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BREFACE
TO THE SEVENTH VOLUME.

Ov the bosom of Time’s gentle and ever-lowingyffteam
we are borne to Phe close of another ym, renfitding us,
that we have, an Ydditional whrd to say to our fnends.
Another year of our short life s closmg, with’ all its
responsr.blhty and accouqtublhty "The . Recording Angel
is notingsdowq the gvents of its last month. When the
books are c;pe’ned,' on the day that- will Peseal secrets, what
will be fpuifth written there of us? Shall it be read that
we have ddhe what we could?

Many who commenced the year with us, full of life anél
energy, ready With heart und hand t0 aid mothers, have
left us on ‘ 1c way, and age gone %o th&rest of heaven;
others arc ’crea’diﬁg the bord.er-laml; and others, again,
ate gone to distant parts of the globe, and are asking to
‘have our little messenger translated into the lahgusgesf
heathen motizés.

We could tell our friends mang heart-cheering taleg of
success,—of grateful mothers’ letters to us, of family altars”
raised, of Tittle children brouo'ﬁt to the feet of Jesus ; but
we would, !ather our friends should watch the progress of
*“Tre Mo'r;mnp FRIEND.’,’ for themselves. Vigeare thank-
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ful that our’ hea‘rex‘ly Father has allowed us to travel so
far, visit so many thousands of homes, cheer so tany,hearts,
and belp so many motha$ and Sabbath-school teachers in
thgn' ardueus work.

pr pme.q‘t ofr best thanks ta eur friends who have
ax&ed us by the pen, and who have dxstnbute& fromt house
to house so many numbers durmg the past year,—thus
workipg with us in this wide and interesting vineyard ; we
carnestly ask a continuance of their efforts, and an interest
in their prayers, that we r?my still work on bencath the
smiles aud blessing of Heaven. P
+ To our friends who ask ys for informagion on the subject
of Maternal Assosiationg, we refer theitio the February,
March, and April numberg of Tne Morners’ Furenp’
for 1853. They will find. help afso from “The Mother’s
Monitor”* (Readings for Twelve Meetingsy,, “’l‘he Mother’s
Hymn Book,” and “A Fnendly Invitation to the Maternal
Meeting:”



THE

MOTHERS’> FRIEND.

HAIL TQ THE OPENING YEAR.

¢“There is a fairy-#kiff plying on the sea of lifoys -

And charitably toiligg to save the shipwrecked crews ;

Within, kindly pa,ti}nt, sitteth a gentle maringr,

Piloting through 'surf.and sfrait the frdgile barks of men.
How%heering is her voice, how skilfully she guideth ;

How fiobly bending onwards, yet defying even death !
To-mogrow ig that ski.ﬂ',-—a wise and welcome restue H

And full 6f gladd@ning words and looks, thaf mariner is Hope, -
Often the painful present,is comfortetl by flatf€ring the future,~~
And kjnd To-morrow beggeth half the byrdens of To*day.”

Wreoffered a few suggestive thoughts, pertinent, as we
hoped, to the season, on our last visit. Allow us now tn.
greet you on the new-borrr yar- ’

We tre aware that in many tirclesethis is a season
of enjoymentss pleasures,® and aipusements we have no
wish to destroy, or even disturhy We like to see the
buoyant light-heartedness of youth — the rational. and
chastened hilarity of the more matured. We afe W
ascetics, W¢ o desire, ¢0 drop a word in the affec-
tionate hope that the ‘excited spirjts, with which each gJass.
regards the newly expandjng scene, may be kept within the'
limits that, steadily pursued, Will lead to that happy land
where sorrows' and disappointments shall be no more
known. ¢ But*while cheerfulness and happiness prevail, do
not let us forget that tine is rapidly Rasten!¥ us to our
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great accounti—ydi flttle, and these ﬂymg years will stop,
and all-appear beford the “ greab white throne.)

