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PREFACE

ToO TUE TENTH VODUME

Vot nd aad friends! Again we greet you as revolving
wouths mdicate, the elose of another cventful year.
\nudst the “ many books ** incessantly streaming forth,
W 1~ something that “ Tne Moruews’ Frizxp” keops on
dswuy. L& 1> more that we have the grateful satisfaction
{0 state our cireulation is increased ;—a pleasan p:.'o\'af1
tlnt we cortanne to meet the wants of those for whose
speagl weltare our litfle hook goes forth.,  As time
wll on, cvenis thichen; necessity prewes on Chyvistian
tnergy to wamster spiritual food, niore particularly for
those who are being forced to part with their youth to
nicel the dire requirements of horrid war. "We rijuive

with {rembling as we remember in how many & col

urde, duung tl:c last ten years, we have becn enabled
‘0 arculate those leasons which, beneath the Divine
blessing, may now be exercising a salutary influence on
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tyinds of many who are going or havo gone forth Lo
ﬁtﬁl strife, whilst sorrowing mothers have been taught
4 confide their loved omes to God, and to seck, by ear-
neny prayer, for them Mis saving mercy. The number-
less wuemes of danger so prevalent in this sin-sitichen
world have all, we trost, been remembered in our pages,
and provided for by suitable caulions, eahortations,
admonitions, and encouragements.  Dach year dcepens
our sense of responsibilily, and quickens our earnest-
ness. We are girding on our armour for redoubled
offort. We arc grateful to you for all past favours;
but forvently implore contmnued, inereasing, ctlectual
co-operation.

December, 1857.



THE

MOTHERS FRIEND.

“A HAPPY NEW YEAR, DEA_'I% MOTHER -
. IN LLEAVEN!”

A mapry unew year to you, loving mother, smiling
amidst your yonthful group of houschold treasures,:
living joyouslv w1 life’s carly sunshine !

A happy pew jear fo jou, young mother, looking
lovingly down upon the fair young ercature that has been
lentto you during she past year! 1Its lirlle eyes are
gazing cravely inbo vours, as if irying 1o understand
Ife’s early greeling.  Your thoughts are going buck with
gratitude, and .ummpu.tmg wwh Joy the future; before
another new year’s day he will have learned to lisp your
name, vr, maybe, he will be—but no, ne, we will not’
dash your mew year’s morning with a shadow of the
future.

A happy new year to you, bereaved mother, though you
sit now with saddened hrow ponderiug over the fearful
seencs the old year hroagnt; still wo say, a happy vew
"year to you! Yes, go on, tryiug 1o recall the feclings
when the passing spirit looked its last on you; it will
euse the burdened heart to weep awhile over the work of
the Reaper, Death.  You know the meaning of—

Last 1mars with parung doar onos
{T'hat time the fastest spends),
Last tears m sileuce shed,
Last words half uitered,
Tast looks of dying Imends.
VOL. X. B .
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Who but would fain compress
A hite mmio a day ”

The last duy <pint with one,

‘Who, ere to moirow s sun,
Must leave us, and for ave !

But you must not limger too long. looking into the tomh.
A mother cannot be selfish ; your dear one will spend a
happy new year in heaven, and you have much to be
thankful for 8it down a moment and count up your:
mercies. Thero are many suffemng the very same gricfs
as yourself, with, perchance, very few of your, numerous
mercies to place against them.

, Listen to a tale of a new year’s cve.—In a narrow
and dirty lane stand many gloomy and dilmdatcd houscy
Come with us to one of the upper rooms there Take
carc—the old stairs are creaking and mouldcring beneath
your feet—step gently. 1t 13 o solemn placc—a dark-
wmged angel 1s resting thore, and a mother 15 just withmn
yonder wretched room, watchng the dymg countcnance
of a fmir young daughter; she 15 in the sable gab of
widowhood, and hcr thin pale check and delicate white
hands tell us she was not always thus muserable.  Oh
no! hf’s ewly morning with her was all sunshme, and
the marmage bells rang wernly on hcr budal day,
shadowing forth the joy of her young trusting heart, as
she v epped hgldly over the flowers strewed m her path-
way,—alas! too soon cmblems of her departiced joys

“Tale flowers' pale feuslung flowery!
Yo types of precions things,
Types ol those better moments,
Lhat tht, ke hife s emjoyments,
Un rapd, rapid wings'”
Shadows soon appeared on her new'home. Iler lears
fell over the graves of her household, and now she 13 scen
in deep poverty, weeping 1n anguish over the lust of her
frad bund, There i8 no furniture in the room save the



A HATPY NEW YEAR, DEAR MOTHER. "8 .
poor bed on which the beautiful girl rests; an old chair ;
and a little table, on which a rushlight sends a feeble ray
out into the darkness; a book and a bottle of medicine
are on the mantel-shelf, and in the wide fire-place a fow
embers are smouldering.

The keen blast sweeps down the broken chimney,
wahmg melancholy music, and causing the candle to
flieher, and cast strange shadows into the dim corners of the
room.  Thesick girl has sunk into an uneasy slumber,—
the mother kneels on the floor by her side, gaziug on her
child’s pale wasted face,—gradually Ler breathing grew
more quict, and something like a smile stole over ber
face; the large bright cyes suddenly unclosed, and the
girl fooled up mto the anxious face bending over her with.,
a bewildered, troubled gaze ; then she said, in a low ione,
“ Ave you here, dearmother ¥ Then it was all a dream !’
*“ What were you dreaming, dear—can you tell me 2

in feeble aceents, often interrupted by coughing, the
dying girl said, “ I thought, dear mother, that we were
11 our own old home, and it was a new year's evo.  You
a>d T had arranged httle tables, with presents for Willie
amnd Mary and (teorge; and, wamma, my {able was in
the nuddle, with a cloth upon it. 1 looked uuder, and
there vas a beantiful erown, bright and glistening like
the mns then all the other things faded away,and 1 saw
only the crown, till 1 looked np, and in the air ahove
were angels with erowns like mine; and, mother dear,
me of the faces was my sister Mary’s, and one was dear
little George’s: but, as 1 stretehed ont my hands to them,
they floated away upwards to heaven, and they pointed
10 my crown as they rose, and 1 {hought they sung,
*Sister spirit, come away!”  Oh, mamma! you will let
me go!” The motler clasped the burning hand of her
lwluwd child, and while her tears fell fast upon it
answered, ¢ Go in peace, my child ; thy mother will join
thee soon!”
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There was a few momenuts” silence, then the dying girl

.-lasked for the Bible. ller mother tooh dowu the worn

volume. ¢ Can you see io read, dear mother ? and will

you read me once wore the 23rd Psalm?”  The poor
mother read, or rather repeated, the sweet verses; and
then, in tremulous tones, she bLegan the L4th of John.
Her voice and her faith grew stronger as she went on;
and both the stricken ones were comforied.  When she
ceased the request was made, “ Pray with me again once
more, mother.” She prayed, and God heard, and-gave the
dying girl Divine grace,and ihe poor heart-broken mother
strength to hear this last trial.  Just thena clock tolled
tho hour of midnight—the kuell of the departing year!
The dying girl drew her mother closer to her side, and
whispered, “ A happy new year, dear mother—in heaven I
Her breathing grew shorter,—a few gasps, and all was
over! Then the mother with gentle band closed the cyes
and composed the linbs of her dearly beloved daughter,
folded the sainail white hands upon her bosom, smoothed
the soft brown hair, and then with lowered head prayed
that she might soon follow her darling.  The new year’s
sun fell upon the white face of the dead girl. and on the
bowed form of ber bercaved mother.

Oh! whai a solemn stillness comes over oue's soul, and
over the whole watching, wailing circle, as the last
breath departs, and the spiril of’ the loved oue flics away,
beyoud our ken, to the laud which no mortal may know ;
in vain we try to follow in imagination, and tracoe its
flight. °Tis mystery all! and we turn to our own carth

“again to weep and wonder. De you remember what you

felt then, mother? Will you ever torget the dawn of
that morning when it fell on the face of your dead child 2
Husband — father—mother—perchance you have scen
such a day dawn on all these dear onos—dead! Well,
you shall mect them yet again. It is not all of life to
live Zere o few short years; thc dead—the dead are
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living still. Are we meetening to spend “ a happy new
year in heaven,” if the ery come, “ (o ye out to meek
Him?”

AUNT MARY.
“ He stayeth His rough wind in the day of the east wind.”

“Mornee! Ebby won’t gather up the wood, as you
told him ; he says he dou't.care, too ! Ts he not naughty,

,mother?” ¢ Yes, Liszic, dear; Ebby often makes my
heart sad.” “ Does he, mother ? then Poll y will tou; for
she says she will only do what Ebby does, und she says
don’t care too.” “ Does she ? tcll her Lo come to me.
“Yes, mother; shall Ebby come too?” “No, no;
never mind Ebby.” Little lizzie Neale ran off, and.
soon returned leading the pouting sister to receive her
mother’s words of displeasure.  “ Polly.”” said Mra.
Neale, “what is this T hear ?—that you say you do not
care, and will not gather the wood 2 “Kbby won't
do it, mother, and he said, * Don’t do ii, Polly, for ¥
won’t.””" ‘¢ Al, Ebby is maughty, and you must not do
as he does; go at once and gather all the bhits of wood
into the wood-basket.” “T will help,” said the little
smiling Lizzie, and the two children ran off 1o do their
mother’s bidding; but why s not master Ebhy ordered
to do the worh ¥ It scems e had the first order; ah,
hercby hangs u tale.

Ebby Neale was an only son, and he was an indulged
and ruined Doy from his very babyhood, giving his
mother more trouble than all the four little girls put
together. At ien months old little master Ebby began
to govern his mother, and at two years old he ruled the
whole house. Many and constant were the cxeuses hig
foolish parents mgde for hLis ill-mannecrs and unkind tem-
pers. When he tormented his little sisters, it was said he
was “high-spirited, and would know better by-sad-by.”
When he was sullen to strangers, and steod silently
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stariny at them; likc a sea frozen while a storm was
raging, it was remarked that “he was a little shy.”
‘When he snaiched a present from your haud, as one
would tear a viper from an infant, the ¢xeuse was, “he
did not like society, and did not like sirangers,” To say
“f won’t,” or “I shan’t,” was a little matter in his way,
and to contradict and disobey scen.ed his favourite employ-
ments.  Oh. what sorrows are such fathers and mothers
as Mr. and Mrs. Neale treasuring up for future years,
by allowing their children to grow up without restrain-
ing and guiding love! Ifow greatly are children, thus
‘dragged up into life, disliked by all right-mintded people,
and how miscrable are the litlle ereaturcs themselves!
‘Weo marvel how much “inherent goodness” is seen mani-
festing ilsclt in these little. tyrannieal, selfish, unre-
strained wortals.

It may be asked, did the little girls grow up with the
same hateful propensities as master Ebby? No. Mr.
aud Mrs. Neale were among the partiul parents.  Ebby
was the “sweet™ of the family; the others were “only
me’s.” Al times, indeed, the mother had some trouble
to prevent, the gentlo little sisters from {ollowing Tbby’s
example, as the circumstances opening our paper will
show—Dbut, gencrally, they felv that {o resist unbending
firmness was not easy; while the youne ruling ] rd of the
family had learned from experience that a loud sercam, a
little hicking on the floor, and a fow tcars, could soon
make his father and mother yield {o his wishes, lest, as
they said, *“the poor boy should injure himsclf by the
uncarthly fits that came over him I Alas! they were
indeed “ unearthly ;” for he resembled at such times the
poor lad we read of who was possessed with a devil, that
often threw him ¢ into the fire, and inl‘o the water;” —in
the one sad case we are called to sympathise with deep
affliction; in the other, to charge the whole mischief on
the parents, for their folly in ill-training.
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“ Enter not lightly ! Know ye not, the place
Where ye would tread upon is holy ground ?
Anuzels attend the messengers of grace
Ministering to a dying mother there ;

A soul is hovering on eternity ;
A wonarch, {oo, is there, with terror crowned,
And the God-man who died to save.”

TaE shadows of evening fell on a sorrowing group,
watching, waiting, praying around a dying bed. A
loving, precious mother lay ihere panting away her life.
Severe and protracted had been her sufferings, and the
ouce energetic mind had so decply sympathised with
the pain-stricken body thal she had become, for some
long time, a very child again, dependent on her devoted
daughters for as much care as she had exercised over them
in early infancy. Amidst the pains and infirmities of
her suffering life, she had often been heard to say, “T
want to go to Heaven !—1 want to go to Jesus !’ Long
had she waited the approach of the bridegroom—Dbehold !
now Ile heralds his approach.

For mauy hours, during this last night of her carthly
anguish, she scemed not 1o know the gate 1o endless joy
was opening to adnit her— at length she awoke suddenly
to the reality of her position, and exclaimed, “Dying!”
After this (Lo hor) delightful revelation she spoke no
more of pains or suffering, but as her panting breath
would permit, she uttercd the cheering words, “ All
jov ’— Blessed Jesus ’—* Peace ’—“ Into thy hands,”
vadently intending to finish the sentence. Her chil-
dren then repeated, “Fear not, 1 am with thee;” she
added, © Be not afrpid;” then, as the parting moment
came, with a countenance beaming with heavenly joy, the
spirit of this beloved mother was borne on angels’ wings
up to the scat of the Eternal.

B2
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“Weep not for her! she 15 an angel now.
And treads the sapphire floors of Paradice ,
All darkness wiped from her refulgent brow,
Sin. sorrow, suffering, banished fromn her cye-.
Victorious over death, to her appears
The vistaed joys of heaven's eternal years
Weep not for her!
‘ Weep not for her! hier memory 1s the shrmm~
Of pleasant thoughts, »oft as the scent of flowers
Calm as on windless ove the sun’s decline.,
Swoet as the song of birds among the bowers
Rich as a rainbow, with 1ts hues of hight,
Puro as the moonshine of an autunm night, «
Weep uot for her!
“Weep not for her! there 1 no cause of woe
But rather nerve the spirit that 1t walk,
Unshrinkms. us she walked the path below
And from eurth’s low defilements keep thee back,
So, when a fow {leot swerving years have flown
She'll mect thee at heaveu’s gate, and lead thee or
Weep not tor her!

‘Who was this dying mother? Cod has said, “those
who honour me, T will honour.” The truth of this de-
claration was manifoest in the last hours of ihis excellent
woman—she lived the life of the rightcous, and her end
was peace. The world to her had not been all sunshine,
but her bright-beaming cye andever-cheerful countenance
told the secrel of internal peace, and hopes beyond the
things of earth. She was a loving and faithful wife-—a
wisc and affectionatc mother—a sincere and lurge-hearted
friend—a devoled lover of the sanctuary of her God—a
comfort and joy to her pastor, always ready to cheer him
amidst difficulties, and encourage him in his ardunous
work-—loving and beloved in life—honoured and regretted
in death——while life lasts, a beautiful, memory to all who
knew her, and a lovely embodiment of the religion of
Jesus.

Ske is gone to the grave, but we dare not deplore her.



DYING. 9

"Those of us who knew ber in happier days, often wept
to behold her the wreck of herself—her feeble, suffering
body pressing heavily on the mind that was wont to cheer
others by its trusting piety and energy; yel that mind
looking and waiting and longing for the rest of Heaven.
Yect, however much our beloved friends may long for
Ieaven, we shrink from the thought of the last farewell
at the open grave—even the tabernacle of clay is precious;
but one thought alonc cheers us here—it is, that these
solitary places of the carth—theso quiet homes of the
dead—sha]l one day be changed in aspect. How, in a
moment, will they become instinet with life—in that last
dread day, what myriads will spring up from unnoticed
retreats! All the secret places of the earth shall be made
to give up their dead, as well as the hidden caves of the
mighty decp—no lonely recess shall be forgotten.

The pious mother of Augustine said, as she drew near
the shadowy vale, * Place this body where thon wilt—
nothing is far from God; e will know where to find us
at the resurrcelion.” We may also believe and say the
same. Lot us be laid 1o rest among our dear oncs—by
mountain streamns, uninhabited plains, or in ocean beds,
it matters not; we shall still be subject to the mighty
change—our dust shall be wakened to life on the bright
morning of the resurrection—and this hope shall cheer us
as we descend in our pathway to the tomb; and while we
weep over departed worth, we will rejoice in the expec-
tation of joining them in the home of the blessed. We
know the holy and the righteous are gono fo a land of
perfect happiness ; and we know, too, that if we press
onward in the footsteps of Jesus, we shall soon be for
ever with them, where there is no more death.

“ Dying " —farewell, ye enjoyments of time,
Ye oft have delighted my hoart ;
1 die, to exchange you for scenes more sublime,
And joys which shall never depart.
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- Dying :"—="Tis ** all joy ""~—ye beloved ones, adiou !
Your souls were entwined with my own ;
'We shall meet in that home 1 now have 1n view,
‘Whore love—pure—immortal is kuown.

‘Dying;"—bui most peaceful the valley I tread,
Farewell to afflictions and pain;
My body shall rest now in hope with the dead,
Tor my Jesus shall raisc it aguin.

‘Weep not that the Suviour has come to release
The soul He vedeemed with His blood’;

Remember, the watchword I leave you 1s “ Peace,”
As I pass to my Jesns—my God

GOING TO THE SUNDAY SCHOOL; OR,
WHICH IS RIGUT?

“ Moruer, when shall I go to the Sunday school ?”
asked little Alice Rice. “ Indceed, T don’t know,” replied
the mother; “for when your sister Meleny went theve T
was always hearing some unpleasant remarks from her.”
“Whatl about, mother P> ¢ Oh, why about keeping
Sunday, and about getting things ready on Suturday,
and all that sort of thing—meddling with other people’s
business.”” ¢ But mother, I would rather be at Sunday
school than be at home all Sunday, busy like wech-days.
I never like my Sunday dinner, because 1 amn thinhing
all the time about staying at home aboutit, to help ; and
sister Meleny said, God would be angry with us altoge-
ther, Lecause the Dible says Sunday is God’s day.”
“ Get away, do, Alice; you are getting as bad as your
gister was—she has filled your head with nouscense.”
“ But, mother, sister was not bad, was she?  "When <he
was 8o ill, you know, and going to die, she said all Ler
teacher bad told her at Sunday school was true—which
is r‘i)ght, mother 7’

“There, go away, Alice, do,” said her mother; “ and
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pare some potatoes.” “ Yes, mother, but will you let
me go to the Sunday school P—1I will pare a nice lot on
a Saturday evening ;—or, mother, don’t you mind how
nice they werc when poor Melly mashed them on
Saturday mght ready for Sunday? Do let me go,
mother.” ¢ Aye—aye, by-and-by.” “Buf, mother,
perhaps T may dic too—and 1 want to know about dying
and heaven, bihe sister did ; and the Sunday school is
the place they learn all that —when shall I go, mother £
“Well, well,~you must talk to your father aboul the
maiter ”’

Latile Alfre did not fu1l to “talk to falher” when he
returned from his work in the evening. The father
looked very carnestly and somewhat anviously at his
httle questioner, as she pres<ed her swit —then, patting
her on the hcad, said, with much {eelmg, “I have been
tlunhing for some time, 10y little lass, that 1t would be
tar better for thee to be at the Sunday school than at
home, domg notlung—or, what 15 worse, breaking God’s
day; and T have my doubts, ever smee poor Melly talked

o we about ecating food that keeps people all day Sunday

worthang to got 1t ready—1 beheve the folks at the Sunday
thool are mght, atter all, and we are all wrong”
* Bless me!”” (xdaimed Mrs. Riee, “ I do wonder what
ihe world will come to next—we shall all be parsons
before long, 1 suppose ” The following weck found little
\lLicc an altentne Listener 1o the class at the Sunday
school

_— ————

THE FATHER'S PAGE.

It was evelng—the sciting sun gleamod through the
npen wmdows of a cortage—there vat a father with the
Bible before him ;* bs precious promises were to him as
manna m 1he wilderness ; he felt the blessedness of those
holy words, and he sought to make his chuldren love it



+12 TRE FATHER'R PAGE.

too. They were now gathered around him, for it was the
hour of family prayer ; and as he looked upon their youth-
fal faces he hknew they would soon be scattered here and
there, for they were poor, and must carly toil for thewr
daily bread ; but though poor in this world’s goods, he
sought to make them rich in heavenly wisdom. The father’s
heart yearned towards them, and looking on them he
said, ¢ Children, Jove and serve your Saviour zow, while
you hay e health and strength, for you know not, when sich-
nesscomes, whether you will be able to think of Him then.”

These words, few and simple as they were, sunk deep
into the hearts of one, at least, of that little group. Early,
were her hands inured 1o toil, the time passed by most
children i mfantine pursuits, was by her devoted to
gaining a scanty pittance towards her own maintenance.
Like the labourers in tho vineyard, she went out for a
penny a day, though her penny, poor child, was not equi-
valent in valuc—that iy, in a mercantile view— to the
Roman penny which the labourers received ; but il was
of equal value m her eyes as being carned by herself—
the product of honest labour, though that labour con-
sisted merely in attonding a child younger than herself; and
running on errands for the famly who employed her,
with other light scrvices, which, light as they wore, many
children of six years of age (and she wasnot older) would
have found it difficult 1o perform. Butldtle Annie was
quick, docile, and obedient : and for 1any yours did she toil
to the satisfaction of all who employed her, and through-
out her whole life was ever cheerful, intclligent, and in-
dustrious, kindly disposed towards all, and respected
in whatsoever situation she held; untirmg in her duty
through evory trial (for trials she had both in single and
married life, and who has not ?)—while ever and anon
the words of her pious parent would rise up in her mind,
and while she mourned her hardness of heart, she trusted
and believed in the God of her father.
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The bond of true affection existed between the members
of that little family, and one sister became early devoted
o Christ; not a day passed that she did not retire to her
chamber to pour out her soul in prayer to the God of
her father, and receive thal strength and support which
is promised to all who sech it. Oh! who can toll the
blessings of Christian parents! The sced they sow may
scem 1o be scattered on stony ground, bul sooner or
later the dew of heaven will fall upon it, and the beams
of ihe Sun of Righteousness bid it spring to life eternal.

Precept, however, will have little effect unless enforced
by cxample. “ Never,” said Annie, “do I think of my
poor father’s words, and in fancy sce him bending over
the Bible, but T feel how in every thought and word and
action he strove to serve and glorify his God. LInfir-
mity prevented him from bending his knee in prayer,
but his hoary head was uncovered, and h aged form
bowed reverently, while his heart was uplifted to the
throne of God.” This is the iestimony of one, now living,
to a parent’s memory, and who, as she stood beside the
corpse, sorrowed not as those who have no hope ; for his
life and death assured her that through the merits of
his Saviour he was now safely landed in the heavenly
Canaan. M. A E.

TREASURES THAT ARE TRAIL AND FADING,
YET NEVER DIE.

“ A far dwellmy, furmshed wisely, with a gentle tnant in i’

How glad and joyous is the feeling of a mother when
she first presses her babe to her heart! How her cyes
glisten with delight as she gazes on her beautiful bud of
promise ! How tlis new affection scems o spread a
soft fresh grecn ‘over her soul—plants of hope scom to
blossom all around her, as she drinks deep of this purest
fountain of love—yet tho moment this precious freasure
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:it placed in her hands, the pious mother asks, like the
father of Samson, “ How shall I order the child ?”

I Soon you will sce the admired creature putting forth
the thought—the preference—the affection, like timid
tendrils, secking where to twine. Ah, we know full
well they will soon twine and cling round your heart—
ke caro they do not bind you too closely to this passing
life. Iouschold gods arc very dangerous things—yet
often we do not sce we really have ihem till ihey are
gone. Ah, how much have we to learn, that we may
bring this beautiful and mysterious creature to the light
of knowledge, and guide il onward to the perfdet bliss of
immortalily ! Has any being on earth a charge more
fearfully important than that of the mother? We
answer, No; and, wo repeat, the influence she exerts, and
the example she exhibits, will be lasting as ctermity.

The little frame of the babe is a beautiful piece of
workmaunship, so delicately, so exactly fitted 1o answer
the purposes for which it is designed—it is wanting in
nothing—it is superfluous in nothing ; it is a union of
matter with mind, w hich man’s reason fails to comprehend.
The little body is, indeed, but finely orgaunised elay, but it
is designed to be the organ of the soul’s operations, and is
to cxert no unimportant influence on the soul’s character
and destiny. Tf the little body is laid in the dust, the soul
fwill still live—but if the faculties of the body are not
suitably developed, the mind which inhabits it will {ind
i1gell proportionably eramped and contracted in its opera-
tions, for ouc is the medium through which the other acts.

True, indeed, we sce nothing in its very earliost
infancy to indicate that it possesses any higher facultics
than the lnmb or the lark, or any other of the anunal
creation; but, all helpless and unconscious as it scems,
there is a glorious principle of intelligence belonging to
the babe, which the mother will soon sco revealing itsclf,
and. which, if rightly developed and directed, may render
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it a fit companion for an angel—yen, for an angel’s God.'
Where all seems blank and dark, the light will, ere long,
shine; and a mind thab can discriminate—that can
reason—that can feel—will, be scen coming up in its
strength and glory.

You are saying, perhaps, ¢ Alas, 1 am a Poo® mother "
Well, be it so.  You may bring up your nursling in a
mud-walled cottage, or a fisherman’s hut on the sea-
shore. Its fare ay he coarse and its raiment scanty,
yet may your child guide a nation to prosperity or ruin.
Uad you scen the poor boy in rags peeping into the
village schdol, would you have imagined that a mitre
would have been pluced on his head? Or had you scen
the little boy running by his mother's waggon, would you
have recognised a Ncwilon, who measured the heights
and fathomed the depths of the material creation? Did
the mother of Locke imagine, think you, that her infant
boy would bring out the mysteries of thought, aud reveal
to man the secret springs of his own conduct ? Your
boy, for aught you know, may have the mind of a Milton,
attuned 1o heavenly melodies, and touched as with a
seraph’s fire.  'What her infant may become the mother
knows not—cannot know—enough that she knows he
possesses o spiriual, thinking, active principle, destined
by the deerce of eaven to an indefinite expansion.

Our pen must 1est till next month, or our paper will
be tov Jong.

TILE ERRING SON AND PRAYING MOTHER.
“[NOPE ON, MY MOTIER.”

Eraureex or twenty years since there lived a family
consisting of the parents and six children. The parents
bad long been devoted to God’s service, and the children,
as they grew up to ycars of thoughtfulness, in the order
of their ages followed their parents’ holy example. But
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the youngest son scemed io be an excoption. IIe wasa
reckless, disobedient boy, and though not fond of bad
.company he found means 1o commit many great sins
without any such unholy aid. Many were the foars on
his behalf that agitated the breasts of those pious parents,
and many were the prayers that aseended from their lips
that God would epen his heart to the showers of grace.

On one oceasion he was detected in a very heinous
offtnce. The mother’s heart was almost brohen by this
new instance of depravity. What could she do? e
seemed not 1o care for punishment. How covld his heart
be reached ? Taking him into her chamber shé talked with
him long and solemuly about his econduet, while the big
tears chased cach other down her sorrow-wrinkled checks.
Then making him knecl by her side she poured forth such
a prayer as only a mother, with a heart siricken by a
child’s sinful wanderings, can utier. Lis heart could not
withstand such an appeal. He was humbled, he wept,
he repented. A few years rolled away. Somo few changes

"marked the history of thal bouschold: yel the daily
sacrifice continued io be oflired on the family aliar.

One cveuning the father was hundreds of miles away,
toiling for the maintenance of his loved oncs; the elder
brothers were absent at college. The high priest was,
indeed, away, but the mother failed not to call around
her the members of the family, and placing the Biblo in
the hands of her youngesi son, ashed him to conduet.
their devolions. f[fe who once knelt by his mother’s side
stained with sin, and irembling at her prayerful olo-
quence, was now indeed knecling again by her side; but,
rejoicing in the peace-making blood of Christ, praying
for her aud hers.  The mother’s supplication was not in
vain. She is now gone to her resi, but thal son still
treads the path of the living; and while pressing along
life’s eager race, emulating the progress of others towards
fame and usefulness, his busy mind often reverts to thai
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chamber of prayer, and that mother’s face stained with
bitter tears.  The hour of templation is then his hour of
strength, sud the moments of grief for her loss are
brightened by the recollections of her reward.—R. 8.4,

ENDINGS OF SMALL BEGINNINGS.

“ For there is nothing in the carth so small that it may not produce

»  great things;

And no swerving from a right Iine that may not lead eternally astray.

The dangerous bar in {he harbour’s mouth is only grains of sand ;

And the shoal ¢hat. hath wrecked a navy is the work of a colony of
WOrIns ;

Yea, and a despicable gnal inay madden the mighty elephant.”

A 1xrrie boy was playing by his mother; for a trifling
offence he struck a baby brother; his mother passed by
the unkind act vnreproved. Then little master George
.began to act my lord tyrant over his sisters—still the
mother looked on carelessly. At sehool ho tried to carry
on the same game of “lording ” it over others, until one
day a stout boy, who was roused to anger by mastor
George’s conduct, gave him a blow on the chest from
which he nover recovered. Too late his mother saw that
a small beginning may have a terrible ending; an ending
she may trace to her own supineness, and lack of early
training and discipline.

A neighbour with a sharp cye and thin lips called at
number ten. “Good morning, Mrs. Barnes,” she said,
as she cntered the little shop, “how are you #’ ¢ Not
very well, thank you,” replied widow Barnes, “1 am
rather worried this morning.” After a little chat on
common things the ncighbour went on, and called in
her way home on Mr. Allwood, who happeued to be
Mrs. Barnes’s landlord. “ What is the matter at number
ten?” asked Mrs. Fry, looking very archly with hor sharp
eye. “Nothing, as I know of,” replied the man of
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houses. *Oh,.but there is, thongh! T think there is
something more than common the matter” *Indeed!
then it’s titne for meto look out, for she is ruither behind
with her ront.” ¢ Well, don’t mention my name, that’s
all.”  Before the end of the week the poor widow and
her little childron were turncd out of house and home,
through the gossipping propensity ol a neighbour. Alas,
what a sad ending to a small beginuing!

“ Mary, do have my foud ready for me by the time I
come home,”” said John Jones, the ecarpenter. ™ Ol, i
dare say, you are always in a hurry.” *“You may say
ihat, Mary, for master heeps o man up to il* from morn-
ing to night.”  “Well, T dou’t care for him—I'm of as
good afamuly as he; all the matier is, he has alittle more
money, that’s all” “ Whal does 1hat sigmify, Mary ?
Come, let me have something 1o eat, or 1 must he of?
egain.”  “ Well, go if you lihe,—1 don’t mind.” Alas!
the time came when Mary did mind, for John Jones does
not carc mow neither for wife nor home—that hitle
begimming of' cross purposes brought a terrible ending of
bad duings

“ Harry, [ do wish you would read a bit of your hook
10 me, while I mend baby’s socks, perhaps it would mahke
me forget the pain in my mde.” = No, mdeed, Solly, L
cannot.” said the young husband; # 1 haie reading aloud
as bad as nursing babics.” Sally did unol askh [arn
again, but he could have seen, had he taken the trouble
to look, that the tear. were falling on Dhahy’s sochs
pressed forth by this sinall beginping of unkind words.
The httle fellow in the ~radle soon began to move. Sally
rocked him gently, hoping he would ¢ Lush off™ aguain.
“Nobody can enjoy reading with that everlasting rock-
ing,” said Uarry. Poor Sally ceased. but soon baby
cricd. Harry began {o storm aguinsl “crying babwes.”
Sally took him up <tairs, but being severe weather the
infant took cold and was hushed in an eternal sleen
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before the week was over. Sally had been jn delicate
health soire tune This deep sorrow, with a home any-
thing but happy, soon brought her to the grave  Harry
can 1ead now without being ashed to share ns book with
Ius wile, and without being troubled with a “ erymg
haby ' I wounder if he cver thinks of those two sweel,
f1ces he once could have made so happy. The begmnmg
of Harmy’s sclfishness was something for him to ponder
trver winle he sat 1 lus lonely home!

“LO' T AM WITIL YOU ALWAYS, EVEN
UNTO THE END OF THE WORLD”

Tur writer has lately especially felt the comfort of these
words, as she has, in ecommon with many mothers, been
called to watch beside the sich-bed of her bcloved
cluldren . One might especially, when rathcr alarming
symptoms appeared 1 therr disease, did she fecl how
sweel 1t was to be able at af all fimes to addrc s her
Fathcr in heaven, and when others were sleepmng, and
humn aid at a distance, to remember IInn who has said,
“Lo!' L am with you always, cven unto the end of the
world”  With you m the sick chamber; in every tral
ever ready to bisten 1o HMis ehildren when they cry, and
g1 wt them sirongth equal to their day, and if nol lhis
will {o temove the bitter cup, to enable them hke ther
dcir Saviour to say, “The cup which my I'ather hath
given me, shall T not drink 1t ?—not my will, but thine be
done ”

Christian mothers! you Anow how sweet 1t is to draw
mgh to God, but should any mothers read this who have
not yet gnen thewr hearts to God, who do not go to
Hun 1 tine ofe necd, they cannot understand the
comfort the writer experienced, when remembering that
God was with her when earthly comfortcrs would not
avul. Wher+, oh' where do unconverted mothers go,
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,in a trying hour? Let them be entreated to go to their
best Friend, who has “so loved them, as to give his only
begotten Son to die for them,” and says, “ Iim that
cometh unto me, I will in no wise cast out.”

R. B. 8.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

TEMPORAL BLESSINGS.

‘Wisn for them cautiously— ask for {hem submissively ;
‘Want them contentedly— obtain them houestly ;
' Accept them humbly—employ them la“fu.lly;
Impart them liberally—estoem them moderately ;
. Increase them virtuously—use them subserviently ;
" Forego themn casily—resign them willingly.

LAZY BOYS.

* - A lazy boy makes alazy man, just as sure as a crooked
twig makes a crooked tree. 'Whoever yet saw a boy
grow up in idleness, that did not miake a shiftless vaga-
bond when he became a man, uuless he had a fortune left
bim to keep up appearances ?  The great mass of thicves,
puupers, and criminals, that fill our penitentiaries and
almehouses, havé como up to what they are, by being
brought up in idleness. Those who constitute the
business portion of the community, those who make our
great and useful men, were trained up in their boyhood to
be industrious. .

NOTICES OF BOOKS.
Remember the Sabbath Day; with @ Recommendation by Rev. J.
C. Ryle.

A uscful little catechisin for families and schiools. The nane of
Ml'.k Ryle at the commencement is sufficient (« recommend the little
waork.

Phe Chyist an Lady’s Magazine. Ediled by Mrs. Milner.

A d:m\y interesting periodicn). under tle divecticn of o very superior

muod. -
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FAMILY RORTRAITS—GROUPED.

“I wxow of no home influcnce,” said a friend one
day in conversation, “that had such power with me as
. our family worship. Often, il we children were bickering
or unkind to each other, near the time of our assem-
bling around the domestic altar, we felt sure all our
stormy tempers would be hushed and calmed there; and
often during my wanderings in the bustle and turmoil of
life, T pause.to refleet on the sacred picturc that family
group presenied. There sat our dear and consistent
father, with the large Bible open before him ; our precious
mother sitting near with an infant on her knee, and the
next to baby on a stool at her feet. John, an elder
brotlier, stood by my father’s chair with the well-used
hymn-buok, prepared to give out the sacred sang selected
for the day, and to commence the tune ; but, first, we
all in turn repeated a short ieat from memory, even
down 1o tiny Willie, who would lisp out, ‘Suffer little
children to come unio me;’ and then, when our dear
father’s voice asecnded so solemmly and ferveutly for
blessings on our young heads, it secmed like heaven
commencing on earth.”

Doubtless it did; and certainly we think, if there is
one spot on earth where an angel wmight like to rest his
wings, it would be on belolding such a picture as our
friend deseribed; it is surely a tableau of moral glory,
which nothing but the religion of the eross ean present—
green spots in the wilderness, where the young plants
are trained and nourished for the heavenly paradise. We
pity the fawmily where no such picture is secn. They arise
iu the morning, an® go forth {o busy life, with all its scen
and unseen dangers, without asking a Divine Protector
through its perils; yet they know not what may befal
them erc the sun shall sct. Many leave their homes in

YOL. X, ¢
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the morning never to fe-enter them alive. Dangers
stand thick through all the way to press usinto the dust,

~and none are safe but those who have taken shelter under
the wing of the Almighty. Temptations, too, are ever
about our path, and the “roaring lion” may molest us,
and overcome, unless the “Lion of the tribe of Judah ™
stands by our side.

Of course, all will feel that it is especially the faﬂm"s I

. duty to erect a family alfar, and gather the whole of his
household around it, while he, the responsible head and
constitited high-priest of his family, offers tip prayer and
praise to the God of his many mercies; but where the
father is not inclined to this good work, or circumstances
prevent him from performing it, then, in his absence, it
becomes imperative on tho mother to take his place.
The father’s absence should never be a rcason for omit-
ting the family devotions. We have kuown several cases
where the mother hus conducted the worship of the
family, morning and cvening, with blessed results. In one
case, thie father had no inclination to this duty, but he
had no objection that the mother should read and pray
with her family ; she did so; and after a little time the
father joined them when his occupation would allow.
After some time of quict waiting and earnest praying
on the part of the mother, the [ather took his own place
and became a blessing tc the family and to the world.

In another case, the father was very cross with his
wife for wishing to introduce domestic worship, yet did
he always join the little circle when he was at home,
grumbling, yet kneeling in his place! with what result
eternity will tell us.

In a third case, the father left his home in the early
morning,{before the little ones were stirring, and did not
return @il long after they were asleep. Of course, the
motheps path of duty was very plain. On the Sabbath-
day omly could the pious father resume his place. One

—
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instance more of the blessings descending on family wor-
ship and we will rest our pon.

A wife who moved in the higher cireles, and who
became pious sometime after her marriage, was in the habit
of assembling all the servants in a private room, morning
and evening, for reading and prayer—she had no children.
Having a lingering illness, a pious and beloved friend
became a visitor for a long time in her house, and at her
very earnest request, this friend took her place at the
family altar. One evening the husband happened to be
near the rooth where the worshippors were assembled,
and his ear caught. the sound of a low voice in prayer;
he drcw nearer, and heard his friend remembering
him—asking for blessings to descend upon him, his
wife, his household. His heart was touched—he wept
like an infant—and retired to his room to pray for
himself. ‘

For several days he was observed to be very thought-
ful, and his spirits very depressed, but his wife’s illness
scemed sufficient cause for this. At length he addressed
his friend, saying, “I find you have pity upon my house-
hold, but you exclude me from the privileged assembly;
why is this ?* Have I not a soul? Let me join you all
this evening.” Before the pious wife was recovered, he
became a new man in Christ Jesus, and conducted the
domestic worship of his family; and to the end of his
life devoted all his talents and large property to the good
of man and the glory of God. '

Look at these portraits! such are a few of the bles-
sings descending upon the families who call upon the
Lord. Yet, alas! how many mothers and fathers will go
forth themselves, and send forth their dear children, ex-
posed to all the temporal and spiritual dangers which
ever surround the children of men ; but the familics who
meet morning and cvening around .the domestic altar,
shall carry with them where they are scattered, by field



24 MAKE HASTC, DELAY NOT.

and flood, the recollections of that same group ; and the
occasion of their gathering sball act as a tulisman amidst
the snaree and temptations of life, speaking in a swect,
gentlo voice to the world’s wanderer, * Forsake not the
God of thy father and thy mother.”

But what shall be the case with those poor cluldren
who have never scen afamily altar erected iu their home ?
—huve never seen a father or a mother on bended knee,
asking blessings for them as they travel on through the
strifo and jostlinugs of the selfish world? Mother!
father! let us appeal to you for these neglecied ones; do,
oh! do commence this year to assemble them around the
family altar—it is not too late mow—it may be, soon;
somo of them will, ere long, be far away from your 1oice
and your influence, and, 1t may be, will soon be in eter-
nity, beyond the reach of prayer aud of mercy. Make
haste—delay not; now is the timo a gracious Hwniour
bends Is ear and listens to your request. Make hastes
lest yon delay till the door of mercy is eclosed, and you
and yours for ever shut out beyond the reach of merey
and the hope of pardon.

MAKE LIASTE, DELAY NOT.

TiME 15 eninesi—p issmg by,
Death 15 carnest— drawing uiLh
Mother ! will thou trefling e ?
Tune and death appeal to th «

Lafe 15 emnest—when "t1s 0 €1,
Thon actuinest never moie,
Soou to meet eterty,

Wilt thou never sertous be * |

Heaven v carnest——solcmnnly,

Float 1t~ voies down to thee

O thou mother, ait thou gay,
Sporting through thine carthly day?

»
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Hell is carnest—fiercely roll |
Burning billows near thy soul.

Woe for thee, if thou abide,
Unredeemed, unsanctified !

God is earnest—kneel and lln-ay,

Ere thy season pass away—

Yire be set His judgment-throne,
Vengeauce ready, merey gone !
Christ is earnest—Dids theo “ come!”
Paid thy spirit’s priceless sum ;

» Wilt thou spurn thy Sayiow's 1776
Pleading with thee from aly®¥e-
‘When thy pleasures all d¢P2Tt:
What will sooth thy fuintii’§ heart?
Friendless, desolate, alone;
Entering a world unknowi! !,

Oh, be earnest ! Toitering,
Thou wilt perish '—lingering;
Be no longer—rise and flee— |
1.0! thv Saviour wuts for thec!

AUNT MARY.—No. II.
« He stayeth His rough wind in the day of the enst +ind.”

A rEW years roll on, during which Master EBIX mars
the peace of the whole house by his overbearing and
self-willed conduct. Mother, father, sisters, and servar®
were made to yield to his bidding, however distasteful it
might be; and it often happencd that even friends who
visited the family were annoyed by this little household
tyrant. Thelittle girls, who had been differently trained,
were docile and obedient, and all attended the Sabbath
school regularly but Ebby, who went, or remained at
home, just as he liked, and his teacher complained of his
temper and habits in vain. “ Poor boy—he was not very
well,”—or, “he felt the school too hot!” ¢

“ Mother !” said little Lizzic one day, “ Annie May-
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field is gone to heaven—what is it to go to heaven,
mother? Won't’ she ever come back? Aunt Mary
says she is gonme to live with Jesus—can I go too,
mother? Aunt Mary said, yesterday, that heaven was a
beautiful, happy place, where the angels arc, and where
everybody can see Jesus and love him, and wherc all

*the people are as happy as can be—I should like to go
there, that I should !—I suppose Ebby won't fight there,
and be crogs, will he, mother P’

Mrs. Neale wiped a tear from her cheek as she listened
with astonishment, to her little prattler, whe had been
preparing, under the teaching of her pious Aunt
Mary,” for the kingdpm of heaven. In less thait a week
little Lizzie was where she wished to be, in the home of
tho angels and the apgels’ God, in the “happy place.”
Scnrlet fever was the messenger the dark-winged angel
brought to convey 1t,)ne litile lamb from the strife of earth
to the quiet of the skies. Aunt Mary took her post of
observation by the liftle sufferer’s crib, leading her young
heart to trust in the love of Him who pronounced a
blessing on little children.

¢ Mother " said the dear child, a few hours before she
died, “motlher, Aunt Mary will tell you where I am
going—you will come too, won’t you? Oh, *tis a beau-
tiful plate—I will ask gentle Jesus if I shall come and
fetch wou scon. And will Ebby come too? If he does,
he must leave off his naughty ways, ’cause Jesus said,
¢ Little children, love ome another’” Do come soomn,
mother. Aunt Mary, pleasc sing,

¢ There is a happy land,

Far—fur awny.’”
‘With streaming eyos Aunt Mary commenced the song,
but before the close little Lizzie appéared to be com-
posing herself to sleep—it was a sleep that knows no
wakening this side the shadowy vale—she had gone to
the happy land, far, far away. As the excellent Aunt
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Mary closed the eyes of the folded lamb, she said to her
bereaved sister, “You have a blessed child in heaven,
dear; mourn mnot, as those who have no hope—He
stayeth His rough wind in the day of the east wind.' "
The cloud still remained over the household.

. A MOTHER'S DYING WORDS.

Husnep is the chamber of death, fearful in its very
stillness ; yos, all is quict ; na one dares to infrnde upon
the privacy of that solemn hour—mother and son are
locked in one last fond embrace. My son, read the
Bible; act honestly in all things, trust in God, and He
will bless you.” ¢1 will, mother—I will.” * Good-bye,
my son, God bless you.” ¢ Mother! mother! mother!
dear mother!” shrieks the youth, when he finds that all
ho cares for on earth is now a lump of clay. Bitterly
does he reproach himself ;—O what would he give for
one short ycar to live over again—how good, how hind,
how obedient, he would be.

Again wesee that youth—after months of destitution
and miscry, he has determined to drown himself. See,
hie stands at the river’s edge, ready to give the fatal
plunge—but ah, look, he has fallen on his knees, and is
thanking God for his narrow cscape from suicide. "What
has caused him to abandon hLis wicked design ? *Tis his
mother's last words, which rang in his ears at the
moment when he was going to do the deed,—* My son,
read the Bible; act honestly in all things, trust in God,
and He will bless you.” Ile remembers,  that whom
God loveth He chastencth ;> and, sceing his sinfulness,
he fervently thanks® God for his escape, and determines
1o trust in Him.

Once more we sec that youth, now grown into a young
man, This time ho has a good coal on his back—he has

c2
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succeeded in getting a good situation; his master is
kind, and wishes to further his interests. But watch
him !~-Tig hand has grasped the handle of his master’s
bedroom door—ho knows there is nothing to prevent him
from robbing his master without detection But see,
be stops, and stealthily retreats to his own room. Why
does he do so? It is his mother's last words,—* My
son, read the Bible; act honestly in all things, trust in
God, and e will bless you.” He recollects her dying
look—again he is saved—he determines to act honestly.

Reader !—do you sce that benevolent-looking old gen-
tleman? Tt is Mr. , whose liberality and Christian
worth are so well known ;—if that man had not had a
good mother, he would have become cither a smeide or a
thief. Mothers! great 1s your power; try to use it
well.

A TRUE STORY FOR OUR YOUNG TFRITLNDS.
No. X.
GENTLE JONN, TIL IIAPPY 101 NG VILLAGER

“Jomv,” said Mrs. Ormsby, resuming her narratne,
“veniured now to «peak of his deswe to be a missionary
to his mother; and of his determination, if spared, to
study for this purpose. Alas! for that heart-stricken
mother, who now looked upon her pious boy with delight,
and thought him more lovcly than any other of the
children of men. Sometimes hope would enter and
dwell in her heart; and there waie seasons when all
his friends hoped he would recover, and be a bright
and shining light amidst the darkness of a heathen
world. .

“ But this young soldier of the cross was now called to
prepare for his last battle, and when he felt his cherished
hopes would soon be buried in lus carly tomb, not a
murmur escaped his lips. There he sat, day after day,
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like a bright and beautiful being, made ready for better
society than earth could afferd—his pale brow un-
clouded, and his eye full of love, while the frail body was
passing rapidly to decay.

