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SABBATIT TREASURY.

SCRAPS FROM A NOTE BOOK
{Written for the Advanee.]

On a gloomy cvening in April of 18—
I was sitting nlone in my room, the still-
ness of the apartment and the murky
stmosphere without, had perhaps their
full influence upon my sensitive nature,
but be that aw it would [soon founsd my-
self burily occupicd with thoughts less
congenial to my feeling than the solitude
which surrounded me, and though ac-
eustomed to looking ut the brightest
pictures in the great punorama of life,
yot owing to the realities of my situation
I had no eontrol over the thoughts which
intruded themselves upon my hour of
meditation, T had slways been indus-
tricus and given satistuction to my em-
ployers, | had endenvored to he punetual,
upright and  hon ¢, and now 1 had
sought attainable employment which |
felt competent to undertake - onee, twice,

: . . N
thrice, —and was doomed to disappoint-

ment. | had not ouly te depend  upon
my own cxertions for n livelihood, but
there were others dearer to me than life
whom I felt bound to protect by every
sacred tic. My means were nearly ea-
hausted and soon poverty would stare mo
in the faee!  What could I do¢ Where
should [ turn ¢ Those with whom 1 duaily
associated endeavored to rally my droop-
ing apirits and though T appreciated their
aympathy, I could discover no mine
wherein 1 might search for gokl. Could 1
expose my situation to those whom I vaw
around me? My pride was unconquered
and revolted, [ eould not. 1 had already
received assintancerfrom distant relatives
and forebore to afflict them by disclosing
my sad talo of sorrows-- my decp untold
angruish 1 1 belonged to Societies whose
eonfidence [ enjoyed, but my voice wan
silent - my heart beat heartily and I in-
wardly shuddered at the faintest idea of
making known the eause of my embarass-
ment ; aidd what was most picreing of all
I was conneeted with those whom fortune
had favored with wealth, but who passed
ne by, with only a cold bow of recog-
nition, and why !  Hauad [ ever done any-
thing to merit  coldness or  contempt ?
Alas? the sun of prosperity did not shine
alno for nie ; 1 had tasted life's hitter cup
and proved the emptiness of human pro-
fossions ; 1 hind experienced the injustice
and cruelty of masked selfishnessand hol-
low-hearted tr'um-hvr.\'. [ hiad given no
cause {or such ungencrous  treatment, |
refleeted upon my past life but became
the more firm in the opinion  that  the
balance of account was in my favor; |
had cheerfully responded to every eall-

even at the risk of my own hieatth andd
happiness,  Was not this- my  hour of
need, the very time when hada right to
oxpect sympnthy 2 But the returm was
ehilling neglect, heartless ingeatitnde ! O !
bare, hbuman depravity -how all tha is
noble sl wood in nnture revolts at the
developments of thine inhumanity ! And
were it not there are nmgnaninous andd
generous spirits  that there are greenand
sunay rpots in the garden of lite- -that
there ure fragrant and beauntiful flowers
scattered all along its pathiway, the world
indeed wouldd he a desert, where the
gentle and good, the fuir and the ovely
But to eeturn, the
evening wns  wewring awauy, the coals
which bud been glowingin the geate ware
hecoming dim, and I was ahout compar-

oould never dwell,

ing themwith my sinking hopes and un-
favornble prospects, when the question

arose in my mind  shall'l who has batiledd -

bravely with ail the trying vicissitudes of
lite give way to despair ¢ 1 who have
faced death and  danger and struggled
with the wild waves of adversity na they
have rolled recklessly around me while
the elements were in feartul commotion
1 who have been so otten guided by the
ehecring stur of hope and have learnd
to meet difficulty and  disappointnent,
trial wned wuffering with  composure
learned to control passion and to govery
iy wishes aned tastes? But | was np
propared for the trial of seing those whom
1 loved subjleted to the iron grasp of
poverty. No -l would not despair —|
would arouse all my energien, [ would
mnke another offort, [ would school my-
#lf to diligence and patiencs, listening to
the teaching * Let not merey and truth
forsake thee; hind them nbout thy neck ;
write them upon the table of thine heart :
S0 shall thou find favor and good unler-
standing in the sight ot God and man.”
I arose as it inspired by the thought while

