. You have

consecrated all your talents to the service of

the Saviour, and therefore are under obligation

to raise them to the highest point of elevation

and improvement, thus increasing your influ-

ence over other minds, and rendering yourself

a more intelligent and appreciating worshiper

of the Great Intellect which pervades the uni-

verse.

It is not possible for you to lay down speci-

fic rules which shall have direct reference to

every publication which will come within your

reach ; but you can form such general ones as

will greatly guide and help you, if you deliber-

ately survey the subject, desiring to know

your duty. The literature of the present age,

and of the past, is divided into certain depart-

ments, and can thus be carefully considered.

Having a knowledge of your own capacities

and liabilities, you can be certain that some of

these departments are peculiarly adapted to

your necessities, that they will strengthen such
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faculties as need strengthening, and impart

just the information which will be valuable to

you. You may just as clearly see that others

are ill-adapted to your intellectual and spiritu-

al advancement ; while you may be in doubt

with regard to some. Every thing which ex-

pands the intellect and widens its sphere of

vision is desirable to the Christian, unless there

is connected with it a counteracting bad influ-

ence of some kind. The day has gone by

when Ignorance was considered " the mother

of devotion," and it is well understood that a

Christian's influence, and ability to serve his

Maker, increases just in proportion as his intel-

lect is powerful and vigorous, other things be-

ing equal.

Where you have any doubts concerning the

effect of any department of reading, that of

fictitious works for example, be especially

on your guard. See that inclination has

nothing to do with your decisions, but ask

yourself boldly and faithfully, " How am I

affected by this kind of reading ?" No matter

what others say, but how are you yourself in-

fluenced by it ? Does it make you more or
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less prayerful and conscientious ? Does it ex-

cite you to the stricter discharge of every

duty, or waken a disrelish to it ? Meet this

as you would any other question of right and

wrong. Pray over it, with a perfect willing-

ness to know the truth, and be guided by it.

Your heavenly Father never desires to deprive

you of any real good, and all seeming good

which is an actual evil, you should at once

sacrifice, and thus secure your highest enjoy-

ment. Look at the subject when your heart

is warmest with love to God ; in those calm

hours when the soul has a clearer and further

outlook upon the field of duty, than it has

when you are mingling in the busy turmoil of

life, and your spirits are excited and blinded

by the things of time, for decisions made then

are much more likely to be correct.

Without such deliberate and prayerful de-

cisions, you will be afloat on the great ocean

of printed matter, without helm or compass,

drifting you know not whither ; but an en-

lightened conscience will be a compass to

guide you, and the word of God an ever-shin-

ing beacon-light by which you may securely
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shape your course, and pass safely through

dangers which have wrecked many a fair and

goodly bark.

3d. Decide firmly. Having marked out as

well as you are able to, your general course,

and defined your limits, you will be able with

a little reflection to determine whether a new

publication comes within your range, or with-

out it ; and it is of the highest importance that

you should adhere to the decisions of your

better moments. You cannot be too careful

in deciding rightly, but having drawn the line

where your best judgment, aided by prayer,

told you it should be drawn, you cannot adhere

to it too faithfully. However, therefore, you

may be assailed by the importunities of friends,

by the enthusiastic commendations of the

press, or the unbounded popularity of a new

work, do not read it, if it is proscribed by

your decision. It is of more importance to

you to abide by your own convictions of duty,

than to be charmed by any depth of learning,

or any brilliancy of genius. Every sacrifice

made to a conviction of duty, is a new step

taken in the Christian life ; it brings you into
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a clearer atmosphere, and makes the next step

easier, and for that reason the habit of acting

up to your convictions is of incalculable bene-

fit, and should be formed if for no other.

There is enough in the wide range of theol-

ogy, science, and belle-lettres to satisfy any

craving for intellectual nourishment, without

passing on to debateable ground, and now that

every science is made attractive, there can be

little necessity for reading for mere amuse-

ment. I wish you to make this subject one of

calm and sober reflection, and I do not fear

to trust your decisions when thrown upon your

own responsibility to God and your fellow-men.

The practice, however excellent, which is

adopted merely at the suggestion of another,

has little moral virtue in it ; and you can never

make a vigorous, thorough, useful Christian,

till you have learned to govern yourself in all

matters, small and great, by " the still small

voice" within your own soul.