“During his illness, John greatly enjoyed the con-
versation of pious friends, and to them ho would some-
times speak of his departure from a world of sin with
great composure, expressing his thankfulness thal he
had sought and found the Saviour before he came to that
weak state. But such remarks he would only make
when his beloved mother was absent; he never ventured
to talk of his death in her presence, because 1t distressed
her; and all the anxiety he felt connected with carth
was on her account, knowing what a blank there would
be in her home and in her heart, when she had laid her
only child in the grave. And his poor mother darcd not
refoer to his state, although she longed to do so, for her
bursting heart felt how much she had to lose in this
cherished boy, who had never caused her a moment’s
sorrow by any action of his life.

“ Everybody who saw John admiroed his patience and
gentleness, but one day he expressed to his mother his
sorrow that he felt inclined to be irritable, and remarked
that he was obliged to pray agaiunst it, adding, ¢ We must
watch as well as pray.’ Sometimnes it happened ihat
persons who did not adorn in their life the Gospel they
professed to love, would call and talk io him about
religion. This made him very restless and uncomforiable,
and during such visits he would seldom enter into con-
versation. ‘It distresses me,” he would say, ‘lo hear
such persons talk of a (fospel that we know from their
daily conduct they do not love’ 1Te was very much
grieved, also, when injudicious visitors aitempted to
entertain him by speaking cvil of absent persous, and
did all in his power to put a stop to such unprofitable
and sinful conversation.”
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A MOTHER’S INFLUENCE—A MOTHER'S
PRAYER.

« Listen, O ye mothers ! there is a sweet love,

‘Which, flowing from your breast, your children doth move.
O let that swoot’ spirit, as it influences their heart,
Tead them to Jesus, that from sin they may depart.”

Mommns' I have somewhat to say unto you. Give
me your ear and your heart for a small moment, whilst
show that mothers have an influence either for good or
evil, A father’s authority may be great; but what is to
be comnpared to that soft, tender, and mild~influence
which sweetly enters into and entwines the affections of
the child around her heart ? Let me cite an instance or
two, where the influence of a mother's words and actions,
joined with earnest and pathetic appeals to the throne
of grace, has been for good; and then, with your eyes
lifted towards heaven, and your hearts at the throne of
grace, go and do likewise.

Mrs. Thorpe was a kind and affectionate mother, whose
solicitude for her children’s spiritual welfare was excecd-
ingly great. Morning, noon, and night did she endea-
vour, by her words and actions, to induce them to love
Christ. Day by day ler prayer was, that she might sce
them all walking in truth and righteousness. She had
felt the power of God’s word on her own soul; she had
realized the true excellency and value of saving grace, in
destroying the power of sin, raising the affections to
heaven, and imparting & joy and peace, far beyond the
gift of the world; and thercfore her desire was, that
.the same grace which had affected her heart might be
bestowed upon her offspring, and that their days might be

"dedicated to tho servico of Him, whom to know is life
everlagting. And was her suit deniéd? Was her
earncst prayer fliing to the winds? "Werc her examples,
precepts, and.¥ind advice of no avail? Oh, no. e,
whose eye i ever directcd towards His own people, and
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whose ear is ever opened to the voice of their supplica-
tion, had heard her prayer, narrowly watched Ler soli-
citude, and sent down His blessing and influence on her
desires, actions, and words ; so that.not only were those
desires answered, but more than answered, in the sur-
render of two sons and four daughters—first to Him who
is above all, and then to the Church, by the will of the
Lord. That mother now slecps in Jesus; but her
removal from earth to heaven was not until she had
witnessed the truthfulness of God’s promise, “ Ask, and
ye shall receive ; seek, and ye shall find.” ¢ Before they
call, T will answer: and while they are yet speaking, I
will hear.”—(Isa. Ixv. 24.)

Mothers! are you under the influence of deep-rootod
picty, and are you looking on your children with anxious
carce, lest they should be found at last without the ome
thing needful ? Are you endeavouring, by your walk and
conduct, to show the excelleney and value of true evan-
golical piety ? Then walk on—watch on—pray on—and
rest assured that,

“In course of tune, you will know
All you desive or wish helow.”

More another month. '
Orp AvTHOSNY.

TREASURES THAT ARE FRAIL AND FADING,
YET NEVER DIE.—No. 11

Ix your infant are the elements of passions and affec-
tions, of desircs and aversions, in which its happiness or
unhappiness will chiefly be found, and which must decide,
in a great degree, the complexion and destiny of the

{ul. Within your infant, too, is concealed the noble prin. .
ciple of conscience, which, perhaps more than any other,
bespeaks the dignity of human nature, and will occupy
the judgment-seat in the soul, and bring peace and joy,
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or remorse and {error, according to the decisions which it
renders. In the carlicst periods of infancy there may be
no higher happiness, or at least none more apparent, than
bodily gratification; and there may be no other suffering
than that which consists in bodily pain ; yet has the babe
3 hidden nature, susceptible of cnjoyment or miscry, that
outruns all human comprehension ; there 15 that which
may kindle into a consuming fire, and show itself great
in wrath, in desolation, in self-torture, or which may glow
with a genial fervour, diffusing serenity within, and light
and joy as far as its influence extends. What a solown
thought is the fact, that the wunconscious infant is
constituted in such a way that, cre long, its actions
ghall sustain a moral character, and that the whole
history of its life shall be reviewed asa groand of appro-
bation or of condemnation at the bar of the etcrnal
Judge! .

The little body of your infant, mother, will indecd
iast but a few short years; now you fold it in your arms,
and dandle it upon your knee, but soon it will have
expanded to the measure of a youth; at a perind a
little more remote, it will have reached its maiure growth;
and a little later, even if spared beyond the average
length of human existence, it will return to the duss
whence it came. But tho spirit, that gives ihe babe 1its
chief interest—the soul, that thinks, and speaks, and
burns with celestial fire, is imperishable; the sun that
shines upon your babe will be extinguished, and the
skies that attract its infant gaze will be rolled up as a
burning vesture, yetshall the infant survive, not only un-
impaired, but constantly increasing in encrgy. For aught
we know, other suns and worlds may take the place of
those we now behold, and, having fulfilled their end, may
pass away s o midnight dream, and be lost in the abyss
of annihilation ; and yet that infant mind, whose opera-
tions are now so feeble that you can searcely detect them,
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will live through all this wreck of worlds, and cven then
will fecl that its existence is only begun. When the
mother resigns her babe to the tomb in the budding
season of its faculties, let her not look despairingly at
the narrow house, as if her infant had perished there—
but let her rather think of the grave as the temporary
dwelling-place of the corruptible body, and feel it an
honour that God has permitted her to be the mothor of
one who shines among the immortal and glorious popula-
tion of Henven. )

1t is sometimes difficult to persuade a young mother,
with her first infant on her knee, that it really possesses
a sinful nature! ¢ What!” she exclaims, “ my smiling,
unconscious babe a sinner !’ Na, young mother, not an
actual transgressor of God’s law, for its facultios render
it incapable of this; but a sinner, in precisely the same
sense that it is a rational being. There is that within
it that will by-and-by kindle up and show itself a rational
being ; and there is that within it also, that will by-and-
by kindle up and manifest & sinful disposition. We will
not refer now to God’s word for the only satisfactory
oxplanation of this fact, but the fact itself is proved by
universal experience; there mever has been in the
world's history a single instance—save that of the
blessed Jesus—in which what has scemed innocent in-
‘ancy did not prove itself the germ of sinning childhood.
Yes, mothers may talk much of their innoeent babes,
but every one of them inherits an unholy nature which
will certainly develope itself in unholy action.

There was an infant born some forty years age, that
doubtless smiled upon its mother with the same apparent
innocence with whigh other infants arewont to smile ; and
possibly some advocate for the original purity of human
nature may have drawn an argument, from what it seemed
1o be in its helpless, unconscious state, o disprove that
severe creed which recognises infants as inheniting a
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moral taint by their birth; but that infant had not lived
long before he began to give proof that this doctrine was
too true; in his boyhood he was revengeful and wicked ;
in his manhood he was a murdercr. Now, your dear
infant may not, we trusi will not prove, like him, another
Cain; but you will deceive yourself if you expect or
imagine that, with all your dear infant’s loveliness, it has
not the same sinful nature that made him a murdcrer.
More next month.

THE SAILOR’S RETURN.

Durixe the last illness of a pious mother, when she
was near death, her only remaining child, the subject
of mhny agonizing and believing prayers, who had been
roving on the sea, returned io pay his parent a visit.
After a very affecting meeting, “You are mear port,
mother,” said the hardy-looking sailor, ¢ and T hope you
will have an abundant entrance.” * Yes, my child. the
fair haven is in sight, and soon, very soon, I shall be
landed

* On that peaecful shorc,
‘Where pilgiims mect to part no motc

“You have weathered many a storm in your passage,
nother; but now God is dealing very graciously with
you, by eausing the winds to ccase, and by giving you
calm at the end of your voyage.”” “ God has always
dealt graciously with me, my son; but this last expres-
sion of His kindness, in permiiting me to see you be-
forc I dic, is so unexpecled, that it is lihe a miracle
wrought in answer to prayer.”” ¢ O, mother!” replied
the sailor, wecping as he spoke, “your prayers have
been the means of my salvation, and I am thankful that
your life has been spared iill I could tell you of it.”
8he listened with devout composure to the account of
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his conversion, and at last taking his hand she pressed
it to her dying lips and said, “ Yes, thou art a faithful
God! Andas it hathpleased thee to bring back my long-
Jqst child, and adopt him into thy family, I wili say,

Now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace, for mine
eyes have seen thy salvation.’”

THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

ExpearmenTs bind together the members of the same
household—sharers of the same flesh and blood, which
are found of the same kind and to the same degree
nowhere else on earth. The dwellers in the commgn
thome, too, have a common sharo in the blessings and
trials which befal their habitation. They are fed at the
same board, repose under the same roof, and the joys and
sorrows of the one are very much the joys and ‘sorrows
of the whole group. What a place those parents hold
in this little cmpire! How their words have power, and
their will 13 law, and their very foolsteps are walked
into; and how those whom God has given to them are
prized beyond all earthly things, as the jewels of their
casket! Where, where, in all this footstool of the dis-
penser of our mercies, should God be acknowledged, if
not bere? Should not the voice of gratitude and praise
ascend from that board spread with plenty, and around
an allar roared for the morning and the evening’s
sacrifice of humble and grateful hearts ? You may
not only burnish your own armour, and find re~
freshment for your, own spint here, soldicr of Christ,
bul here is a favoured spot on which to train recruits
to join the sacramental hosts. Yon should pray in
your family.

Lrysuen.
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A LEAF OF MEMORY LOST.

Ax old man’s memory is a quocr place; indecd, it
resembles an old-fashioned garret, full of relics and sou-
venirs of the past ; the rubbish of to-day, but the riches
of yesterday. 1n conversation lately with an old man, who
has passed a long and useful hfe, aud with whom itis now
Indian summer, we were improssed with a remark which
he incidentally made. Ile had seen the opening of nearly
geventy springs; at firsi, the winters came and went,
but by-aud-by unmelted snow-flakes lingered in his hair,
and be saw them drifting over the graves of onc after
another, whose fect with his had brushed the morning
dews together. At last, they whitened over his old wife’s
laajy resting-vlace; over her who knew him when the
shadows fell to the westward, and “ the day was before
them both;” who never thought him old, though all the
world pronounced him so. Everyhody said, when she
died, “it is a {errible blow to the old man,” and a few did
all they could to make him forget, but there was no need
of that: “For,” said he, “they didn’t scem to know
where the blow fell, they so deplored—they didn’t think
how muech 1 missed somebody to help me remember.”
Those few words, indeed, contain a world of meaning.
He did miss the other leaf from memory's tablet. Two
pairs of eyes had but one rainbow; but one pair beheld
it now. Two hearls had lived over again the past; but
one remembered it, and imperfectly, now. Who would
have life's little thread extended till he, too, should be
compelled to take up the words and say, “I miss some-
body to help me remember ?”

4 SAFE IOUSE TO SLEEP IN.
A rawyer of high reputation was ome evening
travelling, and being late after a long duy’s ride, he was
compelled fo turn into a house in a solitary place, and
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agk for sheller and hospitality for the nmight. 1is
request was granted. In the course of the evening he
thought he observed something reserved in the master of
the house, which awakened his suspicions. 1le was at
length conducted to his chamber, which was adjoining
the family room. There he dweclt on the circumstances
which had alarmed him, till his eacited mind was filled
with thoughts of night robbery and asssssination. He
proceeded to barricade the room as well as he could.
He fastened down the windows, agninst the doors he
piled up tables, chairs, everything that was moveable in
the room. 'While thus engaged, words uttered in a low
voice caught his ear, and caused him alarm. 1Te placed
his car at the keyhole. The man of the housc was
engaged in prayer—family prayer. Among the objosts
of intercession ho was praying for “the stranger whom
the providence of God had unespectedly brought to
lodge beneath their roof that mght.” When he had
got through, our travelling friend arose from his stooping
posture. Imagine the chango in his feelings—all his
fears had vanished, Though no Christian himself, he
knew that the prayers of Christians are like gunardian
angels to the abode in which theyare offered up; and he
went to bed, and slept soundly and sweetly, feeling that
the house where God was feared and worshipped was @
safe house to slesp tn.
A BONS EFFORT TO0 COMFORT A DISTRESSED
MOTHER
Way dost thou weep, fond mother?
Thy danghter still survives,
She is fled from sin and sorrow,
And with the Saviour lives.
A spotless robe she wearcth,
That knoweth no decay,
And in hor hand she beareth
A paim of sactory.
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Why dost thou weep, fond mothert?
Why thus in anguish mourn ?

Thy daughter thou must follow,
But she can neer returp.

Her soul that was immortal
Can never, never die,

"Tir passed the heavenly portal
Tht leads to joys on high.

Why dost thou weep, fond mothor,
‘Winle angol-bands rejoice ?

Midst saints in heaven che singeth,
With a melodious voice.

Why wouldst thon wish to have hey
Back from her holy rest?

She is happy now for ever,
Leaning on Jesus’ bieast.

D1y up thoso tears of sorrow,

Aud weep not thou 1n vain,
Befure the coming morrow

You hoth may meet again.
Thy soul may be required—

This mght the call may come ;
Then, oh, be thou prepared

To meet in heaven—~hcr home!

REMIMBEP THL SABRBATH.

JD

Grorae (. was a fino fellow. e never quarrelled
with his companions, and was faithful to the man with
whom he lived; but, as is often the case with other
boys, he fcll in company with Sabbath-breakers, who
led him astray. Onec Sabbath in autumn, after the pond
became frozon, he, with some others, spent most of the
day in 3knting. 1le came in aboul four o'clock, ate his
food it haste, then left the house, and in twenty
minules the cry was heard, “ George is in the pond!”
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Every excrtion was made to rescuo him, but before he
was taken out he was dead. God had called him to give
up his account of his day’s work ; and the great question
with him has long been settled. Children, never consent
to violate the Sabbath, either in the house of God or ouf
of it. Perhaps your next Sabbath may be the last.

1 distinetly recollect two cases of young persons who
behaved lightly and rudely in the house of God, on t}
last Sabbath they were able to be there. The next time
they were there their bodies were in their coffins, and
their souls had gone to their last account.

‘When I see one in the habit of such trifling, T expect
I shall hear something worse of him; and it very often
turns out as I expected.

TEACIT TIIE LITTLE ONES ITYMNS.
To the Eduor of « The Mothers' I'riend.”

Dxar Frirnp—In one of the periodicals, some little time
sinee, the subject of children’s hywmns was noticed, and regret
expressed that they should not bo moroe frequently taught hymns,
which in after-life would be cherished as yielding spititual food.
Tt is quite true that the hymn learned m e¢lnldhood 15 retained in
the memory mueh bettor thun that which is learned in atter-
life  Therefore, the matter with which the child's mewmoryis filled
is of the utmost cousequence. It is, tharefore, a subject of rogreg
thut “ Dr Watts's Divine Songs for Children’ <hould be so
little in use now; hfty years ago, they were the only cluldren’s
hymns (or nearly <o), and in consequenco were invariably
found a standard hook in the nursery of every Christian
tamily. But now it 1s « very dufferont thing: sinee that timo
there have heen so many writers who have wiitten hymns for
the young, and many of them most beautifully adapted to the
infant mind, thate* Watt.'s Tlymns for Children” have beon
alnost laid aside; aud yet they contain the deepest Gospel
truth, in tho plainest and the most simple form. They were my
ddlight in childhood, und they arc equally so now in maturer
yeurs; and I amw just returned from the sick room of an aged
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beheva who recals them to mind with o holy pleasac, a» het
{ecblc lipsa1epeai—

“Blest by the Lord who sent Ins Son
To take out {leshiand blood,
Hc for vw byes gave up his own,
Lo make owm puacewith God ”

T chould bLe vay clad af they wae mors constantly need T
thinh thae woaud 1 then Te no acason for the segret whieh the
swita of the utid 1cterrad to los expreased
Dbiehive me yows tiudy
A Inuno 1) Cuanroioor

FRAGVWINTS FOR SPARE MGCMENTS.

TIF SYMIAIHISING 1RIIND

Tanr ] your smallcst sorrows, your least ¢ucs your
tofling aunoy inces, to God, the friend who ¢an and
will sympathse i these will soun become your chowest

fuend
M AVIY AND Ii11

The season of heaven 15 an elcinal <ummer, unsue-
ceeded by winter, o of hdl s an cdamual wnta,
unsuceecded by summer  Tndliss hght, unsuccecded by
daikness, 16 th doy of heaven  «ndless dulness unsuc-
cecded by the duwn of » o1n 15 the mi skt of ll  Licrnal
nud-day 15 the fowr of howen—its sun nava dechnes
etcaml mdnaght 1s the hour of hell

MOILCIN O TOOR

Real Icyp ey Ty Mis Jraen Joudcn Suupl maud Co
Anintir <hmg md nscful tale
Parcntal Tens Wpd By the Ky 7 U Tteems  Hutlepool
Wet Leajcl Maupls
C myolatory and hew aful thon Jhs for iy hicse fiiends “sleep
Jusus
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TREASURES THAT ARE FRAIL AND FADING,
* YET NEVER DIE.—No. Il

‘WE should always bear in mind, in the ecarly training

of our children, that they are to exert an intluence on all

around them as’they advance in life. As they are not to-
exist in a state of solitude, they are endowed with a dis-,

position to mingle with other beings, and to them they

will impart more or less of their own character—thay -

* very character which the mother moulds in the spring-time
of life. No man lives for himself alone; as he is bound

tosociety by various ties, so every relation that he sustains .

is a channel of influence for good or evil that is operating
constantly upon his fellow-men. It is a most serious
thought, that the infant in your arms, if it live but a few
years, will be an active member of society, and will not
only be himself formiug a character for eternity, but will
be exercising an influence that will tell on the destinies
of other minds through the whole period of their existence.
If this is really true, how important that a mother, every

mother, should feel her great responsibility and accounta-

bility, and the want of that divine wisdom which she so
greatly needs in training the immortal beinga committed
to her care, not only for this short hfe, but in reference-

to its whole cxistence.
Admit, for a moment, that this life were the only life

we have to live—that whon our children die, whether-

earlier or later, they pass into a state of utter and eternal
unconsciousness—and then look around you and sce how

many children arc educated precisely in aeccommodation -

to such a state of things. What say you of that mother’”

who watches carefully thefirst developments of intellect in .

her childwith a view to begiu its education for this life onily,

who, if she beliccs ils immortality, docs not think it

necessary to communicate to it so gloomy atruth—as she -
deemsit ? Who,in fact, thinks of it and behaves towm:ds

VOL. X. . D

e
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it in all respecis as if it were the creature of a day?
Madness is in the heart of that mother who ventures
upon such a courso as this, and she has nothing to ex-
pect but that the blood of the souls of her children will
testify against her at the day of judgment.

The mother may forget it, but the fact still remains—
that her child is born for immortality. If you fulfil the
duty of a Christian mother your maternal labours, from
the very beginning, will have a bearing upon eternity.

You will communicate to him the amazing fact that his

spirit is to cxist as long as Glod exists ; that death is only
an incident in his existence, not the termifiation of it;
and here on earth his characier is to be formed with
referénce to a future unchanging scene of retribution.

You must bear in mind, mother, that your child has a
corrupt nature, and that, as his faculties unfold, his sinful
propensities will inevitably develope themsclves; and that
unless that nature be renewed by the Spirit of God, vour
child can never inherit the kingdom of heaven. But you
may bear in mind, too, that that very course which will
really most subserve his eternal interests, will also most
promote his temporal interests ; for if godliness has the
promise of the life which is to come, it is also profitable
for the life that now 4s. Educate them on any other prin-
ciple, and you neither secure iheir happiness here nor
hereafter. Educale them with aview to this life only, and
they are not fit to act their part well cven herc, for they
must be governed by loftier motives than this world can
furnish ; but if you educate them for etermtiy, you make
the best provision for both worlds at once, and in both
worlds you will receive their blossing.

‘We were conversing with a missionary one day, and
congratulating him on the carly conversion of so many
of his children, and we asked him ‘of iheir mother.
“Ah!” he said, “there was the secret; the mother’s
influence in each case must be told; the la~t who became
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pious was only between six and seven yéars of age when
her mother died, but to her counsels and prayers may
be traced all the good that is seen in her daughter.”
Thus was this faithful mother the means of the salvation
of her child; and although her sun went down while it
was yet day, and a careless looker-on might have waid
her labour had been in vain, God has pronounced the
blessing.

SOWING AND REAPING.

“ Your dext-door neighbour looks ill, Mrs. Pott,” said
the tract distributor to the inhabitant of the second
cottage of two, which, in spite of age, looked as if they
might b the abodoes of peace and love. The woman
looked down, and did not roply until the remark was re-
peated, with an additional inquiry as to the probable cause.
“ Come in, ma’am, the wind is cold,” said Mrs. Pott ; and
then, carefully shutting the door, she continued, “1 don’t
like telling it, but they quarrel overy night. He comes
home drunk—she aggravates hin—and last night we
thought she would have been killed.”” * He beat her, did
he?” “Does so, constantly, and he threatened to kill me,
t00, and so my husband won’t let mo interfere ; but as 1 sit
here it makes me tremble. Dear lady, do try to do them
good, for he will be the death of her.” ¢ Poor Hannah,
she has sown the wind and is reaping the whirlwind, but
T will try,” replied the visitor.

Ilannah Cotton was an orphan girl, and had found a
kind isiress and a good place in the village where the
above conversation took place. Her pretty face atiracted
the notice of an idle young fellow, who, being of superior
appearanco and mgnners, persuaded her to leave her place
to bo married. Being out of employment, he borrowed
her savings to buy a snit of clothes and the wedding
dinncr.  She left her situation and went to her only home
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with a brother-in-law. The day came, but no lover;
and Hanuah learnt with agony of heart that he had de-
camped, and no one knew whither.

Wecks passed away, and her relation refused any
longer to give her shelter. The unhappy girl, houscless
and homeloss, wandered to the village where she had
lived, and to which her artless betrayer had returned.
With tears, she begged him to marry her, and he con-
sented and took her to his n.other’s cottage. A week or
two of quict followed, and as he had obtained good em-
ployment in a neighbouring town, they might have been
happy. But John loved gay companions, and came howme
tipsy. Hannah scolded and raved at night, and cried by
day, 8o her house was dirty and forlorn, and less money
came to her every week; till, just before her first con-
finement, she found herself without bare neccssaries—
ill and hopeless — constantly lamenting her obstinate,
wilful opposition to good advice, and dreading his step at
night as the signal of violence and misery. Such was the
interior of the white cottage when our story begins.

CARE FOR THE OUTCAST.
AN UNEXPEOTED FRIEND.

Ox the steps of a large house, a pale, delicate young
‘woman, neatly dressed, was seen resting with an infant
won her lap—her countenance betokened recent illness
and present anxiety. The lovely infant was nicely
dressed, but was crying, as if in great suffering ; its cries
-attracted to the bow-window of the house the mother of
the family, who ran to open the door, and to ask the

-cause of the nurse resting with her charge, and of the
babe’s cries.  “ I do not know, ma’am, what is the cause
of the dear babe’s crying, but T was so faint, I was
" obliged to pést on your steps; I hope you will pardon
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me.” ¢ Pardon! to be sure Iwill; bring the dear child
inside; where does your mistress live ? comc in, come
inside.”

The young woman attempted 10 rise, but her strength
failed, and she sank back almost fainting. “ Oh dear,
dear!” exolaimed the kind lady, taking the babe in her
arms, and helping the young nurse to arise ; “ pray come
in by the fire, my servant shall take the baby home for
you.”

Soon the exhausted young woman was seated in an
easy chair_by the fire, while Mrs. Angus examined all
the pins and strings on the infant. “I wonder your
mistress allowed you fo iake out the dear child, this
mornine,” smd Mrs. Angus. “1 am sure you are too
weal: to be a nurse; how loug have you been ill?”
“Some months now, ma’am,” said the young woman, in
o faltering voice. “Iear me, I wonder you remain in
"your place as nurso;” then turning to the infant, and
rubbing its tiny limbs, she asked, * How old is it? and
where does your mistress live 2 “ Baby is four months
old, ma’am,” the pale one replied ; and added, in a trem-
bling voice and blanched cheek, I have no mistress,
ma’am.” “No misiress!” exclaimed Mrs. Angus, “dear
me, whose babe is it then?”’ The young woman burst
into a flood of tears, saymg, * Oh, ma’am, do not frown
upon me—1I am its unfortunate mother.”

Mrs. Angus looked at the irembling young creature in
astonishment ; then at the superior dress of the infant,
as il 1o ask the history of the pair. The young woman
understood the look, and amidst her tears she said,
“Ma’am, 1 am guilty, and not worthy to sit here a
moment. T am,indeed, a wretched, miserable creature ;
1 fell in an evil day under the power of temptation; my
betruyer is superior in rank to me, but society brands
him with no mark of infamy—no, this is fullen womun’s
lot! He cares for the helpless infant, and by the hand of
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his sister he sends enough to supply it with food, and the
raiment she makes for it. He says he will care for it
when I am gone, but this I must try to leave ; my desire
15, that it may be left with my mother, and trained up in
the right way.”

It was not in the heart of woman to crush this falling
creature, and while a tear fell on the dress of the babe,
Mrs. Angus asked, “Is your mother a pious woman ? ”
“Yes, ma’am, but she was not always so; not when 1
was young, or I should have been in different circum-
stances.” “Your case is a sad ome, indecd, voung
woman, but you do not seem to glory in your shame, so
I hope you are sceking pardon from your offended
Maker.” ¢ Oh, ma’am, that is my trouble; if I thought
there could be mercy for sueh a worthless being as T am,
how gladly would I hide my dishonoured head in the
grave! No, no,” she continued, in tremulous acceunts,
“1 do not, indeed, glory in my shame. Oh, ma’am, I*
shudder while I hear the daring words of some who like
myself have fallen, and I wonder how it is that in this
land so few are found to say a word to them, which shall
incline them to forsake their evil ways, and seck pardon ;
and even the nursc who attended me in my trouble,
laughed at me for being east down, and made fun of my
misery. No one can tell what T have suffered ; I know
too well the consequences of sin; I learned this in the
Sabbath school from a dear voung lady. Ma’am, you are
the first who has spoken kindly to me, except my poor
mother ; every one else either laughs at me, or speaks in
a way that crushes the heart tlhat is well-nigh broken °

““ What school did you attend ?** inquired Mrs. Angu~
© At C——, ma'am ; my mother is only just come to
this place to live ; my teacher was Miss Roden.” “Dear
me,” said Mrs. Angus; “is it possible you are Mary
Jones ?** I am, ma’am; have you heard of me ?” «I[
have ; Miss Roden is my sister; she has told me the tale
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of your fall.”” ¢ Oh, ma’am, then I hope you will have
pity ypon me, and help me to understand the way of
mercy as she does, for I can hardly find one passage of
Scripture where I can get any comfort.”” A flood of
tears prevented the continuance of her speech for some
time ; she then added, “ Ihate my sin, and only hope 1
may be washed 1n that precious blood before I die, for
1 feel I musl soon appear before a holy God. May I
find merey, as Mary did” “Do you reside with your
mother * “ Yes, ma’am, but 1 shall not need any
earthly home long; the doctor says 1 am in a consump-
tion, and I #feol he 1s right.”” When Mary Jones left
Mrs. Angus, that lady promised to visit the poor pemitent
at her mother’s house.

Mothers! there is a great fault somewhere, or why 18
1t that so many young women talk unblushinglyof their de-
gradation and shame ; almost declaring that sin an honour
which the Scriptures declare shall, unrepented of, exclude
those who are guilty of 1t from the kingdom of heaven
Yect arc there some cases like the one before us, where a
Christian mother’s sympathy and instruction may lead
the weeping wanderer to the cross for merey and comfort
es, there are many among those fallen ones who would
weep tears of joy at the warm pressure of a friendly
hand. Do you ever feel for the forsaken and the out-
cast ? Begin Now ; they are perishing around us, and
some of them arc saying, as they pass into the daik
valley, “No Chrstian woman ever cared for my soul "
Make haste o the rescuc—io-morrow 1t may he too,
late.

CIIRISTIAN WOMAN, SPEAK 10 1I1AlL 1ALLLN
ONF
I NG <o 1amdly,
Erom het heart s caze,
Bught eyes so glassily
Anxious gﬂ.h foar
D
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‘Weoping so bitterly
{er her lost state ;

Say to her fervently,
"Lis not too late.

Speak to her lovingly,
Ere her young head

Pas~os dishonouredly
Down to the dead,

Ashing nnploringly,
May 1 find rest?
Shut 1 eternally,
TIp*with the blest.
Christ condescendingly
Once sat at meat;
Mary most lovingly
Bathed His soiled foet
Simon pharisaicully
Spoke of her sin
Jesuy most searchingly
Reasoned with him.

Tell her, most ecrtninly
Joons heais prayer,

Deg lier most tenderly
Not to despair

THE POOR IDIOT AND THE PLEASURE-
LOVING MOTHER.

. PAGE OF A VISITOR ANMONG THE POOR.

I was one day accosted by a clean-looking woman, who
respectfully begged I would visit her, as she nceded
instruction. Entering her dwelling the following day, I
observed cleanliness and order prevailipg ; although every
article of furniture was humble, there was no indication
of poverty or want., It was by no means difficult to
introduce the subject of religion, for her heart had
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evidently been opened to a reception of the truth as it is
in Jesus. All she desired was scriptural instruction. I
first secured her attention to our Lord’s discourse with
Nicodemus respecting the new birth, after which she
said. “ Blessed be God, 1 have experienced that change
myself.” Having seldom seen such an ardent desire for
spiritunl conversation, I begged her to give me an outline
of the Lord’s dealings with her, which she did as
follows : —

“ From the day of our marriage we were hard-working
people, and having a large family, taught our children to
be very industrious. Wo never cared to mix with our
neighbours, but used every means in our power tv pre-
vent the children from having anything to do with those
by whom they were surrounded. The best way Lo avoid
it, I cousidered, was to take them out of it every Sunday.
For that purpose T frequently sat up three nights in the
week, after washing all day, to make their clothes clean
and smart, that they might appear very respectable. I
{eel ashamed to tell a stranger that this was our practice
for many ycars, nor had we a carc for our children
bey ond it.

* One Suunday afternoon we walked to the end of the
tea-garden, according to our custom, admiring the fruit
and flowers, when my attention was arrested by an idiot
boy, who was looking upward so happy, as if attempting
to sing, with a Dbook in his hund, which appeared dirty
{rom constant nse. My surprise was such that I ashed
hs father what lic was doing? ¢ Oh,’ said the man, - Le
is only talking to his blessed Jesus, as he calls him.,
The book in his hand is a Testmnens, which he 1s always
reading.  Poor boy, it seems to amuse him, and prevents
hi, getting mto 1gischief.’

“ Having recoived this accouni from the father, I
shall not easily forget the shock whirh passed through
ne, to think I had induced my husband and children to
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break so many Sabbaths, utterly regardless of what the
Saviour had done and suffered for my soul, while it
was the delight of that poor idiot to retire to a lomely
spot of his father’s garden to enjoy coumunion with hus
blessed Jesus. Oh! 1 cannot tell you the horror with
which 1 viewod my past life; T feared to sleep, lest I
should awake in hell. On the nexi Sunday. | begged
my husband to take the children to some place of wor-
ship. 1Ie promised to do anything if I would cheer up
for he had uever scen me so miserable before. My
mind, however, became more wretehed—I could neither
sleep nor work. At length my Lusband persuaded me
10 go to hear a minister who was a plain-spcaking man,
who would no doubl say something to comfort me |
went; but then T wanted to make my sorrow known
%o the minister. T could not pray mysclf, aud thercfore
wanted him to do it for me. After many attempts. I
went to him. Never shall 1 forget ihe time, for the
gentleman scemed to me like an angel.  He talked, read,
and prayed so sweetly with me, that after a few iuterview«
I forgot my great burden, s sense of pardon was felt,
and peace restored. From that time to the present it
has been my happiness to love and serve the Lord ; that
is why 1 carnestly begged you to visit me, for I feel
much love to all who love the Lord®

AUNT MARY.—No. 111.

*¢ He stayeth His rongh wind in the day of the cast wind.”

Berozg little Lizzie was laid in the toml, Ebby was
prostrate in the same foever. The unseifish and untiring
Aunt Mary was anxious to remain by him, o relieve her
heart-broken sister ; but such astorm arose, when Ebby
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saw her takeher station by his side, as.is seldom seen,
save in the sick room of & ruined child. *Go away—go
away,” le cried, at the top of his voice, “I won't take
any medicine—no, I won’t, mother. Mother, 1 say,
come here—send her away—send her away—oh! oh!
o' «Tbby, dear,” said the gentle aunt, “I want to
talk with vou—if you rave so dreadfully you will soon
be very ill, and make your poor mother ill also,” “Go
away—go away, 1 say,” was the only reply she could
Bt

At length Mrs. Neale said, in a low voice, ¢ Pray, my
dear Mary, do go behind the curtain; he will make
huwsell very ill, and 1t 1s time he took his mediciue.”
The quick ear of the sich boy caught the sound, and he
renlied, “ No, she shan’t go behind the curtain, nor I
wor't luhe any medicine neither” ¢ But, my boy,”
expostulated the mother, “if you do notl take the medi-
cine vou will perhaps die.”” The words seemed to choke
her, as she uttered them, and she sank into a chair near
tiebed. “ 1 don’t care, 1 won’t take it,”” repeated the
self-willed boy.

The mother entreated him with teary, for her sake, to
take 1he medicine, but no—the spoiled boy had never
been taught 1o obey, and he would not commence now—
not he, mdeed!  While he had the power to resist he
did so, but disease increased rapidly, and he was soon
too prostrate to move or speak, and for a long time he
scemed al the very gate of the grave. e was now
wholly given up to the eare of Aunt Mary, for delirium
prevented him from recoguising the hind face that
beamed so lovingly upon him, or the gentle hand that
smoothed his pillow, and conveyed 1o his lips the hourly
draught. The father of the family was now smitten
down, and the mother's undivided attention was needed
by him. At length a lucid interval occurred to the sick
boy ; he looked around anxiously, asking, in a whisper,
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“Where am I-P—where have I been ?—who told me
about dying P*

Aunt Mary was rondy, in her own wise and gentle way,
%0 speak words of instruction and comfort to the young
wufferor. “Ah!" he said, when she ceased, “and was
Lizzie there just mow telling me to be good P’ Then,
seeming to recollect himsclf, he added, “Oh no, how
foolish—poor Lizzie is in heaven—!{ was dreaming.”
He listened now to all Aunt Mary said to him with a
subduedness of spirit unusual with him, and did not ask
for his mothor for several hours. Wheu he did, Aunt
Mary told him of his father's illness, and reminded him
that aflictions and doath, as .well as joy and happiness,
eome from the great and good God, who expecis us to
submit to His will, and that when our afflictions have
accomplished their mission, He can easily command them
to depart. Aunt Mary then repeatod her favourite text,
when she saw young Ebby, contrary to all her fears,
gentle and obedient,—* Ho stayeth 1[is rongh wind in
the day of the east wind,”—and thanked Ler heavenly
Father for kecping within hounds the wild, uncontrollable
spirit of her young patient.

Day and night did the kind snd loving Auut Mary
watch and pray by her nephew, and with gentle words
and kind ways she soothed the prostrate boy, lending his
younyg heart to heavenly things, as he was able Lo bear it,
constantly asking wisdom from on high, to aid her in
lrer difticult work. All were surprised at the power the
good aunt possessed to sooth and hush to rest the spirit
of the turbulent boy. Bhe would sometimes ask,
“What should we do, if Ebby were not altered while
sickuess and death seem o reiga around P adding, in
ber own quiet manuer, “this is the will of our heavenly
Father,— Ile stayeth Iis rough wind in the day of the
east wind.””’
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THE YOUNG MOTHER.

11 was at the calm hour of twilight, which invites to
serious contemplation, that a youthful mother sat in
thoughtful silence by the cheerful fire of her retired and
happy home. Cradled in her arms was the cherished form
of her first-born babe. For awhile the mother gazed upon
her slecping infant with an expression of fond intenseness,

.and countenance “as mild as merey looking on repent-
ance’ tear ;” at lenglth a shade seemed as it were to
pass across hor featurcs, and then a tear found its way to
her eyelids, Where it trembled but a moment, and then
fell on the solt cheek of her unconscious babe, where it
shoue like the dew-drop that glistens on the vermeil tints
of tho rose-leaf.

What thoughts were those which, passing through the
mother’s mind, called forih that briny drop to testify that
the deep fountain of feeling had been stirred? Her
soul was filled with visions of the future; and those
visions were not all bright. As she looked upon the
helpless form now so gently slumbering on her bosom,
she thought how soou that tender bud, which love so
fondly nourished, must be transplanted to the world’s
cold soil. That lovely face, where so often now played the
sunny smiles of infancy, she thought might soon be
saddened, aud though each lineament now bore the im-
press of spotless innocenco, yet well she knew that sin
could mar 118 beauty, and she sighed to think that her
loved one should ever be less lovely or less pure than now.
And should 1he Master say, # Chve me thy jewel, that it
may sparkle in my crown,” oh! could she say, “ He doeth
all things woll 7’ These were the feelings of that mother’s
heart which toucjxed the hidden springs of tendecrness,
and woke the stainless drop that laved her infant’s cheek.

But tlat tear had not had time to dry—it still
glistened where it fell—when on the mother's features
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shone a calm and holy smile, which told of peace within.
It was a gleam of light from heaven that had dispersed
the'gloom and left its chastened radiance on her brow.
She had raised her tearful glance to ¥lim whose watchful
care is over all below, and who loves to shield Ilis tender
lambs from harm. She thought that should the cherished
plant, now so closely rooted to her heart, be thence
removed, it would only be that il might shed its sweets in
heaven ; and should il live to shed its fragrance on her
pathway, she knew that upon ils gentle head the dews
of heavenly Jove would be distilled. She had sighed to
think that the parent stem to which it now so fondly
grew might be removed; but then she heard the voice
which said,  Leavo thy little ones with me, and I will not
forsake them.” 8o she look her litile, cherished lamb,
and with confiding love entrusted it to the tender Shep-
herd’s care. Then her soul again was ealm, and heavenly
peace and joy illuminated her features. Such power has
Jauth. it lifts the soul above the confines of this narrow
world, till it drinks in the pure calm bliss of heaven.
And as the morning sunbeam disperses the remaming
shades of darkness, and from the moist and drooping
flowers drinks off the early dow, even so do the bright
beams of the Sun of Righteousness dissipate the clouds
of gloom, chasc away the tears of sorrow, and seatter light
andgladness about the path which leads the Christian to
his cloudless home—his mansiown in the skies

Christian mothers! to whose guardian care has becn
entrusted those precious planisso closcly entwined about
your hearts, and whose daily unfoldings fill your eyes
withgrateful ears, ifye indeed arc carefully training those
plants for a happy immortality, and upon all your efforts
invoking the dews of Divine grace, thinknot your pious
care in vain. The promisé may tarry,'but the fruit of
your faithful labours you yel shall sec maturing in the
skies. E.
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THE DEATH OF AN [NFANT

1 nrarp the angels singing,
As they went up through the sky,
An infant’s spirit bringing
To its Father's house on high.
¢ [appy thou, so soou ascended,
With thy shining raiment on !
Tappy thou whose race is ended,
With a crown o quickly won'

« Hushed is now thy lamentation,
And the fust words to thee given
Will be words of adoration,
In theblessed speech of Heaven
For the blood thou mightst have slighted,
1Ias now made thee pure within
Aud thw evil seed s blighted,
That had ripened into s,

¢ We will lead thee by a aiver,
Wheie the flowers are blooming far .
W will sime to thee for ever,
For no malt will darken there
Thou shalt walk in robe< of glory,
Thou shalt wear a golden crowu,
Thou <halt sing redemption’s story
With the sumts around the throne

© Thon wilt «ee that better country,

Where a tear-drop never fell :
Where a foe wado never eutry.

And a friend suid ne'er - farewell’
Where apon the radiant faves,

That will shine on thee alway,
Thou wilt nover see the trac ~

Of ectrangement or deeav

 Thee we lear, a lily-blossom.
To o sunmer clime above,
There 1 luy thee in a bosom
Warm w.th more than mother’ Ine,
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Tlappy thou, »o timely gathered
trom a vegion cold and barc,
To bloowm an, & fiower unwithered,

Feeding, on awmbrosial an.’

Through the mght that drageed so <lowly,
Rachiel watehed bocide a bed;
Waening wildly, kneeling Towly,
She would not be comnforted.
To her lost one shie was elmging,
Rauung tears upon u <hroud,
She ecould hewr no ungel singimg,
Nee 1o brightness through the cloud.

TWO KINDS OF RICILIES.

A 11rTLE boy sat by his mother. e looked long at
the tiro and was silent.  When the deep thought passed
away, his eye grew bright as hespoke: “ Mother, I wish I
was rich.”  “Why do you wish you were rich, my son ?”
The child said, “ Because every oue praises the rich,
every one inquires for them. The stranger at our table
yesterday asked who was tho richest man in the village.
At school there is o boy who does not learn ; he takes no
pains to say his lessons well. Sometimes he speaks evil
words ; but the children don’t blame him, for they say
e is a wealthy boy.

The mother thought the child in danger of helieving
wealth might take the place ot goodness as an excuse for
indolence, or cause them to be held in honour who led
unworthy lives; so she asked him, “What is it to be
zich 2’ IIe answered, “I do not know. Yet tell me
how to become rich, that all may ask afier me and praise
me.” “To become rich is to get money. For this you
must wait until you become a man.”

The boy looked sorrowful, and said, “ 1s there not some
other way of becoming rich that 1 may begin now ?*
She answered, “ The gain of money is not ithe only uor
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tho true wealth  Fires may burn it, the floods drown if,
the winds may sweep it away, the moth may eat it, rust
waste it, and the robber may make it his prey. Men are
worried with the toil of gelting it, but they leave it
behind at last. They die and earry nothing away. The
soul of the richest prince on earth goeth forth, like that
of the wayside beggar, without a garment. Those who
possess it are always praised by men, but do they receive
the praise of (Yod?”” “Then,” said the boy, “may X
begn 1o gather this kind of riches, or mnst I wait till 1
am a man ? "’

"The mother laid her hand upon his litile head and said,
*“To-day il ye will hear his voice, for e hath promised
that those who seck early shall find.,” Aud the child
swd, “Teach me how I may become rich before God.”
Then she looked tenderly on him and said, ¢ Kncel down,
every night and morning, and ask that you may love the
dear Saviour aud trust in llim; obey His word, and
sirive all the days of your life to be good to all ; so, though
you may be poor in this world, you shall be rich m faith,
aud an heir to the kingdom of heaven.”

AN INTERESTING AND ENCOURAGING LETTER
AND PAPER.
To the B of ** The others' I'ricnd "

Mipa,—I bhumbly beg your pardon for mtruding upon
your valuable time, but T have folt yreat interestin the Mothers’
Thnd for some tnne. A kind and benevolent lady having
lent 1t {o ten poor persons, me among the number, for the four
past years, I have often thought it scemed most especially
adupted for poorwives and mothers, and wished that all couldsee
tand profit Ly ils kimd and nseful pages. [ am myself the wife
of a day-labouret, and the mother of three small children, and
1 can tinly say that®l have found the perusal of 1t both profit-
able und pleasant T havo sometimes thought, as 1 took up
yomr chersshed little magasine fiom timeo to tune, that I could
tarmsh a prece uow and then, from my own experience, thet
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might be usoful to some of your renders; and after imploring
Divine assistance, Twrote the accompanying paper. Should yon
think it worth insertion, and wish me to wrile again, please to
signify it on the cover of the number in which it appears ; alsv,
if you wish for my address, which I will forward to you,
although 1 must beg you to keep il secret, as many nught
<think it too presuming in 1e to set up teacher to my betters.
If you decide that T am incapable of doing good in this way, |
will still give you my carnest prayers and best wishes for the
saceess of your valuable little book. 1 hopo you will excu-e
anything you may think rude or iutruding in this note, or thi:
paper enclosed for your mspection ; and allow me to sign myselt,
&8 your humble and obedient servant, .
A Tasorrer's Wiin.

A WORD TO SERVANTS.

I often think that if those who are now in service, who, as
you may say in a temporal way, want for nothing, could foresce
how much carc and management 1t will require, should they
become the wife of a labouring man and the mother of a famly,
how very careful it would make them, now they live in the
land of plenty, nover to waste anything that m ajtcr-hfe they
might be glad of. They little tlunk how many contrivanees
they would have to mabe, to provide food and clothing, to pay
the rent, and to heep out of debt. Be careful now, never throw a
piece of now material away as large as your hand, nor yet
thrust it into your 1ag-bag but keep a bag for all snch picees.
and if you never want them, you can give thom to some poor
person who has a family to pateh and mend for, and who will
feel thaunkful for such a tréasmc

You uneed not mind being thought old maidish, or serewing,
as some silly girls are apt to term any attention Lo triftmyg
matlers, but take for your example the Tord of Lowds and
King of Kings, who, after lie had most bountifully supphed 1he
great multitude of five thousand. did not think it bencath Hun
to tell his disciples to guther up the fragments that nothing might
belost. At the same time that I would advise youto throw away
nothing that could he of auy service to you or others, T would
just give a word of caution, never to let therlove of hoarding and
saving over tempt yon to make uwse of any thig, no matter how
trifling, that belongs to your employers, and that you would

not like them to sce  Tll-gottin gams never prosper nr
ot
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profit in the end, and yun cannot be too careful of the firat
temptation to tako for your own what docs not belong to you,
however insignificant it may scem : but renember the lines
—although they may appear childish, they are none the less
true—
k “ J{ is u e to steal a pin,
Much more to steal u greater thing.”
From A Lanot RER'S Wire.

A TRUE STORY FOR OUR YOUNG ;FRIENTDS.
No. X1.
GLNTLE JOIIN, THE HAPPY YOUNG VILLAGER.

“Tais interesting youth,” continued Mrs. Ormsby,
“ remained in a languishing condition for many months,
sometimes thinking he should recover and be made useful
to his fcllow-creatures, at other times feeling that he
should be laid in an early grave. One evening, about
twilight, after passing the day much as usual, some vessels
on the lungs gave way, and he began to expectoratoe
blood to an alarming degrec; bui John was as peaceful
aud as calm as ever, feeling that all was well. When a
friend who had been scnt for entered the room, he was
unable to speak, but lifting his bright eye first upon her,
and then casting it down upon the crimson tide which
was fast flowing, he seemed to say, ¢ Allis over now; I am
going o heaven.” And so il proved. His hours were num-
bered; only a few more, and he would note time no longer.