i Tsoemed to hear a whisper * Prosperity

shall be thine,” 8Suddenly T heard a
‘gentlo tap at the door and the well known
i volce of a friend inquired “ Have you seen
| the morning Paper” 1 apawered T had
not, * Here is & notice of your enguge-
ment in S Was it o dreum?
took the Paper and what was my astonish-
when [ beheld my name;—it was really
s0." T was overcome hy emotion. 1 wept
for joy while a deep feeling of gratitude
pervaded my whole being ! The heartfelt
pleasure of that moment far outweighed
the trial and suspense of the many weary
hours which had preceded it and at the
pame time taught a lesson of trust and
submission which might nerve the faintest
heart agauinst aputhy and despair, to move
onward through the vast uuascen future
with u firm and even atep, while hope,
like a constant, brilliant star through
darkness, continually points to a blis«ful
Heaven,

,)." PIOCTURES.

| Wettten for the Advanee.) ‘

How strange it is that we should over-
look the beautiful things around our
daily pathsand admire only the far fetch-
¢t and famous.  llow many admire the
delicate shading which a brush pencil
has laid upon a puinted Howret, who
never turn aside to wonder at the Inimit-
able tracery of color in a forest blossom,
We gnze with wonder at the curious and
perfect crystals the chemist produces in
his laboratory, and never notice the
myriad forms of beautiful crystallization
which come drifting down in snow-flakes
ahout our vcr)" doors, ‘We pay our quarters
to visit the Dusseldorf Gallery or Athen-
cum, and feast our eyes with gaziug on
master-picees of art and talk with en-
thusiasm of' a Murille, Rembrandt, Guido
or Lessing ; and this is well, for the love
of the beautiful is next to a love of the
holy, and blessings be on him who puints
a heautiful picture, but we overlook the
magnificent scenes, which like moving
panoramas are ever before our cyes, with
the picturesque grouping of objects, the
play of light and shade, the misty haze
upon the distant hills, the matchless
colouring of sky, and gorgeous cloud
drapery which no pencil can reproduce,
no painter’s art rival.

We may have gazed with rupture upon
a picture of sun-rise on the hills, and never
stopped to admire the stealing on of’ the

i

real sunrise, the gradual brightening of
the castern =ky amd all the changing
brilliancy of clonds, till the erimson and
golden drapery is dnzzling in magniticence
andl the distant hills light up with a rosy
bhlush, and and at lnst the broad dise rises
ahbove the horizon and the world awake
to unother day,

We have looked with delight, it may

be, npon the artist’s = Ttalian sunset," and
never watehed to see our sun folid his

robes ahont him and lie down (o rest with
the golden rays gleaming up behind the
hills, and the grand okl mountains, like
giants resting in conciousness of might,
rearing their hemds in the Gding light till
the stars come out in the carly twilight
hind a coronet upon on their hrows,
Every day btings new pictares to glad-
dew our eyes and let us not be unmindful
of them.  While we love the works of
art and glory in hinm who * paints for im-
mortality,” lot us not tail to love hettor
the pictures which the Infinite One pre-
sentx to us, the work of him who gives

immortality.

* Nnture never did betray
The beart that loved her ; * e her priviloge

From joy to joy.”

In the words of Ruskin, * Al those
pussings to and fro of fruitful shower and
grateful shade, und all those visions of
silver palaces built about the horizon,
and voices of moaning winds and threat-
ening thunders, and glories of eoloved
robes, and cloven ray, are but to decpen
in our hearts the aceeptunce and distinet-
ness, and dearness of the simple worls
“Dur Pather which art in Heaven,™

WueN Preshyterianism wasat its height
in Neotland, the great object of life was
to be in a state of affliction, A Christian
must beware of enjoying his dinne-, for
none but the ungodly relished their food.
i To write poetry was a grievous offence,
and drawing was extremely sinful. Smil-
ing, provided it stopped short of laughter,
might oceasionally bhe allowed; still,
being . carnal passion, it was a sin to
smile on Sunday. We ought to feel thank-
ful that our lives were not cast in such a
doleful place,

I'hrough abl the years of this our 1ife. to lead

. WOMAN'S ELOQUENCE.

