10 Conformity.

Furthermore, we believe that every being
wvho hng reevived aospark from the great
flame of everlasting intelligence, has &
mission to accomplish, and he is in duty
bound to perform  that mission.  Notice
the little elond as it rises nbove the sur.
fuce of ihe mighty ocean, It rises still
higher, nnd, wafted by the gontle brecze,
flonts a8 placidly through the heavens, as
the vessel upon the fearful bosom of the
unruffled deep. Yet nothing is move in
instroctive or gignificant.  Even the little
clound has its misgion,  And the same
Hand, which erented the laws cnusing the
cireulation of the atmosphere, guides its
course, and leads it into its appointed
plaee, that it may refresh the drooping
verdure, thereby performing its proper of
fiee.  As for the eloud of heaven, so for
each of us 'l here is afield of cultivation
for our hand. T we will but listen Lo the
voice of conscience, we surely will Le
walted into one appointed places, and our
missions will be aceomplished,

Let us again remark that it is our im-
perative duty to improve that degree of
intelligence which the Creator has seen fit
to entrust to our care,  If we take into
considerntion the advantagez and lacili-
ities of which we are in possession, hiving
in the Hght and lberty of the nineteenth
century, we shall see that this duty is
doubly enjoined upon us. Upon the im-
provement of her individuals depends the
fmprovement ot the nation. And we nre
happy to say that advancement is the
watchword of the age,

Butare we not perfect?  Is there still
room for improvement?  Yes, still room.
Yook around.  Look nt the Mormons
in the west, Look at the merciless out.
rages and flendish crimes committed in
the south. Then the question will be suf-
ficiently answered. As long as the
heavens declare the glory of God, and the
sea contains her mysteries, as long as con-
tention und diseord reign among us, there
is room for improvement, The same ship
of Improvement set in motion by Poter
the Hermit is still sailing.  And we pre.

dict that she will continue to glide noise-
lessly, yet triumphantly, and the time shall
soon come when her course shall not be
stayed.

Siil on thou rover of the deep,

PN fonnd the world you go;

T
Huljlnu Hehesome overy hourt,
Which sueks thy work to know.

J. 0‘ B.

Conformity.

I have Intely read some of Emerson’s
prose, which was a rare intellectunl feast;
not so mueh its logic, us the real original.
ity both in style and sentiment.  Such or.
iginulity is seldom met with in these days
of conformity, Most of our literature is
not moeh more than o compilation, I a
person sits down to write a book, he must
linve books to write from, It is similar
with a'l the affuivs of life.

Our réligion. our customs, our manners,
and our education, are dictnted by confor.
mity s eapricions tushion, I we go tp
chureh, and i we know what church we
are in, we can approximately determine
(he text before it is announced,  We can
be sure that we  will hear nothing new,
The same routine—predestination, faith
and repentance, infant baptism, immer
sion, ete,  For this the minister is paid
and vowed 1o preach no other,

How grand, how noble is individuality!
[t isonly by this individuality that we
can be ourselves.  But conformity and ca-
pricious fashion forbids us to stand in
our own shoes.  We must wear the garb
and play the part of some one else.  The
world would have us to walk, to bow, o
converse and to smile according to pre.
seribed rules.  Our edueation and religion
do not make ux rewl beings, but imitators
or apes,

A few Sundays ago, T witnessed a pleas-
ing exumple of conformity. A couple of
strolling Germans entered one of our
churches, thinking it wna one of their
own creed.  After going throngh a long
form of sitting and standing, and bowing