“When he had a litile recovered, and reclining for a
few moments, his beloved father entered, and seated him-
self opposite to the couch, a silent but mournful spectator
of the touching sccne. The dying boy fixed his beautifal
oyes upon his parent, and several times seemed to nerve
himself to say something to him which was pressing on hig
heart, but the cfibrt was vain. The thoughts, heart-
stirring as they might have been, are buried with him in
his grave—he could not give them utterance. As soon as
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possible he was taken in a chair to his bed-room, his kind
medical man assisting io carry the precious burden, which
angels werc soon to bear on their wings to the throne of
the Bternal. Iis mother and a fricnd undressed him
and placed him in the hed from which he was never again
to rise.

*The flow of blood contiuued for two days, during which
he could talk but very little, and the only anxiety he
seemcd to fecl related to Iis beloved mother. As she
passed vound his bed from time to time, his eyes
followed her ; and it was cvident that he longed to speak
some word of comfort 1o her, but his fectings were too
daep for ulberance ; and as the tears filled his eyes, he
sppeared to lift his hcart to heaven in prayer, but the
most he could say to that beloved mother, to whom be
‘was sbout to bid a long farewell, was, ‘Do take some rest,
mother; or, ‘ mother, do not cry.’”

FRAGMENTS FOR SPA.RE MOMENTS.

THE BEST INTERPRETLR

Love is.the quickest and best of all inicrpreters; he

who loves Jesus best, will best discern and know His will.
' mommxNTS.

Let us have very wmuch care for our moments, since
some moment mnnst land us i eternity ; and no moment
is 80 short as to be entirely frec from responsibility.

Time flies, flowers fade, the hody dies; charactor alone
is immortal.

To the heraldry of heaven, goodness precedes greatnes-.

NOTICES OF BOOKS.
T'he Christian Lady's Magazme. London - Puarlndg: & Co,
Thie number still keeps up the high duu.«:lu wo huve before
given to this interesting nagazine.
Zhe Young Men's Magacine~*“1i is Wryillen.’ Loundon- The
Book Sosi

Two itle periodieals likely Lo be useful,
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AUNT MARY —No. 1V.
“ He slaycth His rough wind in the day of the east wind.”

Beronr yomng Ebby was sufficiently recovered in
lesve hus sich chamber be was a fatherless boy. Foor
Mr Neale had been called to appear in the presence of
God, deplormg, as he passed away from earth, his mis-
management of lus only son, and his neglect of duties
that the Bible enjomed upon .

The widowcd mother was overwhelmed by this three-
fu1l sorrow, and for many weeks she langwished on a bed
of sufferng, Aunt Mary was now the stay of the
whole house-—the couiforter and gnide, the nurse and
midress,  “Oh Mary I” Mrs. Neale would exclaim,
when she was 1ecovering, “ what shall T do with Ebby,
now Ins poor father 13 gone? If he returns to his wild,
mad w1y~, which I fear he will, he will kill me. Mis
dreadiul disubc dicuce and selfish icmper will make every-
hody mserable, as well as lnmself.”

“My dear sister,” \unt Mary veplied, in her winning
way, “tiy to looh away for comfort to llun wlho alone
«an cheer the widowed heart, and guide you into the
path of peace  Nothing 13 impossible to Him who
hushed the ragme billows 1nto a calm by three words -
fPoace, be Sl 7

* Al, My, 1f T were Iike you, I might be kappy ; but
I el 1 hue nosdoded everytlung I ought to have
attended to, and hwe hived ouly for earth ; badly, mndeed,
even lor the, for 1 have rwmed my boy, aud cansed my
dear httle gils to fkel that 1 am a very partial, unwise
mother ”

“ Well, Ilannhe T admit all this, but the first step o
amendment 1s, to feel wo have done wrong. Our heavenly:
Father 18 more wilimg to listen to our repenting sorrpws
and pardon us, than we are to go to Him for the mercy

YOL. X, E
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wo all need; and Ile is so kind that he has given
promises to the widow that none else can olaim. He
knoweth our frame, and every sorrow that we experience.
I always think that is such a beautiful passage in the
Ol Testameut. Listen! 1 will read it :—¢If ye afflict
any widow, or fatherless child, and they cry at all unto
me, I will surely hear their cry.’

“Thus, you see, denr Haunah,” continued the kind
aunt, “while God chauteﬁs, He still gives comfort, and
will appear for those who ‘cry’ to Him in trouble. ¢lie
stayeth His rough wind in the day of the east wind.’
And then, again, you are not left in poverty and want,
to mourn not only the loss of a dear, Lind husband,
but home and comfort also. Only luok at poor Mrs.
Norton. Whon her excellent husband died, she had to
leave the pretty parsonage, where she bad spent ten
happy years, and go forth into the world with six father-
Jess little ones, not knowing where to find shelter ; but
you have all you nced to keep you from worldly auxiety.
Ah, depend upon it, Hlannah dear, our sorrows might
always be worse than they are.  We can see many mer-
cies left to us in the midst of the greatest earthly losses,
if we only look for them. Aund then, as to Ebby,” con-
tinued the good Aunt Mary, “I trust he may yet be a
comfort to you, for, during his long illness, T have had
many opportunitics to lead his young heart to the
Saviour; and I do not think he is really a bad boy, only,
unfortunately, his early training—or rather, I should say,
his lack of training—has made him a little household
tyrant ; but let us hope for brighter days. There is still
light in the cloud. Our heavenly Father always ‘stayeth
His rough wind in the day of the cast wind,’ and setteth
one thing against another.”

#Oh! Mary, do help me to seek comfort, and wisdom,
and peace, from the source from whence you derive so

» very much hali)i,ness.”
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GUIDI THEM, MOTIILR, WIIILF YOU MAY

Morm 1! watoh the hittle {eet
Clhinbing o'er the gaiden wall,
Bounding through the busy stieet,
Rangng cellur, shed, and hall
Ncver count the moments To t,
Never nund 1f tune 1t cost,
Tattle feet wall go astray,
Guide them, wother, winle you mnay

Mother' wateh the hittle hand,
»Prcking benires by the way,
Making houses 1n the sand,
Lossing up the fiagrant hay
Ne.a1 dute the question ask,
“Why to mc this wemy task
These <ume littlo hands muy prove
Boaars of God« tiuth and love.

Mother ! wateh the little tongue,
Piratilmg cloquent and mild,
What 15 saad, and what 15 sung,
By the happy joyous cluld,
Catch the word while yet unspoken,
Stop the vow before tis bioken,
"Llirs same tongue may yct proclann
Blessings m o Saviom'’s name.
Motha ' watch the hitlke heart,
Beating «ott and warm for yon,
Wholcsone lessons now mmpurt,
Keep, oli! heep that young heait tiue,
I sticating (vay wed,
Sowing good and wholcsome scud,
Tlaivest 11¢h you then may see,
Ripenmng for ctamty

EXTRACT FROM A LECTURE DELIVERED
AT BRIGIITON, BY DR. PETTIGREW.
« . + . . Tahmg the first period of life, that of
infaney, it was observed that some physicians had &aid a
child only came into the world to eat, to sleep, and to
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cry. But il is not natural for a child to ery There

must be sowething—a sly pin, or a derangement of the

stomach—to causc it to cry. The best-tempered child is

the healthiest child, but its future temnper will depend
much upon ils traimng,—that is, as a general role, very

indifferent. The first thing usually done to an wnfant is

to put a cap on its head : aboutl the worst thing possible,
inasinuch as it will {ease and irritate, and will keep the
head hot—that being just the part that should be kept
cool. The rest of the child’s clothes arve usually as
ridiculous. It is the eustom o put it into clothes longer
than itself, #just,” as nurse says, “to keep ils little
toddles warm.” The heat and weight of such clothes
would make any child fretful ; and then, as if this was
not enough, the poor thing is often tightly swathed
round the waist to prevent respiration, and interfere
with the proper working of that importunt pieco of
mechanism, the human spine.

‘Well, then, when the child grows to be a few months
old, the olher extreme is rcsorted to. All the long
clothes are cut away, and the child’s nech, arms, and legs
exposed to the inclemency of this climate. It is done
with the idea of making the child hardy—a grand mistahe!
By leaving the extremities exposed tho child’s heart has
about three times the work it »hould have in keeping up
ihe circulation and vital warmth. The mottled state of
the arms and legs, often poiuted io as an indication of
bardiness, only shows that the circulation is irregular,
and not unfrequently does this absurd style of dress la)
the foundation of disease of ihe heart.

Clothes should be warm, light, and loosc; fAannel
should be worn next the skin, and linen specially avoided
s boing the worst radiator, and a good conductor-—-juat
tho reverse of what is dcsirable in clothing. Calico is
also bad, silkk better ; but it conveys away the electricity,
and is, therefore, ob_]ectlonable The flarmel should be
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of a light kind, such as is worn in Tudia, where life could
not he maintain~d without it. The covering of the head
ghould be Iight and lovse throughout life.  Hats are the
cause of haldness.

There is & prevalent notion that a child is hardened by
bemng taken out of bed and plunged into cold water. A
strong child migld overcome the shock, and benefil by
ﬂm -action, but a sickly child would not do so, and this
‘is often the proximate cause of inflanmation and death.
Feeding hasvery much to do with health.  Most children
are over-fd. * Of cour.e, the mother’s milk is the best
food. The lecturer regretted that the system of engaging
wet nurses is much on the incrcase among the rich,
because the nurse’s own child generally fell a victim to
neglect. It was sad to find that this evil had increased
amnzingly within the last five years. Did ladies reflect
on what they were doing, when, for their own comfort,
they became instrumental in the death of so many of
these unhappy infants 2 Milk of all hinds might be given
to infants, with proper dilutions and sweetened.

There is a general impression that sugar is a bad thing
for cldren. That is a mistake. They require a certain
amount of warmth, and sugar and all farinaccous foods
produce increase of temperature.  As to rotting the teeth
that is all nonsensc; the teeth are generally rotted by
giving the child a great deal of bad food, and then a great
deal of vhysic to relieve it. A child should have small
quantitics of food, given often.

A httle more next month. v

TREASURES THAT ARE FRAIL AND FADIN G‘,
’ YETeNEVER DIE.—No. IV. M

How often are a mother’s words and prayers remem-
bered, when her persuasive tongue and warm, heart are..
silent and cold in the grave! We are constantly meeting’:
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with instances of this nature; and although it often
happens that the mother does not sec the blessing come
down while a pilgrim below, she finds her children, whom
she had tried to lead into the marrow way, among the
redeemed at last.

A pious young man, in the full dress of a soldier, was
conversing with some friends one day on his past life—
and he will scrve as one illustration to prove the truth of
our proposition. He was asked to recount a little of his'
early history, and with much besitation he commenced by
referring to the days of his youth, when undor the foster-
ing care of pious parents—whose instruction and prayers
—~whose holy example and tears—which, he said, he had
wickedly resisted—he alluded to with deep fecling. After
a course of sin and folly, he said he had cnlisted as a
soldier. “Before Ileft my native land,” he continued, “my
father offcred to buy me off, and my mother implored me
not to leave her. ‘O, my son!’ said she, ‘my only son!
—my only ehild! do not break your mother’s heart, and
draw down tho curse of God upon your own head.” I
felt T loved them ; gladly would I have remained al home,
but for their religion; it was their religion, nof them, ¥
hated—and to get away from 1T, 1 resolved to go away
from them. Being an only child, it was too much for
the already broken heart of my tender mother, and,
praying for her unworthy child, she sank into the grave
soon after my departure.

¢ When far off at sea, one day, on getting out some
Jinen, o small Bible dropped out from the folds of a shirt.
My mother, concerned for my salvation, had placed it
there when she had put up my clothes. T felt mad with
Tage; snajg hed it up, ran on deck, and cast it overboard
s far g8 I could throw it. 'When 1 jeined my regiment,
T threw off all restraints and sinned with a high hand«—
the nomber and nature of my sins make me tremble and
Blush when I think of them; I regarded not future
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conscquences, and nothing but grace abounding to the
chiof of sinners could have reached my case. I was
engaged ouc day with my companions, in our usual pro-
fane manner, when the sound of distant sacred singing
broke upon my ear. My attention was arresied; I stood
still and listened, and thoughts, altogether different from
any which had heretofore occupied my mind, laid hold
upon mo—tiears ran from my eyos. Iome stood before

*me—my father's and my MOTHER’S prayers—ihe grief I
hed caused ithem—=Sabbaths at home—family worship in
my father’sshouse—my hcinous sins against GGod—all
came crowding upon my remewnbrance until I shook and
trembled in view of ihe wrath of God, to which T stood
exposed, and which T thought had then overtaken me.
My companions at first mocked at my distress, and ihen
left mno.

“1 walked towards theplace whence the sound of singing
had proceeded, and I found a wissionary preaching to a
congregation of negroes. T laid down under a bush and
heard the remaining part of the scrmon, and heard also
when they were to meet again. It would be impossible
for me to describe how my nighis and days were passed
till the timo returned. T had no Bible; nor was there
in the regimeni a man to whom I could apply for advice
and instroction.

“ At ihe time appoinied T was again secreted behind my
bush, but the sermon served ouly to call up to my mind
fresh guilt. 1 had been a leader to the regiment in its
follies and wickedness. Again and again my compauions
urged me to join them; some coaxed, others swore,
many laughed, and all mocked me. I fearlessly made
known to them the change which had taken place in my
mind—what nowwere my views and feclings regarding
the sins with which we were chargeable, and what would
bo the sad and everlusting consequences if we porsisted
in our wicked courses, and refused to repent and turn

x 2 .
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to the Saviour. The whole barracks now rang with the
tale of the enthusiast, as they called me; many said, he
is mad ; others, that one day some rum would cure me.
Alas! they made a grand Austake.”

IIUSBANDS AND WIVES,

¢ Selfishness is base and hatetul ; but love considereth not it self,
. If ye will be happy in marriage,
Conﬁ«h., lom, and be putient : be faithtul, firm, and®holy.”

Wt arc always anxious for variety, aud as we write for
wives who do not bear the maternul relation, as well as
those who are surrounded by interesting groups of little
immortal beings, we lihe now and then to put in a word
for them. Two or three papers before us, sent by dear
{riends, will help us to drop a few hints by the way : the
firat is headed—

THE QUARRELSOME (‘OUPLE.

John and DMary Smith had been married sowme years;
they professed to be Christians —nevertheless, thar cou-
duct was not such as wourld commend the Gospel to
others ; and at length thieir quasrels became quite a reandal
to their neighbourhood, and a grief to their Christian
friends. For a loug time uonc had the cournge to speat
to them ; the case was so bad, all were afraid 1o toach it,
At length, a goud man, whose heart was full of love, and
who hud often successfully settled dnficult matters, was
requosted to call upon Mr. and Mrs. Smith, and try what
could be done, for they had now declared they could not
live in the same housc any longer.

Choosing an hour when John was likely to be at home,
the good man knoched at the door. John was sitting in
one corner of the roow, and Mary as far from Lim as
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possible, both looking daggers at each other. ¢ Good
day to you both,” said Mr. O., iaking a chair and making
himself as much at home as the circumstances secemed to
permit. Al were silent for a time. At length, Mr. O.
suddenly turncd 1o Johnm, saying—* Wcll now, John
Smith, T <uppose youthink vou have the worst wife in the
world ¥ “Indeed, I do,” rephed John, sulkily, “and T am
sure of it, too!” ¢ And you, Mary,” continued Mr. O,
turping o the wife, 7 dare say yon think you have the
worst husbaud in the world ¥’ —¢ Yes, Sir, that I think
I have,” said Mary, beginuing 10 sob.  “Well, then, you
had better shak~ hands, for perhaps you are both right !
Then, iaking Mary’s hand, he drew her {owards her
husband ; and taking his, made them shahe hapds. He
then took up his hat and wished them “Good morn-
ing.”

The reeeneiliation, thus hastily dflected, was not so
haotily brohen.  John’s conscience told him he way a bad
husband, and Mary's bewrt reproacled her for being a
bad wife.  They sought and obtaincd mutual forgiveness,
and by Lelp from God they have sice walled iogether
in peace and mutual forbeurance,  Many a wife may
think there is much {o blame in her huhand. and no
doul ¢ there i 5 but it will be well to try to find out how
mueh blame isattached to Tieraelf  That will dispose her to
forgive him; and if she be # really Chistiun woman, she
will ash help from Ifcaven 1o enable them both to bear
and forbear--to pily and Jove, aud scek the bhappiness of
cach other, as they intended {o do when, as bride and
bridesroom, they took poscession of the same home.
Nothing butl death ean »wer the union.  Ask every duy
for grace Lo perforin home duties aright.

“The fondest and the happest pan
Wl hind oceasions to forhear;
Aund somctlung, every day they Ly,
To paty, and perhaps forguee.”
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SOWING AND REAPING.—No, I1.

A bav or two passed without the tract lady, as she
was called, being able to visit Hannah; but on reaching
ihe gate, the kind neighbour met her io say that the
night before Jobn had, as usual, returned ntovicated,
and, after a scene of brutal blows and outrage, Hannah
was carried to bed insensible, and there lay between hifc
and death. Not one word of rcproach now came from
her. She was past that; but she had poured a torrent
on him the night before. By God’s mercy she recovered,
and a bahy-boy was born of great beauty. In the spint
of Leah she said, “ Now will my husband love me.” As
soon 28 her weakness allowed, the lady visited her, and
gently led her to speak of her misery and its canse.
Hannah frankly acknowledged her own rash and hasty
reproofs provoked her husband.

“ Now, Hannah,” said her guest,“ you must promise
me that you will always have a neat aud cheerful fircuide
in the evening; and if John comes in tipsy, don’t say
more than a remark about the weather, or a hind ofier
to help him off with his shoes, and have his supper ready
Be surce, if he speaks roughly, not to answer again, and
get him to bed as soon as you can, taking care that his
breahfast is ready for him to tahe the next morning. Ii
.will be hard work at first, but ask God to help you to
win him into good ways. Is be fond of reading P “Very
fond, ma’am.” “Well, Hannah, I will bring you some
books, which you can show him, and perhaps he may
take a fancy fo read them. We will try our best, look-
ing 1o God for help and success ; and never fear that Ile
'will give both, if we ask n fuith, aud for the sake of
Jesus Christ our Lord.”

We will pdp% into the cottage a year after this, and
kiss the new baby that is in a neat wicker cradle, watched
by its mother, in her clean cotton gown and warm shawl.
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“Well, Hannah, are you better P “Yes, ma’am, and
betier 1 other ways. John will join your library, ma’am.
He never comes home tipsy now, and secms so fond of
his children; but he is very poorly—he ean scarcely
walk to lus work, but says he must do it for my sake,
and the litle ones.” “Does he attend any placo of
worship, Hannah ?”  “ No, ma’am ; that is to come. I
must get him to that; but T work by degrees.” “You
found my plan of silenco answered when he was drunk,
Hannah P “ Oh! yes, dear lady: he never beat me again,
and when T dig not answer, he uscd to go up to bed, and
was very sorry the next day.”
Move tiding 3 of 1Taonah hy-and-by.

PAGE FOR FFATIIERS.

Wy ssib that, nearly as a inatter of course, we speak
of mothers almost exclusively in regard to the work of
infant mstruction? Certain it is, Lo the mother belongs
the carliest and thercforc the most imporiant part of
Clristian nurture ; but it does not all belong to her, and
her precious labours are powerfully reinforced by the
aid of' the prous father. Therce are families in which the
children scarcoly expect to hear a pious word from tho
father.  The Sabbath evening is passed in the mother’s
apartment, where she helps thom in their hittle lessons,
joins them in their hymns, and suggests their youthful
prayers; and when the other parcnt enters all is hushed.
Great responsibihily rests on the father as 1o the reli-
gious training of his houschold. The father has a
superior measure of authorily, and sometimes a higher
cultivation and far morc knowledge of the world. Over
his sons, particularly, he excrcises an influence which i
formative, and almest absolute. Blessed arc those chil-
dren towards whom this trust is faithfully discharged.
Happy is that father who, on entering in the evening,
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gathers his little ones around his knee, enters inlo their”
little cares, and instils into their minds the sweet lessons
of piety. Let Christian fathers smatch some moments
every day for the performance of o duty which will thus
be embalmed amidst the fragrant memories of their
offupring.

1

A MOTHER'S INFLUENCE.—No. [T.

 Mother<! und hall your children go
Into a world of sin und woc,
Withoul one singlo earnest prascr,
That Christ way guide them everywhere
Nuy, you vaniot too carnest he
To fit thew for eternity.”

Awoxust the varied seencs which shed a bright lu-tee
over this sinful world, none appewr more caleulated to
wurmn the heart of a gonuine Christinn than that of a
mother bestowing her parting blessing on her son or
daughter, previous Lo their lemving the parcutal roof to
enter into Jife. As she stands with upliffed bauds anl
eyes, her heart burning with holy and {ervent piety, <he
tnvokes Heuven's best blu.sing on the child of hew hosom,
that the same geace which wae sretifying her woul may
be vouchsaled Lo him.

1t was as Jovely a worning as eves shoue eul of hemen
when Mes. Selby stood st the garden~gate, vatehing her
beloved son ax he hastened doan the hill to the neigh-
bouring town, stretchiue, itself along the valley, Lhere to
take the rail for a distant place. T4 was his first enfrance
into ghe workl.  Mors. Sciby bad risen early, and. after
commending hersclf, her bushand and family, and espe-

inly hiw who that morning was.about to leave the

ntal roof for the “wide, wide world,” to Tlim who

is ever wataliful and kind, she hagtened to prepare break-
fust. The frugul repast being over, and family prayer
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performed, whilst her husband helped to convey a
trunk or two down fo the station, she packed, in a small
parcel, a few things for his comfort—not forgetting a neat
Bible she hnd obtained, as the guide of his youth, and
a testimony of the anxious thoughts sho had for his
salvation.

As he descended from his little chamber, ehe called
him aside into the parlour, and, shutting the door, thus
‘addressed him, her heart being full, and her eyes swim-
ming in iears:—“My son, you are about to enter into the
world ; snared, tempgations, and dangers will awail you
on every side.  Lest you should fall, then, under their
power, O keep near to Him whose strengtlh is sufficiont
tor every duty and difficully. Take the word of truth,
which you will find in this pareel, and make it your con-
stant companion ; and, with the Spiril of God to enlighten
you, it will prove a ‘lamp to your fect, and a light to your
path.” Never turn your back on the sanctuary; it is there
you will learn the infinile impoviance of roligion. Seek
the friendship of the good, and, above all, hold daily and
hourly communion with God. And now may the God
of Israel kecp thee in all thy ways, and preserve thee in
all thy goings. May le Dless and prosper thee in all
thy soul. May He never leave thee nor forsake thee,
but may He plant Llis grace in thy Leart, so that thou
mayst serve im faithfully here on earth, and enjoy
Ilim hercafler in heasen. (Yo, my son, and may the
Lo1d be with thee for ever.”

And was that parting adviee and blessing of no avail ?
Did it fall like the snow-flake on the hard aud (inty rock ?
No, mothers; its soft and genial jufluence, like the dews
of heaven, fell with fructifying effect on the heart. That
blessing went with the lad. Iis companionship was
never lost. Years rolled away after it was ulicred by
ihat honoured woman of God, and now that young man
is “adorning the doctrines of the Gospel in all things.”
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Mothers ! see to it that you never let your children depart
from beneath your roof without a blessing. Who can tell
but that blessing may be the mcans of bringing them to
Christ ? OLD ANTHONT.

A TRUE STORY FOR OUR YOUNG TRIENDS.
No. X11.

GENTLE JOIIN, THE HAPPY YOUNCG VILLAUER.

“ AT one season of quiet,’” said Nrs. Orntond, “ afriend
obscrved to John, ‘I trust your miud is at peace’ He
replied, in a low voice, ‘ Yes; I am very comforiable.
‘What a mercy,’ continued his friend, ‘that you had
sought and found the Saviour before this hour.” ¢Yes;
I have been thmhing,’ said he, ‘ how very foolish peuple
are to leave rchgion till sickness comes on. Oh! it is,
indeed, a mercy that 1 have found Christ.’

“ Again and again he was ashed, ¢ Are yon still happy £
Ilis replies were, ¢ Yes, very peaceful, comiortable, happy.”
“You are not afraid to die, dear John #’ ¢ Oh, no, no! 1
have no fear.” “You know you have a mansion prepared.’
*Yes ; I do know there i». I am not afraid.” ¢ You enjoy
a peace of mind the world vaunot give you? ¢ Yes; }
am resting on Christ; this I can do” ¢ Well, this Roch
of Ages will support you. Never shall you sink ou this
resting place” ‘Noj; I know I unever, never shall.’

“Violent bleeding now camne on. Ilis mother, who
had retired to rest, was called to join those who stood
around to see her precious boy depart, but she was not
permitted to see the distressing scene. Ier durling was
unable to speak again. His cyes were fixed as if gazing
on angels descending to bear hun away in triumph #o his
home in the skies. Soon he lay in a stillness too pro-
found for sleep. Ho had doparted to be with Christ—
one moment & gufferer here, the vext a saint in glory.
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“The beloved youth,” continued Mrs. Ormond, “is
now a bright spirit, reclining on his Father’s bosom. He
wears his white robe and his dazzling crown. He waves
his palm of victory, and plays his golden harp, while
from seraphim and cherubim he learns the notes of
heaven. On earth he delighted in knowledge; now he
has entered the school of Christ in Paradise, and the
blessed Saviour is his teacher, His studics are the
Yolumes of eternity, his heart is love, his soul isjoy. On
earth, whlle a dying sinner, he looked beautiful, with
his pla,cld brotv and brilliant eye; but how lovely does he
appear mow, as with a crown of glory on his head he
bends at the fect of Jesus! He las cast off mortality,
and the immortal spirit is now in the presence of God,
where is fulness of joy, and at Wis right hand, where there
are pleasures for evermore.”

PRAISE.

Ir is Saturday evening—the litile cares and domestic
anxietics of another week are nearly closed—the dear
little oues are peacefully slumbering above, and their
mother, in the calm quiet, reads to hersclf from the 146th
Psalm to the end of that beautiful book penned by the
sweet singer of Israel. It is peculiarly striking to
observe how much of praise is joined with the devotional
feelings of the Psalmist. We find him praising God for
cverything, and from the loftiest object down to the
meanest of God'’s ereation is praise invited, not excluding
the praise of a little child. As soon as its infanl powers
can give utterance to those sweet but simple lines—
“ Gentle Jesus, moek aud mild,” &e.; “My God, who
makes the sun to mow,” &c.—they praise him. Let us
mothers endeavour to offer praise to the God of our little
ones, lest ihey, by their genuine and simple language,
rise up and condemn us.
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Yow much good do we receive at the hinds of our
heavenly Father, in his kind care over us from Sabbath
to Sabbath! During the week, domestic business-affairs
engross much of our time; we are often called upon 1o
leave our dear childrenin the carc of others; or, it may be,
some of them are about leaving us. How glad we feel, on
returning, to find them safe from arcident ; thiv is mattcr
for praise. Somctiunes our hesvenly Father puts upon
them, or us, a slight or scvere affliction; upon being
restored, how much of praise becomes us! It 15 a greal
mercy to find thewr minds capable of comprehending all
we say to them—aud a sweel employment it 18 for the
gentle mother to unfold the dawning ideas of her mfant
~—~how responsible for the channelinto which its thoughts
are directed. Mother, teach its little heart to praise ihe
God who made i, for the common as well a< the unusual
maercies we are constantly receiving,

We must and do feel gratetul for our excellont helper
aud co-worker, The Mothers' Friead. Iis pleasant pages
have oft-times cheered us in our difficultics, encouraged
as to persevere, and materially assisted us in forming
many useful plans. Then there 18 connected with this
our Mothers’ Mectings, which are, perbaps, the best of all
our sacred enjoyments. We espedally feel them to
be a source of the greatest joy and eomfort 1o our
tuinds, from the kind sympathy felt by the beloved wife
of our Pastor (who conducts that sciviee) ; and when
we unite with her in prayer we feel, more than at any
other time, a sense of holy joy and praise.

Let every sincere mother, who studics her own comfort
or the happiness of thoe souls committed to ler care, aim
with delight to bring all she can Lo the Mothers’ Meetirg,
that her soul, with many more, may mingle in praise to
that Saviour who ever waits to be gracious to those who
seck Ilip. Scon will the sacred Lours of the Sabbath
dawn upon us. May they be to us what they were
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intended by our great Maker—a day of Loly enjoyment
in sacred daties. Let us endeavour, as much as possible,
to teach our dear ones the sacredness of the Sabbath, apd
lead them by onr cxample and prayers to the heavenly
courts,

 Where all the air is filled with praise,
And heaven with halledujahs rngs" M. f..

STEPMOTHERS.—No. V.

SomE years ago 1 became acquainted with an interest-
ing young person, who had lately married a widower with
four children. When I was first introduced to these
children they were all gitting on a form, the very picture
of order and decorum, and I thought them very good
children. But time passed ou—troubles came on the
family, which gave me occasion to be a frequent visitor,
and many complaints 1 heard from the mother of her
unmanageable children  They also complained of ker to
neighbours and friends as well as to their father, who
made common canse with them, and the poor mcther
complained that she could do nothing to plense any of
them.

1 knew. from® porsonal kuowledge, that the elder®
children were very naughty, and I much pitied my poor
fricnd.  But the chauges and chances of life parted us,
and for five or six ycars we never met till a few wecks
ago, when 1 found out my old {riend and called on her.

The door was opened by a steady-looking young
woman, who tnmed out to be one of the daughters, and
of her the mother 8aid, “Sho is my greatest comfort ; she
is my housckeeper, and nurse, and cverything. I am
often obliged to leave home for days together. I ‘ean
leave all my little ones happily with her.” Of the other
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three, I eard a like happy report; two had died in the
Lord, one was living to His glory. “My dear {riend,”
I said fo her, “you have much cause to be thankful that
such naughty children have turned out so well. They
used to give you much sorrow.” “Ah!” she replied,
“T have much cause for shame when T think of those
days. When I married I did not know myself; 1 was
not humble ; I expected a great deal too much from 1)
children, and I thought far too little of what my own
duties to them were. But I am thankful I saw my error
before it was too late. We are all very happy together
now.”

And so they scemed to be, in spitc of much that was
trying in outward circumstances; love, harmony, mutual
confidence, and true rcligion reigned in that blttle
cottage, and 1 trust many an unhappy stepmother, who
has begun in the wrong way, may be encouraged to
believe it is not too late to mend—that if now, unfortu-
nately, disunion, disobedicnee and strife make the house
miserable, it may yet be possible to reform matters. Let
the poor stepmother ask herself whether she s sufliciently
uaselfish, aud self-denying—if she suffers herself to be
jealous and cross, and overbearing—and whether it would
not be possible even now iu win over those little rebels
who otherwise will make her future life iserable?  Much

'pmyer, much sclf-government, will be requred for this ;
and let her pray carnestly for morc love o her young
charges, and it shall be given her.

- — —

TIHE UNSEEN RIVER.
e
Tnrreis a maghty 1ver,
Whose sullen waters flow
A hittle space before us,
Aciose the path we go.
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Dense fogs surround its borders,
And veil it fromn our eyes,
1411 we at last are standing
Where its dark billows rise,
And yet its solemn murinurs
How oft our spirit= hear!
The dirge-like voice of billows,
To which we still draw near.
Toward that sweeping torrent
How fast we hasten on,—
Mlow shall we brenst 1ts curren’
Uunaided and alone?
¢ foartul, deadly river,

How shall we pass thee by °
No bridge can span thy waters,
No life-boat o'er thee ply.

1« there no way to shun thee”
May we not tarn aside,
And seape thg futal strugale
With thy Lfe-chilling tide”
Cau vt no path discover,
Whuch leads »ot to thy shore?
('an Seience show no refuge
From that wlich we deplore ?
No! vain were cach endeavour
To slun our certain doon,
And yet, inatiate 1iver,
We need not foar thy gloom ,
For@One hath passed thy waters
Who 10bbed thee of thy sting,
And took away thy bitterness,
Thou cold, remorseless thing !

And now, though bigh around us
Thy howhung waves may swell,

tis merey cheers us on onward ;
** He doeth all things well *

Vith"His oirong arm bencath us,
In triumph we may sing,

“Dark stream, where is thy terror ?
O death, where is thy sting?”
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.
CAN GOD SEE THROUGU THE CRACK?

A 1ApY came home from shopping one day, and was
not met as usual by tho glad welcome of her little son.
He scemed shy of her, skulked into the entry, hung about
the garden, and wantcd to be more with Bridget than
wag common. The mother could not account for this
manner. When she was undressing him for bed e said,
“Mother, can God see through the crack in the closes
door " #Yes,” said his mother. “ \nd can Tle see
when it ig ull dark there 2 ¢ Yes,” answered the mother;
“(God can sce everywhere and in every place.”  “Then
God saw me, and will tell you. mother. When yon were
gone, I got mto the closet, and took and ate up your
eake; and I am gorry, very sorry,” and, bowing his head
on bis mother’s Jap, he burst into tears.

MOTIERLLSS  CTILDREX.

A very touching circumstance happened some montl~
ago al Busseiorre. A man with a family was left a
widower. In process of time. he formed a connevion
with & woman who, having childrcn of her owu, treated
his slightingly. On the day of her marriage, new dresses
were bought for the children of the bride, but none for
the others. The poor things, having no one to take thewr
part, or share with thew in ther gricfawent 1o the graye
of their departed mother, as it {0 tell hor what had be-
fallen them, and to ask hcr to help them, pouring out
their agony of miud in floods of bitler tears.

XOTICES OF BOOKS.
Words of Comfort for Rereaved Poients. Edited by Winiran

Loa. "’London- Parlridge and (o, ¢ .
A short ir of an interesting child, with a4 nmab.r of eviracts
from 1 hirpering comfort to mourners who are wecpng over

Tittle vhildmen.
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ATUNT MARY.—No. V.
“ ITe stayeth His rough wind in the day of the éast wind.”

Avust MARY now took up her abode with the bereaved
family, and was the means of leading her widowed sister
to Him who raised ihe young man from the dead ab
Naiu's gate, in compassion to his bereaved mother.  She
had the delight of sceing her rest upon an almighty
arm for support and gyidunce, and of helping her to per-
form those waternal dutics which she. had heretofore so
sadly neglected. ¢ Al, Mary,” she would somctimes
say, “71 never felt 8 mother’s responsibilities amntil my
heavenly Father seut afttiction to my home. 1 can now .
say, with the king of old, ‘It is good for me ihat I have
been afflicted ;” and I only wish my voice could reach all
the mothers in the land! 1 would say to them, < Begin
very early to train your children, as the Bible requires.’ I
could warn them, too, from my own experience, of the
suflering mothers endure who spoil their boys. Every
day,” she added, “T see, that while » Ebby is governed and
guided by the glance of your eye, ncither command nor
entreaty from me will avail anything.” .

“This is, indeed, n painful view of the case,” Aunt’
Mary replied; “but, in every instance, where I have
Eknown a spoiled child—and [ have beon a close observer
of children and mothers for some yoars—in cvery instance
where T have scen a partial inother, and a son “left to
himself,” T have seen that son grow up without either
love or respect for that mother. Thus, mothers reap
only what they sow. And we know it®ver must be, so03
for God has said, a child left to himself bringeth his
mother to shame ; and you can sce, dear Hannah,”” con-
tinued the gentle Mentor, *“if you look into the Bible,
how the inspired®historian vecords instances of this
kind for our warnivg—Rebokah, you see, suffered dread-,
fully for her partiality to Jucob; when she quo him

YOL. X. F
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farewell at the tent-door, onthe morning she sent him away
to her own early home—it was for ever on earth—her
eyes were never allowed to behold her pet boy again.
Thus, she might have read her sin in her punishment.
"Then there was Jacob himself—walking in the way of
his mother-—must have his family favourite too. What
trouble and anguish did that coat of many colours cost
him !—and what strife arose among his children by his
" unwise conduct as a father! Then there was David
again, the king over God’s chosen pcoplc——gust read his
history relating to his sons, and you will perceive at once
what a partial father he was, and the szd suffering he
endured as the consequence.” “Yes,” rejoined Mrs.
" Neale, “and old Eli, too. I have been reading his sad
history ; and we find, that although he was a priest of
the Most High God, he was not to go unpunished for
.neglecting his parental dutics.”

“ My dear sister,” said Aunt Mary onc day, as they
were sitting together, “ you are not very happy to-day,
your eyes arc red with weeping. An old divine once
asked a widow, who would not receive comfort, ¢ if she
had not forgiven God ?’—It is our duty to try to
acquiesce in the will of our heavenly Father, asking for
Divine help to do s0.” *Yes, Mary, I know all this;
but there is one thing presscs very heavily ou my heart,
and often keeps me from sleeping at night. I have long
wished to mention it to you, but too well 1 know it is
not in human wisdom, or a sister’s tender sympathy and
love, to ‘solve the fearful doubs.” Mrs. Neale pansed,
and her tears flowed fast. “ What is the anxious fear,
dear Hannah P—tell me; I will comfort you if 1 can 27
“AD,” said the widow, “it is the thought that my dear
Charles has not reached héaven. I was too ignorant
myself t tp him, or indeed to see Lis real state; and
since I lf tmderstood the plan of salvation, all T read
tends to deepen my fears for his safety, beeause T feel
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that we might have knowa, as well as you, in this land of
Gospel light ; we would “not come” to the Saviour, as
He says, to get the wisdom needed, and which only a
heavenly Teacher can give ; and this morning T have been
more distressed than usual, by reading an account of 3
father, whose cldest son had died without leaving him a
seriplural hope that he had gone to be with Jesus. The
father took all the remaining children into the room of
death, and as they stood around the young man’s coffin,
fie said, whilo he was in an agony of grief, * My children,
1 wish to warn you by your brother’s sad history—and
if I tell you that I hope be is in heaven, I shall only lead
you to imagine that religion is a thing of no moment. I
confess to you all, that 1 do fear my precious son is lost
for cver. God requires holiness—he had none; God
requires faith and love—he had neither; God requires
neetness for heaven—he was not mectened, as you all
too well kuow ; and while 1 read that the wicked shall be
turned into hell, and that “ witlout holiness no man
shall see the Lord,” 1 dare not mahe God a liar by sup-
posing my poor boy is goge to live with Ilim and the
holy ones in heaven, for he gave no cvidence that he was
washed in the blood of the Lamb!”  Oh, Mary, every
word of this comes home to my hearl, and makes me
feel that poor Charles neither believed iu his danger, nor
the remedy God has provided. Thero is no use in saying
or bclieving that all who dic go 1o beaven !—for ever these
words are ringing in my ears, ¢ Without holiness no
man shall see the Lord.” Oh, that he had left me a
hopo of his future happiness! But the thought—too
late !—too late !—agonizes my soul, and often casts a
gloom over my own hope for a happy immortality,”
Aunt Mary took the hand of the sorrowful widew,
asking, “Do yow remember, Hannah dear, my decp
sorrow £ “ Yes, truly, I do indeed.” “ Well, you will
also remember dear good Mr. Cray callnz to see me.
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every evening, irying to comfort me ?” ¢ Yes, 1 do,
well.” “Onoe ovening I was more than usually dis-
tressed, whoen he took my hand, and said in his own
sweot way, ¢ Think not of the pest—the bloed of Christ
is upon it ; fear not for the future—the grace of Christ
will be with you to mect it” This T musi now say to
you, my suffering sistce—let it be a word of cowfort, as
it was to my burdened hesrt.”

HUSBANDS AND WIVES.
o THE PRAYING WIKE.

Sip is the prospect of the Christian woman who
marries an unconverted man; she can expect nothing
but disappointment and sorrow, for how can iwo walk
together happily, excopt thoy be agrced ? But, when a
wife is bronght to view eternal things in their true light
after her marriage, sho should be very earnest in hope
and prayer rospecting her husband, for the word of God
asks, “ What knowest thou, O wife, whether thou shalt
save thy husband P — (1 Cor. vii. 16.) These thoughtswere
suggested by an incident which oceurred not long since.

“I was one day walking (said an old friend) across
Newington Common, when I met an old lady, whom T
had formerly slighlly known as a tract distributor, but
had missed for some time in consoquence of the illness
sud denth of ber husband. She was now arrayed in
that saddest of all costumes—a widow’s robes, and I
should, perhaps, have passed without recognising ber, had
shie not saluted me.

 Aftera few inquiriesI was proceeding on my walk when
she placed her hand on my shoulder and addressed me
very solemnly,—‘ My dear,’ said she, ‘ you are young and
1 am old, and I have a mossage to all my young friends
which I hopa-they will ‘nevor forget. You have, doubt»

.loss, unconverted relatives. Ob, may you never know
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what 1t is fo have an unconverted husband! But if any
whom you love are strangers to God, let me encourage
you, by my expericnce, never to cease praying for
them. When I was married 1 knew not the Lord, but
after T wae brought to the cross, my first desire was to
sce the conversion of my dear husband; but he would
listen 10 nothing 1 had to say on this important subject.
I could ouly pray for him; this 1 did, day and night, year
pter year, but all to no effect. Sometimes 1 grew dis-
couraged, and thought i1t was of no use, and that T must
give over; then again I felt I could not give him up, and
so I began akain and went on for rorry Yrars, and as
his health declined, and old age crept upon him, I felt
more aud more hopeless. At length he was scized with
an illness which lasted for many months, and then was I
rewarded for all my tears and anaiety by secing him turn
to the T.ord with ail his heart. 1le never recovered from
that illness, though he lingered long, and gave sure
evidence that he had passed from death unto life. Now,
T will never cease to say to all whom I know, persevere
in prayer for all your relatives and friends, and be en-
couraged to belicve from my examplo that you shall be
heard at the last, if not before.”

‘Wife! hme you prayed “forty years” for the conver-
sion of your husband ? if not, go on. Mother ! have yon
prayed “ forty years” for your prodigal son? go on,
there 2, hope in Him whose merey endureth for ever.

IIGQHT AND DARK IIOMES.

‘WE have sometines seen 8 map of the earth drawn in
such a way, that it gives us ‘some idea of the extent tv
which 1he Gospel has reached, and, alas! who has not
mourned over the very large proportion covered with
darkness. But suppose we could see another picture,
not of the world, but of the homes in our highiy-favoured
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lamd  'What would that aspect bespeak ? Surcly there
, would be many bright spots, but oh, how many dark ones!
Now let us turn our thonghts for u fow moments to
this subject,—the homes in which we live, and by which
we are surrounded. Let us cull to remembrance the
time when therc was an actual distinction made between
the homes of Isracl and Egypt. We are told, that during
the time that the Egyptians were in utter darkness,
“all the children of Israel had light in their dwellings.”
Now, although this marked difference between the homes'
of God's peoplec and His encmies has ceased, in one
sense it still exists.  The world sees no outward sign by
which to form a decision, but God looks upon our homes
and beholds them as either light or dark spots. Light is
a beautiful emblem of knowiedge, purity, and truth. God
is light, and believers are called “ children of the light ;”
and so the homes of believers are habitations of light,
because Grod dwells there, and is honoured and loved by
the families abiding in them. Oh! that parents, and
especially those who are Christian professors, were more
concerned to shed the holy hght of the Gospel around
daily duties and callings !
1s not tewper sometimes ruffled by trifling annoyauces,
and then many other things follow, which cause a shadow
o rest upon that home, and to make the difference be-
tween that and the worldling’s so trifling that it is hardly
to be discovered ? Lct us, theu, be more concerned 1o
have light in our dwellings, to live more habitually 1n the
exercise of all thal is lovely and of good repori, to teach
our children {o love iruth and sincerily in every form, and,
ahove all, may we have grace so {o live, that when the
light of eternity 1s thrown upon our homes, we may
neither be ashamed nor afraid. Then our daily actions,
with all their untold influence, will be, summed up by
God’s unerring judgment, and our cternal destinies fixed
by that decision. *
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Bui we must turn for a moment to ihe contrast, and
fnquire what constilutes dark homes? Darkness is an
appalling figure, often used to describe sin, iguorance, and
misery ; and that is a dark home where there is no prayer,
no knowledge of God, no love to His Sabbaths, and no
rejoieing in His commandments. It may be a home bright
and gay as il regards comforts and luxuries, but if it has
never been said, “Salvation has come o this house,” it
rémains, in the sight of God, a dark spot. 1Ds amile
fiever gladdens it, and no ministering spirits of love and
merey are bidden to descend and enrich it with choicest
gifts and tircagures. The picturc is a dark oue, but not
more dark than the reality. Oh! that our homes may
be made light and joyful by God's constant presence,
and that thoy may be sweet carnests and pledges of the
home eoncerning w hich it is said, “ The Lamb is the light
thereof.”

PRAYER, THE SPIRITUAL TELEGRAPIL

IN days of yore, the ireasures of the mind and the
sywpaihies of the heart were loched up in the breast of
thewr possessor, or confined to a small circle of friends.
Now, tho press of the printer conveys the lauguage of
the British mind to every corner of the wide world.

The mail-coach, too, has been supplanted by the rallwsy
irmn, which seems to vie with the hurricane as it sweeps
athwart the landseape. Butl all will consider ihat the
wonders steam Las wronght are equalied, if not cntively
cclipsed, by the exploits of cleetricity, This mysterions
agent, which has so long roamed at large, has at length
been tamed, and, as one of the many servants of the
human race, toils for man. Who is a stranger to the
clectric telegraphy All have heard the fame of it.
Some have gazed on it with admiration. }ow like a
thing of life docs it note down intelligence, and with

F 2
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what amazing celerity does it convey the messages
entrusted to it !

Fow, indeed, ever heard of a message being sent &b
quickly as by this menns ; yet I know a more wonderfnl
way of comuumication. You have not to wait to spnd
your message while others are attended to; for it cupgo
with thousands of others, without any mtorruptlaumr
hindrance. Nor is there any noed of any vifble
machunery to aid this mode of communieation. lﬁdus
all this, the plan of communication is superior © all
others, from the fact, that you need not repair f any
particular place 1o send your requests. «In the loucly
desert—on the waste of waters—in the crowded éity, by
night and by day, in sickness and in health—the way of
communication is open to all; and the applicgpts can
never be so numerous, that the simplest desire of the
little child will not meet with immediatc®hitention. An
account of this wonderful wauner of communieation you
will find in the following passages of the precious Bible:
Isa. lvid. 95 lav. 245 Dan. ix. 2027

Aud what think ye of the spiritual tclogrqph? Think
now, if you have thought little before. The electricity
is the sincere desires of the heart—the mediym along
which they travel, the atonement of Jesus—antl the goal
which they reach, the ear of our heavenly Father. Wil
you uotb join me in resolving, ‘1 will use more frequently
the spiritual telegraph ¢ ’

 Praver s the simpleft fora of <poeels
That mfant lips chn Ly,
Prayer the cublinest stiams that mh
The Majosty ou high.

* Peayer is the coutrite sinner’s vowee,
\éetumiug from g ways,
hile angels in their songi Tojuice,
And cry, ¢ Buohold, he prays.””
D.W.



89

'A'QRTTE STORY FOR OUR YOUNG FRIENDS.
No. XITI.
. #GTNTLL JOIIN, THE HAPPY YOUNG VILLAGER.