Having decided what to read, another ques-

tion of importance arises, viz., How shall you

read ? Permit me to add a thought or two,

on this point

—
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1st. Read slowly. If a man were to eat

six times the proper quantity of food at a meal,

and find himself weakened rather than invigor-

ated by it, you would scarcely expect to hear

him justify himself by saying, " I ate nothing

but roast beef, and everybody knows that roast

beef is wholesome and nourishing ; I can't

conceive why it doesn't strengthen me ;" but

this would be just as reasonable as for a person

who had taken as many ideas and facts into

his mind as it could comfortably dispose of, to

go on reading, till he had devoured six times

as many, and then, finding that his mental

nature, instead of being strengthened by the

meal, had rejected the whole of it, and was left

barren and weak, should exclaim, " It is sur-

prising that my reading doesn't benefit me

more ; for I read only history, and biography,

and the like, which everybody knows is excel-

lent for the mind."

Cramming the mind is just as bad for it, as

cramming the body is for the body, and men-

tal surfeiting should be just as carefully avoid-

ed as physical. There is many a man, and

woman too, at this day, intellectually lean and
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weak, who has read enough to be a very

Hercules in mind, if a vast amount of reading

were all that is necessary for mental strength.

2d. Read thoughtfully. In order that the

mind may increase in size and strength by the

ideas or facts which it receives into it, they

must be thoroughly digested. As the food

taken into the animal system cannot become a

part and parcel of the being, mingling with

the life's blood, and carrying vigor to every

nerve and muscle until it has been decompos-

ed,—so whatever nourishment is received into

the mental system, must be fitted for the sepa-

rate organs before they can take it up, and

be increased and strengthened by making it a

portion of themselves. .When you have con-

sumed a sufficient quantity of mental food, let

your mind act upon it. When you lay aside

the book, do not put it out of your mind as

well as your hand, but ask yourself what you

have found in it, whether the opinions it con-

tained are true or false, how supported, and

what is their tendency ? If facts were given,

compare them with other facts, consider their

usefulness, and probable authenticity, and
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they will pass into the general circulation

and give vigor to each faculty. One half

hour's reading, and one half hour's thinking

upon it, will enlarge and nourish your soul

vastly more than an hour's reading. It may
appear slow and up-hill work, but it is certain

that at the end of ten years, one who has thus

read and thought, will have risen to a wonder-

fully higher point in the -intellectual scale, than

he who had read double the quantity, and

never taken any trouble to retain it.

This rapid devouring of books is the great

evil of the age. We read as well as ride by

steam, and are driven furiously over immense

regions, scarcely stopping to take breath, or

get a glimpse of the country we are passing

over. On, on, on, we go, over memoirs,

poems, novels, histories, essays and sermons,

and at the end of the year can boast of having

traversed thousands upon thousands of pages
;

but must we not also confess that we have had

no time to stop and gather ideas, or even to

seize upon^facts with a grasp strong enough to

prevent their slipping away from us ? Hence
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we find many puny, dwarfish minds, and very

few strong and well-grown ones.

3d. Read candidly. Some persons having

formed their opinions, read only to strengthen

and confirm them, and reject as false every

thing which does not coincide with these pre-

conceived ideas. This is unworthy of a ration-

al being. Read to obtain knowledge and to

ascertain what is truth ; to correct your opin-

ions if wrong ; to enlarge your conceptions of

the wonderful universe in which you live, and

of the great Author of it. You should avoid

the two extremes of believing every thing new,

and of rejecting every thing new, and should

be neither an enthusiast nor a bigot, but a can-

did and reflecting judge of the opinions of

other minds. There is a pure, unerring stan-

dard to which all human doctrine may be

brought—that of God's Holy Word. It is de-

lightful to know there is something which is

stable—some immovable rock amid the surging

and shifting billows of human theories, which

rise up around us, threatening to overwhelm

and destroy.

Do not fear, then, to look candidly at anew



132 PASSING THOUGHTS.

proposition in science or theology, but remem-

ber always that the God of the Bible is the in-

finite source of all intellect, and all knowledge,

and that truth and the Word of God can never

be at actual variance.

By thus reading proper books, slowly,

thoughtfully, and candidly, you may hope to

make actual progress in knowledge, and to be-

come thereby better fitted to enjoy whatever

is good and excellent in the present life, and

better prepared for an existence where the in-

tellectual powers will be forever expanding to

receive new ideas, and the heart forever en-

larging into a more perfect joy and love.



FEAR OF DEATH. 133

CHAPTER X.

THE FEAR E DEATH .

•' Oh, thou great Arbiter of life and death !

Who called me forth from darkness where I lay,

To drink the spirit of the golden sun,

And triumph in existence ; Thou could'st know

No motive but my bliss ; thou hast ordained

A rise in blessing ! with the patriarch's joy,

Thy call I follow to the land unknown

;

I trust in Thee, and know in whom I trust

:

Or life or death is equal ; neither weighs

;

All weight in this— let me live to Thee I"

Most persons have a physical dread of death

:

the body shrinks from the agony and the gloom

we associate with it, and the pall, the winding-

sheet, and the rattling clods come before us,

bringing a terror with them which has nothing

to do with our spiritual hopes and fears.