et

Reader, you know as well as we do
that woman will twdk. You have a gen-
eral iden that xhe talks partly from a con-
stitutional necewity, and partly from s
dungerous habit.  You feel, genernily as
though you were not ealled upon to he-
lieve all she suys nor give her credit for
doing »o.. In a word the world of mas-
culines speak slightingly of her influcnce
an a talker. It gives her the credit of
heing garrulous, but seldom of heing elo-
grent.  You have shared in that opinion.
Without assuming to be her champion,
or without admitting, as we may have
been willing to do at times, that she is
inclined to take simall occasions to ** make
tulk,” we give you her own defence, on
being arraigned as heing inclined to
scold, which was her « bighest form of
cloquence,” Read it, it will do you good
- perhaps, or at Jeast convinee you that

i that sometimes 0 woman ecan be in car
i neat. _

i Scolding isn't their * highest form of
Celoquence ™ either.  Acid  philosopher,
I whose gall and Dbitterness cvolved itself
into that outrageous sentiment, did you
ever have a mother ¢ Do you remember
! buck to the days when you were a little
1 child, aud she used to tell you whispered
stories, with your head resting upon her
shoulder, while the golden ereseent of the
young moon hung in the violet sky. above
the hillst  Has the world ever brought
you aught of eloquence to surpn¥™athose
' softly murmured syllables? Did you
ever have s wife? Did you ever come
home at night, wearicd and wornout, dis-
gusted with frail humanity, and sick at
heart of life's discordant tumuit, until
her gentle voice and pure sweet sympa-
thy kindled a nobler fire on your heart's
altar?  Did you ever hear the murmured
music of her hnlf uttered prayers over
your baby's fairy pillow ? Did you ever
stand where the April wind was idly stir-
ring the violéts over a little grave, and
listen to the tearful words about her little
one who has passed through the pearly
gates ?—words so full of hope that you
almost seera to bebold the tiny feet wan-
dering the celestial asphodcfs‘ that blos-
som on the hills of heaven !

If you know nothing of these things,
you have no more right to profane the
subject than the man who plsys a hand-
organ has to criticise the marvelous mel-
odics of Handel and Mozart.  You don't
know even the alphabet of woman's elo-
quence, and you don’t descrve to know
it. * Leave it for those to talk about, who
undenstand it !

BELOW THE ATLANTIC.

i particularly  pushed Yorward, and have
excited, on necount of the telegraph cas
ble, more general interest than any others
yet taken, They Inve revealed the fact
that at least two hundred and thirty
miles from the eonst of Irelaned the water
ix still shallow ; in other words, that there
is anether Trelund, only waiting to he
raised—thus reversing the famous puna-
cea for keeping the country gquiet, 1t is
just heyond this that the true Atlantic
beging, the gulf suddenly sinking to nine
thousand feet.  Thus ircland may one
day have n condt line as high as the Alps.
The whole floor of’ the Atlantic is paved
with u soft, sticky sulmtanee, cailed ouze,
nine-tenths consisting of very minute ani-
mals, many of them mere lumps of’ jelly,
and n thousand of which could float with
case in a drop of water; some resembling
toothed wheels ; others, bundles of spines
and threads shooting from a little glob-
ule.  Bome, however, are endowed with
*the property of sepuruting flint from the
seg-water—which is more than cvery
chemist can do; and there are hundreds
of square miles covered with the skele-
tons of these little creatures, Parts of
this ouze are doubtless from the clouds of
rain-dust which rise from the vast ateppes
of South America, in such masges as to
darken the sun, and make the snimals fiy
to shelter, and which, after »weeping like
a simoon over the country, lose them-
selves in the *steep Atlaatic.” No bones
have been found, of the larger aninals;
sv that the kraken and sea-serpent might
sleep their last sleep, and leave not a bone
or u vertebra to tell the tale. Not a mast
or anchor, not & block or atrand, not a
coin or a kecpuake, hay been found, to
testify of the countless gallant ships and
more gallant men who have gone down
amid the pitiless waves.

Noundings in the Atluntic have bden

ANCIENT RUINS IN THE UNITXD
BTATES,

Dim und mysterious is the carly history
of man on this continent. It is enveloped
in darkness, never, it may be presumed,
to be penetrated by human research.
And yet ruins of uncient cities are fre-
quently discovered, that tell of a race
which haslong since passed away—prob-
ably exterminated by the ancestors of our
present Indians, who are also fast depart-
ing from the buman family--fairly dying
out hefore the ever advancing influence
of the pale-fuces.  But these monumental
cities indicate great population, and
prove the existence of mighty men of
old. A new stimulus is likely to be given
to Amcrican archwrology by a discovery,
recently mude, some ninety miles north-
east of Fort Stanton, a long account of
which has appeared in the Fort Bmith
(Arkansas) Times,