Mothers! should not thg new year commence' by & grate-
ful recognition of the hand which has showered upon us
pest and presents blessings? -, Gratlgude is a disposition
that commends itself to our respectand esteém, wherever
we seeit; the reverse necessanly excites our-dislike and
detestation. If we, then, havd strbng feelings in reference
to a grateful spirit, what may we imagine to be the views
of Him to whom we are indebted for every thing we
possess? View our heaveply Father’s goodness from any
point—be it temporal. or spiritual—the thoughtful mind
can hav}»’but one sentiment—GRATITUDE.,

. And should we npt begin the year, top, with penitential
acknowledgment for past errors, and ehroest pleadings for
forglvenessf In" many t'hmgs we alt offend. Who has
not failed in duties every day ? ,What mother among us
will not plead guilty? Who can count theyfaults of the
past? Who can explore, them in their height ‘or depth?
Shall we examine them ? " ‘We are Soon lost in ,shame and
confusion of face; no dourse rematus but earnist pleadmgs
at the throne of the Eternal, ‘with solemn resolutivns to
..Tenew, with smccnty and ardour, vows of consecration
to God’s servlce—r(eso'vmg &o ‘attend to every duty with
the last day of‘che ldst year in view—when the past,
the present, and the future shall meet“dis again in the
opened books, and fathers, mothers, and children - shall be
face to face at the judgment-seat of Christ.
“*Pathers | allow us to appeal to you! The post you
occupy as the presiding geujus of the household, /the
head of the family, on whom the wife should be able to
““rest with eonﬁdence-—-»to whom ehildren should look with
respeet and eteem—of whdm dependents shéuldbe unable
to say trnth'fvlly aught bat good — how me.xpresslbly
respansiulc is your position ! Do you realise your ‘mission ?
. Are the solus of ‘wife, children, Gependents, déar to you?
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Do you desire to meet the Great Judge in peace, when the
discloging flay shall come ? Then flet the year 1854 be
profitably commenced.

Mothers! (for we’forget not ,our special vocation) we
long to demonstra& ourselves unceasgxgly your friend.
We enter on ‘our dutfes with high hopes and expectations
for you Dear mothers! oyour home may be humble—
your board may be scantily supplied—your family circle
may involve many trials and afflictions—but chgpr up!
Look to the Fountain whgse unexhausted supplies are ever
flowing, and they are freely” offered to you; begin the
year with a sincere dependance on the Redeemes*Mnd as
your days your &rength shall be.

Sabbath- schooP’teachers' Onwarp fhust be your motto';
take with you into yotr class.every.Sabbath one little
sentefice—WORKING For ETERNWY. Youthful readers !—we
have fany of your clags—our thoughts age turned to you.
What sha]? wg say to engage you in the service of our
blessed Lord " The very greatniess of the subject straitens
our exprésgion. We qan only say-Beloved young friends!
if you deire a happy youth—a useful matum«y—:—a peaceful
old age—scek it of Him in whose favour is life, arrd who
has said, * Plove them who lovt me, a1 those who seel¢nie
early shall find me.” We close opr apppal. Bear with us;
we long toedo. you goody and shall now, from month to
month, throug‘m the eventful $ear (God helping us),

" heartily strive to furmish abundant evidence that we are. as
we have ever desired to be,

THE MOTHERS’ FRIEND.

WHAT I§ A YEARZ

WaaTis a year? 'Tis but a waye.
« Ou life’s durk rolling stream
Wh!ch is so qurckiy gone that we s,

Agcount 1t but a dream.



A IOTHBB’ 8 REBPONSIBILITY.

*Tfs but a gingle earnest throb
Of Time’s old dron heart,

Which tireless isand strong as when
It first with life did start,,

What igfe year? *Tisbut d turn’
Of Time’s old brazen witdl—

Or but a page upon the book,
Which death must ghortly seal.

’Tis but a step upon the road,
Which we mast travel o'er;

A few more steps, and ye shall walk
Life’s weary roaé no more.