Probably much of this dread grows out of an

injudicious treatment of the young. They see

all that is ghastly and revolting to the senses,
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in death, and their minds are left to dwell

upon it, till the nervous susceptibilities are

powerfully excited, and images of horror con-

nect themselves with the idea of death, which

all the reasoning of maturer years cannot

throw aside.

I well remember my first impressions of

death, and I doubt not a somewhat similar ex-

perience has been that of many a child, and

that many a grown person has been haunted

for years by the same awful and gloomy ideas

which long filled my mind, at the very thought

of dissolution.

A neighbor whom I had known very famil-

iarly, and seen almost every day of my life,

sickened and died. I was sent to the house of

an errand, and some one led me into the room

where the dead body was lying. The apart-

ment was darkened, and an awful stillness per-

vaded it. Two or three sad-looking female

figures were gliding about, more like super-

natural beings than living, breathing women.

On one side lay the body, extended at fearful

length, with a dismal white sheet spread over
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it. One of the women laid back the sheet,

with a heavy, deep-drawn sigh. I drew back

in terror, but that single glance impressed it-

self indelibly upon my memory. I can see it

now—the ghastly complexion, the sunken eyes,

the half-opened mouth, the long hands folded

over the breast—oh, it was all terrible ! The

life-current was chilled in my veins and I stood

mute with horror. The sheet was replaced,

and all the length of the lifeless form again

exposed. " This is what we must all come to,"

said the woman, as she smoothed the folds, in

a sepulchral tone of voice which was in perfect

keeping with the dismal spectacle. Nothing

more was said, and I slipped out of the room,

and reached the outer door.

It was a lovely Spring evening and I well

remember the soft light which lay on every

thing around me. Lovingly and sweetly it

rested on the western hills, on the green fields,

and the sheltering elms: but those fearful

words were ringing in my ear, and I shuddered

still. Must I come to that ? Must I leave

the beautiful earth, the faces of friends, and
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all my young heart clung to
9
and lie there like

that dreadful, dreadful object ? Could it be

true ? I had known before that I must die,

but I had never felt till then what death was.

Now I had seen it, and knew what lay before

me. When I reached home, I stood lingering

at the door, as if taking a last look of every

beautiful object around me. I think I had a

conviction on my mind that my doom was

sealed, and that I was about to become then

what I so much dreaded.

When I went in my mother stood wiping

cups and saucers at the table. I remember

what a relief it was to me to see her occupied

as usual and looking as she always did. The

death-shadows had not fallen over every thing,

and I breathed more freely. The evening was

cool, and a fire was burning on the hearth. I

sat down on my little chair, and looked

thoughtfully into the bright coals ; they as-

sumed to my excited imagination the form of

dead bodies and winding-sheets, and again I

shuddered as I thought I must die, and lay on

a board, and be covered with a ghastly sheet

!
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I turned round and asked, " if everbody

looked like Mr. M. after they were dead ?
"

" Yes, I suppose so," said my mother rather

carelessly, for she was occupied with other

thoughts ; so, then, it was really true.

Bed-time came, and I feared to be left alone,

and strove to delay the dreaded hour by sev-

eral pretexts. Children seldom, I think,

speak of such fears to those older than them-

selves ; at least, I know I never did. When
alone, my sufferings were more dreadful than

before. The moonlight which streamed into

the window and fell across the floor, gave a

pallid and death-like hue to every object. I

lay in that agitated and quivering state so

common to frightened children, starting at

every sound, and when at last I fell asleep it

was to dream of horrid sights and sounds, and

to start every little while into a half-conscious-

ness. I have never forgotten that night, so

fearful was the effect produced by that first

view of death.

Had I but known that the kind neighbor

whom I had seen moving about with a pleas-

12*
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ant smile on his face, was not changed into

that fearful form, but was living and enjoying

still, it would have been a relief to me ; for

though I had been told that there was a soul,

and that it never died, I did not feel it, or

have what could be considered a belief in it.

To me the whole man I had known had died

and changed into that solid, repelling, lifeless

matter. And when a day or two after I stood

by the open grave, the same shuddering sen-

sation passed over me. I saw the mourning

garments and the weeping eyes. I saw the

coffin lowered into the dark, deep ground, and

I knew the body was within it. I heard the

rattling of the earth upon the lid, and the

same indefinable oppression and terror seized

upon me. I recollect now how brightly the

golden sunlight fell on the headstones around

me, and on the waving grass upon the graves,

but no light from heaven descended upon my
soul, and the grave was to me only gloomy,

repulsive, terrible !