®
M#as. Orxsny laid down the manuseripi, and looking
uponithe young ones around her she said, “ May you, my
dpar éhildreen, follow John as far as he followed Christ—
ay yeuw lovo hnowledge—may you love holiness—imay
you the Sabbath-day—above all, may you love
God, and communion witl him.  Always remember, that
if you donot,’while on earth, ask God to bless you, and
to pardou vour sins for Jesus’ sake, 1Te will not, when,
you die, ke you to dwell smong the glorions company
of th Iwiﬁod“in’hem en, but will east you into Lell, Lo
dwcll with Satau for over and over. Thcre you may pray
in vaig c)'%h for a drap of water to cool your tonguc, for
hell i§hewa place of merey hut a place of punishment.”
Mry, Ornishy rose to leave the rommn., “ Where are
yon gower, mamma P’ asked little Mary, while her eyes
filled wih fears. “I am now going,”” replied her
mother, “iu;in the mournful procession to dear Johu's
grave. A1l 1B Sabbath-achool teachers and carly friends
of this interésting youth are anxious to pay this last
tribute of 1edpcct Lo one so deservedly beloved.”  Soon
the knel' was heard again, and John—the gentle, amiable,
and,prayerful John—wasdaid in his peaceful greve, to
~await the morine of the ro\n'rection, when his glorified
spiril »hall bg re-united to the now fading body, no more
to be parted, put to dwell for ever with the Lord. Oh!
doar young friends, will you join him? You can easily
answer this question, by asking yourself ‘in twhick road
you are now walking 7 Therc are only fwo—the broad
road of »in, whers the multibude walk together; and the
darrow, where here and there a traveller is found. But
always bear in mind, the narrow road alone leads to
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heaven. If you are found in the broad road when you
die, you will surely stand among the wicked, on the Jeft
hand of the Judge, at the last great day, for God ;has
said 8o in the Bible. May you now, in your early days,
seek the Lord ; then you shall share in the glory of the
redecmed, aud join young Johu in singing the new song
of Moses and the Lamb for ever and ever.

THOUGHTS ON GENTLE JOIIN: OR, TTIL HISTOLY
OF A LIFE,

“Why wakes the bard before me the memory of those who fled ?
UBSTAN.

1 suw him—first, & geatle by, with fwr -and thoughtind
hrow—

A mother’s anly hope and joey—where 15 that loved ongsnow ?

Another look—an active vouth. turning dense page- o'er,

Asking his compeer+ ¢ What i~ truth " but passing on before,

Again 1 looked—the stesp ascent ol wisdom he would. Soru—

But stopped to guse upon a Lamb thut erucd hands héd slam.

And then I looked wpon a form, so fair, so fiail, <o bright,

Just like a suner’s tragile flower bowing bencath a bliehd

Once more [ looked—ite’s tide wa-~ flowing, but_all was placid
still,

And lovely as an angel’s form he met his Father's will;

Aund stll T guzed—ins mother’s foim drew forth atfeetion’s
tear;

But sull bie tued with tender words that mother's heart to
cheer.

And as | Inoled T <aw a <mile which told of visiony bright—

Of the sinless elime—of the spirit-land—where fuith is turned
to sight:

And then J saw the shade of death cast o'er that Jovely brow,

Away—away—the spirit passed.  Where 1+ that <pirit now ?

Onee moro 1 looked—wunoved ho Jag—death’s 1iver he had

passod—

No more we saw that beawming eye, though tears were {lowing
fast. t

Another look—it was the lnst upon that fading clay— .

But oll we loved had joined the blest in heaven's eternal day.
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A TASTE FOR READING.

To estimate the value of a book is about as easy as to
estimate the value of a human character. As we know
not how vast fhe influence one man may exert for good
or cvil, 5o we caunot calculate the amount of thought,
feeling and action one book may originate. One
eZmbling, gpiril-stirring sentence may give cnergy' and
stability to a wavering character. One picture of human
cxcellence ; its struggles, its triumphs, its beauties, its
achievementy, smay lcad to an admiring aud successful
imitation. Think of the amount of good one person may
do, dircetly and indirectly; the pleasure inseparably cou-
nected with good feeling and right doing ; the bias which
that person’s influence mnay give to future gencrations—
perhaps to the end of time; the never-failing bliss of
Heaven; and then ealeulate the value of a book—perhaps
a litile tract —whose perusal wmay lead to those results.

(‘ultivate in your children 2 iaste for reading. Tt will
be to them an innocent souree of pleasure, excluding
desires for amusements les pure.  Good books will
purify their tastes, cultnate right feelings, nourish good
desires, encourage in ihe palh of duoty, and reprove with
less danger of wounding the feelings than a parent can.

Seme people, full of worldly bustle, seem to regard
roading as a mere waste of time.  Such persons have
wrong ideas of the purpose of Life, and the rclative value
of its various cngagements. The end of these engage-
ments is human happiness; therefore, if they are so
attended to as needlessly io dofeat that end, there must
be somcthing wrong. Of course, it is admitted that read-
ing is one of the many things that become cvils by being
carried to excess. , This cvil should be guarded against.
Children should have employment—duties to which a
diligent and punctual attention is required; and if care be
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taken to secure a profitable course of reading, there will
be little danger of ovil.

Reading must be regarded not mercly as a source of
pleasure—though we ael unwisely to frown on any inno-
cent enjoyment—but as a means of qualifying for useful-
ness.  Becomning familiar with the thoughts of the great,
seeing a matter in the various shades of colour which
differently constitnted minds throw over it, following the
flights of powerful imaginations, gozing at picturcs of
moral beanty, the mind becomes ennobled, expinded, anil
strengthenod and its eapability of doing gend is vastly
increased. +  Euzzw.

EXTRACT FRCM DR. PETTIGREW’S TAFCTTJRL
No. TI.

In the earliest stages, oducation, moral aud physical,
begins; and here children should be tanght order and
regularity—qualitios, more than any others, conducive to
succeas in life.  Care should be taken as {0 what nurses
teach the very young. The little toddling child of its
own accord knocks its head agamst the {able; nurse
Iisses the place to mahe it well, and says, “ Oh! naugity
iable, beat the table.” A simple incident, but objection-
able, because it warps tho (Lild’s ideas of seli-responsi-
bility —it alone being in faull~-and ineculeates the first
lesson of revenge.  Next day, the litile sister inadyer-
tently runs against the ehild—* Oh! naughty sister, beat
sister,” says the child, and knocks her down.

‘We begiu too early to educate mentally at the cxpense
of the physieal powers. Crowding childron together in
infant schools for soveral hours 1s bad; the rooms are
often ill-ventilated, and thus the sceds of disease ure
sown; and if not, the taxing of the brain is bad. For
the first sgwen years, the mother is a sufficient ieacher
fora chid, and she should take care that it learns, not asa
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task, but as a reward for good conduct. The lecturer did
not say anything agninst teaching boys the dead lem-
guages, but he beleved they were begun too soon.
Those who did not commence the study until ten or twelve
years old, would know as much at fifteen as these who
were bored with it very early. The boys should not bo
expected to learn equally, but aceording to their physical
powers ; a rapidly-growing boy shoots up tall, and then
not the mental power of a “ clever little fellow.””

College cducation is too much for the bruins of most
men. A boy should be educated according to the pro-
fession for which ho is designed, or rather, which he
chooses—{or if he is to succeed in life his business must
be Lis pleasure. The stute of hcalth should also be a
eonsideration in choosing a mode of life. To cach of the
periods of life certain diseases belong. To infancy, those
counccted with dentition. o childhood and youth,
epidemies; and, in connucxion with these, <he would ob-
serve, that iv is a popular crror to suppose that measles,
scariel fever, and o0 on, last only while the eruption is
oub on the shin. 14 is just after this period that patients
require the greatest care. A number of porsons die of
direases contracted Dy too early eaposure at theso times.
A ¢hild should not go out for at least three wecks afier
the spots havo disappeared. 'T'he lecturer here remarked
that nothing in nature is wasted. Xven our breath —
which is so impure that if we were shut up in an air-
tight boa 7 alone would poison us—is the source of our
voices ; animals like fish, that do not breathe by lungs,
Lave no voiees.

KINDNESS TO PARENTS.

“Motnzes, how is the flour barrel? Getting low ?»
said a fincly-built man, as he paused fora moment before
leaving the house where Lis grey-haired parents lived.
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“ T must send you some, just for you to try. 1i makes
the nicest and swectest biscuits I ever tasted ; and you'll
say 80, I think.” And the ncat day came the barrel of
flour, but not alone. There was a good supply of cotlee”
and tea, and a dozen little niceties, and all for the old
folks to try. That man knew the value of kind parents.
He was a son to be proud of. Were any repaurs to be
done, he found it out almost intuitavely ; and he never
called upon them with his hands empty. Somectlung ﬂf.}t
“mother loved,” ér “would mahe father thimk of old
times,” invariably found its way nto thewr paniry. Aud
he actually scemed to like nothipg so well as to leave, m
their absence, some tohen of lus fonduess and respeet for
those who had worn out their lives m serving him.
Sweeler praise can never be, than that of « dymg parent
as be Dlesses the hand that led lam from sorrow to
sorrow, and 1 even now smoothing the cold brow, damp
with the spray of Jordan.

How dear the thought, as your iears fall upon the sod
that covers the grey-headed father, ihat you were very
kind and loving to hum; that yon gave cheerfully of your
abundance, and never caused lum tiqdecl that you were
doing o charity. Never can we repay those mistering
angels we call father and mother. Augels, though carthly,
have they ever been, from the lime that Adam and Bve
gazed upon their first-born, as he slept amid roscs,
while the tiny fingers, the wasen lids, and the cherub
form were all mysterious to them.

TREASURES THAT ARE ¥RAIL AND FADING,
YET NEVER DIE.—No. V.

“Imap gone to almost every man in the regiment, in-
quiring for a Bible, but no Bible cotld be found. A
person holding office in the town, hearing I was searching
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for a Bible, sent me word if I would call gn him he would
give me ono. 'Without delay, I called on him : he handed
me a small package, carefully wrapped up and sealed,
with the inscription “ Ifoly Bible” written upon it. I
thanked him for it, and hastened back to the barrack-
room. To my utter disappointment and mortification, on
opening the wrapper, T found a dirty pack of cards! The
room rang with shouts of ¢ Well done!’ ¢ 1t serves
higp right !* ¢ Just as it should be !’

‘¢ As a retreat from my persecutors, I now spent most
of my time in the woods, and under the bush where I
first heard the missionary preach. In my prayers to
Heaven, 1 asked to be dirccted where I might find a
Bible. To my astonishment, one day, on cowming to the
bush, T found under it a new Biblo! Overcome with
joy, 1 fell on my knees and thanked and praised God for
the gift. When I had finished my dovotions, T heard a
rustling amoug the bushes as if some one approached me.
It was the wmissionary. He informed me that on a pre-
vious occasion, while waiting for his congregation, he
heard my prayer for a Bible—he had brought me one,
and had listened to the thanksgiving I had rendered to

fod forit. 1 then received from him such instructions
and advice as encouraged and comforted my epirit—I
attended his ministry—1 found faith cometh by hearing.
After a short time, I could adopt the language of tho
Apostle and say, ‘we have peace with God, through our
Lord Jesus Christ” The great question now was,
¢ Lord, what wilt thou have mo to do ?’

“I commenced reading my Bible in the barracks in the
cvening. This was met by great opposition. To drown
my voice, my comrades mocked, swore, laughed, and
some commencod singing songs ; a few, however, gathered
around me, night after night, and listened with attention
to the word of God, and I hope not in vain. By stead-
fast, unflinching, and upright Christian conduct, with
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help from Heaven, I put persecution to shame; they at
Inist Ieft me alone, apparently more afraid of my talking
0 them, than showing any disposition tn attack me. So
completely did persecntion cesnse, thut while somo
appeared to fear me, I found almost all rcady 1o dome a
kindness. Soon after this state of things, the regiment
was ordered home ; 1 then cbisined leave of absence to
visit my father, that I might confess my sins against him
and obtain his blessing. \

“ At lengthmy native village appeared in view, bringing
with it many a guilty and painful recollection. My
father's house appeared in the distance—-I hustened to
fall at Liis feet. I had not proeceded far up the street,
when I mel a funeral, and recogniged a near relative
walking as chief mourner; I inquired of a looker-on
whose funeral it was. He told me. Alps! it was my
beloved father’s! T followed it as well as I could, and at
the grave threw myself on the coffin, scarcely eonsecions
of what I did. When I was recognised, it was murfured
around, ‘He has brought down their grey hairs with
sorrow to the grave!’ Oh, that this accusation had
been false ; but it was too true! When I look back on
the many dangers I have passed, and reflect on the varied
and great temptations to which I have been exposed, with
the snares aleo that have been laid for my feet, 1 must
exclaim, ¢ Kept by the power of Glod.”

How great the encouragement this soldier’s couversion
holds out to pious parents to continue in prayer for the
salvation of the most prodigal of their children ; and how
it manifests the great importance of early religious in-
struction! It was his early impressions revived, which
swakened, awed, and humbled the daring soldier. ltwas
the sound of the sacred singing, which he bad beard in
the home of his childhood, that arresked his attention, and
called up thq remembrances of his past privileges and his
past sins. Mothers! are your children go accpstomed to



DEATH OF THY FTRST-HORN. or

the sounds of prayer and prise, thap should they in, the
providence of Grod be far removed from you, the voice of
devolion will be sufficient to recall to their minds a
wother's voice, und a father's prayer? .

What a land of wonders will Heaven be .= )Thero the
fond mother and affoctionate father in rapturous astonish-
ment shall meet and embrace their son—their orly child,
whom on earth they had given up for lost; will not the
tgflusporting event tuno their harps anew, and swell their
notes of praise? Let us sow the good seed with care
and watchfulness in the spring-time of life, that we may
rejoice when the harvest is ripe, and the angels are com-
manded o put in the sickle and gather the wheat into
the heavenly garner.

DEATH OF THE FIRST-BORN.

“ And there was a grest ery in Egypt; for there was not a houee
where there was not one dead.”~Ex. 1ii. 30,

Tnx avenger of Jacob came down from on high,

And his eountenance blazed on the fav«listant sky,

And the boldest und bravest stood pale and aghast,

As he dreadfully rods on the pestilont blast.

And wide was the stroke to each un4prinkled door,
His death-gloaming moteor the fierce chornb bare; |
Not a house would escapo the fell swoop of his sword,
From the eof of the slave to tho dome of the lord.

Then burst the wild death-cry and shriek of aftright,
All flood-liko and dire on the silonee of night;

And the loud wingling clangour of curses and ories,
On the wings of the tempest rolled up to the skies.

Then arose the deop sob of hearts bursting with grief,
And the wild laugh of madness that moeks at relief—
Aud the moun that proelaims the full conquest of care,
O'or tho heart-stricken vietim of icy despair.

Then o'cr her youug babo did the wothor's tears run,
As she prossed to her bosom her first-born son—

For its smiles they wers fled, and, Lereft of its Lrasth,
All ghastly it writhed in the tortures of death.
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Then sprang the proud youth from his coucl of repose,
And grasping his armour he asked for his foes :
Half-way from it~ scabbard his Lright falehion flies,
‘When unwounded ho slaggers, falls prostrate, and dies.

Then d; p(‘d the lone widow, and grey was hor head—
By the son of her youth she was sheltered and fed ;
Her pride and ber comfort, she lived by Lis care—
She flew to his coueli—but her <on was not there.

Bho sought him and found bLim, hé lay as he fcl,
And black ag the sulphwr-scorehed demons of hell ;
His cheek il was cold, and his ryes shot no ray,
For Lis spirit had Hed from his dwelling of c:lay.‘

She laid Ler beside him—her tears ceascd to flow—
Not a sob or a groan gave a sign of her woe

Her course it was ended, her journey was douc,
And she pillowed her head on the reast of her son.

Hark! hark! how Egyptis the ruin bewails,

Her beauty i withered. her prissance fuily ;

Her sons they are fallen, not in fields that arc gory,

They were struck withoul warnmg—and died without glory.

But lo! on the wind rolls the voiee of u song ;
Now louder and louder it echoes along—

8till higher und higher the swelling notes rise—
"Tis the paans of multitudc: prerving the skies.

But whenee i3 that host that wivlh banucrs unturled

Rolls on liko the flood that o'ermastered the world ®

And what are those wild notes thut through the an <weep,
Like the voices of winds when they burst fiom their sleep ®

The men of that host are the clnldren of Shem—
The full of Egyptia is freedom 1o them;

No moro shall the ta<k-mmaster tortnre his slave,
Nor the Hebrew be luid in 8 bondman's vile grave.

For the sword of Jrhoval hath blazed o'er the land,
And [sracl is saved by the strength of Hishand;

And now their hosannas they raise to that might
‘Which hath geagtered o'er Egypt destruction und night.
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"USEFUL UIINTS.
To the Editor of ** The Mouthery .i’rmu i

Drar Manaw,~1Taving had twenty yesrs' experience of the
juys and sorrows, responsibilities and rewnrds, in dissharging
the duties of stepmother to thrce children, having reared five, and
followed four of my own beloved children to the grave,—many
citpumstances of vital importance in the trammg of dear young
r.mortals have been constantly duvelopmg themselves in my
beloved circle, Onc very prominent duty iy, early to ineul-
cale o hnowledge of the blessed Bible,~—not us tasks only,
but in our dudy and familiar intercourse with our children,
combmed with un mtelligent explanation of the passages best
suitcd to thew youthful caparities.

A stribing proof of the acuteness of adapting Secripture to
the every-duy occurences of aven children’s experience, and
of the rctentive natwee of their memories with rogard to what
they either rend or hear read, as well as the great necessity for
the motber tn be on the alert and able to direet their knowledge
mio the right channel, arose in my family last week. The
tw ) youngest, n buy of seven sl a gul of five, were playing,
when they aceadentally knoched over each other's brick build-
ing~ The boy, who 1~ a very hasty temper, told Lis sister she
wu~ a wieched gul, and he katd hex.  Being in the next room,
wihuovn to thewy, 1 waated a little {o hear how she would take
i, bemg of a seasitive mund, 1 expected to hear her ory, but
tv ey cuspice she 1y ¢ from the doo and aid in 8 firm voice,
—*Well, now you > a murderer.” 1 stepped in to check
them, but she appoaled to we,~* Muamma, I am right, the
Bible savs, Lie that hateth hus brother is a murderer;” but
before T could st her 1ight, the boy suid—*“Ah! but it docs
not say sister, only biother.”

I now requested then to leave their play and attend to me
while L expluined to them the meaning of' the quoted passage,
in reforence to the awiul nature aud conseqnence of sin.  They
cutered into my short appeal to them with much carnestness,
and returned to thmr play together with greater unity than
Defore.

Having taken yom valuable “Mothers Friend" fiom ity
commencement, and distributed by subseription and gratui-
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tously twenty-four vopies monthly, and haviug for some yeas
estublished and conducted severni Matornal Mectings, [ think
the nbove ltile inerdent will tond to mipress the fimpo teuce
of tho foregoing sentiments on the minds of some of yoa
reaglats, .\« o hint to conductors of Matorutal Meetinge. allow
me to say T Lave froguently found that familiy and home
illustrations, especially ammongat tho poor, are mds {u the m
stryotions given at those meotings, as wo all well know ‘nat
“faeie ave shibborn thungs.” There 18 no (uestion but hey
will: pugry more weight, wheu ifhparting inform tron of K._w
kind, eapecially of s spiritmal tende ney, than all themo tg 4 W+
aud eloquent fictions that can be brought bofore th: b wa
mind.

Praying that the God of the fumuhes of the whole carth may
continne abwmdantty 1o bless your ardent lahouts kot the pro-
miotion of 111 conse amongst that most 1mportant clus «{ t
,community, the “ Mothers of th« Natious,”

I beg to subseribe mysell yours most stuecacdy
[1hS

i e i e it

JFRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMEINTS.

BARADISE.
. ' PABADINE was lost in .t dam, but found on the oons

PATIENOE.
Man's patience may be great; bt to God’s jatie: co
it is as » drgp in the ocean.
DXAMPLE.

Bail examples are like & flood, which hurries sling with
it every thing that has no reot, or that is not too b.avy.

- — -

NOTICES OF BOOKS.

The Juretile Comjpanion. Londén: Barter. ¢
Judging from two numbers sent fo us, we say tlue k a very
nite liltle pariedidnl fox children.
13
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TIE BEGINNING AND THE END.

“ A thing done is vwritfen in the rock,  ea, with a pen of irgn,”
“ And T sow the dead, small and great, stand before (lod.”—Rov, »x. 19

Mornzers who allow their children to grow up withowt
culture or trainug, often tell us they intend toalter, and
“turn over a new leaf;” but, alas! how li'ttle have those
parents studied human nature, who imagino that the
x))ext page will bo less free from blots and blanks than the
Inst! The litile sclf-willed creaturs of i w0 sutnmers' will
be a {yrannical young genileman at five; and at ten or
twelve be will deterinino 1o rule, not only hiv mother,
bul the whole house—and when he goes forth into the
world e will marvol that it bends not to his lordly sway,
Do vot trust unrestrained, uncultivated human nature-——
it will surely disappoint all your hopes, and leave you, it
may Dbe, hopeless of your cluldren’s salvation on your
dymg dsy Let us look info two homes where the
clildren aro duffcrently situated.

Mrs. Speedwell was early united to a young man who
was loving, indusirious, and pious. Mary, having been
tramed arght in the good-&iseiplined home of pious
parents, “ walked in the way of her mother,”” and scous-
{omed her mfants, al len months, to understand what
©No!” really meant. TFramwzss sud Xiwwowesy kept
all the hitile houschold group in happiness end order.
As they grew up, allher clildren (save one) réwnrded her
for ihe pious care sho had manifested, and beeame eoms
forts to her.  Young Harry, alas! was & eelfwilled lad,
thinhing of self more than any other hwmdn being. He
“would be a sailor,”” and a sailor he was; and when his
mother died she left him a wanderer on the shores of
India; but she dicd in peace and faith, believing all her
beavenly Father bad said.  Let us turn the picture.

Mrs. Rico was the mother of a lovely family-—hor
charming countenanee, her youthful and elegant figure,

VOL. X. [}
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and her polished manncrs, ecaused her to become the
attraction of the gay and thoughtless—every day found
her wandering from her home and its many duties; and
when the illness or misconduct of her children called her
altention to them, she pettishly exclaimed, that they
“ hindered her from enjoying life!” At length, fatal
discase laid the admired and still beautiful mother ou abed
of languishing—but, alhs! cven here she was obliged to
reap as she had sown—her home was one of confusion, ri
quarrelling, and discomfort ; the clder boys persccuting
the younger, and they again revenging the cruelty of the
elder. Thus she left them—thus they livéd o, unloving
and unloved, not having been trained in the right path
by the mother who had gone to render her account—1hey
were cast upon the world as a blight aud a curse to
pociety, The mothers dic, but their influences live till
the angel declares “ time shall be no longer.”  The dread
day of account has come, and the dead, small and great,
are pathering before the great while throne of the
Bternal. Tho pious dead awake,—

“They sec—they feel themselves enshrined
In a new form, bright, mdestinetible,
And with intenser blessedness adowe
I{un who hath summoned vhns aceess of joy
Frow the sepulchral shade.”

Listen to the songs of triumph, ¢ This is our God, we
have waited for him, who has heaven and ecarth at his
ecommand.” The sound of the archangel’s trumpet is
joy to Mary, who stands among the blessed company,
robed in the habiliments of immortality., Behold! from
the far-off East and the dust of India’s sultry plain, a
band of disciples are approaching, and they, too, sing the
song of victory through the Lamb. In the midst of the
joyous multltuﬂb appears one who, while among the sons
of earth, was'a prodigal boy. “How came bo there?” we
ask, among the sun-coloured honthen redeemed from the
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land of idolatry. Ab, we can tell the tale. Tie was
trained by a pious mother in his carly days, but fled
from the resiraints of his father’s house to forcign
climes; but, though far from home and carly friends, he
was nol beyond the reach of a mother’s prayers—a
mother’s God. An ambassador from the King of Heaven
met him there, and led him to the cross of Jesus—and
now, O joy unspeakable, he rejoins his sainted mother,
to pass with her through the gates of pearl into the city
prepared for the redeemed—no more doubts and fears
and trembling faith now about his eternal salvation; the
Saviour has pronounced the parenis and children all
blessed—and blessed they shall be for cver and for ever,
Now turn we to the ungodly mother. ¢ All that are
in the graves shall hear his voice and shall come forth—
they that have done good unto the resurrcction of lfe,
and they that have done evil unto the resurrection of
damnation.” Fearful words—but spoken by onc who
cannol, lic. Gladly would this poor wretched mother
hide i the grave for ever, but this may not be. Methinks
the thought of meeting her ruined children and hearing
iheir eternal reproaches, will create for her the worm
that never dies.  There they stand, a guilty, unwashed
family, with the sin of their destruction on their own
and their mother’s head—they all hate her now, and
conscnt o her being cast into the most direful place in
Satan’s daih and fiery caves. Listen!— Mother!”
one ecrics, “mother! ol, cruel woman, I might have
becn one among that shining wuliitude but for you.
You never told me of Jesus—you never led my young
feot to tread Zion’s courts—you never told me of my
never-dying soul—now all is lost, for ever and for cver
lost.” The booxs are closed. “He that 1s filthy, let
him be filthy still i and he that is righleous, let him be
righteous still; and he that is holy, let him be holy still ;
and behold, I come quickly, and my reward is with me,
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to give to every one according as his work shall be.
And thesc shall go away into everlasting punishinent, und
the righteous into life eternal,”

SOWING AND REAPING.—No. IIL.

WeEks and months passed on, and John and Iannah
Cutton recmed another couple. A few sovereigns wevn
Inid away in a jug in the cupboard, with tho intention of
repairiug the cottago, and adding to its comforts when
spring came. One day, however, John returned at mid-
day from his work, very lame. A heavy picce of iron
had fallen on his foot, and crushed it severcly, and he had
limpod home with difficulty. There was now a clean, tidy
bed ready for him, and his wife laid aside her baby, and
applied poullices, as prescribed. The confinement of a
fortnight to the house brought on a distressing ailment,
to which John was subject, and which produccd great
weakness of body. In vain, however, did his neighbours,
and even his wifo, try 4o induce him to drink beer or
wine. No; he was firm to his resolution. Their wateh-
ful neighbour suggested isinglass and cow-heel jelly, with
milk, as a substitute, and they answered well.

To win him to an interest in his children, a set of
Scripture prints were given, and these, pasted on biown
paper, afforded employment on a Suuday to his aclive
mind, and instruction to his lLittle oncs; whilst the
mother, with tears in her cyes, watched gratefully this
new way of ~pending the Sabbath in their cottage. A
fow common engravings of aatural objects and animals
were cat out of magazines and added, for weck-day
amusewents ; and, finally, a map of England, taken from
Bradshaw’s Builuay Guide, and put cn card, was voted
by the delighted family too good for the children, and
adorned the house-wall. But all this time the sovercigns
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kept lesseming in number, and, at last, were all gone, to
prevent getiing into debt. Iannah’sheart failed,and John
grew impatient to go to work. Her old mistiress, hear-
ing of their distress, sent relief; and washing came in
from other sources ; so they pulled through the dark day,
and hittle Johunic was sent to school, with his tiny sister
in hus care.

A lovely picture were those two children, and many
strangers siopped to ask who they were, as hand-in-hand
they walked down the lane to the villago. Johnnie very
proud of his charge, and lttle Meggie, with her curly
hair and bone face, holding fast by her brother, with
her hat oftener ofl than on, and her joyous voice repeats
ing her school lessons, or remarking on tho flowers and
trees. .\ willage library was formed, and Johu becamo a
member of it—reading often aloud to HTanuah, some-
times, as sho raid, a little too long at night, but 1t was
a great deal better than drinking.  How they are going
on now, ITannah herself shall tell, in an eatfract from a
letterwnitiento the friend who, though removed from them,
still continued to send the Zemperance Heiald, and
now and then a book for the children.

“ 11 1r Mania,—1 ash pardon for takmng the hiberty to write
to you, though | feel 1t my duty to do so, to returu you our
amneele thanks for vour hindness au sending us the Temperance
flaald 1 shall have great 1easous to bless God, that ever you,
demr madam, did -end us them. I am most happy to wtoim
rom, madun that my husband hastahen the pledge, and I hopo
and truet lie may keep 11 He has been very steady for these
Iate yoms, butit1s entnely through readieg the Temperance
Herald that hus changed bin to what he is T shall always
feel mdebted to you, dear madum, for yow hmdnews. T huow
you will bo glud to hear this, John and Margaret were very
much pleased with the httle hooks you sent. I lhave four cinl-
dren, the youngest one year old  We are seven w family
now, nnd with tifings bemg so very dear, we are very
poor We are all m o tolerable <tate of health, excepting
mother and my husboud, and he s never to be called well, and
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mother gets a poor old woman. Deat madamn, I hope you will
exeuse my simple way in writing to you; but I could not reet
tll T hud let you know that my lhusband had signed tecto-
taller.
“ Your humble and obedient Servant.
“ Hanwarr Corrox,”

‘We leave John and Hannab, with an ‘enrnest prayer
that grace may be given to serve God faithfully, and
strength bestowed under every trial ; and commend them
to the prayers of their labouring brothers and sisters, as
an example of sowing and reaping in both ways, and as
exemplifying the motto, * Faint yet pursuing.”

L.S. T

THE CLOTD ON THE HOUSEILOLD.
A DOMESTIC SCENE.

« I know whence the shadow comes over ye now,
e have cast the dust on the sunny brow.”

THL spoder came, with ¢ withering hand,
And rested amnd a fond household band,
He breathed on fan [orms of hght and joy,
Begmmmng at one ittle fragile boy
Young heads were soon bent there in silent woe,
But relentless worked on the cold, direful foe
Then he gazed intensely on one <o fair,
‘With her sunny brow and her waving han—
Looking 8o happy—so loving—so bnglt,
That her dancing glance made the eloud more hght ,
But he heeded not.  * I come,” he cried,
“ At the dread behest of Hun who died,
The brightest of all the household band
I delight to take to the spint-land.
Come, {air young Margaret, away, away,
You pass with me through death s vale to-duy.”

The bnight and the heautaful

Bowed her young head,
And they laid Ler down
In his icy bed.
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But still he rested his dark wing there,

Mid the mother's tears and the father’s prayer;
He touched the boy on hiy mother's breast,
And scattered a blight o’er all the rest.

Ile hushed all sounds of household joy,

From the elder wnaiden to the infant boy ;
Then he laid the father beneath his gloom,
While the strichen nmiother, from room to rooin,
Amnid her dying and her precious dead,
Walked with sickening heart and silent tread ;
Findng rest in Ilim who lives to save,

Aud shods a bright light o'er the gloom of the grave.

MOTHER! TEACII YOUR LITTLE CIHILDREN
TO LOVE ONE ANOTHER.

Ir was nearly two years after our dear mother’s death.
1 was but three years old when she dicd, but Lizzie,
though she was so much swaller and wedRer than I, was
iwo years my senior, and could remember many things
about her. So, while we wailed at the breakfast-table
till our father came, (we had finished our own nice meal
of Lread and milk, but waited, as we always did, for his
kind good-morning-kiss before we went back to the
nursery,) we began to talk together of her. There was
one portrail of her in the parlour, another hung in the
little sitting-room beyond us, and I could just see it
through the half-open door. * I really believe I look like
her, Lizzie,” said 1, cagerly. My sister looked first af
me and then at the portrait, and said timidly, I think—
yes, 1 am certain you do, Minnie. You have got just
such eyes, and such a forehead and mouth,—yes, you do
look alike.” “Oh! I am so glad. 1 would rather look
like her than any gne clse in the world! I wish I could
be as good as everybody always tells me she was !’ “That
is the best wish you could make, my little daughter,’” said

. a2
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my father’s serious voice, as he stooped down and kissed
first me and then Liszie. “Be gentle and kind as she
was, and everyone will lovo you tao.  And, above all, my
littlo girls, bo hind and affectionato when you are togother.
‘Little chuldren, love one another,’ for she loved you
both.”

There was a tone in my father’s deep voiee and a look
in his.grave face as he uttered these words that made
the tears spring quickly to my eyes. "We left the break-
fast-room to go to the nursery, and all the way up the
gtairs those words rang in my ears, and I made a wecret
resolution that T would be kinder to my delicate little
sister than I had sometimes beon, and never never get
angry with her again while 1 hved, T kept this good
resolution nearly all the day. A caravan passed through
the strect in which we lived, and I gave up the best place
in the window-scat to Lizszie; I lob her have my great
wax doll {o play with, and did not spcak one ervos word
when she fell tore some of the lace trimming from
its best silk dress; I shared my toys with her, and the
cakes and apples wo had for luncheon were comumon pro-
perty,—in short, I began to Jook back upon the duay with
great self-complacency, and think what a good el T had
been, when Lizaie, by somo mistake, stopped on the oot
of my little Jutten, Malta, who was dozing on her rug
before the [ire, aud made her cry out with pawm.  Malta
was my own kitty—ny darking and my pet—und an
injury done to her was quickly resented by me. I was
veady to cry with anger and pity when she came lunpng
tawards we, wewing pitifully; aud when Lizzie came to
help me to sooth her, I struck her a blow that made her
reel back und alnost fall to the ground. bhe caught
herself, and looked at me 8 mowent, faint and pale, them
she just said @i a low, weak voice,  Little children, love
wone another,’§ and went ouk of the room.

That night, when I went to bed, I found Lizzie there
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before me ; the tears were on her cheeks, and she was
tossing restlessly.  She bad cried herself to slcep. Not
more than a week after that our father broke up house-
kecping, and Lizzie gnd I were separated. 1 was sept
to board with an aunt, and Lizzie went awnay with my
father’s brother to be educated for a teacher. We
parted with many tears and hopes, but L was oo proud
to ask her to forgive me that cruel blow. “I shall see
her again next year," I thought, “and then I will tell her
how sorry I have been.”” But the next year came, and
the next, and many another year after that, aud we did
not meet. .

Lizzic at length was married, and had a little daughier
named atter me, and T had grown to be a busy and
ambitious woman. I did not think quite so often of her
a3 T had done, but still that old fault rankled in my
brenst, and I longed to see her and hear her say she had
forgotten it all. At last, they sent for me from ber dis.
tant home. Lizzie, my dear swster, was dffing, and I was
burried away, leaving business and friends and ambition
bohund me. I was in time to hear her last words,—to
cateh one last glimpse of the dear face that had grown
8o thm and pale. 1 knelt down beside her; my pride
was all gone; and 1 eried like o hittle ehild, when I told
her how unhappy that cruel act had always made ng,
8he laid ber thin white hand on my head and forgave me,
then drew her little girl to my side and said, “1 leave her
with you, and 1 can die happy.” And then she closed
her cyes, and we two were i the room together. My
little nieco—a child hke the Lizzie eof other days, with
the same blue eyes and sunny hair—now plays around
me as I write; and every day with earnest prayers I
teach what I would fain teach all my young readers—
¢ Little children, Juve one another.”
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PAPER READ AT A MATERNAIL MEETING,
Where sat the Childless Mother of Gentle Jo'n.

THL BEBLAVED MOTHER.

Prruars there are few of us present who have not
moistened our couch with tears as we have remembercd
thosc who once walked ihe rough path oflife by our side,
and thought of the words of love spoken to us by lips
cold in death. Many of us have laid low iu tho dust the
little one wliom we tenderly loved; and when we bave
looked at the emply crib and useless {oys, amidst our
anguish we have said, *“ Thou canst not die again, my
babe, dcath has no more power over my immortal child,
Thou hast not lost thy way, my little one, for thy Saviour
has passed through the tomb before thee; ” aud then, as
the sorrows and trials of life have pressed upon our
weary, sichcning hearts, we have almost rejoiced in the
thought that these lambs of the fold were safe from all
the ills we feel in this shadowy land.

There are Christian mothers here, who have secn an
answer to their prayers, as the child of their hopes has
ascended to the skics, while a realizing faith has taught
them to raise their eyes to the home of the blessed, and
has enabled them Lo say with the Shunamite, * 1tis well.”
‘We arc at a loss to know what an ungodly mother must
feel, as death places his icy hand upon a youth, dead in
trespasscs and sins, going to an early grave, without
giving any scriptural hope that he is prepared for a glo-
rious immortality. Oh, may we be spared this dreadful
anguish ; but never let us forget who has said, “ What ye
gow, that shall yo reap. » 1f wo train our children for
carth o it is not likely that they will ever reach
heaven ;, for God’s holy word teaches us, that on earth
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we 1ust be meclened for the abode of the pure and
blessed, or we shall never reach the place.

he Christian mother finds, from her own rich expe-
1tence, the profitableness of reviewing—as on a map the
voyager his coursc—all the way her heavenly Father has
led her. The still waters and green pastures to which
she has been conducted, call upon her to render thanks
for the great bencfits she has reccived, while the darker
dispensations of His hand, if rightly viewed as blessings
m disguise, will alike call for the tribute of gratitude and
praise  As accouniable beings, every dispensation of
Providence mereasgs our responsibility ; and, surely, the
severig ol one of the dearest of earthly ties must draw
us nearer {o that Being who in merey dealt the blow.
‘We almost enter ourselves within the veil that scparates
tune from cternity, when attending to its utmost verge
a deparling spirib, when realizing that at one moment it
was within our mortal vision, the next disembodied 1n
the prosence of 1ts Judge ; one moment a suflerer Lere,
the neat a saint in glory.

¢ dwft flies the soul—parhaps tis gone
"I (n thousand leagues beyoud the sun;
O twice ten thousand tumes, twice told,
Lic the forsukcu cay s cold "

Ouc momeut we see the dying wfant with a capacity o
slightly unfoldcd as to be incapable of comprehending
the simplest rovealed truth ; the next, it has recewved a
fuller hnowledgoe of the wonders of redecming love than
the most caalted intelleet on earth ever attained.
But theie a1e those among us who have been permitted
to watch the years of childhood—to guide the steps of
youth—to rejoice in opening manhood—and just when the
fruits of Christian effort, and the answer to humble prayer
began to appear, the plant has been removed, to bear a
richer frmt i the garden of the « better land.” This was
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your case, berenved mother. I nced not tell you that,
when wo look upon you childless, and remecmber how
much you have lost, that our hoarts sympathize with you,
aud our tears mingle with yours. Hard, indecd, must bo
that heart that feels not for you; it could mot live in &
mother’s bosom.

But can you not realize, my friend, that your beloved
one is in & more congenial atmosphere? That the soulis
engnged in nobler employments, in the service of its
Redcomer, in that upper temple, thau it could have been
while fettered and constrained by remainmg corruplion
hore below ¥ Would you recal the freed-spirit of your
child? Ob, no! You may mourn, as il the pious
Richmond, who, pressing the lifcless remnains of his dar-
{ing son to his bosom, burst into tears; then, struggling
with nature’s anguish, exelaimed, “ My child i a saint in
glory ; praised be God lor I1is mercy.” And >0 ubsorbed
was this holy man with the coutemplation of s child’s
entrance mto heaven, and its union with the rpinits of the
just made perfect, a8 to be entircly uncouscious of the
presetice of his family around him.

‘We are glad to sce you here this evening. Some might
have td]t that, being a childless mother, would b+ arcaron
why you should be absent from our Maternal Meetings ;
wo are glad youw do not think so. Bometimes, when a
mother is bervaved of all Ler clildren, she is ready to
concinde that she is free from all further responsibility in
the training and satvation of children ; but 1 feel sure we
shall see you in your plaee, both here andin the Subbath
school. Wheu I look at you I am remunded of oue who
was asked, “ 1ow she conld remain a member of the Ma-
ternal Association, seeing the Tord had written her child-
lees 27 She'replied, “I feel that the Lord has signally
ampwered myg prayers for my own denr children, though in
a very mya%uus way. It was my preyer that Tle would
make thetur His own, and educate them for His kingdom
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and glory. T believe that He has done so, and that they
are now cnjoying the suparior advantages of an angelic
education. 1 do desire now to be more abundant in
maternal Jubours than you all.”

Al! there are many little wandering lambs around us,
you may be allowed to gatherin. And then, if we remem-
ber, too, the burden of the Christian mother’s constanut
prayer. What iw it 2 Oh! that wy ehild may solive as to
goin heaven ab last.  This has been the great business of
her life, so to train ber ehildren as that they may bo
meetoncd for glory. And when wo see them depart
before us, andego up, full of faith and hope, to joiu the
blest asscmbly, we should try to remember, that tho end
of their exintence is gained ; and while we wateh the last
look, aud Disten to the last words of those precious vnes,
the words come back upon our hearts, as if a voice fromn
the exccllent glory proclaimed it to us, ¢ Blessed arv the
dead which die in the Lord.””  Qur paper is alicady ton
loug, we must leave the other part until next month.

AUNT MARY,—~No. VL.

* e stayeth His rough wind in the day of the cast wind.”

A Tiw years passed as well ag might bo to DMurs.
Neale, while the remembrance of the past, as well as the
fruits, wero as a denso cloud over her domestic Learth,
Oue day Ebby called Aunt Mary into 8 little parlour,
saying, “ Come here, do, and shut the door; I have some-
thing to tell you.”  The door was shut, and Auni Mavy
a willing listener—* Say on, my boy.,” “Ob, it is
nothing agreeable, auntie ; byt you wmust bear it to my
wmother. 1 am going to sea~1 caunot tell hop—sha
always blames herself so much when I vox hexX
“ Gtqing 1o sea, Ebby l—surely you will noé do anything
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so eruel P** * « Yes, aunt, I will; so don’t say a word to
me about it, for you arc the ouly person in the world
who can turn my will; but in this case I am determiued
that you shall not. I only ask you to tcll my mother;
and when [ am gone, pray for me, that is all [ ask—and
mind, I am not going to say ‘good-bye’ to anybody. I
expect to sail to-morrow evening for India.” And sail
he did—evideutly feeling more regret at sceing Aunt
Mary's tears than those of the mother who had blighted
all his early days by her ruinous indulgence.

For four years did Mrs. Neale mourn over her absent
son, only now and then receiving a short letter from him;
while to Aunt Mary he wrote often, but always binding
her to allow no other vyo but her own to look upon it.
During his absence Mrs, Neale’s property had made to
itself wings, and flown from her grasp, leaving her to
struggle with decp poverty as well as widowhood—but
she had now been taught by the Spirit of God to say
with the apostle, “I have learned to be countent ;”
and although she, as well as Aunt Mary—whose property
had been mixed up with hers—had to pray literally for
¢ daily bread,” no robellicus murmuring came from their
lips ; and often Aunt Mary would throw out a hint, that
she could prove the truth of her favourite testl, “ e
stayeth His rough wind in the day of the east wind,” if
she were allowed 10 do so.

Ono day the Indian mail brought a large packet,
directed to Aunt Mary. She ran off to her room, as
usual, to read the communication, but soon returncd,
holding a letter for Mrs. Neale in her hand, and eaclaim-
ing, “Imay tell al last. Now you will see, ¢ Ile stayeth
His rough wind in the day of the east wind;’—our
heavenly Lutber does not often allow both to blow
together. Bbby has been getting on well for some time,
dear Haunsh; and manyof the temporal supplies, over

» which you have wept tears of gratitude to our heavenly
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Father, came through him; and now he has married a
rich planter’s daughter, and has a share in the lucrative
cstablishment, and will remit you a nice sum quarterly!
Oh, ig it mnot true, ‘ He stayeth His rough wind in the
day of the cast wind * but read your own lelter, dear
Hannah, do.” “T cannot, dear Mary—you must read it
tome.” Aunt Mary opened the letter, and read :—

“My p1an Moiner~I bave long had it in my heart to
write a Jong letter to you, but the time never seemed to comu
till this moment 1 am ashamed to think how hard my heart
Tas felt towards you for many years, chicfly arising, 1 believe,
from the fact, which 1 have often been made to feel, that your
mistaken love ~poiled all the days of my childhood by runous
wdulgence—(pardon this confession)—the consequonces would,
L am sure, have proved awful, 1t T Lad not been laid on a bed
of affliction, and, while there, had an angelic Aunt Mary to
attend me. She has led me atl last to sce my folly, and to
seck for hcavenly wisdom.  Korgive me, my mother, the past.
Our demr Aunt Mary will tell you all the rest—she has my
permission now to do so. Oh, my mother, this dear friend has
been (o me a guide for earth and heaven—a helper in difli-
cullics—a comforter in sorrows—iny good angel. Much need
have we all, my mother, to thank God for sending us an Aunt
Mary,

“Your repenting but affectionate Son,
“E. N1 wn.”

% Oh, Mary.” said Mrs. Neale, as the letter was laid on
the table, “you have been to my boy what T ought io
have been—a good and wise mother ; may Heaven roward
you for all you have done and suffered for me and mine.
I know, indeed, that in eternity your reward shall be the
joy of thoso who shall shine there as the stars for ever,
for you have been ihe means of turning many fto
righteousness.” “ Well,” said the gentle Aunt Mary,
“we will pruise qur God together here, and wait to
praise Him more perfectly when tho sorrows of earth
are passed away ; and I am sure you will say with me, as
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you review the past, ‘ITe staycth His rough wind in the
day of the east wind.’ Yes—yes—thanks to Lis name,
He has not alloaed both to blow together.”

A WORD OR TWO MORE TO SERVANTS.

Ix a {ormer paper, 1 wrote about saving odd seraps of
any kinds of material : now I would say a word about
treasuring up hnowledge. Many of you, Lam well aware,
have it in your power to gain more knowledge now, than
you ever had before you entered service, or ever will have
after leaving it. How many kind mistresses buy books
that are both useful and inleresting, and after they have
read them in the parlour or drawing-roowm, kindly lend
them to the servauls in the kitchen, They are welcomed
by some as a treasurc, and contribute both plensant and
uscful recreation for odd minutes, and arc the means of
inspiring grateful thoughts and wishes in the readers to
do all they can for the thoughtful and bencvolent master
and mistress who so kindly remember them. 1n other
cases, they are thrown carelessly aside, with very ungrate-
ful feelings, saying, “ Does mistress think we haye nothing
olse to do but read ? She takes care cnough we shall have
plenty to do, without reading. I am sure I dou’t have
hardly a minute’s time 1o do a bit of work for myself.”
And yoi, at the same time, if another servant should
happen 1o call, they would stand chatting hall' an hour,
without thinking about whose time they were wasling, or
how much betlor it might be employed in working or
reading.

Although I would never advise you to sit down, with s
dirty cap upon your head, to read an intcresting book,
when you have got two or three clean ones ready tu make
up, yet I dosay, that if you price reading as you ought,
for the suke of the knowledge to be gained from i, you
will in‘the first place never neglect your Bible, and yet
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will find time to read othor good books, and I would
say, prize them ; you will find, in after-life, when there will
alnays be something for you to do, that the reading you
treasured and had love for in former dayr, now comes
back to your mind, refreshing it, while you are toiling at
your daily work, hike the gentle rain which gives new
vigour to the drooping flower. llow many times will
thethought arise, “ Well, what must [ do in this case ? how
must T act? Oh! let mo see. I saw so-and-s0 in &
book. 1 can but try it.” Hew often is 2 mother called
upou by her dear little ones io amuso them, or tuke
them up, when her hands are so full of work thai she
does not know which way to go first—~then, a tale or
piece of pootry, picked up long ago, whilst out at service,
will amuse the biggest, and kecp the least quict for some
time, if repeated in o lively manner.
A Lanoupsn’'s WIFrL.