What is & year? Tis but a bt!'eath,
. FromsTime’s old nostrils blowrt’;

As, rushing onwarg o’er the earfh,
We hear his Weary moan. ¢

"Tis like the bubble on the wave,
Or dew upon the lawn ;

As trgnsient as the mists of morn
Beneath the summer sun.

What is"a ‘iyear 7" ¢Tis but a type
Of life’s oftchanging scepe ;

Youth’s hippy morn comes gaily on,
With hills and valleys green.

Next Sypmer’s prime succeeds the Spring,
Then Autumn with.a tear,

Then covaes old Winter—Death and all
Must find their level here.

A MOTH ER’S RESPONSIBILITY.

+ Her house *
Was ordered well ; her childrén taught fae way
Of life, who, rising up in honour, ca'led
Her blessed ’’

‘Wao among us has ever f'elt, as we ought, the fearful
responsibilities ¢ the maternal relation? Who 'hss ever
told us yet, Jhe exgent of happiness or xmaery whlch will
Jesult from ‘our training the immortal creqtures committed
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to our care ! If we had only to gmde, the holsehold group
into paths éf rectitude and happinesy for a few short years
in this hfe, and then could tell them that at the end of
that brief spate they would cease to be, we might with a
less anxious hesrt 8it by ‘and fold* ok hands, as they
pursue life’s winding ®path ; but when we reflect thas we
have Immortal spirits restjng in our arms, or running by
otir side, we can find no words sufficiently emphatic to
characterise the folly of that mother who can think l;ghtly
of her duties. Let us reason the matter with you, young
mother.

That infant boy®of yours, all feebl% and helpls#® as he
appears, possesst8 a rational soul—an is stellectus power—
a spirit which alls]evourmv tirae can never destroy—which
can never die! It will outlive, the *splendours of the
sun, and the burning brilliancy of the host of Heaven!
Throvghqut the infinite ages of eternity, when all these
shall lmave !mswered the end of their creation, and shall

- have been blotted out from their positiows in the regions of
space, ¢ goul of the humblest child, redeemed by the
blood ofeChrist, will shm.e with eversincreasipg Splendour
beford the eternal throne, filled with holy light and
Divine lovepand ever active in the ,praise of its Creator.
On the other hand, if you? chlld' is tramed only for earth,
and dies i Jm unbelief, he gwill be dragged down by rebel
spirits to "the dark regions gf thedost ;" and in endless woe,
“through eternity, he-will curse®you—his mother, who
gave him birth—Dbecause you neglected to lead him jntghe
narrow road, ending in happitiess with Géd. To bear
a mother’s namd, and net fulfil a mother’s part! How
awful |