The plnin upon which lic the massive
relies of gorgeous temples and magnificent
halls, slopes gradually castward towarcl
the river Pecos, and is very fertile, crossed
by a gurgling stream of the purest water
that not only sustaing a rich vegetation,
but perhaps furnished with this necessary
clement the thousands who once inhsbit-
ed this present wilderness,  The city was
probably built by a warlike race, asit is
quadrangular, and areanged with skill to
afford the highest protection against an
exterior foe, many of the huilding on the
ouater line being picrced with loop-holes
as though calculated for the use of
weapons,  Neveral of the buildings are of
vast size, and built of massive hlocks of
dark granite rock, which could have only
have been wrought to their present con-
dition by a vast amount of labor.

There are the ruins of three noble
cdifices, cach presenting a front of three
hundred feet, made of pondcrous blocks
of stone, and the dilapidated walls are
even now thirty-five feet high. There are
no partitions in the area of the middle
(supposed) temple, so that the room must
have been vaat) and there are also carv-
ing-in bas reliefand fresco work. Appear-
ances justify the conclusion that these
silent ruins could once bonst of halls as
gorgeously decorated by thoe artists hands
as those of Thebes and Palmyra, The
buildings are all looped-hooped in cach
side, much resembling those found in the
okl feudal castles of Europe designed for
the use of archers.  The blocks of which
these edifices are composed are cemented
together by a specic of mortar of a
bituminous character; whirh has such
tenaeity that vast musses of wall have
fallen down without the blocks being
detached by the shock,

ATHEISM.

* What can be more foolish,” says Jere-
my Taylor, *than to think that all this
rure lubric of heaven and earth could
come hy chance—when all the skill of art
is not able to make an oyster ¢ To see
rare eflects, and no cause ; @ motion, with-
out & mover; a circle, without a centre ;
a time, without an eternity ; o second,
without a first ; are thingw so against phi-
losophy und natural reason, that lie must
be a beast, in his understanding, who
does not ussent to them. The thing
formed, says that nothing formed it; and
that which ix made, is, and that which
made it iy net.  This folly is infinite.”

PunervariTy.—1t is snid of Melane.
thon that when he made an appointment
he expected not only the hour but the
minute to be fixed, that no time might he
wasted in the idlencss of suspense ; and
of Washington that when bis sceretary,
heing repeatedly late in his atteidance,
laid the blame on his watch, he eaid,
“You must cither get another watch, or
I another sccretary.”

Dearn or AN INFIDEL—~When Yol
tairc came to die, he was in the greatest
horror. Asthe physician came, he ex-
claimed, *“ I am abandoned by Ged and
man. Doctor, I will give half of what 1
am worth, if you will give me six months
of lite.” The Doctor answered, * 8ir,
you cannot live six weeks!" *Then”
said Voltaire, * I shall go to hell, and you
will go with me !” and soon after expired.

Do xor be troubled because you have
not great virtues. God made a million
spears of grass where he made one tree.
The earth is fringed and carpeted, not
with foreats, but with grasses. Only have
enough of little virtues and common fi-
delities, and you need not mourn because
you are neither & hero nor & suint.

4

A THOUGHT FOR DRUNKARDS. i

While the proclamation, * Drunkards
shall not inkerit the Kingdom of God,”
is, in ita aspect earthward, a terror from
the Lord to alarm the guilty; it is, in its
aspect upward, a consoling promise to
the heirs, that their home in Heaven will
not be disturbed by those wild fears that
terrified or tore them in the house of their
pilgrimage. When the Lord, and they
who waited for Him, had, in symbol, cn-
tered into the eternal rest,  the door was
shut.” The clang of the shutting door
resounds in both directions—a terror in-
deed to those who arc without, but a
thrill of joy unspeakable through all who
are within.

“ Nothing shall enter that defileth.”

DR, FRANKLIN AND THOMAS PAINE.