TI1E PRAYING MOTHER.

Mazs. L. was the wife of a sea~eaptain of French origin,
a Catholic in his earlior religious education, but u decided
scoptic in his maturer years, tolerating with afiability the
religious opinions of others, but utterly rockless of his
own.

Mrs. I.. believed, not only in $he moral inflacnee of
domestic religion, but in the direct anawer, sooner or
later, of her prayers i behalf of her husband and chil-
dren. Ycars passed away withoutl the realization of her
Liopes ; but sho persovered humbly and hopefully at her
altar, till God answered her, though in a way she could
not have anticipated. He blessed her by misfortune.
She had oceasion tg correct her son one day, by confining.
him to his chamber—the boy escaped by a window, and
could not be found. Days passed away, woeks and
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months clapsed, and no intimation of the missing child
was heard. The mother, wrung with anguish, still clung
to the domestic altar, Misgivings, painful misgivings
met her there during these anxious months. Ile had
embarked in a vessel, and, after a long voyage, arrived at
Charlestown, South Carolina. Here he remained, desti-
tute and dependent, several weeks; but at the moment
of his extremity, his father arrived unepectedly in the
harbour, from Yavre.

The boy, subdued by reflection and sorrow, flew to tho
arms of his parcnt, coufessing his misconduct with tears.
The juvenile romance of adventure had died in his bosom,
but the tender remembrance of his home still lived, mclt-
ing his young heart, and disposing him to return to its
deserted altar, and mingle there his tears with those of a
mother’s anxiely and love. The vessel sailed for Iavana.
It arrived at a time when the yellow fever raged m that
cily. In a few days, the poor boy, predisposed, perhaps,
by his anaicties and grief, was attacked by the dreadful
malady. And nowrevived, in overpowering influcnce, the
recollections of his early religious instructions. The con-
fused reveries of a fovered brain could not dispel them.
The atonement, the duty of repentance and faith, the
terrors of death, judgmont, and hell, were ever present to
his mmd. Ah! even in this extremity, the prayers of
the desolate mother were prevailing in heaven.

A SON REMEMBERING EARLY DAYS.

A YouNd man, writing to a friend, says :—¢ The dis-
ponsations of Providence during the past year have been
severe. Whetlher sufficiently so the future will demon-
strate. For a long time after I lefi you I was in a con-
tinual state of excitement, though outwardly calm. I
formed all sorts of schemes for the future, few of which
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conscicnee would allow me to carry out without an exer-
cise of its power. 1 cared or tried lo care mnothing
about myself, but I could not suceced. I had the incli-
nation to do anything mischievous or wiched, but
was minus tho power. T could not sin to the estent T
wished. Thiy was the effect of carly training. Memory
brought heforc my mind’s eye seenes past long, long ago.
I saw myself a little child, a very little child, sitting on
my mother’s lap, and listening to some sweet Bible
story, or New Testament miracle or discourse of Jesus,
concluding with some simple appeal to my tender fecl-
ings, and a shdrt prayer which I repeated, asking the
Friend of little children to bless me. Xouricen years
have not choked the sced then sown. Noj; iis fruit has
been holy convictions, exercising a restraining influence ;
1o doubt aided by tho cffectual fervent prayers of
righteons parents,

IT IS NO TASK TO READ THE BIBLE.

Mr. Hove, tho well-known author of the Hrery-duy
Bovk, in tho days of his infidelity was {ravelling in Wales
on foot, and, being rather tired and thirsty, he stopped
at the door of a cotlage, where there was a little girl
seated reading, and whom he asked if she would give nm
a little water. “Oh! yes, Sir,” she said; “if you will
come in, mother will give you some milk-and-water.”
Upon which he went ju and partook of that beverage,
the little girl again resuming hor seat and her book.

After a short stay in the cottage, he again came out
and accosted the child at the door, “ Well, my little girl,
are you getting your task ?** ¢ Oh! no, Sir,” she replied,
“I am reading the Bible.” ¢« But,” said Mr. Hone,
“you are getting your task out of the Bible.” “ Oh! no,
Sir; it is no task to me to read the Bible. It is a
pleasure.”
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This eircumstance had such an eflect upon Mr. TTone
that he determined to read the Bible teo ; and Le became
one of the foremost in upholding and defending the great
truths contained in that holy book.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.
MISFORTTUNE.

Mistortrxs is a filter that separates sinecre friends
from the scum.

TUE IAPPY MOTHER.

The mother is happy when her sweet babe is horn,
and when the helpless little thing lies in her hosom.  She
is happy when il begius to lake notice, and return her
smile. She is happy when it totters over th. floor, and
utters its Grst syllable.  She is happy when the boy trips
along by her side. and when the girl sews or reads at her
knee, ITuppicr still is that mother when she listens to
the praycrs of her beloved one. O Low happy, when the
youth becomes a child of grace! Bui, happicst of all
will sho be, when she meets all her children at the right
hand of Chrirt.  Christian mother, do you not find
motives 1o prayer and fideliby in these simple thoughts P

NOTICES OF BOOEKS.
The Star and lhe Cloud. By A. 8. Ror. London- Simpkin & Co.
A well-told and deeply interesting tale, with a moral well suited to
English homes,
The Convent, London: Simpkin & Co.

A tale wherein {he convent system is exposed with power; and
withal very intcresting fur our young frieuds.

Jymus for fighways and Homes. London: 19, Pateruusier-row.
A packet of very delightful hymns, with an aneedote af the end of

each paper,  Cheap and good for scattering by the way-side.

The Elastic Zone, or Infunt's Bell. ‘

This is # nice sub.titute for the “roller;” a perfect boon to the
infunt and wother.
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MOTHER'S TESTTMONIATLS.

“Teas lir, and she wall do it

‘Wz all know from experience that little children are
very observant of character, and that they have deep
treasure-houses, from which memory is constuntly bring-
ing up words and actions of the past; and Low very soon
they know what firmness of purpose means We have
often scen an ainfunt of ten montihs old perfeetly under-
stand the htile word, “No,” look into the mother’s face
to scc 1f she really meant it, and then act upon it. But,
mother, you say “ No,” two or three times, and then
allow yourself to be “1cased ” mlo saying “ Yes;” and,
depend upon it, your ¢ No ” will go for notlung another
time,.

A group of boys, from six to ien years of age, were
standing by & gaie mn a pretty vilhige,  “ Come,” said
ong of them, “let ns go into the stach-yard.” “ Mothar
said we must nol go there, John,” rephied a younger
brother, Henry. ¢ Oh, all stuft ! my mother said so too,”
rejommed George Mogaell; “but she wou’t care”
“Don’t she mnean what <he said then?” ashed a gentle,
litile, pale boy, Amos C'orand, ©then T suppose your
moilier 15 like Jach Tarade’s mother, for she said if he
went near the pool she would cut us legs off”  “ Ah,
ah,” exclaimed Tom Tlarris, *“he would look funny with-
out legs!”" “ Well,” added little Amoy, “1f my mother
had amd she would eut my legs off, she would be sure to,
just beecause she saxd the would ; she never tells lies, m)
mother don’t.” ¢ \h, your mother 18 a Meihodst,”
said Tom, with a sncer; * 1 heard say she would not go
to the tca-gardens oa Sundays.” ¢ No, to be sure shes
won’t, for the Biblg and my teacher told her not to, nor
she is not s Methodist neither,” added the boy warmly,
“ghe is & dear, kind, good mother.” ¢ Why, she will

VoL 1. it
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not let you go bird’s-nesting, will she?” asked John
Burley. “No; but she gave me a peg-top instead.”
“ Well, Ilarry, run home,”” said John, “and ask mother
again if we may go to the stack-yard.” “I did, I tell you,
and she said, ‘No.”” “Ah, bah! Go again. Teask
HER, AND S8HE'LL 10 I, “Then father will be in a huff
with her again, like he was when we teased her till she *
let us go boating.” “ Never mind, boy; go, I tell you,
and tease her into it.”

Away ran Harry to do his work of teasing the yield-
ing mother. “Well, Harry,” said Mrs. Burley, as her
little son ran in, “T wanted you to keep #he ducks away
from the chickens.” “ We want {o go and play in the
stack-yard, mother.” “1 told you not to go there,
Harry.” “7Yes, mother; "bus "tis so nice there.”” “ Non-
sense—go somew here else; drive away the ducks, there’s
a good fellow.” “ Buf. mother, Tom and J ohn, and
ever 50 many more. want to go there”  “What a tire-
some, teasing boy you are.” “May we go, wother?”
“ Get along, do, you teaser.”  And away Harry did go.
‘When he again reached his companions, Tom shouied
out, “ Well, did you teasc her into it. Harry ¥ - Yes."”
“Then et uy be ofl}” said John; and off they went, all
but little Ames, who turned towards his home saying,
% My mother is not like that ; when she says ¢ No, she
means no.” '

Now what think you will be the consequence of this
mother of John and Harry Burley yielding to their
“teasing 7"’ Most certainly they will never take “ No ™
for an answer ; nor will they believe, as they pass up into
life, that her word ie to be depended upon, or her judg-
ment worth asking. Weak, vacillating, uniruthful
-mothers will be sure to rcap what they sow, even in
this life, by being tormented by disgbedient, self-willod
children, How easily can we guess the characters of the
different mothers of this group of boys, by the remark-
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they make relating to them, and the discipline of their
homes. We shall hope some day to ascertain the result
of Mrs. Burley’s yiclding, and Mrs. Corand’s firmness.

ANNIE WARBURTON AND HER MOTHER.

“And then they will weep
That one so young, and what they are pleased to call
So beautitul, should die so soon.” ,

Mornzgr! arc you doing your work with death and
elermity in, view—feeling quite surc thatl you and your
children, perhgps both, will soon have io render the
account of all your work, and the way in which you have
performed it ?  Oh, if you have never yel commenced in
righi-good earncst to do your life-work, begin AT oxcr.
‘While you are loitering, some direful fever, or one of the
thousand ills at God’s command, may be commissioned
from the thronc of Heaven, with the awful sentence,
“Cut it down; why cumbereth it the ground?” On the
other hand, if you are doing your work as God would
Lave you, diligently and carnestly, with the Bible in your
hand—the truths of which are to guide you-here, and will
meet you again at the bar of God, to decide your case
there—it will matter not at what hour of ihe day you
hear the voice proclaiming to you or your child, “ The
Master has come, and calleth for thee.”

Let us try to impress these truths on your mind by a
scene from real life, not a picture from the imaginative
pencil of the artist, but a scene, alas ! too, often witnessed
in this beautiful but fallen world of ours. Come with
us to yonder neatly-curtained cottage; it has been for
many years ihe home of peace and happiness; but the
spoiler has come, and has woven his web of blight over
the most beautiful flower irr the family garden—as he is
wont to do. Touthingly does Kirke White describe the
advance of consumption :—
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* Who comes heie ?

Oh! I know her by that tear;
By that blue eys's languid glare,
By her skin, and by her hair;

She is mine,

And she is thine.
[u the dismal night-air drest,
I will ereep into her breast;
Flush her check, and bleach her skin,
And feed on the vital fiso within,
Lover, do not trust her eyor,
When they sparkle most, she dies !
Mother, do not trust her breath,
Comfort she will breathe in death®
Father, do not trive to save ler,
She is mioe, and 1 must have hert
The coflin raust be her bridal bed ;
The winding-sheet must wrap her head;
The whispaing winds must o'oer her sigh,
For soon 1n the grave the maid must lis;

The worns it will riot

On heavenly diet,
When death has clored her vye.”

Oh! how many British mothers, with sinking hearts
and weoping eyes, arc every day realizing the truth of
these touching lines! Now come up with us to a neat
little bedroom—step gently, it is a sacred place ; within
the snow-white curtamms of a little bed rests a beautiful
girl, over whose head some sevenieen summers have shed
their fragrance ; her brow is whito as marble, and the
tresses surrounding it are black and shining as the
raven’s wing ; in her beautiful hazel cye there is a light
and brilliancy only seen where the blight of our eountry
has fallen, Bright ruse-like spots are on either cheek,
telling the sad tale of the hectic fever burning within ; her
white und almost transparenfhand rests on asmall, nicely-
bound book, enfolding the words of eternal life; it was
the gift of her father on her twelfth birthday, when, as
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a sprightly girl, she looked bidding fair to sce threescore
years aud tcu. By the bedside, in an easy chair, sits a pale
and anxions-looking woman ; her face is turned towards
the window 1o hide the falling tears that will burst forth
from the overburdencd heart within. This is Aunic’s
mother.

Now draw near the bed and learn a lesson. Dying
lips speak truth. In a soft and gentle voice Annie calls
“ Mother.,”  Mes. Warbarton turns round and lends a
listening car to the gentle accents of her dying child.
“ Mother, I have a lale to tcll, which ought to dry those
tears on that.dear, pale face. 1 know what the doctor
thinks, and 1 know what he told you, though I did not
hear him; my eyes are not dim yct; 1 can read looks. 1
know death will come soon—his harbingers are all about
me; but I know in whom I have believed, and I am not
afraid to die.” “Oh, my precious child,” the pious
mother exelaimed, “thus is my great auxiety.”

For a few momcuts, mother and daughter were silent,
weeping tears such as a mother and dying daughter only
can weep ; but the young Annie nerved herself for her
task. Askiug Diviuc aid, she aguin commenced, “ I know
it, dear mother, but we must be calm while 1 tell you
words which may comfort you when T am gone to the
better laud. I wish to bear my testimony to the fact,
that from my earliest infancy, you have trained me accord-
ing to the rules laid down in the precious book I hold in
my hand. I well remember, when a little, lisping child,
the spot where you led me to ask for blessings on my
infant head; and as well remembcered as a tale of yestorday,
are the Bible stories I heard from your lips. As a child,
I bad a hope thas T should one day be a disciple of Jesus,
but my heart was very hard; and I often tried to find
something in your conduct that would contradict the
good words that’ fell from your lips—vain watching, I
rejoice to say. Do you rcmember, mather, when my
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gay and clever aunt, with my cousin Janet, came to visit
us, how she pressed you to allow me to accompany them
to the ball? Oh, I greatly wished you to consent, and
urged you to purclmse for me a dress like Janet’s, and
red geranium for my hair, feeling all the time that if you
yielded to our entreaties you would fall in my heart,
from being alinost an angel, to a mere common-place,
every-day mother! This was the turning-point in my
short life. At this time, 1 resolved to seek my con-
sistent mother’s God; but I did not tell you so. I had
a strange kind of fear lest I should profess feclings which
might pass awpy, and my proud heart shrunk from being
reminded of them, a8 I thought 1 might be in the home
circle ; but this was a sinful silence, washed away now
in the blood of Jesus.”

Now, busy mother, we will rest our pen, lest yuu
grumble over long papers.

PEACE.

“Put ap thy sword into the sheath.

That which veacth thee now, provoking thev to hate thy brother,
Bear with it ; the annoyance passcth, and may not 1etwn for ever.”

“Moruer! would you like me tobe a soldicr P’ ashed
Raymond Moore. His mother was reading, but instantly
placed her hand on her book, as she was wont to do when
either of her children addressed her—<Yes, my son,
very much,” she rcplied. “There, now,” said the lad,
with triumph in his eye, “I thought you would not
mind it —Hannah said she was sure you would not like
me to be a soldier—she said, that although soldiers were
allowed to remain, according to the New Testament, in
their profession afler they became pious, none ever chose
the soldier’s life after they knew the Saviour.” “Ah! 1
think Hapnah was mistaken,” rejoined Mrs. Moore, with
an arch look at Raymond.
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“ Now, mother,” rejoined thoe youth, ¢ thatlook makes
me think I do not undersiand you; for sometimes you
say words that have some meaning under them, which 1
do not understand for a little timo—so do tcll me, would
you really like me to be a soldier? What kind of a
soldier would you like me to be, mother ¥’ “ Well, my
son, I should like you to be an officer, if I had my
choice; but porhaps the Captain’ of the regiment
would not think you capable of command ; but I shoald
not mind if you were a privato,’ if you aitended duty
and obeyed orders.”  “ Aund would you really like to see
me, mother, in g red coat, marching towards the field of
battle P’ “The colour of the coat, Raymond, is not of
much importance ; but I think I prefer a black one, if 1
might choose.” *“ A black one, mother !—who ever saw a
soldier in & black coat P’ “Oh, I have seen many.”
“ Ah, now I see by the twinkle of your eye you havu
double thoughts again to-day—iell me what you are
thinking about.’”

“ Well, dear,” veplied Mrs. Mgore, * I should like my
son to be a soldier, bui not in the sense vou have been
speaking of.  Oh, never may he enter the battle-fields of
carth, thirsting for the destruction of his fellow-men!
But I do greaily desire that he may be a soldier of the
crogs, fightiug under the banner of Xing Josus, the
Captain of our salvation. And although, as Hannah
says, there arc pious soldicrs—we heard of many in the
lato war—yet I cannot imagine any pious man choosing
that profession after he has sworn allegiance 1o the
Prince of Peace, which T hope my son may do before
long.”” “Ah, 1 sce, mother, you do not think the wars
of carth help on the kingdom of the Saviour. I thought
my own mother was a woman of peace—I should have
been disappointed if she had decided othorwise.”

Clristian mother” would you like your son to choose
war as his profession ? 1o you say, “ David was a man of

© 2
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war? Trus, but on this very aceount he was not allowed
to, build a temple for God. 'Would you not rather your
beloved and loving boy should take the example of the
Prince of Peace, teaching all men to love as brethren?
Then begin early in life to teach the little ones kindness
and, forbearance, and love to ench other and to the whole
human family.

PAPER READ AT A MATERNAL MEETING,
Where sat the Childless Mother of Gentle John.
THE BEREAVED HO'I‘HER.—N;O. 1L,

Im is related of a Christian mother, that when she
closed the eyes of her departed child she exclaimed, “1
wish thee joy, my darling. Yes, joy unspeakable and
fall of glory. Yes, joy that thy mother must die to
understand.” llave you mot felt, as you stood by the
bed of the departing Christian youth, that

“There is a train of holy thought
That ¢'en on earth will trance the soul,
When all inferior things seem nought,
And God ad hoaven possess the wholo.
Such 15 the feeling when in death
Une whom we dearly love departs,
When we foel fuding with thew breath,
And tecl their death-pang in our hearts.
"Then, as the spirit sets, she >eems
Just like the sun in we-tern sea,
To form a path of her own beams,
"To lead usto ewcruity.
1t sec.ns s if fudeed were seen,
Those gutes of undecaying light,
And for & moment in hetween,
We caught u glunee of the glittering sight,
And the choral hands so brght and fuir,
* Who there are found,

The throne aronnd,

In taiment spotless, pure aud white.
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We truge the spirit's path slong
Till she seamn« mingled with ths throng,
Then wrapt and daszled with the gaze,
‘We turn to our own earth again,
And all its best and brightest rays
Scem dark and profitless and vain.
Oh! for a glance ltho this, to lust
Till all thus martal life be pust!
But no, it cannot be; carth clings
Around us yet  The seraph wings
Of purity and light will wave
Triumphant o er & conqyered grave ;
But, while 11 mortal cumbrance drest,
. If we aspire

‘We droop and tire,
And turn to our low carth to reat
Yet it will be.  Pass on, ye hows,
When in all bright celestial bowers,
Without one low and mortal tie,
But cloudless as an Alpine sy,

We, wo shall soar,

To droop 110 1mor.,
But put on mnnosiuhty’

Such feclings posscssed our hearts as we stood by the
dying bed of one of the most intercsling and promising
of the children of our Associntion. In early hfe, Alfred
(this was the peal name of Gentle John) had been
trained for heaven, and in early life he had given his
young heart to the Savimfr. We had watched his
opening mind with great interest, and had scen hun
drink in knowledee and store up wisdom, which we, in
vur short-sighted and vain imaginings, capected lo hear
called forth at sowme fiture day, when he stoed forth ag
an ambassador for (Laist, which it was, we believe. his
ardent desire to be in a heathen land ; and 1o this work
we feel sure his heart was devoted, and his mind
qualified in nosordinary degree. Dut 1t is consoling
o remember it was in his leart, and that when this
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young saldier of the cross was called to prepare for his
last battle, and when he felt his cherished hopes—and
our cherished hopes—would soon be buried in his tomb,
nol a single murmur escaped his lips, even when ihe
harbinger of death sounded the trumpet, giving warning
of the approach of the last enemy at tho entrance of the
dark valley. The only anxiety 1 saw him feel at my
post of anxious observation related to her whom he
called mother; and the last anxious wish he expressed
was, that she should take rest. It was very cvident.
from the ook of that bright eye, that there were words
in his affectionale heart too big for uptcrance as it
regarded her ; and while he nered himsdlf to say, “ Dou’t
ery, mother,” his look and manner seemcd to tell us he
had no terror or anxicty, save that wluch his affectionate
heart felt for the mother to whom he was about to bid a
long fareweli.

But now that he has founht: the fight, the goog fight.
we should try to think of him not as he was, but as he
is. Weeping mother, thy son liveth. Ile has cast oft
mortality, and the immortal spiril 18 now in triumph.
Another soul is received into glory. The beloved youth
is now reclining on his Father’s hosom. The desire o
his heart --and, may 1 not add, of #2y heart P—is granted :
his 10be is washed white 1 the Saviour's blood ; his pahn
of victory is ever green ; his heart is love; his soul is
joy. How sweetly does he sing! Tle tells his history
it is a mystery toangels. If lovely with his placid brow
and cye of lustre while a2 dying sinner hcre, how truly
lovcly does he now appear, as with a crown of glory he
bends at his great Master’s feet ! 1f a stone sculptured
by human art attracts wonder and admiration, will not
the diamond sparkle with a dazzling lustre, which He
who spake the sun into glory has fasbmned to adorn his
mediatorial crown ?

‘While he was on eartl our youny friend delighted in
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knowledge— now he has entered the school of Christ in
heaven. The blessed Saviour is his tcacher, and his
studies are the volumes of eternity. The map of God’s
universe shall be his chart, and the telescope of heaven
shall agsist his unclouded vision. The rays that emanate
from ihe uncreated One shall for ever illumine his path-
way. Heno more needs the light of the snn nor of the
moon, for God is his light and shield. From seraphim
and cherubim he learns the notes of heaven, while
Giabriel leads the choir. Live on, then, young Alfred!
Live in the socicly of the pure and the holy ; only such
didst thou love on carth. Live whére sin cannot grieve
thee. Tune thy harp, and bless God and the Lamb for
thy erown of glory. Yes, when empircs and hingdoms
shall have passed away—when sun, moon, and stars shall
be Dblotied oul, thy eternity will have butl just begun.
T'hou hast not forgotiten thy mother. No! Love dics
not in heamven. Perchance thou shalt be the first on
angel wing Lo welcome her to the abodes of bliss. Could
the bappy spirit revisil these mortal shores, with what
pathos would he say, “ Mother, the Saviour’s heart s
love ; lean npon it, and be happy.”

You heard the request, Do not ery, mother!”” He -
told us he was “ resting on Christ,” and had “no fears;”
and what would he now say, if, in the midnight watch,
spirit could with spirit blend, and mortal with immortal
could hold converse? Would he not say, “ My mother,
dry thy tears, T am safo in glory. Oh, why art thou
disquieted ? 1f souls could weep in bliss I should, to
hear my name vepeated mingled with a tear. "Weep not
now; I have eseaped {o happiness. We soon shall meat
where God wipes all tears away.” And what should be
the reply? ¢Thy mother will try to feel and say, ‘He
hath done all things well’ Time is short, aud will
soon be swallowcd up in the vast ocean of cternity.
Soon the dawn of a never-ending day shall be ushered
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in. Soon we shell mingle our songs with the innp-
merable multilude who uncensingly cry, ¢ Holy, holy, is
the Lord of hosts.’ ”

“WHIP ME, BUT DON'T CRY.”

A rious father had devoted great attention to the
education of his son, who had maintained an unblemished
reputation until the age of fourteen, when he was
detected in a deliberate falschood. The father's grief
was great, and he determined to punish the officnder
severely. e madesthe subject one of prayer, for it was
too imporiant, in his esteem, to be pusscd over as a
common occurrence of the day. He then called his son,
and prepared to inflict the punishment. But the foun-
tain of the father’s heart was opened. IIe wept aloud.
For a moment the lad seemed confused. He saw the
struggle between love and justice in his parent’s bosom,
and broke out, with all his usual ingenuousness, “ Father,
father, whip me as much as you please, but don’t ery.”
The point was gained. The father saw that the lnd was
sensibly affected by this incident. He grow up, and
became one of the wmost distinguished Christian ininisters
in America.

TI'E PRAYING -MOTHER.—No. II.

Oxe day, when all hope of his son’s recovery was
gone, the futher, a man of strong feelings, entercd with
a brokeu spirit the chamber where he lay. The dying
boy, with his tears dropping upon his pillow, was sobbing
the name of his mother. “My mother! my dear
mother! O that she were here to pray for me as she
used to!” Tue father bent over him, unable for a time
to speak, but mingling his tears withe those of his son.
Clasping his hands, and casting a look of appalling
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carnestnesg at his parent, the boy exelnimed, “ Father, I
am dying with my sins upon me! I shall be lost 1n my
present state! Send, O send for some ono to pray with
me!”  “My child,” replied the father, “there are none
but Catholie clergymen ou the island, and they cannot
help you.” ¢ O what shall I do then, father ?*’ exclaimed
the son. “Pray for yourself, my dear child,” replied the
fathor, unwn 1lhng to repose the destiny of his son on his
own infidel views of the future. “T do,” replied the
boy, “but T need the help of others. O can you nof,
will you not pray yoursclf for your perishing som,
fathor 2’

The captain felt as if the earth shook bencath him.
He had never prayed in his life; but his hecart melted
aver his child; he felt, as by conscionusness, the truth
and nocessity of rcligion. He felt that nonc but a God
could meet this terrible emergency of man. As if
smitten down, he fell on his knees by the bedside of his
son. [ILis spint was broken, his dears flowed like rain,
and with agony he called upon God to save himself and
child. The family and servants of the house were
amazed, but he prayed on, and before he arese the child’s
prayers weie heard, if not his. The suffering boy had
found the peace which passeth understanding. He died
trusting in hiy Saviour and tull of tranguil hope.
Oppresscd with sorrow, the father did not cease to pray
for himself—he was deeply convieted of sin, and hetore
long found peace in believing. He returned to B., his
child a corpse, but biinself a new man-—ihe one m huaven,
and the other cn the way. e brought to s wife the
first news she had redpived of her missing son. She
wept, bul with tears of gratitude as wdly as sorrow,
acknowledging that in afllietion God had blessed her.
Her prayers had not fmled.  Providonce had overruled
the misconduct ©f her child for Luis own and him father's
salvation. .
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A MOTHER'S INFLUENCE.

“Tf mothers did but fully krow

How vast the blessing they bestow,

When with their tender care and love
They wateh and pray, and kindly sce
The nature of thal company

With whom their children move.”

Pernars there is not a duty which is more incumbent
on parcnts, and which has a greater bearing on the
future life and career of a child, than that of choosing the
companions of their earliest days. If they are allowed
to mingle indiscriminately with those who live in the
same town or street, we must not wonder if they make
choice of those whose ways lead down to death, rather
ihan those which tend unto life, There is something in
human nature, howover beautiful its moral state, pre-
vious to the introduction of Divine grace, which leads us
uaturally 1o cling to the cvil and leave the good. And
if evil habits are formed in the first buddings of life, we
may be pretty cerlain tbey will develop themselves in
broader and more distinet fuatures in mature age. How
important, then, the injunction of Solomon,—* Train up
a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he
will not depart from it.”

‘Were you to iravel from the Land’s End to the Twecd.
or from the Irish Sea to the German Ocean, you would
not find a more eicellent woman than Mrs. Smith.
Lovely in her temper, kind and affable in her manners,
industrious and careful in all her household concerns, as
well as exemplilying the true@spirit of Christianity in
her daily walk, she appeared as a bright example worthy
of imitation. But as there is no sunshine without its
shade, or delightful scene without its drawbacks, or
lovely flower without seme defect, so there is mo cha-
racter, however beautiful, -but discovers some weakness,
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to show the imperfection of all things here below.  Sweet
and beautiful as the gencral character of Mrs. Smith
was, there was one infirmity which somewhat sullied her
otherwise lovely walk; and that consisted in giving—
through mistalen love—the parental power out of her
own hands, and allowing her children to have too much
their own way in matiers of importance. Like good
Eli, whilst religion flowed in her own heart, she was to
be condemned for not keeping her children from wich-
cdness. What was the result ?

‘Without entering into the whole history, or referring
1o the whole family, let me take one branch, a youth, who
in a special manner had been the object of his mother’s
mistaken love. Early permitied to mingle unchecked
with the giddy and thoughtless who met on the village
green, beside the large oak tree, he early imbibed their
spirit ; and when subsequent years brought him to man-
hood, the same spirit only moure vigorously appeared.
The seced sown 1n youth sprang up and bore fruit.
tiddy and thoughtless in carly life, he could not brook
parenial power in riper years. Accustomed to the
society of those who feared not God mor eschewed evil,
his heart grew up in distaste to religion, until at last.
unable to bear the kind admonitions of his tender
mother, or the fellowship of the good, he exchanged the
home of his birth for that of a seafaring life, as more
congenial with his feelings. Thus drinking deeper and
deeper iuto gin, he became well-nigh the instrument of
bringing down the hairs of a kind and indulgent mother
with sorrow to the grave.

. O that Old Anthony’s voice was so powerful that it
could enter into the ear, and from thence into the heart
of every mother! With what earncstness tvould he
entreat them to watch against every evil, but more espe-
cially against a.llowmg their children to mingle with
those who, though not openly profane, yet bear no marke
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of religion. Ye mothers of England! Ye have no need
to use coercive measures to restrain your children from
evil companions ; thero is an influence within your reach,
sweeb and soft in its operations, which, if exercised early,
under tho blessing of God, will tend to lead them to
.choose the pious, whilst they look with pity on the pro-
fane and thoughtless. Eacrcise that intluence—intro-
duce them early into the socicty of the good—and that
God may crown your efforts with abundant success, will
be the prayer of your friend and well-wisher,
OLp ANTHONY.

LITTLE MARY.
“What would Jesus sy ® ™ )

Lirrie Mary Groves was the child "of very pious
parents, and gave, from a vory early age, strong evidenees
of the grace of (tod working in her heart. One
night, when left alone with her brothers and a young
relation, who was brought up with them, she became
very angry, on somc trifling occasion, and her cousin
said, “Mary, what would your mamma say?’ She
looked thoughtful, and turning to ber cousin said,
“ What would Jesus say ? Let us all kneel down and
ask Jesus to forgive me.” The four children knclt down,
and she became, after prayer, quite good and happy.

At another time sho said to her mamma, “1 wish you
would take the frills off my trousers, mamma.” Mrs.
Groves replied, “ No, my dear, it is not worth while to
take them off, as they are there; I should not put them
on any more.” The child said, “ Do take them off;
beeause I love them so, I cannot help thinking of them.”
"This shdwed how early shé gained acquaintance with the
natural vanity of the human hesrt. She was a very
lively child, and though the youngeai‘; in the family, quite
took the lead with her brothers, but was wonderfully
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subject to her parcnis; and seemed ripening for her
heavenly homc, loving tq talk and to hear about Jesus.
Shortly before her death she said, “1 am so thirsty.”
The servant took her toast and water; she refused it,
saying, “ Call mamma.”” When her inother came she
said, “ Mamma, they don’i know what 1 mean ; I want to
drink the bl.od of Christ, and to eat His flesh.”” Bhe
was nol quite five years old when she dicd, and was carly
ripened for glory. She askod on the last day of her life
to hear the twenty-third Psalm, and said she knew Jesus
was her Shepherd, and would guide her through the
valley of death.

Mary’s mother taught all her, children early to fear
and love (fod. She did not live to see her sons grow up,
but they were both converted while young, and are now
serving the Lord as missionaries in India.

If we bring up our children for God, and set them a
good examplo, of our little ones we may also Lope to say,
“\Whether they live they live unto ihe Lord, and
whether 1liey die they die unto the Lord. Lot us pray
and lubour, and patiently hope. for in due scason we
shall rcap if we iaint not.” E. G.

[The dear friend who wrote this little paper for us is
gone to Hcaven since she sent it lo us— gone, and
umrsanp. Ponder her words, young mother, that being
dead she may yet speak to you and to your children,—

SE A-SIDE MUSINGS.
WRITTRN \1 SHANKILIN, JUNE, 1855

Husr awhile, thon restless Ocean,
Geontle let thy murmurs be,

Cease for once thy loud commotion,
Yor I long to talk with thee
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Theugh 7 speak in Inunan language,
Aud thy voice is stern and wild ;

Thou shalt speak and / will listen,
Tike a father and a child.

Listen, then, (the Ocean munnured,)
For my voice hath much to tell;
Tuke my lessons to thy spirit,
Let it ponde them right well,

1 will teaeh of Him who made me,
Of s love <o vast and free ;

And His power, which hath no L,
Like the deep untathomed sea.

Then forget not how He promised
All thy sns 1o cast asude,

Like the stoues that ocean buties,
With its mighty rolling tule.

When 1y stormy waters tell thee
Life 36 but a troubled sea ;

Think of Ilim who quelled their fury,”
Trod life's fiercest waves for thee.

Of thyself, too, I can teach thee,
Restless often like ecach wave,
Toswsing —foammyg~—still forg: tiing

Who is ever near 1o save.

Turn we yet to bughter prospects,
O to promsed glories pass—

Gasing on my suulit waters,
Think upou the “seq of glass.”

Thinh that thou shalt stand triwmphant,
When life's voyage shall be past;

‘Where no storm uor tempest cometh,
E’en my murmurs hushed at last.

“ No more sea,” my days arc numbered,
Endless ages wail for thee ;

Whers thine eyos shall view with rapture
Sights more glorious than the sea.

Ouford.

Magry
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A PLEASING INCIDENT.

A MmormER, who nover prays with her child, little
unagines what an influence is lost that might be exerted
over that child for good. Mothers should not ouly pray
for but with their children. and begin with them when
they are infants. It is surprising how carly children can
vonceivo of a God, who watthes over them, takes carg of
them, and gives them every comfort they enjoy. .\ mother,
wlo has thns frequently accustomed herself to take
her child in private and pray with himn, has found it the
best means of »soothing him when disturbed in his rest
through slight indispusition. or when vexed and peevish
from any little canse that has crossed his temper; and
vhen he has done any naughty tricks, or mamfested an
ohstinate disposition, this means conquers betier than
any other. The child is constantly in the habit of attend-
mg a place of worship onee, and genorally twiee, on the
Sabbaih; though bni iwo ycars and a quavter old, he
behaves well in a usual way.  One morning he was rest-
less; when he returned home, he was veproved; his
papa would not hiss him as usual.  The next Nabbath
morning his manma was talking to him, i« lling Iiin she
hoped he would beabetier hoy, and st still ; if not, papa
would not l‘\iss him again when he came home at
noon. The child canuot speak plain yet, but in his
vhildish way he said, ¥ Mamma, {ake Wiltie up stairs ;
pray God make Willie a good boy.” W hiat mother could
refuse such a request ? R.T. P.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

“QyOoW CAN T BELIRVE you?”

“ Now bo a gdod boy,” said a mother to her litile
son, “and you shall have a pretty thmg.” * You havo
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told me so very often, mother,”” the tiny thing replied,
“and you never keep your word ; how can 1 believe you
now?’” What a reproof from the lips of infancy to a
promise-breaking mother! will the boy ever confide in
her as he grows up into life? We think not; for the
first impression of characler is the most lasting. .

TTAPPINESS.

L]
He who {inds his happiness in increasing the happiness
of his fellow-creatures, is a benevolent man; Le who
finds it in increasiug their holiness, is a Christian.

LIVE TOR SUMETIIING.

Live for something. Do good, and lcave belind you
a monument of virtue, ihat the storm of life can never
destroy. Write your name, in kindness, love, aud merey,
on the hearts of thousands who come in contact with you
year by year, and you willnever be forgutien.  No, your
name, your deeds, will be as legible on the hearls you
leave behind, as the siars on the beow of evening,  Good
decds will shine as the stars of heaven. -- Dol Chalivers.

BAY NOIHING 20 URILVE.

' A minister once said, “If you Lnow anything that wili
make a brother’s heart glad, run quichly and tell iv; but
if it is something that will only cunwe 2 <igh, bottle it
wp—Dbottle it ap.”

NOTICES OF LOORS.

A Paclet of Littl Tooks fur Children. Tondon : The Buok Sodiety,
19, Patern tlcr row.
Very amusing and useful litile works |

Australian Rand of Ilope.
‘Wo present our thanks Lo the nuknown frichd who sends ue the

Awsiralien Band of Hope Journal. We rejoice to 1now that so
wsefal 8 work circulates among the gold-seckers.
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GONE AND MISSED.

A pEAR friend and devoted young mother has lately
been called from our world, one who was ever glad to
lend a helping hand, when she could, in our work for
mothers. Iler sufferings were of no comwmon order;
indeed, they were so cxceedingly painful, that one's.
heart Llceds to think of them, though we view them naw
as past. ller sun went down at moon, but it was a
glorious setting. Come with us, and look at the dear
suflerer, as she waits for the angel of death. We give
the cheering extract from a short memoir — (too short for
us)—published by her husband, P. 1. Gosse, Esq. :—

“ Her last day on carth was now come-—it wus ane of bril-
liant sunshine—a lJovely day for mid winter; and as we moved
her couch towards the window for the taking of the third pho-
tograph, and saw thoe bright sunlight strewmn upon her coun-
tenance, we thought she would see that sun no more. Sbe
was cheerful in conversation, as indeed she ever was; took an
interest in the likeness, and wished to see the resull, and in
the afternoon conversed freely with her physician.  As she lay
still, she said, * I shall sce [lis bright face, und shall shine in
His brightuess, aud shall sing Tlis praise m strains never
uttered below.” No doubt she alluded to a deficiency whiab”’
she had ulways regretted.  rom the want of car and voiece
she had never beeu able to sing.  Even up tothe last her mind
was set upon doing her Master's work, and on this very last
day one of tho servants was seated ut a tablo by her bedside;
folding and addressing traets and imessengers, nnder her dicta-

“tion. It was her last act of carthly service.

“Iu the course of the afternoon, as I was hanging over her,
she said, ‘ O that I loved IIun more! 1 replied, ‘ You will
soon.' Shesaid, ¢ Yes, T hiope so!’ aud then, with an cxpres-
sion approaching to archness, she added, * 1 don't love Satan,’
*Norsin?’ I suggested. ‘No. and 1 don’t waut to eujoy the -
pleasures of sin for a season.” As night drew on, a change
beecamo mamfest—the physician had smd that the whole blood
in the system.was poisoned by the cancer, and that the rapidity
of its downward course was beyond that of uny case. Le had

VOL. X, ' I.
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ever witnossed.  The breathing beeame shorter and’ more
laborious, aceompanied with much heaving of the chest.  Soon
aftor cight o'clock she eapericuced a partial paralysis of the
tongno, eausing her <peech to be thick, and with difbeulty
intelligible.  In allusion to this, and. in the dread that she
might linger some time without the power of speech, she said,
¢ The Lord has hitherto raised me above circumstances ; He
has mado me to ride upon the high places of the earth, and
now 'LTe has brought me down, and now lle has made me to
fear.” ‘lear what, my daling?’ I ashed. - Pmalysis” A
little bewore ten she wwmured, * 1w going home-—I must go
home.” Yoy, [ replied, ‘what a merey that you have a home
tognio!’ She immediately added, * And o heerty welcome '
in allnsion to the name of # tract she had wulten.

“The two mards, who troly loved their mistiess, refused to
go to bed, and they, with me, continued to watch {or the end.
After a wlale my precions s afferer suid, *1 shall walk with
tim m winte— won't'you tab.e your Jamnb and walk with me ?”
The It contcnee she yeprated twice or thnce, as <he saw that
T dilwot yeadily eateh hee meamng: I behieve, however, she
wlhedodl 1o em dem Inttle hoy. Her speech was now tlaek ; hut
precenth <he said, ¢ 'Crs o pleasant way—mote pleacant than
when 1 eoedd not pray for wiat voald male you unl appy ©
{ sappo o che pfooral to the eireomstanee, that within the lat
duy or twe 1 had beete able soliminly to resign ey mto the
hand 0 B, who for ¢ seeson had leont her to mey anl now
reeliimed s leon She Jocked on us hanging over T, and
spid, tao or three timoy, as 1 the thought of elernal vmon
were dchhtful, * One song'—one tumly l—one <ong!" At
ties, ~he dropped mto o nowent ay <lumler, dining which
she will «pohe of de us. Ja one ot these mumurings, on
putting ow emr~ close to Lier mouth, we could moke ont,
¢ Opun the gates —open the qates, and let me in!” Ab, the
blesseil of the Tord had vot long to stand withont. Abont a
quarter 1o eloven T spole to her of the srecness of the Gospel
graee which she had proclimed <o lally in her tracts, when
she peple d, ‘1 ooe it!" “her what, love® | asked. ‘L see
the froruess of Gospr] graec that 1 have <ol before others, but
in extreme wenknpss ;' inunedintcly adding, et the expression
might bo wirunder-tood, as meaning dimmess of appreheusion
of tho truth—" in extretne wealness of° body. Soon alter this,
sho turned her dimming eyes on e, ard smd—* Dear papu,
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1 am allready. * What has mado youready ?’ lasked. * The
blood” ‘Thew she added, aftor a momontary pause, * The blood
of the Lanb.

“"Llus procious testimouy was the last sentence that isued
from her lips. 1t had boen her joy in life to tell of the sufficiency
of that blood, and now sho died on it. A few minuice afier thig
she fell into a heavy doze, breathing stertorously, with labo-
rious heaving and with opencd mouth ; for three (marters of av
hour <he only uttered one word, ‘ Papa!” 'The breathiny feebler,
with Jcss of the rattling of the phlegm, presently she hgain
breathed the familiar word ‘ Papa!’ which was the last word
she uttered on carth. Hor eyes now bocame fixed, and she
was evidently unconscions, iu ne way notieing anything we
said or did, til? exactly at one o'clock she hreathied u long expi-
1ation. and ceased. 1 laid her dear head, which for an hour
had been on my arm, on the pillow, closed her eyes. and all
kneeling round the bed gave thauks to God, minidst sobs and
tears, fur her peaceful admission mto her happy howe.”

Such was the last day of our beloved and excellent
friend. Mother!—young mother ! —you too must die.
Are you living the life of the righicous? Then you
may cxpect to die their death.

THE SAILOR BOY AND HIS MOTHEBR.

“Morure, 1 can hardly think that 1 shall go to-mor-
row. I have so longed for ihe time to come, and it has
been so long in the distance, that I cannot realize that
to-morrow 1 leavo my carly home for ‘a life on the
occan wave,””’ “ It will be realized by me, my son,” was
the reply, in a tone of sadness; “but, George, there is
one thing I wish to ask of you. Cun you promise your
mother one thing in this solemn time, so ncar the part-
ing hour #”

The mother and son were sitting together, near am
open window, through which was streaming the glorioux
moonlight of o summer evening. The lad had not seen
more than sevenieen summers, and his clear blue eye
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was full of hope and bright antisipations. Years had
silvered a few of his mbthet’s locks, but she was still a
good-lovking matrou, with iutelligence stumped upon
her brow, and a benignant swile wreathing her lips when
sho spohe. As she fiunshed, her son replied, « Yes,
mother, 1 can promise you anything, if you will only net
mk me Lo give up my voyage. I love you as deurly as
evor youth did his mother ; but 1 do not wish to give up
this cruise, for you need the monoy T can earn, and 1
ought to go.” “I will not ask you, George, to give up
going, but I want you to remember this thmg—while
you are away, never neglect (v ypray a single night while
on board the ship, and ash God to help you to live so
that yon can meet your mother with a clear conscience.
Will you promise, my son P’ The fair Loy promised ;
and his mother, bending forward, pressed her lips to his
‘hrow of almost marble whiteness.

Tis unusually faie complexion gave him a somewhat
girlish uppearance. “ George,” said the mother, after
a brief pause, *“1 shall never see your faco as smooth
and fair as it is now.  When you comne back, you will
show in your face, deur boy. that years and occan
storms have passcd over you.”” “'Well, never mind,
mother, my heart will still be the same. 1 shall love
you just as well as ever.” And the mother pressed her
lips to the fuir forchead of her son, whilo an earnest
prayer wenb up to the God of the ocean, that he would
guide and goard her sailor boy.

The next morning early, George was called to go on
board the ship, in which he was to spend four or
five years in & toilsome search after the leviathan of the
deep. Tho stirs still shone with undimmed radiazce
as ke walked mround the little purden at the back of
his father's rdsidenve, to take u last look at the fhmiliar
whjects threre. Tears would come to the young lad's
wyesss ke looked upon the flower-bed he had tended,
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and from which he had often gathered bouquets for lus
beloved mother. © I shall gather-no-more flowers here
{or dear mother,” thought he, “for many, many seasons;
but I .may earn empugh to make - this little plessant
cottage nll onr own” So tbmking, he passed into the
presence of that darling mother again. - IHis father gave
hinr-a few words of counscl, but his mother could only
say, * Don't forget what I bavo said in the past. I ocan-
not talk much now.” «No need of it, mother. I 'can
wever forget your instructions.”

George had been the child of many praycers. Both
of his parents were pious, but his mother in particular
had endeavoured to lead him to Christ. She had ever
striven to improve the many epportunities which a faith-
tul mother will find to instil into a son’s heart the pure
principles of the Gospel; and she laboured aot in vain.
We wiil not describe the parting seene, but leave it to
the imagination of a mother, who Las an only and darling
child, to suppose what would be her emotions were he
to leave her for a long and hazardous voyage at the
early age of seventeen. Such a mother can realize, in
part, the deep sense of bereavement and desolatien
whieh Mrs. Merton experienced as ske wont into her
dear son's sleeping apartment after she pressed her last
Jarewell kiss upon his cheek, and heard his st “ good
bye.” There was the bed, as he had left it carly that
morning, scarcely disarranged ; in his- pillow, the very
impress of his precious head. She had entered that
room for the purpose of placing everything in order, but
she could mot “find it in her -heart” to: disturb that
bed. And so, for several «days, till #he thought dufiy:-
demanded the sacrifice of her own' fedlings, that rodin, -
romained untouched, just-as George had lefiit. What'
msternil heart, but throbe mm: uay.mpﬁhrmth thut
toving mother! | L

Mawabontﬂvwm:tmo&bh L >
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THE MISTAKEN FATIER.