But a mgther who feels gle value of Jer own immortal
spirit, and ponders over the responsnbxhty attached to the
relatioh “she, bears, looks upon her infast with sensations
altovether pgculiar to herself—with selicitvdg that is abso-
lutely unuttera‘ble, and she exclaims, with«eep feeling,
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“'Who is sufficient to*fulfil the w?xghty obhrratlons?” Such
a mother said to us bne day, while the tears were rolling
over her pale cheeks—* I am _sometimes tempted to regret
1 ever bore the honoured.name.of mother ! ”--so greatw as
her sense of the: lénabemal recpon%i)ﬁxty ‘As the pious
mother gazes upon the lovely countenance of her house-
hold darh ng, she often exclaéms—~ My precious child,
thou art an inestimable treasure committed to my charge,
and Fam accountable to God, our awful Judge, for the way
I train thee. Truly, thou art fearfully and wonderfully
made?thy dehcatQ frame is more fegble than that of the
beasts that pensh yet art thou ordmned to survive the
wreck of* worlds—-thou art born to witness the awful
catastrophe of the stars falling useless ffom their orhits,
of the sun being ext‘mrrulshed and old Time himself cxpmnv
While. slumbering on thy ‘mother’s lap thou art peaceful
and secure—herwsmiles are all the j joys of carth todhee, but
fittle dost thou think, all unconscious” as. thou art, of her
solicitude for thy ﬁxture welfare, and of her prayers for
thine etemal salvation.¢ Should thy life be prolonged
to manhoode—0 what will thy ccharacter be 7—what, thy
pursuits ?—what thy influence among the sons of men 7 If
I am allowed to Dbeliolg thv career, shall T see thee a
young disciple of &esus ?v Shall my soul rejoice in kuowing
thou art a wman  of God? *‘Wilt thpu be a good
soldier of the cross? &Vilt thou fight the good fight of
faith, and at last lay hold of eternal life? Full well I
kmew, qt Were better far that my tears should fall on my
infant's grave now, than that he should grow up a hater of
‘God—an unbeliever—a haughty scephc’-dreaded by the
~wise ‘and good, and dangerous to soci ity —wretched in life
—wretched in desth—and wittched in eternity!” We must
rest our pen, but we have not half finished our Jpaper on
«our great Lﬂspons\blhty.
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THY END AND THE BEGINNING.
“ "A happy new year "—13 the wigh that falls
From thousands of l\ps on this cheerfal day ;
And ifs echo’oh* kmdred hearts recalls :
The théugls of otlfers which hhvelpassed away.
. When wishes #s#ind, and | hopes not less bright,
Hawe spoken our love and dazzled our sight

] With their pleasing light 1"’

A varcE circle were gathered around the cheerful fire of
4 Scotch family, as the last hour of the old years«drew

nigh.” Our friends belongad to the class—now fast gliding
away——who like to keep up old customs,,parucularlv £hose
they had known i their youthful days. The whole Tamily,
with their friends who were visiting them, were to 'bid the,
old year farewell, and greet thé new year ere they retired.
This was a home custou’ of theifs. We were a merry
party and a large one, and theit was something exciting
about L‘he season to all, so that ev ey the youmg eyes which,
on any other .eveming, would hawe been #®losed for hours,
seemed as bright as the morning gun.  *

As the_'e‘@mn" moments of thewld year drew pear, we
all bemme silent and thoughtful ; ouly a few gdlden sands
remamed to run out, and we stood at its grave. Some of us
retraced the events which had goue, béfore it to eternity,
and wes thought of the ever-wulemng eircles there—we
remembered how,‘at the b#th of this same old year, we
stood with hushed voice and #imos{ pulseless heart to gaze
upon the pallid cheek, the quivering lip and heaving chest

+ of the dying friend, and we thought— )
How, for a Ii.tde while
ime passes on—
Flowem, that our hbpes beguile,
Fade ond by oge! -

All that our love can say
Of those who blessed onr wayg
Is—that they passed their duy—

* Lived—eand are gone! ° ’

Presently, amidst the most profoum’l sxlence, the old

B 2
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«lock gave note that the last grain had run out. We all
started, and one of the little onds ran across to dier mother’s
knee. As soon ss the éongue of time had ceased, the
door opened, and an old servant, bending under the weight
of a tray, enteredfartd placed ‘upon ¢he’ table such warm
Sootch cakes and other god thingk %s the family had been
wont to see on the table, at tlns moment of tlme. i the far-
off home of their childhood. ‘The’ gentleman of the house
now arose, and shrook hands with the whole clrcle, greeting
all with a « Happy new year!” Then came the flute-
like voices of the little ones, singing, ¢ Happy new
year® JHappy- ndw year!’’ We soon found ourselves
on ourefeet, laughing and weeping as €¢he past and the
" future seemed to sblend together. It gvas like a resting-
place in the joutney qf life, where we could stand and
look both ways; backward to the “joys and sowrows of
the past, and forward to the uncertain future. Turning
round, we perc ived Sbhn, the faithful (0ld" servant, still
lingered, and with bowed head he rested ‘on the back
of his master’s chzur.‘ ‘When the ﬂgreetmos ﬁe:a.over, our
host observing him, said, in a tone of inquiry, «Well,
John?” as if to know why he waited now. Master,”
said the good old gan, “for a quarter of acentury I have
served your famil ily, and youFeeff since you were a wee bit
boy ; this new year’s mommg completes, the penod May
you see many happy*new years; but % as for me, I shall
soon enter where théy do not measure time, but where
o shall be thanking my heavenly Father for a God-fearing
master, who has taught me the way there.” The last
words were scarcely andibles from the old man’s deep

_ emotion, Nobody saw uld Jobn walk out of the room, for
all faces were covered.