When Paine was writing his infamous
“ Age of Reason,” he sent part of it to
Franklin, for his opinion respecting it.
In the reply of the latter, he tells the
skeptic, “That probably he (Paine) is
indebtéd to his religious cducation for
the very habits of virtue on which he
prides himsclf,” and he closes by advising
him to employ his talents on some other
sui.)ject.; “For,” he adds, “among us, it
is not necessury, as among the Hotten-
tots, that a youth, to be raised into the
company of men, should prove his man-
hood by beating his mother ;" concluding
with the remark, “If men are so wicked
cven weith religion, what would they be
without it "

Tur Christian rule is this : —

“ When you make up vour mind to
take any one as your friend, or as an ohject
of your love, take him in the plenitude
of his weakness, and faults, and sinful-
nesscs. Determine at the beginaing, or
soon after, that you will love him on ac-
count of what you have got, and not on
account of what he has got: and say,i' [
will bring a heart to love him that will
overcome the effect upon me of any defi
ciencies which there may bé in the com-
pliance of his disposition and life, with
my ideals.” If you tnké the one course:
if you sit all your life long judging, there
will be, as the result of your friendship
and companionship, a quarrel with two
sides to it—your friend a rellisus culprit;
and you, nn angry judge hefore whom he
is arraigned. But if, on the other band,
you enter into friendship and companion-
ship on the ground of wmutual imperfec-
tion, and say, “1 will not love by nice
measuring, by worth, by estimates, by
weighing, but will have such a likeness
to Chirist as to love things that do not
suit me, as to love being rather than
quality,” then there will be that which
will outhrave the storms of life, and life
itself.  You must bring the Christian
clement into your friendship and com-
panionship, or you cannot have the highest
clement of tove. You must keep in mind
the element of immortality, or you cannot
have paticnee to bear with the imperfec-
tions of men. The nearer you bhring
together people that are not armed with

GREAT TRU

No evil propensity of
is s0 powerful that it ma
by discipline,

God puts the excem of
in order that it may be -
man who is despondent.

Tax stream of life for
is apt to run in une char
in another.
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less raiment and exhale
day, so let your Christia
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love of God.
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of the man of sin; and
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the foundations of all si;

Tk world is so fruit.
bardly even blunder v
forth some good. We
scheme, however wild ar
but it will strike off son
from the tree of knowlec

IT 18 with the singing
tion as with the sighin
the-forest, where the not
rustling leaves, and the
upon each other, altoge
mony, no matter what I:
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death would neverhave
were it not for death,
have an ending."”
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comes under that law
the higher branches mus
ings of the sun, and sha
lower; by which the tal
tect the weak plants
Beecher,

APPROPRIATE TO ALL.
of God,” says Bishop
trouhled about what is
tience against God, to 1
what is present ; and an
troubled for what is pas

ABusg.—Plutarch, ir
biographies, tells us tha
Leing scurrilously treatc
who led a licentious ar
said to him quictly: “ A
thee and me, is very u
caust bear il language
return it with pleasure ;
‘tis unusual for me to I
agrenble to speak it.

A Prrciovs TruTu.-
count his converts by th
by hundreds, nor yet by
them by units, saying, *
the presence of God ove
repenteth.” e valued
vet at last shall he welc
ed as an innumerable r

this victorious influence of love, the !
harder it is for them to live together.” :

Pavixe THE DEBT oF NATURE — g
“ PDenth,” says John Fouter,”, ' is not, to |
the Christian, what it has %ften been
called, ‘ paying the debt of Nature.”  No,
it is not paying a debt—it is rather like
Lringing a note to a bank, to obtain solid
gold in cxchange forit. In this case, you
bring this cumbrous bedy, which is noth-
ing worth, and which you could not wish
to retain long; you lay it down, and re-
ceive for it, from the eternal treasures, lib-
erty, victory, knowledge, rapture.™

A orkat deal of our heart life is cryp-
togamous —mosses  and, inconspicuous,
blooms hidden in the grass, thoughtlets,
the iudents of the heart. We are hardly
aware of this life; but as God sees in
winter all the lowers which are yet sleep-
ing beneath the soil, so He sees all the
hidden feelings of our hearts. He knows
every root, and what will spring from it,
and comprehends its intents, which are
yet but germs, as well as its thoughts,
which have already blossomed.— Beecher.

A Goop RuLx.—* Two persons, I be
livve a husband and a wife,” says the
memoir of Howels, *“being very much
at variance, roferred their quarrel to Mr.
Howels. Each accused the other, and
both declared themselves to be without
biame. Mr. Howels heard them very pa-
ticntly, and then said, *my judgment is
this: Let the innocent Jorgive the

guilty. ™

Ll

1o man can number.”

ReviGiON To BE PI
faith that only rcaches
never sanctify the Aa
without experience, wil.
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