1 ENTRRED the shop of a small tradesman the other day
to make a purchase, when the following conversation
took place—* How is your son this ‘morning 7’ I asked.
“Well, I thank you, Sir.” “Is his conduct more pleas-
ing to you of late ?’ “I canuot say, Sir. 1 have this
morning been cxceedingly grieved with him.” “May 1
ask tho cause ?” “ It is very vexatious to a father, when
he wants to promote the interest of his son, to be always
thwarted by perverse, refractory ways; and he is of such
an obstinatc nature, there is no bending him when once
his mind is made up. For this reason, I have tried
what I can do by stratagem to get my own way, but he
inspects particulars so minutely, that I cannot succeed.”
“What is the present disappointment ?”* “It is this,
Sir. A few days since, I had an offer from a gentleman
in a great way of trade to take my son into his counting-
house. He had seen him, and thought he was a pro-
mising youth. Now, Sir, you may be sure that, as was
natural for a father, I rejoiced at such a prospect. It
would have been the making of him, and set him on his
legs at once. He himself seemed pleased at first, but
then he began to inquire into the nature of the business,
and the character of the gentleman; and when he found
it to be one which was not very honourable, and that the
gentleman did not worship God in his way, he would
not consent; and I.have been hard at work these three
days to endeavour to overcome his prejudices.”

At that moment some other person entered the shop,
and the manm; rang a little bell, which was ‘answered
by the appeatance of & youth about eighte¢n years of
age, to whom he gave a signal to go to the other counter
and attend ‘to the customer. He went, and, iu a quiet

_way, supplied, their demands. “That is my son, Sir. It's
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a thousand pities he is so self-willed; and you see, Sir,”
be continued, “ he has no spirit in business. e will
not, all I can do, learn o recommend the goods, and
endeavour to persuade people 1o buy. I believe he lots
many & customer slip away ; and yet, as I tell him, it’s
all to his disadvantage—for the less I make, the less he’ll
get.”

As the customers were soon supplied, 1 went to the
other side to enter into a little conversalion with the
youlth. He had the appearance of great unhappincss,
but there was a calnmess in his countenance which gave
a peculiar interest 10 it. “ Arc you bringing up to your
father’s business £ “T can hardly say, Sir. I agyg
naturally helping my father, but I don’t think he means
me for this kind of business.” “ What are his intentious,
for yout” ©T believe he wishes to put me in a way
moro likely to advance my temporal inlerest. But some-
limes, when wo look to tho temporal, we furget the
spiritual interest.” “ Do you wish to combine the two P
*“1t is on this point, Sir, my father and 1 hay e some little
difference; for, whalever becomes of the temporal, I
hope not to forgel the spiritual miercst. Like a kind
father, who believes all the good that can bo desirable is
1o be obtained through temporal prosperity, he naturally
fixes his mind on that only. He means it for my good, I
know, Sir, and that makes it harder to reject his kind-

DOES HE LOVE JESUS?

Toers is one question we must be able to answer
satisfactorily, befcre we shall ever perform our maternal
dutics aright, and this was asked one day by a little
child.

“Docs he lovd Jesus, mamma P—do you think he
loves Jesus ?** said a little boy to his mother, when he
8aw a stranger arrive to an early breakfast. “I do not

12
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know, dear” replied his mo'her. “But do you think
wo P—dces papa know{” The stranger remained to
‘family worship, and the clapter that happened to he
vead in course wus the Jatter parl of 1 Cor. xvi.; in
~which occur theve awful words:—*“If any man love not
ighe Lord, let him be Anathema Maranatha,” which
recalled to some present the following ancedote of the
Rev. J. Flavel :—

This devoted minister had on ome occasion been
preaching from those words, and at the conolusion of his
discourse he rose to give his parting benediction, when
suddenly stopping he exclaimed, “ How &an I blese :this
pongregation, when.there are some among ihem who do
uot love the Lord Jesus ? and we kuow, if’ any man love
ot the Lord Jesus Ohrist, he shall be accurwed when the

" Bord comes to judgment.” These solomn words were
fels by all, and oue genilemon was so afiveted by them as
to fall down senselesa.

Among {he audienco therc was also a lad -of filtven,
who shortly after emigrated to Ameriva, where he setéled,
nad lived to the advanced age of oue hundred years, still
a siranger to Divine graec. Al this great age, being
atill in the enjoyment of his health and faculties, he was
one day musiag on the events of his past life, when M.
Flavel’s sermon, and especially the solemn concluding
words, returned «to his mind with grent vividness. He
romembered with shame that God had kept him alive niore
than fourscore years sinec then, that He had loaded him
with benefits, that Jle had kept him from death and hell
and judgment, but that ho had not rendered to Him
according to the benefits reccived ;—that he was still an
alien aud a foreigner, without hope and without God in
the world ; that he had never loved thg Lord Jesus Chzist;
and that, as Mr. Flavel told him eighte-five years before,”
be would be Anathema Maranathy, if he came imto
jondgment in that state. Old and hardened sivner as
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+he had becn, he trembled at his state ; he resolved not to
wait another hour, but casting himsclf on his knees, he
prayed ‘earnestly ibat he might love the Lord Jesus
Christ, that his long course of sin might be forgiven,
and that he might not meet the Lord Jesus as his Judge,
but as his Saviour. The prayer was heard. He found
Jjoy and peace in believing ; he learncd to love Him whom
ho had sv long despised. 1t pleased God siil to pro-
long his life for several years, during which he was kept
in the love of God, and died rejoicing in Him whom
be had found so late.

There are inany standards by which men judge one
another. “Is he rich ?—is he gonteel P—is he learned ?
—i8 he pleasant P—is he kind?’ There are many cri-
terions by which a womnan is judged. * IIas she money ?
—has she good conncxions P—-is she handsome P—is she
well-bred ?—is she a good manager, a good daughter,
wife, mother, mistress f”” But the little boy’s test is,
after all, the wisest, most important, most enduring—it
is Glod’s test—it is tke test by which the King, when
He sits on the throne of His glory, will divide the sheep
from the goats.

Mothor, do you judge by ihis iest P—Do you lovo
those who love God, and desire such.alone for your
associatos ¥ Do you judge yourgelf by it? Do you love
ibe Lord Jesus Christ yourself above overything else
~better than your sins ? Do you believe that e loves
you? Can you say, “1Ile loved me, and gave himself for
me?"” 1f sq, happy are you. If not, it is not Loo late.
Have you gone on in sin for a hundred ycars, hike the
old emigrant ?—it is not too late. e upbraideth nof.
He will receive you graciously—1Ie will love you freely;
Yor if you love His Son Jesns, it is because lle first
loved you. Yoa will ask, perhaps, did the strauger love
Jesus P Xt is of much more consequence to ask yourself,
do Ilove Him? Mother! believe it—you can never
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rightiy periorm your mowmentous dutics to your children,
to your houschold, till you love Him who lived as an
example, and died to redeem the sin-stained children of
carth,

ANNIE WARBURTON AND IIER MOTHER.
No. 11.

“$oow after this timd;” continucd the dying gul, = I
Leard a sermon from the test, ¢ Lovest thou mes’ 1
think I was enabled at thai time to say, ¢ Lord, thou
Lkuowest all things—thou hnowest that Idove thee,” T
told our dear minister’s wife all this, under a svlemn
promiso that it should be a sacred and silent trust. As
soon as I found consumption feeding on the springs of
my young life, I wrote a paper, which you will find in my
desk some day. But please do not allow my keys to bo
removod from under my pillow till I am gone to the
world beyond the grave.

“ And now, dearesl motlcr,” said Annic, “you will
think of me us oneamong that blessed company who are
singing the everlasting song of praise to the Lamb of
God, who only takes away sin. You will feel sure 1
shall be among the first to weleome you, my own precions
mother, ever faithful and irue, to the realms of perfect
love and glory, prepurd by Him who died that I may
livo for ever. 1 shall soon seo our sweet little Willie,
and enjoy the blissful vision of which you have so often
told me, aud of which we have sung together. Yes,
there is indeed a happy land, far, far aWay. Do not
allow griof for my carly death to hinder you in your
good work, my mother. I dreamed ouce that every saint
has a spirit redeemed from carth, and an angel atiending
the path of lfe. Oh, if il be so, I may hope still to
be near, to cheer you amidst life’s varied path. I am
leaving a vory beautiful world, where there is much to
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admire and love; but I gowhere all is light and joy and
perfectness—whero tears shall be wiped from every eye.
My mother, weep not for me. Now kiss me, dearest
mother, and smooth my pillow; I am very tired, and
would go 1o sleep.”

Mrs. Warburton had sunk ou her hnees at the bed-side
of her dying child, overwholmed by the confliet of joy
and sorrow. Raising her icarfyl face from her hands,
she exclaimed, with carnestness, “I thank thee, O wy
Father, for this blessed confession of faith—help me now
to do and to suffer all thy rightcons will?’ Tho heart-
stricken mothér imprinted a kiss of love on the brow or
her dying child, on which the damps of death wcre fast
gathering. ¢ Call them all, dearest mother,” said Annie,
in a faint whisper. The bell was rung, and tho whole
family stood round the bod of death, to witness how joy-
ously the passing spirit could leave its tenement of clay.

“ My eyes are dim now,”. tho lovely girl said, in &
feeble voice, “it is the durkuess of the valley of death,
but there is light beyond, and Jesus is leading we to (t.”
Then, pressing her mother’s hand with all her temaining
strength, she whispered in broken accents,—* There—is
—no night—iblere. I shall—mect. - you—in—heaven.”
A slight convulsive movement of the beautifully-sculp-
tured face, and all was hushed. Aunic Warburton slept
to wake in heaven.

« Wild life's dismaying si.ruggle o'er,
The wearied spirit weeps no more,
Bt wears the eternel smile of joy,
Tasting bliss without alloy: -
‘Walcomed to the happy bowers,
Wheore no passing tempest lowets,
Where the choral-seraph choir
Strike to pyaisc the hurmonious lyie,
And the spirit giuks to case,

Laulled by distant symphoni 8
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Oh! to thinl of meeting there

The friends whose graves reecrved our tomy~—
The mother loved—tho child adored—

To vur loving hearts restored,

And all the joys which death did sever,
Griven to u» again for ever.”

Gently they smoothed Annie’s beautiful treeses, and
folded the grave-clothes around her delicate form, while
the weeping family slowly deparied from the soom of
desth, feeling that o golden chain had been lroken, to
be joined no more on the shores of fime.

Buay mother l—allow us to whisper 4 word in your
par. Oh, tressure it in your heart. Venily, faithful
moshers have part of their rewsrd in Zhis lift, but the
consummation of their bliss shall be on the greav day of
gathoring.

(We shall hobe, cre long, to sce Annie Warburionls
desk openail.)

SUNDAY WQRK.

A rouve Englishman; in one of the colonies of South
America, opened a store in a2 neighbourhood of great
moral degradatiod, gud where no regard was paid to tho
Babbath, He resolved o carry ont the principles in
which he had been trained in his fatherland, of never
iransacting any commoreial concerns on that day. Of
course this was a subject of ridicule to the ungodly
around him, especially the military, many of whom were
stationed in those parts. Two young officers contrived
a stratagem, by which they felt sure they should soon
put to flight what appearcd to them o be cant and hypo-
crisy. On the following Sunday, theyknocked at the
door of the young man’s store, and, after apologising for
intruding on that day, and stating that it whs quite o
oase of necessbty, begged he wonld oblige them by letting
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them bave the articles they wanted. To his praise, the
young man was firm to his purposc, and told them it
was a rule, which he could met depart frum under auy
circurostanoces, that he wonld never enier into any
business transactions on tho Sabbath.

“Then,” replied they, with a haughty air, “ since you
connot favour us in such a trifle, we mast go to those
who will. I you will do this for us now, we have &
large order from our regimsnt for you fo-morrow. Low-
ever, if you don't earo for your own interest, of course it
is no concern of ours, but wo boped to have been able to
serve you.” ““No,” replied the young man, “1 cannot.”
With an air of high offcnee, the two offiters -walked
away. The noxt morning, who sheuld appear at the
store bui the very same gentlemen, one of whom, going
up to the young mou, said, “Well, Mr. ~———, s0 you
stood your ground. You are a brave follow, and we've
brought you the order we threatened to withhold from
vou. Do you know that was a trick wo played off yester-
day, just to sce what stuff you were made of.”

You may imagine what the feclings of that youug man
werc, aud what thoy would have been bhad be berome
the dupe of their unprincipled conduct. T ought to
have added that ghe plan appeared more likely to suc-
ceed from the fact of Mr. being = stranger in the
place, without property, and just entering into life awith
a delicate young wifc dependant upon him.

“NOT A MINUTE TO SPARE.”

Tnn elock had just struek nine. The family are just
vising from the breakfast tablo. A ring at the door-bell!
A servant enterss ¢ Sir, a-young man, Mir. A’s clerk,
has called, and hopes you will.not be offended, but would
feel particularly obliged.if you could seitle his accound.
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He called twice last week, e would not irouble yoa
if it were mnot a case of necessity.” “ Necessity or no
necessity, I have not oue minule 1o spare,” replicd the
gentleman, with a shrug of his shoulders, whilst giving
the last pull to his greal coat as he was putting it on.
1 am going by the next train, so bid him call again.”
The clerk turned sorrowfully away from tho house. He
knew that, on the payment of that money, his employer’s
continuance in busingss depended, and conscquently his
own dismissal was involved in this refusal.

Mr. A’s family was large, his roceipts were small,
and, in reliance on this sum, he had promised to meet a
heavy bill ¢hat dey. He was now unablo to do so. The
iraveller 1o whom he owed it was a hasty, harsh-judging
man. Mr, A. could expect to find no favour, nor did Le.
1lere, then, was o whole household, besides those in their
employ, thrown into distress by that fatal scntenco—
“1 have not a minute to sparc.” They were in the
custom of having family prayer, and of reading daily
from that word where it is written, “ Owe no man any-
thing.” This gentleman’s wifo, an hour after her hus-
band’s departure, was stopped, as she was leaving the
parlour, by her maid, who said, “ Thero is a poor woman
who wishes to see you.” “Who jg she? What is
she?” “I don’t hnow, ma’am; but she parlicularly
wishes to see you.” “Tell her I ¢can’t possibly see her
now. I have not a minute to spare. My children
are waiting for me in the nursery.” ¢ Alas!” thought
the poor woman, “1, too, have children. 1t is for my
child I want to see her,” She went heart-broken from
that door.

The uext day that lady heard that ihe poor woman
who had called upon hor the day before had lost her
child, and that the doctor had said the child’s life, to all
appearance, might have been saved had she used the means
prescribed; but that mother could not—she had spent
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her last shilling; and this was her last application of
three culls ghe had made, and from cach housewhe had
been turned away with words to the same effect. Is
it, cau it be, that a child must be left to die, and a
mother’s feelings to wither, and by one, too, who so far
professes the Christian religion as to read the Bible in
her family ?~~that Bible wherein it i3 written, “ Say not
unto thy neighbour, Go, and come again, and to-mor-
row I will .give, when thou hast it by thee.”

This lady had the habit of giving people the trouble
of calling twice, when once would have sufficed. She
would not puf herself out of the way in order to meot
the convenience of others. In setting tooTigh a value
on her own time, she forgot that the time of others was
of equal and often of greater value. Whilst she was
[inishing a chapter in rome intcrosting book, a pattern
in necdlework, or a note she was writing, she would
keep a dressmaker waiting, or send away a tradesman’s
servant, forgetting that to them “ Time iz money,” nay,
their very bread.

The above is from an interesting little work, bearing
the title we have placed at the hoad of this article.

A MISSIONARY STORY.

UNDERNEATD the palm troes’ shudow,
In a school-room far away,

Many little hoathen children
Met npon a festal dry.

"Twas & time of great rejoicing,
To thosa girls of sable hue;

For around their spacious school-room
Prizes gay were placed in view.

T'here were bonnets, hooks, and kerchielx,
Dressos, tos, so neat and fair;

Mauny an eye with ploasure glemniny, °
Many & trembling hewrt was there.
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Soon the prizes were divided,

* ¥yr their anewers weoll were given;

Then they sang the prajse of Jesus,
High at God's right hand in heaven.

Many n mother stood and listened,
While her vyes/with tears werodin ;

When she heard her ehildron's voices
Minglng in that solemn bymn.

But ons mother stood not with them,
From the-rust she sat npart;

Hid her face in deepest sorrow,
Woeping with a broken heart. .

UpSue rose, in that asspmbly,
And her voice was loud and strong,

“ T'ell wme, teachors—Christian teuchers,
‘Why have ye delayed so long ?

* Had ye cowme a fow years sooner,
Clildren mine had sung that strain ;

And my heart had throbbed with gladness
1t can never kuow agam.

“ I was wietohed, poor, end fricrullass,
And my girls 1 wished (o save

From their mother's dreadful portion,
So 1 found thow each & grave.

* With these hands my babes T murdered,
Laid them all benoath the sud;

Why, ah why was 1 a wother,
Lre I knew the Christian's (iod ?”

Vainly strove her friends to sooth her,
1n ber lone and wrotvhed lot ;

Stilf she cried, in bitter anguich,
* Woe i¢ me! my bubes are not.”

Little, hapyy, Buglish daughter,
Sittingsbn thy wother's kneo; |
Listeniug as sbe tells of Jesus,
What will God require of thee ?
Ozford.

Mary.
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4 GOOD EXAMPLE.
To the Editor of - The Dothers' ‘Friend™

Daan Mavam,—Your “ #riend" is, indeed, loved hy mary
wothers. It is pleasant, in thie our over-civilised Lundon, to
lind #0 much sunple Ghrietianity iu so small a compass, and so
eheap ; and sepeoially adapted to lead all direct to the Saviour.
[ wish I was not so poor a schoolmaster, I would continually
use them as n cluss-book ; and I feel I could more og~ily lead
my purents und their familics to Jocus.  After much perseve-
rance in requesting the boys nud girls either to1ead them o
get them read at lmmo. tho following are among the®unswers
1o the questions I nve put to them, when I have foand they
have been read. Pleaso, Sir, mother says she'll sol about 1t
il sho conld afford it, sho wonkd take 1t avery month; it'sa
very preity book.” This forms « large classof the answers 1
huve recvived, and | belisve a little outlay might soon meet
cach such. Auother raid, “ My brother read 1t all through;
be says it is wery pretty, and will you let him have two every
monih, until he has them all?”  This I hgve done.  Another,
“ My father says I may tako it every montl; he hos read it all
to mother, and she ssys it 1s @ very uice hook.” This I have
done.  Another, ** My mothor hus roud it all thiough to father;
<he says 1t 15 a nice book, but she ean't afford it.” O, how
nwich have 1 to deplora cases of this kind, whete there are
loving, hmd mothers »0 willing, but fathers are unwilling to
spare a few penee oxtra to o mother, whose tasto might be in
the direction of a book or two a month. She may have it if
~he can squeeze it out of-some other allowauac

More persons than oue have said, *1 read somo of it 10 m)
mother-—she cai't read ; she said it was very pretty, and I may
have it every month.” Another, “ Mother read n to father,
but they did not say { was to hawo it every month yet.” 1f1
could supply itvegularly, I helieve. by prassing it 1 could oven-
tually got paid. Anothpr, “ Plouse, Bir, agothsr says she likes
them books very much, and will you sead ler one every
mouth ?”  And many otfier answers nearly of the suime import.
But one refusal to have it at all, eumo from u fawmily alinost
wtally indifferent to tho best tidngs; but T shenld be glad to
peraevere move with the young people therc,

But one have I met amongst my parents who scemed to
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know the work well, and that was & Sabbath-school tearher. ]
bave been surprisod and delighted at.the accounts of interest
and pleasure taken in its perusal generally, even by parent:
who are not known to have any fricndship with Jesns. Wha
you sent me I liave uscd; 1| am ashamed to ash for nmore
Could I do as I wish, I could db much to extend the know
ledge of the “ Friend;” and I have done a little, and stil
further, 1 hope to live to see a Mother's Associntion realized it
«nr schools.
1 am, gratelully yours,
G 'l. K.

P

BIRTH-DAY PETITIONS.

My vear Mapan,—The enclosed lines werc wiitten by my
lute dear sister, who, as a daughter, wife, and other, wus a
pattern of Christian excellence and consistent piety. Her
Leloved children were all taken before her, excupt une, who i
now adorning his profession by a holy walk aud convernation.
[ thought the subject was admirably adapted for our excollent
“ Priend.” Wishing you the best of blessings,

I am, dear Madam,
Yows vory sincerely,
R.J (.

By a Mother who has gone o the Spiit-lund.

T ask theo, gracious Grod, to bless
My pariner in this vale of tears;
May Jesus’ strength and righteousucss
Be all hishope through ail Ins years,

Ma§ my fair girl be ouward lod,
In the sweet path of prayer and faith,
With heavenly grace her soul be fed,
And peace her comfort in Ler death,

And dh! I ask not golden store
Hor the dear Juy that cluims'my love;
Buj pray the Spirit's quickening power,
Fo 4ix his best desires above,
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May my dear parents, who firet taught
My infant Iips to speak thy name,

Be yet refreshed by wonders wrought
Thiough faith in Chirst, the atomng Lamb.

And there are others near my heart,

&I'hc young who 1m om airele moet s
Olt! may they choo<e ‘“ the batter part,”
Ticadling the world with cavtious feet

And others, tob, I ean’t forget,
My brothers and my wisters dear
Oh'! may their hearts on Clast he sef,
And al], ghen best affections thete

Sad, last, T ask that [ may grow
In the sweet meckness of my Lord;
Alav all His gieat salvation kuow,
And Iive obedient to s woid
K.wWw M

T DYING BOY AND THI VIOLE!S.

A zrrrin sufferer lay 1w o high, dreary garret, and the
heams above lus head, and on every sde, were black and
foul. Tlis cheeks were searlot with the flush of fever,
and the unmnatural hght of lus eyes flashed, in the dim-
ness of the coming ovemug. liko a diamond on il gloomy
bed of anthracite. Something told the ehild {hat death
was busy with his heart. It might have been an angel,
for angels gather in bands around the despised couch of
poverty. “Mother,” he whispered, and a pale bent
woman Lneclt beswde him, “is there once blow now ¢
Liook! look!” For 1he twentieth {ime the sickly woman
lifted the tiny box of violets, and the blood rushed {o her
lace as she beheld one little bud drooping, just begin-
ning to unfold. She carried it to tho child, almost an
mfant, and a smil® lighted up his innocent features.
“Put it down, mother, where I can look &t it until T
die.”
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With a wild sobs the poor widow placed it upon his
pillow, and watched his glassy cyes eagerly, as they
wotched the flower. Hours passed, the brow grew
whiter, the fingers that she clasped were now clammy,
the round lips that had so often called her mother were
purple, fading into a blueish white, and {remulous as
though the failing voice struggled for utterance. She
phaeed her ear close to his liltle face, and heard him dis-
tinetly utter, “ Good-bye, mother. tuke good care of my
violets.” _\fter the rough coffin was carried away and
covercd with the mould, while her worn fingers were
nervously stitching on the ill-paid-fof’ garment, that
mother cdiild sce a vision of her early-buried child, in
the pure whitc robes of heaven, bending over the box of
violets.

FRAGMENTS. FOR SPARE MOMINTS.
INTEGRITY AND BENEVOLENCE.

Integrity is the first woral virtue, benevolence the
second, and prudence the third. Without the first, the
two latter cannotl cwst ; and withont the two former, the

latter would Le often uscless.

NOTICES OF BDOOKS.

At 8iepmng Stone (» Roman Hislory. London: Dazling.

A very use‘ul «chool book.
Mumoir of Mrs, P. II Gogse, london, Nisbet and Co.

A deeply inteiesting climpse of a very lovely and nseful Christian
—amo missed anong mothers.
Toxts and Iymp. for Children. Loudon- Hamilion and Co.

We cordully’ 1ecommtend this very usoful book to mothers and
teachers.
The Monthly P of the Society for the Prolection of Yuwmy

,Fhmnlaf ,gg,‘;ﬁw Bond-street. ¢

We exrnestigentreat all who feel for those “rendy to perish” to
Jemd » helping and to thif'excellent Society.
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THE GLEANERS.

**And he that sat on the cloud thrmst in his sickle on the earth;
und thc earth was reaped.”

Am, there they are again, the cmw& of anmxious
glen.ners—up carly and late to gather the bread of thia
life, many of them caring little or nothing about the
bread of eternal life. How close they press to the gate,
waiting for the sheaf of corn standing in the middle of
the field to be removed. The farmer will be there at
eight o’clock; then how eagerly will they all rush in to
gather the scattered ears of the precious corn.

1low much of character may we read, while'%e watch
the movements of these industrious gleaners! 'There is
old Nelly Brown—everybody kuows her to be a sclfish
mortal—she dares to break the rules and climb the
gate. Now she sits just inside, stretching her long bony
arms as far as she possibly can, to gather the wheat
within her reaeh, plucking the cars from tho straw that
they may lake less room and make less show, thrusting
them quickly into the ample pockets of her apron. Nelly
never tells how much she gleans; ah no, it is always
“little ” with her. .“ Now, Nelly, that’s not fair,” says
little Mary Ley; “you ought not to got in there before
us; we should all share and share alike.” “You go
along, you little hussey,” said the cross old woman;
“don’t you sce I'm only resting myself?” ¢ Fie, fle,
Nelly, you are acting a lic, as my mother would say.”

Ah, there the farmer comes! They are all in now,—
let us look on. hure is Betly Steel, a discontented,
grasping woman ; she runs ofl’ through tho whole length
aud breadth of the Held, gathering up here and there
some of the best-looking ecars, grumbling that tho
rcapers did not laave more, and do their work less
cleverly—hinting, oo, that the wind from heaven might
have “blown up a bit” to send the sheaves about.

VOL. X. X
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How different is ihe character of Mrs. Speedwell!
There she is—pick, pick, pick—onc hand resting on her
bag full of ears, and the other gathering as fast as a hen
pecks grains.  She began at the gate, and she walks onand
on, steadily and quietly, neither heeding the idle gossip-
ping around her, nor the grumblers of the village. Aye,
aye, we shall find at the end of the day that Mys.
Specdwell has {wice as much corn as the selfish or the
grumbling woman.

But how is it that Jane Smith has so small a heap by
her side ? Oh, she has been so busy, talking of the
faults of her next-door neighbour, that she forgot the
fields w goon be gleaned by other hands, aud that
harvest-time is only once a year. Yot she wonders she
has always less than anybody, and fancies that otler
women are apl to boast that they way get a little praisc
from their husbands. Alas! does she not know that
husbaunds, generally, too often find fault rather than
praise!

But there is a mother yonder, 11lking loud and looking
furious, boxing her children’s ears, too, this charming
harvest weather. What can be the matier? Surcly this
should bea time of joy. Why are the poor little ¢huldren
made to ery in the harvest field.  Listen! we shall hear.
“Go to your work, you lasy, good-for-nothing thing,”
says the mother to a fat, sauey-looking girl. “I’wtired,
and I sha’nt.,””  Ah, ah, we can see very well now, that
mother has allowed her children to have their own way
too long, and now they will not do her bidding. Well,
she 1> ouly reajing what she has been sowing the last teu
years.

Oh dcar, dear, there is poor Janet Mayficld. Time
was when she did not necd to glean for a loaf. A kind
husband and a happy home were herg, but a blight came
and took all away, and stern poverty sends her among
the gleaners; but she looks happy. Yes, yes, we have
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got it—she is thinking of “ harvest home ;” she is waiting
patiently for a call up to the mansion. With her joyous
expectations for the future she can afford to fare scantily
here, for she is preparing to live where they shall hunger
no more, neither thirst any more ; neither shall the sun
light on them, nor any heat.

But who is that slender, delicate-looking girl, that seeins
to stoop with pain, and keeps alone P—There are always
some mourners in the gleaning field. That is Sally
Fairbrook. Time was when she accompanied a tender,
loving mother into the harvest field; but that dear one
is in the grave now, and Sally gleans weeginﬁ‘as she
gocs. Ounc short year has buried all her earthly joys and
hopes. ’

How varied are the characters and the feelings of the
gleaners! Like the wheat and the tares they grow
together till the great harvest day, when the command
shall be given, “Thrust in thy sharp sickle:” then the
angel shall reap the carth. Mother! where will you be
then? Among the wheat or the tares? Are you sure
that active body of yours shall not share a corner of some
grave-yard when the merry gleaners go into the fields
next year ? Ah, you cannot tell. Are you prepared for
the great harvest-day at the end of the world, when you
shall see the angels come as reapers, to gather the wheat
into God’s garner, and bind the tares in bundles, to be
cast into the fire unquenchable ? Make haste to the
Cross, that you may be made ready : there is no time for
delay.

ANNIE WARBURTON’S DESK OPENED.

Two or three weeks after Annie Warburton’s death,
her mother resolved to open her desk, hoping to read
there something more of the heart of her precious child.
With trembling hands and a beating heart she opened
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the littlo treasury, which had been locked hy the hand
now mouldering under the clods of the valley—lifting a
portion of note paper, she observed a sealed lotter,
addressed “ 7o my ever-precious Mother." Mrs. ‘War-
burton felt ik was in truth a leiter from the dead to the
living ; she trembled violently, and her tears flowed so
fast she was obliged for some time to sit quite still
ere she could break the seal; when she became calm
enough to do so, she read as follows :—

“My noroveEp Morupn,—\When this mects your eye the
hand that traces it will be motionless in the grave; bat the
spirit that d.\otateq will, I hope and Believe, be among the
redevméd™in’ the happy land, far, far away. You will come-
tines thih of your Annie, and your precious httle Willie, sate
above all the ntorms of earth. I know not hiow it may e
when I come to die; I intend to tell you somethmg of my
hopes, but lest the strange love of ~ilence, which T have felt all
my life, should seal my hps as T descend to the grave, [ leave
you this memorandum for your comnfort. Accept my thanks, my
precious wmathor, for all yom eare of me, body and mind, from
my carliest 1funcy to the present moment. O' 1 have filt it
has been o Dlessed thing to have a pious, consistent mother.
1 do not remember the time when I did not wateh yow every
movement, to ascertain whether your teaching and your conducet
corresponded with my Bible; but T always came to the conclu-
sion that my mother was a holy woman, and Jong ago, even 1n
my crib, I prayed the prayer—* Make me like my wother Of
late, mndecd, my heart has usked to be liko Jesus, but even this
desiro must be traced back to your early teaching, combined
with ihe influences of the Tloly Spirit.

“0 my mother! sius of omission and commission have
pressed very heavily on my heart; und often, when you have
looked anviously into my fuce, and spoken gontle words in
your own loving way, I have felt the words almost Hutiering
on my Lips that would kave revealed the hidden sccrets of my
mind ; but this is all past, my mother dear. T trust T can now
say with a guod hopo, through grace, that T am washed in the
blood of Jesns, having all my sins forglwn and as o fatal
disense hus marked me for its prey, I trurt T shall be sanctified
and meetened o be made an imheritor among the just made
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poufeet, and when the time comes that ehall call you, my
wothet. to finish your uscful course ou earth, I trust I may be
permnited to be among the convoy of angels who shall welcome
you to your eternal home

“Doubtles~ you had hoped, iny dear mother, that T might
have been a comfort to you ng you descended the hill of Life;
tmt you remember the lines you have often liked me to sing
and play to yon, ‘ Ile dosth all things well” May thoso deur
ane-wiho 1umain prove your comfort and joy,%nd may the dear
Saviom spenk his own peace to your aftectionate heart, when
your loving Anme has passed away from earth ”

Mrs. Warburton remained with streaming eyes gazing
upon the last sentence, wishing the letter had been ten
times as long ; then lifting her heart in gewil.de to her
Heavenly Father, for the reward He had hindly given
her even in this life, she replaced the leiter in the desk,
and feeling unequal fo examine farther into the precious
treasures, she locked up the desk for that evening, saying
—¢ Barly impressions last for cver.”

TIIE STORY OF A FLOWER.
Matt. vi. 30.

WaLkiNG lately in a village garden, our attention was
attracted to a plant which was so thoroughly covered
with fine, white, silky down, that the green of the leaves
and stem could searcely be seen.  This unusual protection
under a July sun made me inquire the name and uses of
the plant. The resull broughi me another instance of
ihe cver-watehful, never-failing care of God over all his
worhs. It was the “Woolly Woundwort,” a native of
the cold and barren steppes of Siberia, possessing in its
juices the property of healing wounds and staying blood.

The profusion of downy covering, therefore, was the
shield aguninst the snows and northern blasts ; and cven
in that inhospitable region, where the exiles of Russia
pine in solitude, or gain a dangorous living from hunting
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wild animals—cven there is a healing plant. I noticed,
too, that the down was the thickest and softest round the
buds. 1 thought of Matt. xviii. 14, This subject sug-
gested the following lines :—
Flovwer of the North, whose downy vest
Attracted first my careless cye,
Promiptipg the question, why thus dressed
Beneath a glowing summer sky ?
Born amidst wild Siberiun snows,
Yet gifted with a healug power;
Ah! well the lonely exile knows
Thy friendly blossom, gentle flowet-.

Those chilling snows and rugged blasts
Might Lill thee with their angry frown,

Therefore Jehovah round thee casts
This velvet robe of silken down.

Heart-stricken mourner ! in thine hour
Of darkest, deepest misery,

Leain from thus lone Siberian Aower
Thy God still watehos over thee.

Around thee, though thou seont it not,
Dark as thy sky may scem above,

Barren though be thino earthly lot,
Is cast the mantle of I ln ¢

L.S. T

THE SAILOR BOY AND HIS MOTHER.—No. 11,

Tuxr long, long voyage was at last completed. In
safcty, and with great success, George was returned to
his home and his fond parents. His father met him on
the wharf, and his cheerful countenance revealed the fact
that all were well whom he loved. “I must hurry to
my mother,” were George’s words, as an old acquaint-
anco grasped his hand with an earnest welcome. That
dear mother awaited him in the little room, where she
spent the evening with him just before he sailed. She
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heard a step. She knew it was her husband. He paused.
She heard another advancing toward her. She knew
that also, though it had not echoed along that hall for
years. She longed to fly to him; but all strength for-
sook her, and she sank insensible just as a manly arm
cocircled her, and a manly voice pronounced the name of
- “mother.” .

Evening came. The moon again loocked down upon
mother and son, secated near the same window. “ Ilow
glad I am that you never forgot your promise to me, my
boy!” were the words of his mother. ¢ Yes, mother, I
was faithful to my promise; and it was by %¢iug=thus
faithful that I found my Saviour. I remembered your
instructions, your prayers and tears for my conversion ;
and I felt that, in fulfilling my promise to you, I could
do no better than to ask the aid of Divine grace to make
me a true Christian. Your teachings and example, my
mother, have won me to Christ.”” Oh! how that mother’s
heart ihen throbbed for joy. 8She bent forward, parted
the dark clustered curls upon his brow, and pressed her
lips to the fair forchead. “Your face is bronzed, my
son, as I expected it would be; and this dark hair upon
your checks reminds me that you are no longer a boy;
but your forehead is the same, and your heart as pure as
this fair brow. God be thanhed, George, for all the joy
you have given me in returning thus. My dearest wish
is accomplished in sceing you a child of God. I care
not for any earthly changes (though, sometimes, maternal
fondness would ask for your infantile loveliness back
again), so long as you still love your mother, aud have
learned to love your God. I am well repaid in your
conversion for all my offorts in your behalf.”

Cleorge cgoved himgelf a faithful “soldier of the cross,”
and fulfille®his parents’ highest expectations ; and never
did he cease to love his mother for her fidelity to his
immortal interests. Mothers, be true to your children’s

K2
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highest interests. God helping you, there will come an
hour when you shall feel amply repaid for all your toil
and suﬁ‘enn«r in their belalf, as they stand by your side
on earth, true followers of Jesus, batiling ever for the
right, and finally sit down by your side at “ the marriage
supper of the Lamb,” wearing the crown of victory.

PRAYER OF A DYING MOTHER ANSWERED
IN THE CONVERSION OF HER SON.

CiAzLEs 8., when in health aud strength, manifested
great indiffercnce abont his spiritual welfare; bui when
laid aside by sickness was led to see the folly of sin,
and bronzht as an humble penitent to the foet of Jesus,
seeking is pardoning mercy and favour, a knewledge
of which he obtained through believing ; after which he
would say—

* Thou, O Chiist. art all 1 want,
Mose than all in thee T find "

His pains were great, but his conlidence in his Saviour
was greater. A week before Le dicd he told me what
a dislike he had at first to my visits; but that he now
looked forward to ihem with pleasure, as they were
seasons of refreshmeni to his soul. More than onece he
gaid to me, afler having read and conversed with Lim,
#Tow do you know? Who mado you so wise?”
Latterly, however, his conversation was very dilferent;
and he would say, with decp emotion of soul, and an eye
sparkling with heavenly hope and confidence, “ Am not
I a brand plucked from the burning ?*

“ E'er sinee by faith L <aw the streamn
Thy flowing wonuds suppl).
Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.”
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Muny Christian friends visited him, and regarded it
as a priviloge to be in the company of one who evidently
was fasi ripening for cternity. In his conversion the
many prayers of a pious mother, whose spirit, 1 doubt
not, is before the throne of God, are answered by a
prayer-hearing and a prayer-answering God. Just be-
fore he died he looked at his sister, who was standing
by the bedside, and said—* I am going, going home. Do
you think there will be any particular change in me ?”
ilis sister then inquired i he were afraid tv die. Ilis
reply was;“ Ng! Though I walk through ibe valley of
the shadow of death I will {fear no ovil, forsthor grt with
me; {hy rod and thy staff they comfort me. I am
leaning on Christ, the Rock of my salvation;” and soon
after foll asleep in Jesus, without a struggle.

P.J. R., Town Alissionary.

THE MISTAKEN FATHER.—No. I1.

At ihe end of the couversation given in our last, the
young man’s father came to the other side of the shop.
1 said, * I’'m talking to jour son about his fulure pros-
peets.””  “Ah, Sir,” he suid in a severe tone, “that is a
matter we'ro at varianee about. I have had three oppor-
tunities for him, but he has refused them all, and if he
wanis to hang on with me in an idle way he’s mistaken.”
“Dear father,” said the young maun, “ounly provide me
an honest way of getiing iny livelihood, where I can
gerve (fod and my master, and you shall sce J want no
idleness.”  “1It’s such a stupid way of talking he has
got, as if he could mnot serve his master as his
master, and serve God as other people do.  He
may say his prayers night and morning, and thore’s
Sunday for church-goiug, as if ho could not take caro of
his soul like other people. I tell you,” continued the
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father, “ that if you persist in refusing to accept this
offer, you may turn out and shift for yourself.” ¢ Father,
T own I gliould feel it hard, but I can submit to that in
obedience to your will, though I’ cannot, I must not
submit to the other condition. Oh, Sir!” he said,
appealing to me in an accent of heart-rending distress,
*what would I give that my father could see my true
reason for seeming to slight his kindness,” “T'll tell
you what, John, if it was not the same in everything, I
should think you kad some good ressons for this; but
since it’s in everything, I know it’s your.bad, obstinate
tempers=1-cun’t make him feel, Sir.”

That he felt now was too evident, for taking his hand-
kerchief out of his pocket he hastened from the shop.

“Now, you see, Sir,” said the father, “that’s always
the end, and I can make no more of him than that.”
“ But you are well acquainted with his reasons, it scems.”
“His reasons, Sir, you sce, are such reasons as if he
would make a religion of his own, and tell his father he
did not know what serving God meant.” ¢1 think, a
young man is to be respected for his reasons, if they bear
upon his duty to God; and you should be very careful
how you reject them, for they may come from a higher
source than you supposc. At least, he shows wisdom in
making his calculation upon ground reaching further
than temporals. There is a time when they shall end,
and eternal things only remain. You are calculating for
his good ; you are willing to let him go away from home,
to be provided for a period beyond the present; the differ-
ence is, he makes a longer calculation than you do,and it °
appears to me’ that his plan has the most wisdom in it.
I would advise you to reflect well on the principle which
operates on your sop’s mind, and I think it appears to be
asense of his duty to God.”

¢ Perhaps it may be,” rephed the parent, “but his
duty to God should teach him his duty to his parents.”
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“Very true, it should indeed ; but what is to be done if
the parent, for the want of a proper understanding of the
truth, should propose anything contrary to his duty to
God?” “I want nothing, Sir, but his advantage™
“Temporal advantage, even though it be at the expense
of eternal advantage. ‘Deny thyself,’ is the lesson of
the Lord, and a lesson of the cross, without which he
camnnot follow Jesus. Had you placed him with one
master, and another came to him to demand his attem-
tions, which were besides quite of an opposile natuve to_
those in which,he was engaged with the firsl, w ould you
blame him if he refused the one and held te the gther 2™
“ But what has that to do with this case, Sir #** “Thal
he is engaged to serve one master, cven the Lord, and
you propose to him to serve another, who is contrary to
the Lord. Blame him not, that he refuses to serve the
one and adheres to the other. If you have not the same
principles, let him act according to his own, which yean
dare not deny to be right. Sceck a master for him who
will himself be in the service of the Lord, and then you
will find his ready compliance with your will—then you will
understand that whilst he honours you as his father, he
can obey you in the Lord.”
R.B.S.

DARKNESS IN A LAND OF LIGIIT.

A nrriE boy was visiting a lady, a friend of his parents.
A little, restless, chattering fellow was this tiny omes
fond of asking questions, and communieatiug all he
knew. After his departure, the young servant of the
lady remarked to her, “ That’s an odd young gentlexaan,
ma’am.” “WhyP’ ¢ Oh, he told the most dreadfmd
falsehoods that ever could be ; quite shocking !’ “Iudeed,
what about ?’ ¢ Why, ma’am, he said that i the Dible
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there is a story that once a man was thrown into a lion’s
den, and they never hurt him a bit! Did you ever hear
such a dreadful untruth, ma’am ? And this was not the
worst of it, for he said that once there were {hreo young
men put into a furnace of fire, heated seven times hotter
than cver, and they never burned any! There, ma’am,
is not he a dreadful boy P”

Mother! when your little maiden goes out into ihe
world to serve others, will she carry with hLer the honow-
ledge of the Biblc, or will she charge with falsehood those
who may spea]r truthfully of God’s word? Ah! we can
easily i Jmagme the sort of home the young serant caue
from, ahd the characler of the mother who sent her
forth into the world, casting her on the merey of strangets,
without hope, without knowledge, and without a guide
through the rough path of life.  Als! for her o be in
darkness amidst burning and shining light.  "We scraple
not to atiribute her sad state to her negligent motler.
‘Where is that mother now ? Where that dauglier?
They must mect yet again, when the dreams of hLie
are fled. A day is coming that will reveal seercts, and
when cvery one of us maust give an account for all the
decds done in the bedy, and for all the sins of conmusmon
aud OMISSION.

MOTIIER! DO YOU BELIEVE TIIIS?

Every human bosom contains the evil grain, even to
the innocent and lovely babe slumbering so sweetly on
its mother’s lap. One might not ibink it possible
that iniquity should be buried in so fuir a spot. There
it is, nevertheless, and they whose business it is to till
pretty gardeus must not mistako the case, as we fear
they often do, and think it enough to fence the garden
round and kecp all mischief oul. It is within, and if the
first germinating passion be not cheched, the first



MoTHER! DO YO¥ BELIEVE THIS? 173

budding branch cut off, each tendency to transgression
caretully watched and pruned, without relaxation, with-
out intermission, to the end of life-—first by others, and
subsequently by ourselves—ihere needs mo more than
what iy already “cast in” fo fill the whole human
nature with corruption.

Behold the worst character ihat ever disgraced the
carth, the horror of bumanity, and a very type of hell,
and think what a growth is there since the new-born
babe first look his mother’s kiss, as she gazed with
intcnsest joy upon his beauty, and gladly blessed her
Maler for the gift. We have each ogr own mustard
sceds, come indeed of those first trces omghally, bub
placed now within onr reach, to gather and to sow, that
we may reap every man the produce of his own labour,
and gather a harvest as his work may be, good grain or
bad grain, according as we choose—sparingly or plenti-
fully, according as we sow. And oh, what little, very
fitile things! they seem impossible to do us either good
or harm. 5o we think the earthly prefercnce that
breal s the first commandment, the inordinate affection
that hcaks the second, the idle jest that breaks the
third, the day’s pleasure thal breaks the fourth, the self-
wall that breaks the fifth, the angry thought that breaks
the siath, the inpure thought that hreahs the seventh, the
unfair advantage that breakhs the cighth, the cxaggeraling
whisper that breaks the ninth. the discontented wish
that breaks the tenth—what trifles they arc!—who sces
them ?—who miuds them? And yet they are no other
then the seed of that fruit-bearing trec which the enemy
sowed in Paradise, cach containing in it-clf, as living seeds
are known to do, every part and portion of tho plant,
“Whosoever breaketh the law in one point is guilty of
all.” Tho sead coniains the trev; the one transgression
comprehends the principle of evil, which only wants time
and opportunity to transgress the whole. C. P
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DO WHAT YOU CAN,

TaERE was once a farmer who had a large field of corn ; he
had ploughed it and planted the grain, and harrowed and
weeded with great care, as ho depended on the crop for
the support of his family. But after he had worked hard,
he saw the corn begin towither and droop for rain, and he
began to have fears for his crop. He felt very sad, and
went every day to look at his corn and seo if there was
any hope of rain. OQuge day, as he stood looking at the
sky, and almost in despair, Lwo little rain-draps up in the
clouds over_hig head saw him, and one said to the
other, “ Took at that poor farmer—I feel sorry for
him ; he has taken so much pains with his field of corn,
and now it is all drying up; I wish I could do him some
good.” “Yes,” said the other, “but you arc only a
little rain-drop—what can you do? You can’t even wet
one Lillock.” “'Well,” said the first, “ to be sure I can’t
do much, but I can cheer the farmer a little, at any rate,
and I am resolved to do my best. 1'll try ;—I'll go to
the field to show my good-will, if I ean do no more good,
and so here T go,” and down wont the rain-drop, and
came pat on the farmer's nose. “ What's that? A rain-
drop! Where did that come from? 1 do belicve we
shall have a shower.”

The first rain-drop had no sooner started for the ficld
,than the second ome said, “ Well, if’ you are going, I
believe I will go too—here 1 come,” and down dropped the
rain on another stalk. By this time a greal mnany rain-
drops had come together, to hear what their companions
were talking about; and when they saw them going to
cheer the farmer and water the corn, one said, “ If you
are going on such a good errand, I'll go too,” and down he
came. “And I,” said another; “ And I,”* And I,” and
8o on till a whole shower came. And the corn was
watered, and # grew and ripcned, all because the first



TOO BUSY. 175

little rain-drop determined to do what it could. Newer
be discouraged, children, because you can’t domueh. Do
what you can ;—angels can do no more.

THE JOY THAT ALL MAY SIIARR
“ Making other hearts happy should gladden our own.”

W all have bitter griofs on eartlh,
* We all have much to bear; @
But, oh! there is one blessed joy,
Thut a1l who will mnay share.

We all may gently speak to those
Whom God hath stricken here;
We all may sooth the widow’s grief;

And dry the orphan’s tear.

The privilege of duing good
Ts not preserved alone
For angels in the spirit-land,
Or monarchs on tho throne.
The Holy One has willed that all
Who tread this darkened sod,

Should ever have the power to serve
Their country and their God.

And is not this the best of all
His precious gifts to man?

Then let us not forget to do
The little good we can.

“TOQ BUSY!”