After all had partaken of the Scotch cakes, Mr. and Mrs.
Bruce, arm- iarm, followed by all the chiklren, who
seemed to apderstand the movement, walked out of the room
langhilg and nodding ** Good- bye” to, aIl of us who were
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visitors. ‘ Where are they gone? and what dre they going
to do ?”’ wa asked, but nohe could rgply. In a short time
they all retiirned in the same’ogder, with very happy faces.
“It is our oldScotch plan,”. said our friend,  to go down
at this hour, and wish a * Happy lew -yegr’ to our servants
in the hall, fo shake shands with them all, and to pregent
them with little presents, prepared by our children during
the year ; and they all ook’ as happy down there as we do
here.”  Well, we thought, this is a happy beginning of the
new year; be it Scotch or English fashion, we like it right
well. After the whole h&hsehold had been committed to
the care of Him whe allows time to rollcon, for us,aye all
retired to dreanas of a * Happy new year,”, thus, so very
agreeably commemed .

Alas! whére aré those,who womposedsthat loving circle ?
where! and echo said, ““ where!”

- THE ELDEST D'&UGHTER
For  The Motht#s Fr umﬂ »

Lavka, Powarps-whs only fiftdn years of age when,
with thrce sisters, she wds left an orphan Her f'ather,
though not professedly pious, was moral and exemplary 3
but her mother was a Zealous disciple of Christ, whose
religion shone brightly in all hér confuct. Aware that
her end was ‘hmr, she called her, children and embraced
-them tenderly, saying, “ Ho# can,l leave you, my darling
ones?” but she meekly surrendered them, and with many
prayers and tears resigned thgm into the hands of Him

to whose embrace her spirjtesoon depagted.

Laura now devoted herself entirely to the care, and
education of her youngeg sisters; her commumcatlons w1th
them were spontaneous——whﬂt she said’issued from the
heart, .a¢ waters from an overflowing fc;nntam One of
these dbar children, Anna, was one day met by a friepd—-
there was & téar in her ege. *“ Why have’you béth weeping?”,
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the friend ssked; “are you unhdppy?’ <« There are
other tears,” she rdplied, *tHan those of eadness and
grief; dear Laura has beem talking such good things to
us!” and Anne’s tears flowed-again,. The three sisters and
their, foster-mothe# had Been sitting under a trec in the front
of ¢he house; the eldest had bedh conversing cheerfully
with them, while they, full of affection, wefe *crbwning
her with flowers, and calling her their “ May-Queen.”

€ Dear snsters,”' said Laura, ““let me tell you a story
about one who was crowned n great many years ago.”
They all listened—even Caroline, the youugest, manifested
her e@gerness. . L2ura told the tale of the sufferings ot
Chnst—-how He was crowned with thorm-——how the sharp
points of the thorms were thrust into lhs head——how He
continued to suffersinsulf and pain unti? He was nailed to
the cross. After she had, finished, aid while her sisters
were bathed in tc'u-s, she told them that ¢ Christ spffered
and died for ws, “so that sve xmght belieye 1 in IIQm, and have
our sins pardonedand be.saved.”” But'is rot all this in -
your catechism, dear Amm" ”* said the friend ; &qwu have
heard it befgre ; how came you to Be so much affected by
whateyour sister said 2”7« ()h 1 * exclaimed Anna,"slster
Laura did not tell thg story as it is in the caechism ; she
mever talks to us m that way.e Jesus Christ never seemed
so dear to me before. He is m % Saviour ; T never thought
of that till to-day 7™