There is nothing salutary in this view of

death, nothing calculated to prepare the heart
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for an exchange of worlds. It is merely an ex-

citement of the nervous system, having no

moral influence, or if any, that which is injuri-

ous rather than beneficial. There were two

things I should have been taught then,—first

that death is merely a removal, not an ending
;

that the body is not ourself, but only a gar-

ment which the real, living being wears,

which has no beauty when the spirit has gone,

and is of no further value to the being it had

clothed : and second, that death itself can

never make us miserable. Death takes us

from our present home, a pleasant and happy

one perhaps, but it cannot deprive us of a

peaceful and happy home somewhere in the

universe of God. The removal may take us

to a world of misery, but we shall not be made

miserable, because of the removal. Other

agencies are necessary to produce that result.

If we have within us the elements, the con-

ditions of happiness, we shall be happy, let our

place be where it will, and if we have the ele-

ments of misery we shall be miserable. Mil-
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ton felt this when he made the great spirit of

evil to exclaim,

" Myselfam'hell!"

Older persons, it is to be feared, often at-

tach that dread and fear to death which be-

longs to sin. It is not death which causes the

misery of a lost soul, but sin ; and sin is the

evil to be shunned and dreaded. It produces

misery and only misery in this life, and in

another, it will produce a still fuller develop-

ment of its evil tendencies. Why, then, at-

tach to death, which is simply a removal from

one place of residence to another, the misery

and the terror which do not rightfully belong

to it ? Sin is the author of all that strikes

the senses painfully in dying, and of all that

shall create unhappiness in our hereafter ; and

sin therefore cannot be dreaded too early, or

too strongly.

A child can be made to understand this.

Its soul is struggling in the dark to gain some

conceptions of its own being, and of what lies
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before it ; and if not guided into right conclu-

sions, it will shape out to itself strange, wild

theories. Had a pious and judicious parent,

or Sabbath school teacher, taken me by the

hand and told me what death really was, 1

could have understood it. Had she explained

to me how a kind Father had given my neigh-

bor a pleasant home in this world, but had al-

so created a home in another world still fairer

and fuller of enjoyment, and that He wished

him to go from this to the happier one, I

could have seen how it was not a sad thing to

go : had she told me that it was the soul which

had made the body fair, and given its bright-

ness to the eye, its smile to the lip, and its

melody to the voice, I could have understood

how the body should have been cold and disa-

greeable when the spirit had gone out of it,

and why it should have been laid out of sight,

as having no further value, and I could have

bsl'eved that he was still living ; all that made

the real man having gone into another world,

and the mere outer garment only being left in

the dark grave. She might have said to me,
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" It is as if your mother had known that this

was not the best place for you to live in, and

had therefore concluded to remove to another

village, where you would have better teachers,

and more desirable friends. Tou would not

refuse to go
;
you would feel sorry to part

with the old garden, and the familiar school-

room, and the friendly faces, but would so fully

expect to find others just as pleasant, that you

would perhaps be almost impatient to go and

see them. You would believe your mother

when she told you she wTas taking you to a

pleasanter home ; and good men believe Jesus

Christ when he tells them of heaven and its

pleasures, and are not afraid to go with him."

With such true views of death, and of faith in

Jesus, should the mind of a child be filled, that

the superstitious, undefinable fear of death and

the grave may be removed. It should be taught

that sin will make life fearful as well as death,

being that evil thing which must everywhere

bring misery to the soul ; and that life is

more solemn than death, because life is that

which forms the character, and death is but
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the finishing seal to a life-long preparation for

happiness or misery.

I have stood in later years by a Christian's

death-bed, and have seen how little there was

in death really terrible. The soul was full of

quiet trust, reposing on the promises of God.

Life had been bright with many joys, but dying

was going home, and the narrow river seemed

but a little rill dividing the soul from its dear-

est friend. The pulse grew fainter and faint-

er, the breathing weaker and still weaker, but

the smile was on the lip, and the last whisper

was, "Jesus—home!"

The grave no longer seemed fearful to me.

The summer sunlight shone pleasantly upon it,

a sweet emblem of the glory which I knew the

freed spirit was wearing in its celestial man-

sion. The dust had been fair to look upon,

but now the spirit had left it, it was beautiful

no longer, and we could leave it without regret

to mingle with kindred dust, till the day should

come when the soul and body should be re-

united in glorious and eternal beauty. There

was a vacant place on earth, but the memory
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of her we had loved, and of her sweet, self-

denying spirit was with us still. Her beauti-

ful example of faith and patience could never

die, and never cease to bless us, and we felt

that

—

" Not upon us or ours, the solemn angel

Hath evil wrought

;

The^funeral anthem is a glad evangel

;

1 he good die not.

God calls our loved ones, but we lose not wholly

What he has given

;

They live on earth in thought and deed, as truly

As in his heaven."