“Ma, will you teach me a hymn—my little hymn, I
mean? Nurse says she is too busy. Are you oo busy,
ma?” “Why yes, dear, I am, just now. I want to
finish this cuff. Run away and play.” “ What is &
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cuff, ma?’ “Cuff! & sleeve, my dear—run away.”
“ Where shall I run to, ma?" “ Anywhere, dear—into
the garden.” The young mother worked on very busily,
and her little Sammy ran through the open door into the
front garden. After some time the little fellow ran
hastily into the parlour, saying—* Oh, ma, do come and
sce a great black sheet, and all black people! What is
it?” «“Oh, I hear the knell,” said Mrs. Lane; “1 dare
say it is a funeral, Willie; poor Miss Lacy is going to
be buried.” *Buried, ma! What is buried?” “Put
into a grave, mP boy.” *Shall I be buried, ma?”
“Yes, _d_g_ar, no doubt, some day” “Shall I be put into
a grave with you, ma?” ¢ No, dear, that is not likely.”
* But, ma, T don't like being put in allsby my own self.”
“Run away, dear, and play with your flowers. 1 am
busy.”

The dews of evening fell on little Willie while his
mother and his nurse were “foo busy” to attend to
him ; and the nexi funeral knell that was heard in the
village where Willie lived, called the mourners to lay the
little questioner in the grave, “all by himself.” Il¢ died
of inflammation of the chest, occasioned by taking cold
in the garden when his mother was busy. Mrs. Lane
did not finish her pretiy cuffs. She says she uever can,
for when she looks at them she imagines slc hears a
sweet gentle little voice saying, ¢ Ma, will you teach me
my little hymn ?”’ Willie does not need an carthly
teacher now. TIIe has Jearned the new song, and sings
with the angel host in heaven.

Young mother, do lay aside your fancy work when
your precibus child claims your attention, Teach him
his hymns when he asks you. Perchance you will not
have him long to be your pupil. Ile may be up in the
sunbright eliwe of the saints cre long,* or your voice may
be silent, and your litile Willie may hear your funeral
knell.
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CHILDREN’S SAYINGS.
To the Editor of ¥ The Mothers' Fiiend.”

Manav,—Should you deem the enclosed little mticle suit-
able for the pages of your valuable Magasmne its insettion will
obhge

Yours very respect{ully,
MARGARTT.

THE CHUROHYARD.

How tiequently may we gather sweot apd instructive lessons
from the httle qnes by whom we are surronnded! A few days
ago, while conversing with a dear little praitlerof five swunmers,
she ~uddenly stopped, and after & momeut's pause said—*The
chwehyard 15 like God’s garden.” The hitle creature could
not explain her words; but T thought there way & nico 1dea
comeyud m those words. In the garden, the poison who tends
the flowrets when blooming also watches over and preserves
them through the mercing winter; aud doos not our heavenly
Father hindly watch over and proteet his people im life and in
death” He watches over the sleeping infant, and will quicken
and raise 11 agam at thy resurre tion, and wath renewed beauty
and 1e wvigorated <trength <hall 1t rise to all the glories of
that eclestial paradise Our blessed Tord tells us, the taves
and wheut grow together until harvest, and then the scparation
will take place; so in our gardens, lovely as they often appear,
do we not frequently behold some weeds growing with the
(mest flowers until the gardener with his well-tramed eye
removes them from his well-enluvaied garden? So m the
1eswection will the dust of the wicked be separated from the
dust ot the rghteous.

IN MEMORY OF MARY GILBERTSON.
Ihed August, 1856,
Natent broaks the hiallowed calm that reigns,
Save 8phyrs mournfully sighing,
And the low swoet voice in yonder xoom,
Where a little one 1s dymg.
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The silver cord is being loosed,
The heart is scarcely beating,

And by the ecouch, with bursting heart,
A widowed onc bends weeping.

“Mother,” she says, “ I'm going homo,
Home to the land of rest ;

Soon shall this weary, futtering heurt
Be stilled on Jesus’ breast.

“1 know you'll miss me when I'm gouo,
Qur home will look so drear;
Oh, dearest mother ! for thy ruke
I could lLiuve lingered here.
f

-
“ But Obrist will have me, and you know

His time is always best ;
Oh'! glorious thought, shall I so soon
Be numbered with the blessed ?

* 8o soon bchold those pearly gates
Thrown open wide for mo,

And bask me in a Saviour's love
To all eternity.

“I've often dreamed of that bright place,
And pictured it so fair ;

‘What can—what must its glory be,
‘With Jesus ever there?

“T think I'll often tako my harp,
And ask my Saviour too,

1'o wander to some shady spot,
And speak to Him of you.

« And then T'll tell Him that 'twas you
First led me to His feet,

And that T know you're longing much
Your little one to meet.

“Perchance an angel-band he'll send
To beckon you away,

And bear you through dark Jordan's waves
‘To everlasting day.
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“To think what joy we then shall have
[n meecting on that shore,

The bliss to feel that nono in Heaven
Are ever parted more.

“ Then weep no more; oh! sob not so,
My sins are all forgiven ;

Think, when you're bending o'er iny grave,
The soul is home in heaven.

“T'm going home: the farewell kiss
Imprint upon my brow.

Sweet music! Hark! ’tis Jesus,calls ;
Mother, I'm dying now.” -

She passed away, toodrail a flower
To be with tempests driven,
Transplanted soon, it blossoms now
Within the bowers of henven. N. A.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

DO NOT WASTE TIME.

Ilave always some book, work, or other employment
that you can take up at odd times. It is surprising how
nuch may be accomplished by turning to account frag-
ments of time.

NOw: )

Now is a little word it ig well to keep in full practice.
Never leave until the next hour, much loss until to-mor-
row, what you can do zow.

"Time was is past, thou canst not it recall ;
Timo s thon hast, improve thy portion small ;
'Time future is not, and may never be;

Time present is the only time for thee.

Cultivate a hait of method and order in all you do.
‘Whatever you do, let it be well done. Work well
done, seldom has 1o be done a sceond time.
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EDUCATION OF CHILDRIX.

The responsibility of edncating your child, mother, is
one you cannot escape. It is a task imposed on you by
Divine Providence, and you may look with confidence for
guidance and aid. In short, you must educate your
child, whether you choose it or not, for every action,
every word and look, the very tone of your voice, will
influence it. The round of ordinary daily events, which
forms the moral atmosphere in which he breathes, is of
far greater moment than the ocpasional lessons lhe
receives, however excellent,

- . A BEALLY GOOD WIFE.

It is a blessed thing for a poor man to have a con-
tented wife ;—once who will not wish to live in a style
beyond her husband’s income, just because her neat-door
neighbour does ;—oue who can be happy in the love of
her husband, her home, aud its beautiful dutics, without
asking the world for its smiles or fayours.

The future blights more reputations than it ripeus.

NOTICES OF BOOKS.

Begiamng Life. Loudon - 19, Paternoster-row.
A charming little book for our young men.

Wiy Weepest Thou? By Ren. J. Macfarlane, LL.D. Londou.
Nisbet and Co. )
A ook full of convolutory thanghts for all who have veps o e~ die
graves of dear ones.

Roger Mitler. By Rev. Geo, Orme, Loudon. W, & B, (. (ash,
Bi-hopsgate-street.

A deeply interesting record of a city missionary, with tales of
wickeduess and woe.  Mr. Miller was a poor hoy—a gre t wan—and
a very useful disciple of Jesus, Buy il for your »om, wmother; i* e
very cheap.

The Boy's Picture Gallery. London: Knight..
A (heap and amusing as well as iustruetive picture-hook for our
boys.  Pictures for the eye and picturcs for the mind.
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THE PAST, THE PRESENT, AND THE FUTURE.

“Thou hope and fear, thou weal and woe, thou remedy, thou ruin,
How thichly swarms of thought are clustering round to-morrow 1

Morner! did you not feel interested in the group of
young men surrounding you in that palace of a shop the
other day ¥ As you gazed on the varied and changing
countcnances did you not mentally say, “ They all have
mothers somewhere ? And as you obscrved all the
different manners and movements, could you notl imagine
the hind of mothers who had trained them? As you
passed the sailer-lad in the street, or took your seat by
him in the railway carriage, did you notsthink what an
anxious heart might be beating in his mother’s breast
somewhere ? Did you speak a kind word to the young
voyager as you journcyed on? How could you help it,
while you recollected your own son far away in a distant
city, with youthful ardour and high hope in the whirl and
bustle of life? How anxious you feel thal he may not
stifle the voice of consgience,—how anxious, too, that he
may not forget the instructions of home, and you
exclaim, ¢ Oh, that he may not bury the past and forget
the future!”” You remember how you dreaded his
leaving the quict home of his childhood for the active
life he must lecad among strangers. Dul how short-
sighted we arc!—how very ignorant of what is best for
us or our children! Often what we think best is worst,
and what wo thimk most disastrous is our heavenly
Father’s way of doing us good. Let us learn to leave
all things in His hands who doeth all things well.

The mother of Augustino thought Romo the worst of
all places for her son, and she prayed that God would
prevent his going to that guilty city. She wished Rome
had been unknown ; yect in that very city God prepared
her son to be #h eminent defender of the truth, and a
servant of righteousness. An aged father one day stood

VOL. X. L
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with streaming eyes watching the receding steps of a son
who had bidden him ¢ Farewell,” exclaiming, “Oh, it
would be nothing to let him go from home, if he were
only a Christian!” A few months only passed on
before his prayers were heard, and the good sced sown
grew up to reward that father’s pious care.

Sometimes we see the melancholy spectacle of a son
or daughter leaving home without regret! Alas! for
such young people. They have seldom anything loving
or loveable to remember of their early days in thewr
childhood’s home. Sometimes a father’s steruness drives
his children from home without regret. Somectimes a
mother’s over-indulgence acts upon the youthful mind
in the"same way Two cases of this kind came under
our notice.

Martin Angus was a reckless young man of twenty
when we met with him, and unlike most of the young
men around us, he never seemed to feel while we spoke
to him of home and early days. “ The fact 1s,” said
Martin one day, “I don’t like my home—never did—
never shall; T would rather go to the world’s end than
return to that place tney call home, where my father
lives.” “Is your mother living ?’ we ventured to ask.
¢ No—no—not on earth, at ieast,” continued the young
man in a subdued tone ¢ She lives in heaven, no doubt;
would that she had remained on earth for my sake!
Mothers love all their children generally, and they tell
me my mother loved me greatly when a little one; but
she soon died, and from all I can learn of Ler she was
too gentle, too tendcr, too sensitive to bear the rough
blasts of the place she called home. Oh, lend me a
pencil—I will draw a picture of my home; or sit down
and write while 1 describe it—that will be better.”

“T am ready, Martin ; go on.”

* Well, there sits a sweet little gentls woman working
for her family. Every now and then she wipes the tears
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which are well nigh blinding her eyes, buf she hides
them as carefully as possible from the little group and
from her husband. My father was o stern tall man,
with compressed lips, and oyes which seemed to be
lighted up by a continued fire within—one who wished
to drive all other beings in the wide world before him.
IIc had just left my mother after telling her she was
“ Always sitting down ;’ * Never got up early enough ;”
“ Did not attend to him half as much as she oughf;”
¢ Petted her little children till she made fools of them;”
“ Liked herself best of all I"—My sister told me all this,
long after my poor dear ill-treated mother had gome to
her rest.  After this fatal day, Mary told e she Jseldom
smiled—moved about the house as if suffering extreme
pain when my father was absent,—but when his
bustling step and voice wore heard, her face would
flush with ecxcitement, and she would try to move
quickly to avoid his sneering words and looks. Péace
to her memory! It was well for her she did not live
long to suffer in that uncongenial home ; but, as for me,
the earhest recollections I have are of a cross, harsh,
world-loving father, who liked a few of his children, and
hated the rest. 7 was among tho uunloved party. You
may think me unfeeling, but I must tell you, I don’t
wish to mect my father again, cither on earth or in
heaven.” ¢ QOh, fearful words! Young man, recall
them quickly.” ¢ No, I cannot—my heart is hardened
by unkindness, and nothing cver softens it but the words
spoken to me of my dear dead mother.”

Father! would you like your son to speak thus?
Listen to one other case. Passing by a bed in a Union
house, a minister was arrested by the voice of a young
man saying, “ Please, Sir, will you stop a moment ?** The
man of God readily stood still and gazed upon the
spcaker. He was a young man of about eighteen, but
so wasted by diseasc that his brow was furrowed, and his
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face sunken and withered. “ You do not know me, Sir §”’
bo said, fixing his bright eyes upon the gentleman.
* No, certainly not—did I ever sce you before ?’ ¢ Oh
¥es, Sir; I am John Barlow.” “Impossible! I thought
you were in Amemca.” “No, Sir; I am here to die,
rained and cast off by earth and heaven, and I have to
thank my mother, Sir, for all my misery.” ¢ That is a
very hard speech, young man.” ¢ Not more hard than
trde, Sir. She indulged me in everything I wished,
right or wrong. She never contralled my will. She
never told me the consequences of sin. She never told
me of heaven or hell, of my responsibiliiies, or of a
Saviour. I wearied her by my wickeduess, tall she and
my fatHer have both cast me off, and cease to care for
me; and now 1 am dying with all my sms upon my
guilty head.”

After some coanversation the minister went to the
parents of the young man, to beg they would visit their
son. In the course of conversation the young man’s
mether said, “ Sir, my child’s ruin is occasioned by my
over-indulgence and wamt of diseipline.”” The young
man died before the parents reached him. Fearful will
be their next meeting!

But how sweet are tha recollections of a happy home!
How the heart clings to it amidet the strangers in life’s
pathway! How many precious ussociations -cluster
around it! A father’s loving, guiding hand—a mother’s
watchfulness — the brother’s and the mster's warm
affection. To the spot where we all played in life’s
young day our heart fondly turns. The weary and vexed
traveller in life’s journoy turns to it with longing eyes
and a beating beart. Other places, other bearts may be
ours, yet still the father’s and the mother’s home is dear
fbe ever. But, mother, while you do all in your power to
wake hame sttractive.and to cause sweel recollections of
ik to abids im your som’s heart, do net forget to teach
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him of another and & better home, where all the families
of the earth who have loved and served Jesus shall enjoy
a re-union of hearts—where love will be perfect—where
tears shall be wiped from every eye, and the glorious
inhabitants shall ne more dread the chilling word——
“ Farewell.”

THE BLIND IRISHMAN.
BY TIHE LATE MBS. P. H. GOSSL

“I Do not hke reading,” said little Bdward to his
mother one day; “I wish, mother, you would not send
me to school. It will be time enough to,learn when I
am a great boy” “ Well,” replied his mother, ““if you
do not like school, what do you like? Do you like to
hear stories which people that can read find in books 2’
“ Yes, mother, that 18 just what I do like.” « Well, as
it is not yet school-time, if you will feteh your hitle
stool, T will tell you a story, and then you must go to
school willingly. When you are older and wiser you will
know the use of learning ; now what you have to learn is
to believe that I know better than you, and to do every-
thing I wish.” ¢ ¥es, mother, I will go like a good boy ;
and now I have got my little stool there is room for you
to rest your feet on one corner while you nurse baby,
and I shall have plenty ef room too.”

“Well, Edward, some years ugo, a clergyman who was
travelling in Ireland met a bhind man, who partly guided
his steps with a large stick, and partly by the aid of a
little dog which he held by a string. ¢ You are very old,
my poor friend,’ said the clergyman. ¢ Aye, Sir,’ replied
the old man, ‘I am nearly a hundred years old, and a
good thing it is for me that T have lived to be old; bat,’
added he, in a low tome, ‘it was a bad thing for
Solomon.” ¢ Why so" eaid the clergyman. ¢Beeauss,
8ir,’ replied the blind man, *if Solomon hed died before
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ho was old, he would have bcen remembered as one of
the greatest men that ever lived. But if I had died
before I was old, I should at this time have been in hell.
Solomon lived to disgrace himself. I have lived to obtain
cternal glory.” ‘Why do you expect to obtain eternal
glory ? said the dlergyman. ‘Because,’ replied the
blind 1nan, ‘I trust for my salvation to the blood of
Jesus Christ, shed for sinners like me. And I know that
the 1loly Spirit of God dwells in me, and has bronght
me to the knowledge of heavenly things.’ ¢ Whom have
you heard speak of these things?’ said the minister.
‘No one,” replied he. ‘Then how came you by the
knowledge of, Scripturc which you possess?’ *Sir,’
replicd®*the old man, ‘about a year ago T began to grow
quite blind. 1 took this as a warning that I was drawing
near tothe grave, and thought it time to prepare my soul
for another world. I knew of no one who could teach
me, but as one of my little grandchildren had gone to
school and learned to read, I thought if T bought a Bible
I could make my little grandson read to me constantly.
I did so; the little boy read willingly ; and {hus, through
hearing the Scriptures, the Lord has opened my heart
to feel Ilis love, 1o see myself a lost sinner, and to
know that all my sins are forgiven!’ Here the old
man broke forth into many espressions of praise io
God, for [is guodness to a poor worthless old creature
like him.”

“Is that all, mother ?” cried little Edward. “Yes,
my child,” said his mother,” and now do you consider
that if the old man’s liltle grandson had not gone to
school, if he had refused to learn to read, his poor
grandfather would have had nobody to tell him of
God’s love in sending Jesus 1o die for sinners. Perhaps
the old man might have gone to the grave ignorant
and wicked ; instead of which, the grandfather lcarned
the way of salvation through the lessons of his little
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grandson, while the liitle boy himnself, in reading to
Lis aged relation, learned from a child to know those
Toly Secripturcs which are able to make him wise unto
salvation, and very probably has grown up to be a
Christian man.”

“ O mother, mother,” cried Edward, “I have found
you out! I hnow why you told me that story; you
wanl me to be a useful littlo boy, and read to other
people when I can read myself; and so I will. I will
go to school directly, and try to learn like ihat little
boy. Here’s my cap and bag. Good bye, mother.
Good bye, baby. I'm gone; good bye till tea-time.”

ANNIE WARBURTON’S DIARY.

On again lookiug into Aunie’s desk, Mrs. Warburton
found a litile red-covered book, with here and there a
stray thought written in it, cxiending over a considerable
time. This was indced a trcasure to her, and many a
time did she gather from its pages, to aid her in the
irainiug of those dear children who remained beneath
her guardianship, such hints as the following :—

“ Tuesduy evening.—Uncle John dined here to-day.
They say he 18 a good man, bul he said many things
unlike the Saviour. My mother contended the points
with him, but my father said, ‘Persons are obliged to
conform to the world if they would get on!” Can it be,
then, that the Saviour did not understand either human
nature or itho ways of the world ? Or, are His commands
too hard to keep? No, no,—I say no—wmy mother
says 1O.

“ Saturday evening.—This has been a sad week. Poor
little Willic very ill. Dear little fellow! I only wish I
was as ready for hgaven as he is. I should not then be
anxious day and night about my eternal safety as I am,

L2
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Mrs. Lee remarked to my mother that it was very hard
for little ones to suffer, but my mother checked her,
saying, ¢ My tears will flow fast, but our heavenly Father
can do notbing unkind. e doeth all things well.’

“ Monday evening.—Our precious little Willie is gone to
join the happy company in the kingdom of heaven. Oh,
he looks so beautiful, with his soft curls over his white
forehead, and his little hands folded on his quiet. breast.
Our dear mother weeps, but I heard her whisper, ‘I
shall go to him, but he will never—never come back to
me.” Oh, where is hcaven, and what is the spirit-land ?
My father sits silent and thoughtful, and when uncle
John said carelessly, ‘He is better ‘off my father
repliad, ¢ Are we going to the same home where he lives
now, John ¥’

“ Friday afternoon.—1 have seen Dr. B. to-duy. lle
looked grave, and cast a glance at my mother, who stood
pale and evidently very anxions as he passed out. I
think I ean understand all abéut it. He thinks there is
disease working within; so do 1; so fears my dear
mother. Oh, that I may be ready to join dear Willie!
Therblood of Jesus can wash all sin away,

“ Wednesday noon.—1 saw my mether ina trying posi-
tion to-day. Mrs. Nutting ezled, and ag I knew my mother
greatly disappreved of her evil speaking and dangerous
habits of detraction, I thought I would observe how
she received the,lady; but it was all in keeping with her
wisdom and piety. Instead of greeting Mrs. Nutting in
her usual warm and affeetionate way, she gravely requested
her to be seated, and then asked for her family. As soon
ag & short history was given of her family, she commenced
as usual her attacks upon persons. My mother made no
reply for some time, but she looked grieved. At length
ghe said, ¢ What a good thing it would be, Mrs. Nutting,
and how much happier would all the jnhabitants of the
world be, if we each tried to ascertain our own faults
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instend of searching out the faults of others, for you see
we are none of us perfect. I often think of the old
Scotch proverb,— *
“Oh that some power the gift wad gie us,
To «ce ourstlves as otheis see us”

But,” added iy mother, ¢ we put on our spectacles to
look at the faults of others.” ¢ Wise mother,” thought
I. Mrs. N. did not stay long. DMy good transparent
mother does not suit persons of Mrs. Nutting’s character.”

,» NOBODY’S BOY.

“NoponY’s Bov!”—who can he be, *then ? » Who
feeds him when he is hungry? Where does he find a
shelter from the cold, the storm, and the might, the dreary
dmk mght? Who nurses him when he is sick, and who’ll
weep when he dies? Who teaches him about God, and
heaven and hell? Who prays for him P—who—who ?
Arc there any more except this one “nobody’s boy 2’
Yes, there are multitudes of them in cities; couniry
people know nothing about them, only what they read in
books and the papers. There 1s one of them now on the
steps opposite my window, a ragged, dirty little boy, uot
more than eight years old, T ihink, with a cigar in his
mouth almost half as long as his arm, which he is lighting
from a big boy’s cigar. Can it be, that enybody will allow
such a little boy to smoke; for if he smokes now, what
will he, or rather what will he nol do when he is grown
to manhood ? Ah! he may be an orphan, lefi to the sole
companionship and sympathy of vice.and evil habits; or
the son of some widow, from whose weak restraint he has
broken away ; or following the example of some inebriate
father, whose steps are alveady taking hold on death.

Perhaps that was one of “nobody’s boys,” the little
urchin who offered to earry our basket from the. market
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for a penny, and who, when asked “ Why he was not in
school, instead of loitering about the street ¥’ replied, “ Oh!
I don’t go to school no more—T've ddne my edccation.”

Is this one of “nobody’s boys,” who has stolen an
orange from a shop door, and whom the shopkecper has
just caught by our door, and is harsbly dragging along,
to take him to the police? No, no, he cannot be a
nobody’s Doy, for see how frightened he is, and Low he
begs to belet go, saying, “I never did so before—that big
boy told me to do it ;” and he calls “Mother! mother!”
Yes, be is somebody’s boy—le has a mother somewhere,
who he knows loves him, and who has taught himn that it
is wrong to steal,and to whom he runs with all speed the
instan® he is delivered from his pursuer.

But there are many little boys, and girls too, for whom
nobody cares; whom nobody loves and protcets; whom
nobody but Providence feeds and clothes ; the offspring of
vice, the refugees of poverty, want, and destitution, the
children of sorrow and misfortune, wide-world orphans ;
and still they have as noble hearts, they have suscepti-
bilities as koen, features and forms as symmetrical, and
natures that crave the same comforts as “my children,”
and whoso existence will run parallel with theirs through
cudless ages. Oh! who will fulfil the royal law, and do
unto them as they would that others should do by their
childien, thus loving their neighbour as themselves?

Who?

HUMBLE MEANS FOR MIGHTY ENDS.

“An!” sighed the fatherless girl, as she prepared to
go forth to her day’s toil, “ah! if T were but needed by
any one, if I were but of some use in the world, how
much more courage I should have to struggle through
life! Now it seems but a mockery to txy to live. I must
toil early and late for & bare subsistence. I have power
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ueither to give pleasure nor to do good to any. My work
is all for mysclf, and is what, were I gone to my rest,
another might do as well. 1 am an orphan and a
strauger—sad, feeble, and poor. What have I to cheer
me to any effort to live? The minister to whom I
listened yesterday, exhorted each one of his hearers to
make a right use of his influence ; he asserted that there
was not a person living whose power to do good or evil
over his fellows was not strong and ‘etornal in ils action.
Alas! he did not hnow how desolate a human creature
may be! I would be thankful to work for Gud, but what
can I do?”

Thus sadly thused the humble scamstregs all the way
to the abode of her employer. She had said truly, ibhat
slic wus a siranger and poor. Not yet twenty-one years
of age, she was an orphan and friendless in the world.
In the town to which sho had come for employment, there
were many whose situalions were as unpleasant as her
own—there was nothing observably distressing in her
casc. She was able to work, had work, and appearcd to
be comfortable, so people did not trouble themselves
about her affairs. She was obliged to work all the time
steadily, in order to earn cnough to live upon ; but then,
when so many people were starving, she ought to be very
thaukful that she could get all the work she was able to
do. She always wore a sad, subdued look, and seldom
was her voice heard save in answering a question; but
then she was only a sewing girl, and modest silence
became her. Such were the thoughts of those who ever
thought at all of the humble scwing girl.

Alinost every one who knew her would have agreed
perfectly in her own opinion of her insignificance, and
utter want of influence over the characters or happincss
of her fellow-creatures. But God seeth not as man. He
looketh at the heart, and He saw that in the Leart of poor
Mary there burned a pure and steadfast desire for the
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increase of His kingdemy on the earth. Mary once had
brothers, young men of affectionate dispositions and
generous impulses. They were now in their graves, and
although their sister was not without hope in their death,
yet she felt that a sick bed was a poor place for mahing
preparation for eternily. One of those dear brothers had
put off repentance until he lud down to die, and never
oould Mary forget the remorse and agony his sinful pro-
orastination had caused lhim. The earncstness of her
interest in the unconverted was such, thubt she could
hardly endure to be in their presence without entreating
them to prepare for eternity; yet her timidity and
humility were so great, that she always found it impos-
sible tb utter a word on the momentous subject. For the
youthful she bad an especial interest ; and « Oh! thal all
the young would devote themselves to God!” was 1he
wish that was often in her heart. Her anxiety to do
something for the Lord sho loved, was in her as a con-
suming lire, and Ue saw it and was pleased. Deep
underneath all the yearnings for human love to checr
her shaded pathway was this one great desire, ever warm
and sincere in the heart of Mary—* Oh! that T might be
of some use in the church of my God !

THE INDIAN WAR.

Woumen of England! Once more the war-ery is heard
in our island, and, after a brief time of repose, our
soldiers are summoned to take part in a fieree and bloudy
coutest, whose deeds have been those of incarnate fiends
rather than' men. Whilst our troops are pouring into
India, bent on revemge, swearing to give no quarter to
those who have glvated in the blood of women and chil-
dren, what is our duby? Ob, whilst the thought of our
mangled babes; onr outraged aud murdered country-
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women, makes ns pale and sick with horror, let us in
our social meetings, in our family prayers, in our private
dovotions, pray. Pray, not only for our still suffering
countrymen, but peay for thoir murderers. TFire and
sword may cut them down and lny waste their cities;
prayer, believing prayer, can bring down on them the
grace of CGlod—miore powerful than carnal weapons,
changing the tiger into the lamb. Remcmber “the
remainder of wrath wilt Thou restrain.” Let, then, our
arms be those of constant, earnest, persevering prayer
for those who have no pity on their own souls, and who,
in fighting against Christianity, run “ on the thick bosses
of the Almighfy’s buckler.” Mother! as thy arms clasp
thy baby closer at the tale of slanghtered innocents; pray !
Maiden! safe in England from the hands of the licentious
ravisher, pray! ¢ The weapons of our warfare are not
carnal, but mighty to the pulling down of strongholds,
and casting down of cvery imagination that exalleth itself
agaiust the knowledge of Grod.” L.S. T

T GOOD EASY-SOULED MOTHER.

It is allowed generally that the mother, far more than
the father, is the person whose influence is felt mnost for
the weal or woe of her oflspring, This we canceive to be
one of the natural laws; and however much a father may
be loved, venerated, and remembered by his children with
gratitude and affection, there is an intenseness in the feel-
ings of the child for its mother beyond that for its father
—how very important that the wmother leave upon the
mwind of her child influences forgood and not for ovill, If
all these influences were good, the world would soon be
changed from what itis. But good casy-souled mothers,
whose firmness ig just in the inverse ratio of their qffec-
tion, suffer the “little foxes that spoil the vines” to go
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unrchuked; and soon a pack of greedy wolves surrouxtd
their table in the dispositions of the ‘“dear children,”
where only real olive plants might and should be found.

Such was the case with Mrs. Ebens. She was an ex-
eellent neighbour, very kind-hearted, felt for others’ woes,
and was ever ready with an open hand to smooth the patk
of the suffering. She had three sweot children—iwo boys
and a girl; the latter was a baby, and hardly arrived
at an age to be subject to disciplinary action. The
elder boy, Jemmy, was old enough to know what was
proper to be done, and to do it too, if he chose, whenever
he was requested to obey his scniors. But, alas! he did
just as he wished, and 1ihis is the way he 4id it, though
hardly five years old —

“ Now, Jemmy,” says the mother, © you must not eat
green fruil of any kind ; you know you are not very well ;
you had to take medicine yesterday, and will agan if you
do not keep away from the green apples.”  “ Yes, mo-
ther, but 1 only ate afew, they did not hurt me. Mamua,
may I go out to the barn and play awhile 2 ¢ Yes, if
you wish, but do not go near that apple-trec on the way,
uor pick a single apple—you understand what I tell you?”
—Ycs, mamma,” and off' he ran for the barn, passed the
forbidden tree, but not without giving a look, aud after o
short play heis seen quictly seated under the interdicted
tree, with several half-growu apples in hishands, and a part
of onc between his teeth.

Soon mumma calls him—he jumps up and runs to her
with the fruit of his disobedience, for he has learned that
the chidings will not hurt him, and he can casily carry his
point. “ Why, Jemmy!” says the mother, with a grave
face, “how dare you eat those hard things P—you know
they will make you ill.” “ Oh no, they won't, mother!”
says Jommy, with a laughing face; “Ionly eat a leetle—
that won't hurt me, you know.” ¢

He is made to throw the remainder away, and very
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soon is up to his eyes in mischief, disobeying direct in-
junctions from his mother. Soon she sces what he is
doing, and with a bland and gentle voice—for you must
know that Mrs. Ebens belongs to that class of mothers
who do not raise their voice abowe the common key—tells
him to cease. Ho looks up to her out of his roguish blue
eyes, laughs her in the face, and continues his disobe-
dience. Soon he is called to his mother, who expostu-
lates and attempts to rcason with him, but he laughs at
hicr and fries to turn the conversation, and is soon suc-
cessful. e grows up a little conqueror—he has his own
way—he has lcarned to get it—he can cry, beg, and
plead, and by dint of perseverance—and who so perse-
vering as somg small children ?—he carries the day, and
grows up much as he pleases. His mother lacked firm-
uess, and /e inew ¢¢. His firmness increased with his
years, and every victory added a new enlargement to iLe
“bump.” Now, what multitudes fail just in this way.
“Oh,” says one, “I can’t be always whipping.” “Well,”
says another, “they are little folks, and little folks have
their failings.” Another, who happens to have a con.
scicnee, says, “ Yes, but I fearw e mothers are most toblame
after all; I sometimes see that I have failed, and still I do
no better the next time.”” Whiloe the mother who has firm-
ness and discretion, whose word is law in her family, has
children to love, respect, reverence, and obey her—nay
more, they call her blessed. She began right, and she kept
on right—with her, transgressions met with attention,
and, if necessary, punishment. She acts uprightly, and
when this is the case, though punishment follows oflences,
ceven young children percecive tho reason, and conscience
shows them that they were wrong and the parent right.
Uxcre Prrce.
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THE SAILOR-SON.

MoraER, hast thou an unbelieving son, a poor reckless
fellow, who is going on in the way to ruin ? Al! 1think
my memory can tell me of a mother who had a reckless
son, who was treading the path to hell. But her prayers
went up to lleaven for that child, the tears oftentimes
fell from her eyes, for she prayed in intense earncstness
and perseverance, and that child was, by the help of God,
rescued. Saved by the hand of God was he oftentimes
in the hour rl; and when his mother was upon her
knees, little knowing, God has delivered that child from
sinking in the sea. Ah! that child can look back {o the
time “when he stood on the water-washed deck of the
vessel, tossed upon the rolling waves, upon the deep, deep
sea. 1o can remember the time when ihat 1essel,
staggering beneath the load of water on her deck, well
nigh sank, and when her very yards were dipped in the
waves. Hc¢ con remember the time when the vessel
trembled beneuth the shock—when the helmsman loosed
the wheel, and all despaired—and he can think of the time
when God by His own power delivered him from sinking,
and saved hin for 1lis mercy’s sake. That child stands
before you to-night. God answers a mother’s prayers;
they are mighly, they are musie in His ears. Oh! mo-
ther, hast thou a disobedient and ungodly son? Then
pray for him ; pray for him; pray, and don’t faint, and
God will answer thee.—Iev. H. Grattan Guinness.

A FTEW WORDS TO THE WEEPING MOTIIER.
“Woman, why weepest thou ?”

Is thy precious infant torn from thy fond, alas! too
fond cmbrace ?  Hast thou been called so soon to give
thy little prattling treasure to the cruel reaper, Death ?
Where is thy child? I remember reading somewhere,
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the other day, the following little account. Once,in a
happy home, a sweet bright baby died. On the evening
of the day, when the children gathcred round their
mother, all sitting very sorrowful, Alice, the &ldest, said,
“ Mother, you took all the care of baby while she was
here, and you carried and held her in your arms all the
time she was ill; now, mother, who took her on the other
side P’ ¢ On the other side of what, Alice P’ asked the
mother.  “ On the other side of death. Who took the
baby on the other side, mother? She was so little she
could not go alone.”” “Jesus met her there,”” answered
the mother; “itis He who took little children in His arms
to bless them, and said, ¢ Suﬂ'er them to ceme unio me
and forbid thew not, for of such 18 the kingdom of
heaven.” He took the baby on the other side.”

. Is not this thought emough to sooth thy troubled
breast ?  Jesus has thy little lamb ; it is safely nestled in
His kind arms. 'What wouldst thou have more for it
than repose in that tender Shepherd’s bosom? Thou
knowest not what trials it has escaped. Thou couldst not
wish it back again. One day, thou too shalt rejoice to see
thy Saviour and thy infant, and then parting will no more
be known. But is it so, that thou canst not anticipate
this happy union? This blessvd home is not thine—thy
walk and conversation show tbat thou hast no part or
lot in this matter. Ileaven is o prepared place for a
prépared people, and only those who are washed from
their wins in the bleod of the Lamb can enter there—
where He is. Oh, how awful is the thought of being for
aver shut oul of heaven under tho “ wrath of the Lamb.”

‘Wilt thou not be a partaker of that peace which alone
can be found in true religion? Oh! “strive to enter in
at the strait gate.” Delay no longer; it may soon be
too late! Difficulties may be many, but God will help
thee through them all. But does one read this who
weeps, and weeps not o loved one gone? What is thy
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burthen ? Oppressed with care? Tried by the diffi-
culties of the way? Mourning for sins unpardoned ?
OL! let me lead thee to a sympathising God, a Saviour
“ who was in all points tcmpted as we are.” A Jesus,
who was a man and died for zhee, to procure thy
pardon. Yes, zhine, though so far removed from Him
by sin. Bring thy guilly soul io Him whose “blood
cleanseth from all sin.”
“ Burdened soul, thy Saviour loves thee ;
On s gracious arm recline.
Cast thyself, thy load, thy sorrow,
Where the loved apostle lny.
Lean on Christ to-day, to-moirow , ¢

. Hoon Ie’ll smile thy woes away.”
SYMPATHY.

NOT A MINUTE TO SPARE.—No. II.

“ Moruce!” said a little girl (the daughter of a
dressmaler) one Saturday evening about eight o’clock,
“ Jane says I must go to bed, and we have not had prayer
to-night.” “My dear, I know it, but it can’t be Lelped;
we have nol a minute tv spare—we are so full of work we
shall not have finished before morning.” * Good night,
dear mother, 1 am so sorry,” said the dear child, as she
walked slowly away.

That night the young people in the workroom sat at
their needle until twelve o’ clock, and were then too much
fatigued to altend to the little Saturday evening arrange-
meuts so uneccssary in every well-ordered family. They
went prayerless and uncomfortable to bed. The Sabbath
morning saw them asleep until a late hour, their rooms
in a disordercd state, several parcels to be sent off to dif-
ferent houses. Some of the young people were barely
rcady {o attend a place of worship, some too poorly to go
out. Shortly after, Mrs. B. was taken ill, and did not
leave her room for one week. She who had “not a
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minute to spare,” must now spare a whole wéek. Ah!
who can tell, if that little household had closed their
labours at an earlier hour, and assembled to seek a Father’s
blessing, but that health instead of sichness might have
been given, and a happy, profitable day of rest to all,
instead of one of languor and discomfort; for “when
we are judged we are chastened of the Lord.” If we
will not spare time for Him who gives us alf our time, is
it uot in mercy that He thus compels us to spare it ? Else
we should drive, drive, drive, work, work, work, until our
hard task-master had secured ns in that region of darlk-
ness and despair, which the word of God tells us was
never designed for man. .

“Stop,” I hear some one say, “but what could wo do
in such a case ? If our work is not done, our customers
will leave us, and with them our bread. Besides this, we
should have broken our word.” Let (iod, not man,
reply :—*“ Seck ye first the kingdom of God and his
rightcousness, and all these things shall be added unto
you.” “When a man’s ways please the Lord, he maketh
cven his enemies to be at peace with him.” ¢ The kings
heart is in the hand of the Lord as the rivers of water—
he turneth it whithersoever he will”  Aud if the hearts
of kings, why not the hearts of all men? * The blessing
of the Lord maketh rich, and He addeth no sorrow with
it.” Promise less! Trust more! 1f the Lord Jesus be
your friend, you will never want a friend. If is writteny
‘1 will never leave thee nor forsake thee.”

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

OPIrORTUNITY.

Opportunity is the flower of time ; and as the stalk may
remain when the flower is cut off, so time may remain
with us when opportunity is gone for ever.
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LITTLE CARRY.

Little Carry, a bright-eyed, cheerful girl, six years old,
was gazing upon some pretty-looking seissors in a glass
caso. At length an urgent request is made to mother
for a pair. “No, Carry dear, by-and-by, a little older,
and you shall.” A few days after, Carry was observed by
her wother looking at the scissors wistfully. * Carry, do
you know that is Satan tempting you? Did not mother
say No?” In the course of a fow days the child was left
alone in the shop, and was drawn to the glass case. The
mother overheard her saying, “ Go away, Satan; don’l you
know it is very wicked of you to tempt me, when mother
said J was ndt to have any P

TILE WORLD WE LIVL IN

Is a rough and thorny world, an awkward world to
get through; bat it might be worse, It might be better,
if every one would try in carncst to make it so. 1 was
walking some time ago with a countryman, whom 1
observed every now and then to hick aside any particular
large or jagged stone that lay loose upon the horse-track.
«T don’i like to see a stone like that in the road,” said
he, “and not move it. Jt might trip up a horse and
break a rider’s neck, and tis very little trouble to kick it
aside.”” Oh, that all passers through the world "would
but act upon the same plan!

NOTICES OF BOOKS.

A Key to the Adulleration of Food. London- Marlhorough,
Sad 1evelations on important matters.

The Journal of Health. lLondon: Horsell.
This periodical contains thoughts worth pondering.

The Band of Hope Record. London. Horsel.
Earnest words on tectotalism.
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THE UNWISE, UNTRUTHFUL., AND PARTIAL
MOTHER.

Lirrie children watch a mother’s words and ways,
and by both the mother makes a lasting impression on
the minds of her family, and the effects of both will meet
her again on the day which will reveal sccrets. Ponder
this little account of one of the unwise mothers. There
she sat with her youngest daughter, a sprightly child,
five years of age, enjoying an aflernoon chit-chat with a
few fricnds, when a little girl, a playmate of the daughter
of Mrs. P., came running into the sifting-roam, and
cried, “ Where is Jaue? T've got somcthing for her.”
“8he is out,” said the mother, * What have you got P
Show it Lo me,” eagerly exelaimed Hannah, the mother’s
fayvourite; “I’ll give it to her.”

The hittle girl handed Hannah a bouquet of flowers
which she had gathered for Jane, and returned home
with the faith that her kinduess had not been mlsapphed
She had scarecly lefl the room when 1lannah, standing
by her mother’s chair, talking 1o herself, s.ud loud
enough o be heard across the room, ““I hke flowers;
she often ealls me June—she thinks I am Jane—1'm
going to keep 1his bouquet.”

The mother made no objection to the soliloquy, apd
Tlannah immediately began to pick the leaves from the
handsome rose, for the purpose of making rose-water.
She had not completed her task when Jane bounded into
the room, and sceing ITannah with flowers, exclaimed,
“Im going to have a bouquet pretty soon; Sally John-
son said she would bring moe one this aftcrnoon.” But
she won’t,” suid Hannah, “T'll go and see,” returned
Jane, iripping s she spoke towards the front door.
“ Herc, Jane,” *said the mother, “Sally brought this

YOL. X. M
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bouquet for you; but you were not in, so she gave it to
ITannah.” :

The tears started in Jane’s cyes. She felt she had
been robbed, and she kncw that Hannah had been
preferred to her. Hannah had been encouraged in a
deliberate falschood, and in deception towards her sister.
Many a time xince has that mother felt obliged to punish
her daughter for prevarication, and often has she been
heard to say she wondered where so small a child learved
8o much deccit. This is a small affair at best, some may
say ; but do not

“ Largo strenms from little fountains {low,
Tall oaks from little acorns grow ¥ ¢
And do* not the “small beginnings ”* of instruction lay
the foundation of the man’s or woman’s character 2 Will
not the condnet of Iannah and Jane’s mother influcuce
them as they pass along the path of life ?

ANOTIER PAGE OF ANNIE WARBURTOXN'S
DIARY.

‘¢ Friday evening.—My aunt has been trying to malke
me think religion gloomy ; but none ean do this, while I
geo my mother more happy than any one else, though
her trials are very many. T wonder she does not wish to
go to heaven sometimes when her tears are pressed from
her eyes ; but no, she sings very soon after weeping. Ah,
if my aunt had been my mother, or my mother like my
aunt, I dare say I should love the things that 1 now hate.
I have great reason to be thankful for a pious mother.

* Saturday evening.—How soon the Sabbath returns—
not too soon for me; I love the Sabbath with all its
engagements. Alas! my Sabbath-school class must have
another teacher now. I wonder Mrs. Came can allow
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her children to take their pleasure on the Lord’s day;
if they die early, they will view these matters very differ-
cntly. My dear mother always made ' er arrangements
80 that the Sabbath was always ‘cheerfi.! and very happy
to us all, without ever wishing to brcak God's commands
by mixing with the pleasure-taking people. Well, I
shall goon be where the Sabbaths never end. What
should I do where the Sabbaths never end, if I tired of
them here ? .

*¢ Tursday evening.~—Another eventful day to me. My
cousin Charles made me an offer of marriage. I have
always thought of him as a brother—perhaps I might,
under other circumstances, return his warmer love; but
ihis now would only disappoint his hope§—lifc with me
will soon be over. He pressed me to allow him to speak
1o my parents, but I made him promise not to mention
il to them while I am living—it would greatly distress
my dear mother. I go where they neither marry norare
given in marriage, but are as the angels of God. May
my_dear cousin find one in health who will return his
warm love and appreciate his lovely character. As for
me, the grave must soon be my home; but no, no, I
must not dwell on the darkness there! I go to rest on
my Saviour’s bosom, like John. In heaven, all Ilove shall
live again.

“ Friday evening.—A day fuil of pain in my chest and
sidc ; an anxious day, too, as to the futurc. The beautify]
spring weather, and the newly varnished leaves, with the
bursting buds, ornamenting the brown earth, all, all
make me feel dull. All naturc revives—I am passing
away. Ob, it is a beantiful world, though the Dblight
of sin has failen upon it. I love its hills and vales—its
flowers—its music—its warm hearts—its loving circles.
I fecl my heart drawn out in love—can love die? No—
no—I like to think that in heaven we shall know even
more of earth thin we do here. Before the fall, Adam



knew more than we do. How little do we kunow here !
how many of the wonderful things of God are hidden
from our view! I often think of papa’s friend, Mr. Rix,
saying one day he wondered that people did not wish to
die, that they might know more of Grod’s created wonders.
Yet to me it seems sometimes melsncholy to die so young
—+0 go away from all I know, from the bright and beau-
tiful of earth; but hush, hush, there are more lovely
scenes up yonder. But, ob, how my dear mother will
miss a helper among the little ones; but she will be
comforted.

¢« Wednesday evening.—1Il all day—what can it be to
die? None have come back to tell us., ,Ycs, I forgot,
Jesus has. O, I long to love Him perfectly, and to
trust Him more fully, for all of this life and the life to
come. The grave looks dark—all alonc there; but only
the body—but what isspirit ? Oh, I must die to know—
Ppass away over that river rolling between the living and
the dead. I want more faith and love.

« Monday evening.—Fading away is writtcn on my
heart—body wasting—strength decaying—the tomb ready
—heaven at hand. Ok, I like to think of heaven as a
place of perfect knowledge—we shall know as we are
known—and perfect love; God-is love, Knowledge and
love make this fallen, dying world delightful sometimes—
what will it be to find both in perfection in heaven ?”

This was the last cntry in Annie’s Diary. Ter mother
weeps, but they are tears of gratitude and love ; she fecls
they have not parted for ever; in the home of the blessed
they shall be re-united, and sing the “ new song”’ together.
Mother! will you be there ? Are your children preparing
now to join you there? Take care you do not make a
misfake.
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THE FIRST CROSS WORD.

‘I pon’r care—1I shall not go with you—go by yourself,
if youlike.” These words were spoken by a very pretty
young woman, who had not long been a bride. The sadly
disappointed young husband looked at his Julia mourn-
fully, and almost hoped he was dreaming—* Julia, dear,”
he said, in a low tone. The proud beauty curled her lip,
and went on copying music for a friend—* Julia, dear,
will you not really go with me to sce Mary P> “No, 1
shall not, I am busy; and, besides, T don’t feel inclined.”
“ Well—but go to pleasc me, dear.” < No, I shall not,
Charles; you'may go where you like.” “ Where I like,
Alice' T only like to be near you.” “Nonsens¢—don’t
torment me.””  “ No, Alice, 1 will not.”

Charles Price turned away from his young and beautiful
wife with a blight on his heart—nay, more—with a wound
there that {ime never healed. e soon took his walks,
and formed his plans without Alice, and she found, alas!
too late, that a beautiful face and a fine figure will never
compensate for the Iack of a kind heart and obliging man-
ners in a young wife.  Bul are young wives the only per-
sons who presume on the right they hold to speak cross
and refuse a little kind attention? No—no—many a
husband, by cross looks, cross manuers, and a lack of at-
tention to her he has chosen for his companion, has caused
the sensitive heart to shrink back into itsclf, doubtinf,
ever after, if she had not mistaken her position in the
world, almost wishing in the bitierness of her disappoint-
ment that another had been called by her name. Yes, it
ig still true that

“ Many & shaft, at random sent,
Fmds mark the archer Iittle meant ,
And many a word, at 1andom spoken,
May wousd and crush the heart that's broken ”
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MATERNAL ASSOCIATION AMONG HEATHIN
MOTILERS.

(Bxtract of @ Litiay from Mrs, Porter of Cuddapal.)

‘WaEN I was at Dhoor, 1 proposed meeting the native
women ou Tuesday evoning; about fiftcen or sixteen
came. [ {old them, as none of them could read, 1 would
gladly take two or three girls into the Cuddapah school,
teach them, feed them, and clothe them, and when they
werc able to teach others, they should go back io their
own homes if they wished it. 1 ashed one and another;
but they were too young, or too useful,cor somcthing
else. '

One particularly nicc woman had a sweel-loohing girl
by her side, about ten years old. I said, “ Amoh, weould
you like me 1o teach your daughter 2’ "With an indes-
cribable look of tenderness she drew her Lo her side, and
putting her arm round her, she said, “ This is my only
one.”” “IIave yon not had more children? ” 1 ashed.
“ Oh. yes, Mem ; I have had six ; but they are dead ; yes,
they all died—five of ti:cm, one after another—they «lf
dicd.” “And you, poor thing, how sorry you must haie
been!” <«Ilcigho! how sorry! Too much irvuble 1
took ; afier the first died, T 1ook sacrifice to the temple,
and made poojah (worship) to the idol, and told him T
would give all 1 could, if my second might live; but he
died. Then my heart was very sad; and when my third
came, I went to a Gooroo, and 1ook a cloth, and fowl and
rice, and he said mutrums, and made poojah ; but no,
that chiid too died, and so the five died. My heart was
like fire—it turned so with sorrow; I was alinost mad, and
yet I tried some fresh ceremony for every child.”
“ What did you think had become of the spirits of these
children ? you knew their bodies died, but did you think
much of their spirits ?”” “ Ah! #khat was the thing made
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me alwost mad ; 1 did not Anow. T thought, perhaps,
one devil took one, and another took auother; or, per-
haps they were goue into some bird or beast, or some-
thimg. I did not know, and 1 used to think and think,
until my heart was foo full of sorrow, and 1 conld nof
bear it “ But, Amoh, you do not look so sorry now.”
She exclaimed, “ Sorry now ! oh, no, no! Why 1 Lot
now where my clildren are; they aro with Jesus. 1
have learncd that Jesns said, ¢ Sufler the little elaldren o
come unto me, and forbid them not, for of such is the
kingdom of heaven.' My sorrow is all gone now; 1
can bear their not being with me; they are happy with
I1im, and after a while 1 shall go to Him, tov; and this
oirl, my Julia, and my husband, tvo. SinceT have lgarncd
this Christian rehigion, my heart is «/7 joy, and I have
leit off weeping for my children. Julia goes every day
10 the school here, and can read a little ; and will, Thope,
soon learn more.”’

Sie thanked me for offering to iake her. hut hoped 1
would excuse her sending her, as she was “ her only one.”
How often do bercaved onck, who have the hight of
the Gospel, forget how much they owe o it for every
gleam of hope that shines in upon the gloom of the
grave' The heathen mother ¢hing. 1o her Labe with
nature’s strongest aflections ; but when it dies she has
no hope, none for herself, none for her babe. She kuows
not 1iis name who brought life and iwmoruality to lights
—mno, all is dark, dark asheathenism ; what in this world
can be darker? Shall we, then, keep the light to our-
selves, and make no effort to give light to them who sit
in darkness, and in the shadow of death? No, rather
let us delight to tuke light wherever we carn; and if only
a beam of comfort and light is thrown across the grave of
Jice little ones, so as to comfort one bereaved mother, it
will not have been labour lost.

M 2
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INFLUENCE OF MOTHERS AND WIVES.

A ruiexD lately sent us an address, delivered by a
clergyman to a band of mothers ; we liked it so well, that
we have gathered up some of its thoughts, over which
young mothers and wives will do well to ponder.

“ Mothers,” said the speaker, “ arc the most important
clgss in society. A gentleman once said, at a meeting of
young men, ‘You may depend upon it, a man may do
almost anything if he has his wifec to work with him;
but very little indeed, if she is against him.” What an
important class, then, are wives and mothers! Lord
Bacon, when an old man, addressed a number of young
men, and before he commenced speaking, he made three
bows, saying, ‘I dare say you wonder to whom and for
what I ain bowing; it is to you young men, and it is in
consideration of the important position you hold. We
old men,” he added, ‘are going off the stage of life ; but
in you young men I see the next generation; what you
are, this generation and the next also will become.’

“ Now, if Lord Bawn made his three bows to the
young men because of the influence they excreise, 1 think
I may with greater reason make three bows to mothers,
for your influence will extend to generations yet unborn:
The mother gives the character to the whole household ;
if she is untidy and dirty, the children in the family will
be the same; and the husband will soon come down to
the habits of the house; on the other hand, where there
i8 a tidy, cleanly, industrious mother, her influence and
her habits are soon seen in her clean, well-ordered chil-
dren, and her husband ‘is known.in the gates’ by his
nice appearance. IIis clothes will show there are needles
and thread in the house, and fingers which know how to
use them ; his clean, nicely-ironed shirt tells us there is
some one at home who has a regard fer his respectable
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appearance. Then there is the house, so clean and tidy,
the Queen herself would not spoil her dress by resting on
one of the chairs; the windows, too, are clean, and the
nice white curtains and the pots of flowers look so com-
fortable. If you go up stairs, you find the same cleanli-
ness and ncatness ; everything in its place, up-stairs and
down; and the back kitchen as tidy as the front. 'When
father comes home, ho is proud of his clean and tidy
house; he sees no home more comfortable than his own :
that is a great mnatter, is it not ?

*“'Wives sometimes say that husbands are apt to tell
them other wives are more tidy than themselves; but
such a wife and mother as the one we have been looking
at, can answer her good man, if he should besout of
sorts and smile behind the stocking she is mending, say-
ing, ¢ Well, John, go and see if you can find a house
cleaner and tidier than your own; but mind, you must
not have your supper till you have found it out.’

“Now, what will the children of that tidy, cleanly,
industrious mother become? They will not be afraid of
water and soap and brushes—no, nor of work either.
You will see one scrubbing the stairs, another mend-
ing frocks and pinafores—all will be tidy and busy, for
there is a strong instinet in our nature to do as we see
our parents do. 'Well, but if these things are true as to
temporal things, is it not still true that the careless,
ungodly mother will have wicked children, while the
pious, consistent, Grod-fearing mother will have children
treading in her foot-prints? Do we find families of
children, who never hear of Jesus or of their duty to God
and man—who never sec or hear a mother pray—do
we find such families scrving God? Certainly not;
one poor, little neglected child here and there, from
such families, may be led to Jesus by a pious Sabbath-
school teacher, or some Christian friend ; but no thanks
for this to the gullty mother ahd father—they will have
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to answer for thewr negleet of parental dutics just the
same, when all the ‘ decds done in the body’ will receive a
reward. A pious, praying, consisicnt mother is glad and
thankiul to avail herself of the help of the Sabbath-
school teacher, that her children may carly learn the will
of God, and get thal knowledge of the Seriptures which
may mnhe them wise unto salvation; and she has every
good reason to hope that her family, thas tiained, will
be her comlort in lfe, and her joy in her heaveniy
home,

“ How mighty 15 a mother’s inffuence for good or evir!
An oflicer in the navy was one day bearmg testimony to
ihis influcnce ; ho was relating some trgltful seenes he
had witnessed, of men dying of cholera, and of the effects
of vice, but he ever fouud an appeal to the remembrance
of the mother a reason why the son shounld return 16 a
better state of life, and deprecate bad ways and bad lan-
guage.  Sometimes, when Lis ears were pamed by profune
words, he would say to the individual thus disgracing
himself, ¢ What a bad mother you must have had!” The
answer has immediately been, ¢ My mother nover taueht
me that ) and then would follow, in an altered tone,
¢Oh! Iwish Ihad followed what she did teach me.

“ A very powerful influence of love is recorded of a
deaf and dumb boy. The fauther, unhappily, was given
to drinking ; and often, when under this vice, would vent
on the poor child his auger. The mother always came to
his help. The most unhappy scenes often arose in the
family on his account. At length, it was decided to removc
him to an asylum where he might learn to read and write.
The day came that he should leave; and when he under-
sfood that he was to be removed from his mother, the
poor little fellow clung to her, and made a most desperate
fight; but he was overpowered and removed. Adsantage
was taken of this strong attachment to, his mother, and
used a8 the means of Iead‘mg the unruly boy to better
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habits. 'When'he did what was right, he was.told, ¢ That "
is like your mother;” when wrong, ‘Thai is unleke your

mother.” Once only did the poor mother come to see

her boy—discase soon carried her to the grave. On

that oceasion, the other boys made their dumb rigus i

show that they knew it was his mother, the likeness

heing so very greal.

* When lie learnt that his mother was dead, he mani-
fested the most intense grief'; beeame quite an altered
characier, loved to he alone, and scemed always lost in
thought. Shortly, discase began 1o manifest itself in his
lungs—the disease of which his poor mother died. e
was taken homt : his arrival there was dreaded by his
Lrothers and sisters, cspecinlly as his mother wae now
sone. But to their astonistanent he was entirely changed
in his character. There was a gentleness and hindness
in Lis look, which showed that his heart Jhad been
affeeted.  His disease rapidly increased.  One day, he
asked for a looking-glass, and after lixirLg his cyes on
it for some time, he kissed his own image most pas-
sionately, and burst into tears. When his friends ashed
him why he cried, he replicd by signs, ¢ They tell me I am
<o like her ; it was not my own image but hers L kissed.’
On the morning of the day he died, he asked for the
olass, and kept it so long that it was, at length, taken
from him. Il¢ called for his slate and wrote, ‘I have
been taking this long look at her image, that I may know
ler in heaven.’ Mothers! your influcnce is lasting as

ciernity.”

LITTLE HENRY.
To the fditor of © The Mothers Friend”

My prar Manam,—TFhere is not in the whole range of the
periodicals which is is my privilege to peruse—a number by
no means inconsiderable—any that I take np with a greater
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' degree of pleasure than that small bui highly-important
work, The Mothers Friend. The almost overwhelming impres-
sion that rests upon my mind, with regard to the vastness and
power of maternal influence, and its tendeney for good or evil,
both in the family and on society at large, leads me to hail all
such productions with delight and highly-raised expoctations
Most heartily, therefore, do 1 wish that your bright home-star
in the lirmament of morals and literature, tor such do 1 esteem
The Mothers' Friend to be, may shed its happy and wselul
light far and wide, through the ever-multiplymg famihes of
mankind.

In proportion as mothers become awahe to the elevated and
responsible situation which as mothers they occupy, and mn
proportion ax they are instiucted in the duties of their “high
vocation,” may we hope that the human family at lage will be
henefited. '

Observing, from time to time. that <owe of your pages con
taip accounts of little children, who in the very hud of their
being are truugplanted to viewless worlds. the immortal il of
spints,—it, oceurred to me, that perbaps the followiug shert
narrative of events, which came under my own notice, and
which | will endeavour to give 1 as few words as possible,
would not be unswitable.  The account is that of a little boy,
a pupil of nune, who died, I may say, tuumphantly, after
few days illness,

The fivst time that T saw Henry was at the Infant School,
and | then thought that there was something wore than
usually ~triking and interesting sbout him. Thae was,
mdeed, m his entive appearance, a beauty that could not tail
to arrest attenjion. Yes: beauty, frail flower though it be,
while there beats in the human bosom a human soul, and
while that soul is constitutod as it is, there will he an irre-
sistible charm in beauty, thut even when the brght olject
itsolf shall have passed from our cyes, will stillleave hehind it,
in the very recollection, a something to inspire delight.  Just
so do T find it in the case before me. I still gase, or seem to
gaze, on the absent yet loved one—his eye dark and piercing—
yot cyualling in the tonderness of its expression 1he softest
blue: his complexion delicately fajr, and his hair a lovely
auburn—hut w}nt are outward charms, compared with thosc
transcendently more important ones whjch belong to the
nobler part of our nature? In these Houry wes not doficient ;
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sympathy and bencvolenee were conspicuous features in his
disposition. It was only for him to observe another in tears,
and he wonld weep too; and i any liitle toy that he possessed
would remove grief from a schoolfellow or playmate, the act
of self-demal was cheertully porformed.

To his mother he cleaved with the tondervest regard. and
ospecially if he saw her in troublo; he wolld stiive o comfort
her, by telling her, with true childich simpheity, what he
would do for her when he grew a man.  Sweet cluld , fur other
regions than those of earth, so deluged with the tioublous
wares of sm and wor, are destined to behold thy wmanhood's
bloonr, even now are the very footsteps of thy clnldhood
printed on the threshold of heaven. More of tattle lenry
nest monsh,

HIUMBLE MEANS FOR M1GHTY ENDS.
No. I1.

I¥ aw upper chamber of a Jarge building sat al mid-
night » young man intent upon his studies. The stamp
of intelleet was on his high smooth brow, and the fire of
thought and geuius in his cye, (yet those eyes wero
in great danger of being dimmed and strained beyond
cndurance by too protracted work.) The young man
was a student of theology, and night afier night did he
it consuming the midnight oil, and his health and
strength as well.  He was ambitious of distinction as a
learned divine—was he as much concerned to be a holy
Christian minister? Of that wo cannot judge. The
night grew chill—the student’s fire burned low—he
must go down for more fuel, or give up his labours for
that night. The latter alternative was not to be thought
of, o he started to go down to the yard. |

Descending to the hall of the second story, his steps
were arrested by the sound of a voice eugaged apparently
in earnest entrealy. He stood still. Tt was a woman’s
voice—the voice %f soul-felt prayer. The young man’s
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feet refused to move—he stood and listened to that
fervent plea. “Such a prayer,” he said iv after years,
“I never heard before—1 have never heard since,  To
such an impassioned ouipouring of the human soul
before ity Maker; to such fervid and unfeigned sup-
plications for the Bpirit of God to nyve upon the hearts
of sinners; and such humble acknowledgments of sin
and unworthiness as were poured upon that midnight
ar, it is scldom one’s privilege to listen.  The influence
of that prayer is upon me still it has never left me,
The pleader knew it not, but from har hearl to mine
there came a power which has followed me through life.”

But who was thal midnight pleadcr? The student
made diligent inquiry the next day, and he laned that
there had slept a stranger within those walls the mght
before. That stranger wus a messenger from God 1o
him; but outwardly sh> was only a poor, fricudless.
serving gitl: she had gone her way now 1o 1oil els-
where.  Foor Mary '—I know not whether she is now
alive or dead, but ihi- I do know (although she hnew it
nol. and never could hwe believed it, had one told her
the tale), through the talcnts and piety of one of the
most honourable an 1 estoemed dignitaries of the Church
of Christ she is still doing her Master’s work in ihe
world. Doubtless, poor Mary was permiltied by the
“Lord of the vineyard,” to do much other worthy work
for hiin; Lut if not, the prayer to which the student
listened in ihat widnight hour, and which warms the
heart and strengthens the faith of ithe devoted and influ-
ential doctor o divinily, is a sufficient and ever-nctive
witness for her, that her life, hidden and lowly as it was,
was not in vain. The desire of her heart was given her,
for although she knew it not, she was a mighty and a
successful labourer in the service of the Lord.
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GREAT RESULTS FROM SMALL CAUSES.

A rinwveLiner through a dnsty road
Strewed acorns ou the lea,

And one took root and sprouted up.
And grew into a tree.

Love sought its shade at evening timne,
T'o breathe its ewrly vows;

\nd Age was pleased, in heats of noon,
T'o bask beneath jts bonghs ;

Jd e dormouse loved its dengling wwigs,
The bivds sweet innsic bore,

It stoad a glory in its place,
A blessing evermore !

\ divle spring had lost its way
Amid the grass and fern,

A passing strunger scooped a well.
Where weary men might turn.
He walled it in, and hung with care

A Jadle at the brimk ;
Iie thought not ot the deed he did,
But judged that toil might drink.
He pussed again, and lo! the well,
By sununers never dried,
Had cooled ten thonsand parched tongnes.
And saved a life beside !

A dreamer dropped a gudom thought,
"I'was old, and yet 'twas new—
A simple faucy of the brain,
But strong in heing true.
1t shoue upon a genial mind,
And, lo! its Jight bocame
A lamp of life, a beucon ray,
A monitory flume.
‘I'he thought was small—its issue great,
A wateh-five ou the hill,
It sheds the radiance far adown,
[ ] N
And cheers the valley wtill !
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A nameless man amid the crowd
That thronged the daily nrt.

Let fall & word of hope and love,
Unstudied from the heart

A whisper on the tumult thrown—
A transitory breath—

It raised a brother from the dust.
It saved a soul from death,

O germ! O font.! O word of love!
O ihought at random cast '

Ye were but little at the tirst,
But mighty at the last

A MOTHER’S INFLUENCE.

“ And can a {ender wother dare
To hie and steal, and curse and swear,
And lead her children on to hell,
Where demon spirits ever dwell P

Far be it from old Authony to think that his readers
in general are guilty of such abominations as arc here
described. As he hopes he knows something ot the human
heart, he cannol withhold the solemn truth that in his
daily walks he has found, to his great sorrow, mothers
whose words and actions prove that 1hey are guilly of the
oue, and have not refrained from the other. Now, it is
in hopes that this little messenger of truth, bearing as it
does in cvery page so many faithful warnings, and so
many bright encouragements, will fall gome day or other
into the hands of such parents, that he has ventured to
speak of the influcnce of such conduct on those whom
Grod has entrusted to their care.

Tt was but a few days ago, ag T passed along a busy
thoroughfare, I saw a girl about fourteen or fiftcen ycars
of age, of wretched appearance, turn out of a bye-street,
and cross the road to a large building opposite. Her



dress was all tattered and torn, her hair uncombed, and
her flesh looked as if it had not seen soap and water many
a long weck.  As she stepped from the pavement to the
road she displayed a countenance of no placid or pleasing
appearance. The knilted and frowning brow, and the
curled lip, showed too plainly to be mistaken that a spirit
of anger and wrath, like some gathering tempest, swelled
her bosom.

Just at the moment when she passcd nearcst me, her
opened lips proved she was no stranger to the awful sin
of swearing ; and whilst I stood, following her with the
eye, wondering at the depths of sin into which so young

a person had fallen, at the same time praying that God
would reach her heart, a woman of like dirdy appearance,
and who evidently was the mother, called after her with
awful imprecations, assuring her of the sad punishment
in store for her if she did not hasten her steps in the
errand she was on.

“ Well,” thought I, “no wonder that a child should be
guilty of such profanation, when sho who ought to have
sel her a brighter and better caample acts thus.”” The
cvil lessons which are taught by such mothers can never
fail in having their unhallowed influenco in the future
habits of the child. Can we sow weeds in our garden
and cxpect flowers? Can we plant ihorns m our field
and expect wheat 7 Neither can a mother expect holy
fruits when she is sowing unholy seed. What says the
Scriptures ?  “ What 2 man sowcth that shall he reap.
e that soweth to the flesh, shall of the flesh reap cor-
ruption ; but he that soweth to the Spirit, shall of the
Spirit reap life everlasting.” What says experience ?
Look around you, mothers, and you will invariably find
that just the instructions which are imparted at home,
will be sure to discover themselves in corrcsponding fruits
abroad, If so, take care lest you are setting an example
before your childrtn which in after-days shall bring ahout
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iheir ruin, and your misery and disgrace. Only think for
a moment how dreadful will be your reflections, through
never-ending eternity, if you are found at last not only
nnholy yoursclves, but the cause of the unholiness of
your children. 'With what horror will you then look
back ou your past folly, and know that through the influ-
ence excreised over your children they learng the way of
cvil, and now you aud they are lost for ever? 1Be wise in
time. Go to the strong for strength, aud Ile who sits
supreme in the universe will shine into your hearts the
hope of glory ; and the influcnee then thrown around will,
uuder the blessing of God, tend to bring all your family
to Him who is able and willing to save 1p the uttermnost
all that call upon Him.
OLp ANTHOMNY,

TAGE FOR OUR YOUNG FRIENDS,
THE TAILOR-BIRD.

‘Wio makes all the birds’ nests 2 They do not grow
on the trees.  Surely every child knows that birds make
their own nests.  Somce are made of wool and leaves;
others of clay, sticks, or feathers. All birds do not
make their nests in the same way. Many are built on
trees and hedges; others in tall grass, or in the comn ;
and some on 1he roofs of hiouses, or in the church steeple.
The Dbirds have no tools but their own little beaks and
feet ; but with these they form their pretty and neat
nest-homes.

There is a little creature known as the tailor bird, and
it is so called from its mode of making its uest. It is
formed of long leaves, which are sewn as if with a needle
and thread. The necdle is the sharp beak of the bird,
and the thread is finc grass, or picces of cotton which
it finds. I{ even makes a knot at the end of the grass
to prevent the stitches from coming ‘undone. 1t does
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ity work very neatly. The nest is made at tho end of a
branch, where it rocks about like a little cradlo. Tt is
lined with soft wool. The tailor-bird is a tiny thing;
some are not much bigger than a large butterfly. It is
little, and clever. Bub who made it so ? He who made
us, aud eave us not only bodics, but souls that shall
live for ever. And whilst he cares for all creatures
that have lile, he much more cares for us, for we are
of more valuo than many birds. For us e gave 1lis
Son, that we might through faith in Mim live in
heaven.

Tl IRISH "EMIGRANTS LAMENT . TO Jl[\
DEPARTED WIFL.

"'t~ but a step down yonder lane,
And the Tittle chureh Stands near,
The (haeeh where we were wed Many—
1 see the cpive fiom hore
But the graveymd hes between,
Aud my step mght breah your rest,
For T've lud yon, darling, down to sloep
Wil your baby on your breast.

[av ey low ly now My,
FFor the poor make no new friends ;
But oh! they love the boter still
The Jew our Father sends!
And you were all J had, Mary,
My blessing and my prde ;
Thero's nothing left to eare for now,
Sinee my poor Mary died.

Youry was the good brave heart,
That still kept hoping on;
‘When the trust in God had left my soul,
And my arm's yonug strength had gone
‘There was comfort ever on your lip,
And the hind look on your brow;
I bless you, Mary, for that sane,
Though you cunnot hear me now.
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1 thank you for your patient smile,
‘When your heart was fit to break—
When the hunger-pain was gnawing there,
And you hid 1t for my sake !
T bless you for the pleasant word,
Wheu your heart was sad and soro—
Oh!' I'm thankful you are gone, Mary,

Where griet ean’t reach you more. -

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENT{*

TRUE SAFETY. J'
Wourn we be safe from evil, and quiet from the £
of it, let religion always rule us, and the word of God b
our counscllor. That is the way to dwell safely in thit
world, and 1o be quict from the fear of evil in the next
If we make religion our business, God will mahe it our
blesscdness.
. INFLUENCE.
"Tie passes onward with 1elentless wing,
And actions 0o, like time may seem to pa~s,
T'o pass and br no more , but s not so,
For influcnee ever Ines And every act,
Emotion look. and word, mahes 1mfluence tell
For good orevil, happiness or woe,
Through the long future of eternity ! 5 B.

A GOOD EZAMPLE.

A gentleman was asked one day by a friend, “ Ilow h
kept himself from being involved in quarrels 2’ H
answercd, ‘‘By letting the angry person have all t‘
quarrel to himself.”

= I 8
NOTICES OF BOOKS. '
Charles Sandford, the Pemitent Thief. London: The Boul

4 Awf:ﬂme work for Iads and young men.

i Wamste P. London : The Baok Socicty.
‘..,,nmur of a sweet little child.

¥
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“IMARK ONLY THE HOURS TIIAT SIIINL.”

Trus spake the Italian sun-dial; lot il teach us a use-
ful a» wcll as a very beautiful lesson  Alas' how many
remember days of eloud and shadow owwny, forgetting
altogether the hours that shme. The evenue of fifty-
seven 18 bringing ils shadows over us, it seems only

esterday —docs 1t not P— the morning of the new ycar

auedr Yeb what mighty mfluences have been put

rth for good and evil smce we hailed the last New

car's day ' 1fow many happy circles commenced the.r
omney together this year, who are now scattered over
sea and land—field and flood! How mfny deap ones
fhuve filen beneath the murderous hand and recklers
tndceling heart of the savage Scpoy, and rost m the sn-
scorched land of India! And some—jes, many we can
number m our own beloved conntry—have crossed the
dav v 1nver, to be scen this side 1ts hanks no more.

\et o, nn <hall we behiold then
Who loved us wlulc on cath,

Thotgh thcy now dwell in a mansion
And statornd & braght 1 heuth.

Om tcars uow math then abwnce
1 rom the loving Liou ¢ hold band,
but we check the wigh «t saduess
Siymg—th y1c 8 bedter land!
Othas there are m our home eirncles who have not
t.any shung hours to mark—travellers weary and worn,
maed with dust and tunc-carcs, sullering {rom many
uscs, and they whieper to us, as we try to comfort,
cw—* [ am ali1ost home. whee there shall be no dark
s, for thete 18 no mght there.””  Others, agan, aper
lookng to1ward with the halo of ife’s early sunghine o
them, saymg to us—“We shall have only hours thay,
“une {0 mark.” ,Alas! for you, dear ones,—too woll s
kuow the shadows may fall before noon ; but never migh
VOL X. N
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~hope on, the shining hours will last as long as they
are good for you ; then, when the shadow does fall, you
may look beyond, where your sun shall no more go down.
Ah! many have been heard to bless the heavenly Father's
hand, at the end of the wilderncss, more for the shadows
of life than for the hours that shine. Some we bear
saying—
“Rest! O give me 1est,
Fur from the caies of earth,

‘Wheie sorrow, puin, and death
Pursue us fiom our barth.

“ Give me a hiome on lugh,
In a land of ceaseless love,
Where dear oncs never dio—
Give me a home above.”

But let us be thankful for sun and shadow, and while
the cloud rests on us, do not let us forget the bright days
of life, and the blessings our Father has given ns. Life,
indeed, is not all bright and beautiful, but it is neither
wise nor grateful to look for ever on the dark portions of
the picture, particularly while warm, young;ardent spirits
are watching your every change of countenance, and
inhaling from it either sorrow or joy. A mother's
thankful, hopeful, joyous hearl beaming in her smile is
sure to make her home happy, notwithstanding there
may be some blighting influences ever around ker.

But whilo we review the past year, let us ask—have
we wisely cmployed all its hours and opporiunities ?
How have we passed our time and directed our energics ?
“‘What success has crowned our efforts ? Tlave wo been
instrumental in imparting instruction to the inquiring—
warning to the careless and erring—consolation to the
sorrow-stricken——and aid to the anxious young mother ?
May the layb day declare that we have not laboured in
vain? What record have days and months borue to
heaven ngnznat the mothers of our favoured land? Some
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havo roceived a foan from our heavenly Father’s hand—
a precious treasure, helpless in tears—

 How soft the care, how sweet tho song
Of her who tendeth all day long,
With cheerful hand and glad-ome eoye,
Each hitle want and every ery—
Meinly singing Jullaby !
Here sits woman with her crown,
Hecre she 1ains her kinduness down;
Here she shows, with wondrous art,
All 1101 power to mould the heart ;
Here as wife and mother sheds ¢
Tleavenly brightness where sho treads.”

Ilave we all fulfilled the duties end obligations de-
volving on us? Have mothers been faithful in imparting
instruction and in cultivating aright{the minds and hearts
of their children? Have we during ¥he past year failed
to influence those over whom we had power, but who
have now losi their way? Fearful thought !—Have you
Ied any wanderer towards home who mourned a clouded
path ?

% I have lost my way,” said a wecping child ; “I want
to go home ! the tears fell thick and fast on her little
hands, A friend led the little lost one home, and sweet
it was to witness the joy of parents and child. “I have
lost my way,” said a young man, “ in the deep labyrinths
of life; my feet wander in strange paths—the fruit which
I had so fondly coveted, like the apples of Sodom, has
turned to ashes on 1y lips ; memories of my glad prayer-
ful childhood come sweeping over my soul—I have losh
my way, and I want to go home.” The sweetest tears
shed aro those of penitence; some of the noblest steps
taken are those which return from wanderings. A
greater than a fither’s or a mother’s love waits to wel-
come the prodigal; tell him so, mother, wherever you
meet with him ; speak to him—encourage him—he has &
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mother somewhere, and she will thank you on earth or
in heaven for clearing the elouds from ber son’s atmo-
sphere. She will thank you, and he will thank you, for
leading him onward and upward. But how many a httle
child and lovely youth arc constantly losing their way in
this shadowy vale, and nv kind hand is stretched out {v
lead them iu the right path—ao loving voice warning
them of perily and precipices, and enenics, or telling them
of the safety, happiness, and glgries of the world b(-_w ond
tle grave.

Would that we could persnade all the nothers of our
land—aye, of the world—to awaken to a sense of their
untold influence and responsibility, and to consecrate
themselves, body and soul, to their labour of Jove und
duty ; then, not til) then, can we willingly rcst our pen,
expecting that God would smile upon them—that their
children would be gathered into the fold of Jesns, and
His kingdom be eelablished. May our heavenly Father
bless our efforts during the coming year in seeking to
convey to mothers important truths, comfort under the
burdens of life, and consolation in seasons of sorrow;
nor will we, if spared, forget the dear young friends who
takea deep interest in our little maguine ; and may they,
too, be belped into and onward in the way of eternal
Jilo—so shall the best wishes of our heart be accom-
plished.

ENCOURAGEMENT.
Fur « The Mothers’ Frund ”
“ It shan’t be said that praying breath shall e'er be spent in vam,™
P. C. was a young man of great promise, intelligent,
snd amisble; alind brother and a most affectionate son.
Mis mother was a widow; she loved lim dearly, leaned
ox him, and ever met witha tender response. His occu-
pation led him far from home and amwongsi strangers.
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One deep aniety pressed on her heart—her loved one
had not avowed his atbachmeni to Jesus. She ceased
not to pray for him. Affhetion ¢ame on hun of an alarm-
ng aspe~t.  Ile returned weak and feeble to his mother's
house. Tn my pastoral duties, I viited him; he was
quiet, uncommumicatiyve, and apparently dislihed to hear or
thmk about death. 1lis anxious mother cagerly longed
1o ascertain the real siate of his mind, and I mentioned
the suljoct to him, He merely said, in gencral terms,
that the system of the Christian 1chgion was familiar to
him, bt he did not feel it. le, howeier, scemed to
welcome reading and prayer. I knew hé had recpived a
religious traming, and there was in his stalements a
pleasant sofiness that gave hope he had not by any special
courat of evil’hardened his hearl. 1 knew, also, he had a
praying mother—a praying wsister, too—and thercfore I
voentured 1o evpress an assured hope that our gracious
Lord would make that sick-b8d 2 medium through which
10 1mpart saving blessings.

1 was privileged 1o be with him frequently, and as his
illness progressed, had the pleasure to see that he felt
inereasingly the evil of sin, and became more carnest to
obiain a sense of the Saviowr’s forgiving merey. He
laid several weeks, during which our prayer< and conver.
sations were evidently associated with feclings and expe.
rience that assured me the Lord was preparing him for
the rest above.

Still, e was troubled because he was not able to speak
confidently, and set atl rest his own anxieties and the cons
cern of lus beloved fumily; that this might be granted
became the speeinl subject of solicitude with all. e
grew very weak, and his speech began to fail; his
teebleness inereascd—his expressions could be
understood ; ye! the desired communieation had Het
been made. About forty-eight lrours before his death, near

. midnight, he suddenly rallicd, and then, for noarly two
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hours, he distinctly spoke, and detailed to his delighted
mother and family what God had graciously done for his
soul. He spoke of his faith in Christ—of his assurance
of acceptance in him—of his readiness to depart—of his
fears lest he must have died before he could have given
them these precious tidings, and exhorted them earnestly
to-see to it that they were prepared to meet him in
heaven. This done, exhausted with the cffort, he sank
back on his pillow, conscious to the last, but hardly able
to utter another word.

How changed the aspect of his beloved .circle! Com-
paratively, they ‘wept no more—their deep sorrow at part-
ing with him was now mingled with notes of praise and
thanksgiving, whilst with ardent gratitude they looked
up to testify that He is faithful who has promised—¢1If
two of you shall agree on earth as touching anything
that they shall ask, it shall be done for them of my Father
which is in heaven. Continue in prayer and watch in

the same with thanksgiving.”
J. 0. V.

THE GOLDEN SACRIFICE.

Two daughters shared the love of a young mother’s
heart. The eldest, Julia, was a lovely child, very deli-
cately formed, with regular features, clear complexion, and
bright golden ringlets. The second was more common-
place looking, with far less of the statuary perfection of
form and feature, a paler cheek, and straight hair which
- obstinately refused to be curled. Helen’s principal
. beauty was the lovelight in her serious contemplative
_ Jace, which was not so obvious to strangers. The chil-
" dren were o nearly of a size, and so constantly dressed
. alike, that many thought they were twins. Helen was
¢ net much noticed by strangers; but®many exclaimed
whilst looking at Julia—“ What a beautiful child! what
. beautiful hair!" .
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One day, after some friends had been very lavish of ex-
pressions of admiration for the child of the golden curls,
the little Helen eame up to her mother’s side,’and with
the {cars in her cyes looked up and asked, “ Mother, is
not 1lelen’s hair pretty too?”” This was a revelation to
the mother, and iaking her up, she caressed the un«
praised hair, and told her she was cqually loved by her
werenis.  But experience had taught that mother that
she could not prevent strangers admiring and caressing
the one child. while they passed the other unnoticed, and
thus make thie one vain and the otherysad; so after a
severe mental struggle she resolved 1o sacrifice’the ex-
ternal beauty to preserve internal loveliness ; and in halfe
an-hour the golden curls and the straight tresses were
lying side by side in an envelope.

Tn speakiug of it, the mother said, “Ob, it was hard
worh to cub off those curls, fop T had been proud of them ;
bat when it was done, there was little difference in the
children’s appearance, and people took but little notice of
them. At the age of three years, little Helen was
beautiful in her shroud; and at thirty, Julia wears her
cuils with a different grace and humility from what she
would have done had she never so lost them, or been
1aught cver {o esieem others more than herself.

LITTLE IIENRY.

(Contrnned from page 213.)

O 2 ~udden Tlenry disappeared from sehool. A few days
clapsed, aud [ went in search of my little abseutec. After 8
<hort nterview with his mother, I was conducted to a darkened
bedroom, and m a moment T stood beside the object of my
inquiry. But, oh § how changed the soene! His eyes had lost
their lustre, they Jere closed and sunk—his form was stiff and
wotionless—Henry was dead! I counld not but lament for one
<0 lovly and 0 Joved ; but the following details, given by his

N2
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.
afflicted inother, eame like a cordial to my heart, and caused it
to thrill with emotions of pleasure which T cannol expresy.

“ When our dear boy,” she said, “ was first takon 111, we did
not apprehend danger, but hoped that he would soon recovcr.
It was evident, however, that the mind of the child was oceu-
pied with the thought of dying, and that it oveasioned him
much fear. It was evident also, from the manuner in which he
expressed himself, that his fear of death arosc from a seuse of
his unfitness for heaven. Alarmning symptoms soon appeare,
and death looked bhim in the face, nor was the dear cluld un-
conscious of its approach. He felt and knew that he was dyiug ;
but his former fears were gone, his mind was byight and happy,
he scemed to possess all the confidence of one alrendy in glory.”

He desired his mother to pray to God for him, and then
gweetly said, “ Mothor, do not weep—T am going home.” A very
short time before he swootly breathed his last, he exclaimed.
“QOh! I can see such beautiful things ! such bright things! look
mother, only look !” Almostin the very article o death he was
heard to sing most sweetly, *Sce the kind Shepherd, Jesns,
stands,” with the chorus, “ Héllelujah to the Lamb,” &e, Ili»
mother said, “ Henry, my love, you are dying; would you like
to go to heaven?” Looking up in her face, while a radiant
smile brightened up every feature of his own, he replied, with
striking cmphasis, “I am going 1o heaven.” Ilis mothexr
turned hersell away to give vent to her feelings, and as she
wept she could not hclp exclaiming, “ I's this my clild who had
such fear of death ?” and then agein she bent forward to take
another look at her departing one. She watched attentively,
but all was motionless. She listened cagerly, but there was no
sound. Henry had ceased to breathe—his spint was in glory.
So sweetly did he fall asleep in Jesus, being & little more than.

seven years of age.

“T'm going home,” said the dying child,
“ Bweet mother, dry that tear ;
1 a happy home in heaven,
I am going there.”

ﬁ:: other marked with much surgrise
is sonfidence so calm; X
For her little one had thought on death
Vg‘ith tetror and alarm.
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‘1s this indeed my child,” she cried,
“ That lately feared to die?”

“ Yes, mother, bnt thy cbild now sees
His Shepherd Saviour nigh.

“Safo in that precious Saviour’s arms,
He now can yield his breath,

And swectly sing, and calmly smile,
F’cn in tho face of death !”

Let Christian teachers then go on
To tell their little flock

The talo of Jesus’ dying love,
Of peace that only rock.

*Twill guide the infant one to heaven,
*T'will cheer his passage there ;

*Twill light his dying brow with smiles,
If he that love but share. 8. B.

]
THE PARTIAL FATHER.

“Jack !’ thundered Mr. Weston, “was that you
making such a dust ? If it was, you'd better look out
for yourself.” “No, it wasn't me,” answered Jack, sul.
lenly. “Who was it, then?” sternly questioned the
shaggy-browed father, peering frowningly over the top of
his newspaper. “ Leonard,” said Jack; and Leonard did
not deny the dmrge. “Oh! well, be careful not to do
so again, my son.’

‘Wonderful was the change in the expression of the
father’s face, and in the tones of his voice; you could
almost imagine that stout, rugged, hard-fisted man to be
possessed of a woman’s soft and gentle heart, as you
peeped behind that paper, after he had last spoken. The
eyes were soft now which had shot keen shafts of anger
two minutes befpre ; the brow, but late drawn up into s
scowl, was mee and calm; and about the mouth, Jusk .
now go grim, lurked‘whut could at 8 touch heeomo s.
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smile or a pleasant word. 1t was a strange and sudden
transformation. * ¥ * %

“1 say, Jack, give me these mables. 1've lo:t mine.”
%X won’t; go to father and get money to buy 1nore—he’ll
give it to you,” answered Jack, bending his fuir young
features and beautiful head, covered with short sbining
chesnut curls, toward the wind-harp he was construeting ;
for the boy had deep within his heart a love for mudie,
for the sweet wild tones of mature and of art. “ Bui
yours are prettier than any I can buy, and 1 waunt them,”
persisted Tconard; “give them to me, Fack,” and he
t=ied to put his hand in his brother’s pochet. ¢ Be still,
will you? I waut them wyself, for £ can’t get any others
like them.” Bul Leonard, unnsed to dendal, persevered
in his efforts, until his hot-tempered brother gave lum a
push which sent h'm againsi a chair, and that overtnen-
ing, Leonard fell on the flogr at his father’s feet.

“You ugly, hateful Jack,” sercamed he ; “father, he
pushed me with ali his wight, and hurl me on purpo o,
when 1 uever did a thing to him.”  Up sprang the er-
raged father, the sunshine all wone from his facc—clon/s,

*dorkness, and a great tempest blotting out every ray - ¢
gay I did’nt mean to lurt him, but he kept teasing for -7
No time was given for explanation, as with a hea'y
blow from that great hand, and a heavier blow from that
‘unbridled tongne, Jack was thrust hesdlong from tne
door. Then the father turncd to Teonard, aud takine
him tenderly upon his knee, comforted him with und
words and kisses. Mecantinie poor Jack sat without,
crying bitierly over the ruins of his work, demolished in
‘the violence of its owner’s exit from the house. ¢TI will
wait no longer,” said Jack, crowding back his tears;
“ this very nmight ¥ will run away and go to sca.”

‘When the boy was missed, his mother\nourned bitterly
der child ; but his father said, frowningly, “It is just
‘Wwhat T expebted from kim. Leonard, my child,you would
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uot forsake your father s0?” “No, father, my brother
is a naughty boy, and I don’t want him to come back
home very soon.”

And Jack did nol come home. Ho wandered for a fow
short ycars on the ocean, winning from strangers the love
which hoe had missed at home, and then went down one
stormny night to slecp in an ocean grave. His mother
did not forget her absent son. Although she had many
othor children, and each one was dear, it seemed to her
sometimes that ihe Jost one was dearer than all. Leonard
grew up handeome, pleasant, and tall, and the heart of
hig father gloried in him. Still, was it not sizange, as he.«
looked upon this “ Joseph” of his affections, tears never
dimined his eyes, nor remorse stung his spirit, as he
thought upon that unhappy boy, with a wronged and
gloomy spirit, who went from his dwelling to face the
world alone, and whose youthful limbs and soft curling
bair floated where none migh“; weep above them. Wasit
not strange if that father had no yearning to send after
the wanderer (the twin-brother of Leonard), who rested
from all life’s joys and sorrows in the sunless waters of
a foreign sea ?

THE NEGLECTED CHILD OF GODLESS
PARENTS,
BY TUE LATE LAMENTCD MES. P. H. GOSSE.

Carouive B. was the child of very ungodly parents,
who not only did not teach her the truth, but would not
have her instructed ; and she lived for some years with-
out any knowledge even of the first principles of religion,
and so might have continued, but for little books and
tracts belonging to the servants of the family. Her first
Imowledge that fhere was a heaven and hell.arose from
the following cifcumstance :—She was in bed one summer’s
evening, when, through the open door that led to the
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servant’s room, she spicd a piece of papér which oxeited
her curiosity. Stealthuly crecping out of bed, she went
to fetch the treasure, which proved to be a torn leaf of
& old hymn-book. “Oh! Mary,” said she to her smwster,
jumping into bed again, “I have found such a pretty
versc; I must learn it.”” The verse was from Watts's
“Divine Songs.”

“There is, beyond the sky,
A heaven of joy and love
And holy children, v hen they due,
Go to thatwold above ”

Bhelrarged the hymn, and carefully replaced the leaf
in *2e window, lest it should be discovered that she had
left her bed. But the words remained in her memory,
and filled her young bheart with subjects of thought and
joy. She wondered what this beautiful heaven could be
like, and often at noon went into the garden and tried to
Yook through the sun, to gc!. apeep at its glories. When
she was sad, she longed to be where all was ““joy and love ;"
she longed to bo a holy child, and then to die, thal she
might go there. She knew nothing of the holy character
of God, and the impossibility of a sinner standing in His
presence ; and she knew nothing of Jesus, whose death
and merts alone can enable the sinful child to meet Thim
in glory. But it was a first step, and it led on to greater
results than she had anticipated.

Time passed on, and another servant had taken the
place of tha caveless possessor of Watts’s hymns, when,
one day, her parenis baving company, scui her, after
dimmer, inte the store-room for & dish of apples. She
had to pass through the servani’s room; and on the ber
she saw a tract, with a print on the first page, whic

sgxcited her attention. It was the history of & yows!
man who loved the Liord Jesus Christ, {:nd for His ea.’
-guffered much porsecution from his family and friends,”
.beeauso he would not disobey Him, and conform to this
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ovil world. This arrested her attention, but rather in
the way of ridicule for his folly in giving up everything
pleasant in this world: but she was obliged to go down
stairs, and lett the tract where she found it. wine éudd.
not, however, forget it ; and not being sble to find it again,
she, some days after, asked the servant to lend it to hee.

“Oh! that old trnct was given me long ago,”’ said the
"girl; ““dou’t read ¢hat. I'll give you womething miuch
prettier,” and pubting a ballad into her hands she bid
her learn that. She did so: but still was unsatisfied.
“JItis that tsact I want,” said she apgain: “ do let me
have it, Hannah :” so at length the giﬁ co
child read it at first with curiosity, mingled with co..ceinpé,
but seeing there were many references to Seripture, she,
resolved to find a Bible, and see if it was all true. For'
though the Bible was not read in the house, she yet knew
that it was God’s word, and all true. There she found
the confirmation of all that %he tract told her of Jesus,
a..d of the blessedness of those who believe in Him, :nd
love Him, and suffer for Him.

Many were. the steps by which the Lord led this pom.'
little one to himself; but these were the first instra-
ments used. A hymn-book and a tract given to two
godless servants, who despised and threw them aside;
yet were they not lost, for they led this dear little one to
the knowledge of Jesus, to the hope of heaven,
and to the conviction that His truth is worth suffering
for. She has since: known what it is to suffer for His
sake ; and when she told the writer her simple story, she
had been cast out on the wide warld by an ungodly
parent, who had long porsecuted ber ¢n his house, before,
e cast her from it; but she soon found a happy home,
*nd bonourable service for her Maater; in the house oﬁ
gions Christian@friends, who loved her for the sake: df
Him for whosgcanse she hn.d been cast out by henm
friends. . I
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GATHER THE HONEY.

#- Ap the busy bee flits in the sunshine from flower {0
flower, gathering all the honey, forgetful of the dark,
cold days of winter, so let us enjoy the many mercies
wo possess now. We are told by our Divine Master to
®take no thought for the morrow—sufficient unto the
day is the cvil thereof.” Still, how many of the troubles
here are anticipated ones—many of them never arise.

But some mother may say, “ There is ro honey in my
n.gth‘ mine.is a dark and weary way, all thmgs are
agamut me.” TLook up, thou troubled one, there is com-
fort for thee. There is one above (and oh! if youknow
him not, let me entreat you to seek Him), who is looking
upon you with a loving Father’s eye, and saying, © Cast
thy burden upon me, for I care for ihee.”

Is there no honey there? no sweetness in Jesus?
Ah, then, you know Him not! Many of the troubles
you now possess, are but the necessary discipline sent to
prepare you for a holier and happier state. 'Wo chasten
our children because we know that without correction they
would be little prepared for the duties and difficulties of
life; should we therefore murmur that our heavenly Father
sometimes sees fit Lo nse the rod to wean us from the
world, and draw us to Himself? ILet us, as mothers,
cherish a cheerful spirit ; let us gather all the honey as we
journey through life. We like to see our children happy ;
let us set them the example. Even if we meet with
many thorns by the way, will not the remembrance of
the end of the journey, the rest prepared for the people
of God, ensble us to bear more cheerfully the difficulties
«f life, taking hold oontinually of the precious promise—

, " Hear not, I am with thee; be not dilnayed, I am thy

. 7G°d ?u v

Euma.
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. FRAGMENJS FOR SPnRE MOMENTS.

THE JOURNEY OF LIFE.

. Tex thousand human beings set forth together on
d their journey. After ten years, one third, at least, have
| disappeared. At the middle point of the common mea-
sure of life, but half are still upon the road. Faster
and faster, as the ranks grow thinner, they that remsin
till now become weary, and lie down to rise no more. At
threescore and ten, a band of some four hundred yet
struggle on. At ninety, these have been reduced to &
handful of thily trembling patriarchs.

Year after year they fall in diminiShing nambers.
One lingers, perhaps, a lonely marvel till the century
is over. We look again, and the work of death is
“inished. —Bishop Burgess.

A OHILD'S LOGIC,

One day, a little girl ab8ut five years old heard a
preacher praying most lustily, till the roof rang with the
strenglh of his supplication. Turning to her mother,
and beckoning the maternal ear down to a speaking
distancc, she whispered, ¢ Mother, don't you think thab
if he Tived nearer to God, he wouldn’t have 1o talk ao
loud

‘When you cannot have what you like, endeavour to
like what you have.

NOTICES OF BOOKS,

The MHaren of the Sea. By REv. J. R, Coorrz. London: The
Society.

snii‘ beautiful little volume. Most useful present for fishermen snd
ors.
People’s Friend. don: Partridge and Co,

A very good littig@honthly newspaper,
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