In this manner was th® seed sown in these young hearts—-
sged which sprang up and produced plants which budded
and blossomed and broughs forth fruit. These sisters are
new all rejoicing with Laura the the hope of eternal life.
, Mother!. what a lesson is here presented to you, to train up
your children for. God~ to sow the seed .of Divine truth
early—a word from a dying bed is often powerful and
effective; and what must be the joy of such a ssieter as
Laura, who, treading in the steps of a pious tnother, seeks
& 'suitable opportumty to bring het dear s1sters ‘to Christ!
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The preceding dccount, extracted from an American work,
and abridged for the sake of brevily, affords a striking
illustration of the -sentiment, that where there exists a
desire to do good, the-opportunity will not be wanting.

R. C.

A MOTHER’S UNDYING INFLUENCE.

‘Mr.J.B. Goucn was delivering a lecture to young men,
on the subject of ¢ Habit;” and he alluded to the influence
of habits contracted in egrly youth, and the lasting im-
pressions likely to be produced by re]l;,wus teaching.
<1 remember,” he,said, “the teachings of a pr¥ying,
pious mother. 'ﬂlat mother was very pcor ; butsshe was
one of the Lord ®Jesus Christss nobilty, and she had a
patent, signed and sealetl with His bfgod. She died a
paupet, and was buried withous a shroud, and without a
prayers But she left hér children the legagy of a mother’s
prayersy and thg Drord God Almighty as the executor of
‘her last will and testament. That m8ther taught me to
pray, ajrtiy, carly life ] bad acquirgd the habit of praying.
She, with®the assistance ofteachers in the Sabbath school,
had helped to store my mind with passages of Secripture.
We do not forget what we lefrn; ¢ may be buried—it
may be, hid away in some ob¥eure & sornergf the heart—baut,
by-and-by, eirgumstances seveal to us the fact, that we
kyow much more than we d;cameﬁ we knew. After that
mother’s death I went out into *the world, exposed to
temptations. I fell; I acquired bad habits; oor ;seveg
years of my life I wandered dver God’s beautiful earth,
like an unblessed spirit wfmdenng over a barren desert,
digging deep wells te quench mY thirst, and brmgmg up
the dry, hot sand. The'liverg of my master had been to
me a garment of burning pmson Bound. with the fetters
of evil Babit— habit, like an iron net enciwcling me in its
folds-——ﬁisqm\ted with roy bondage, and yet yith a Jesxre
(oh, how fervent,}) to stand where I had once hoped to”
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stand! Seven years of darkness—seveu years of dlsmpa~
tion—seven years of sin! There I stood. ¢ Ah!’ says
one, ‘what is the effect ndw of a mother’s teachmg-—of a
mother’s prayers—of Sabbath-school instruction, and of
the "good habits &hat you formed ® early life?” Oh, I
steod there, I remember it well-2f2eling my own weak-
ness—feeling that ¢the way, of transgressors is hard,’
and that ‘the wages of sin is death ’——feeling'in my
hear.t of hearts all the bitterness that arises from the con-
sciousness of powers that God Jiad given to me wasted—
conscious that I had been chasing the bubble pleasure, and
find¥®g nothing—¥aining nothing by it. There I stood—
that mother had passed to heaven. o

I remember ofie night sitting with %ier in the garret—
we had no candleLshe said to me, ¢ Jéhn, I am growing
blind. T do not feel it. much; but you are young; it is
hard for you; but never mind, John, there is na night
there. There is no %heed of any candle Pthere. The
Lamb is the light'thereof.” She has changed that dark,
gloomy garret, to bask in the sunshine of heweSaviour’s
smiles. * Bat was her influence lost? No. "As 1 stood,
feelmg my own weakness, knowing that I could not resist
temptation, it seemed as 4f the very light she left as she
passed, had spanned the dak gap of seven years of sin
and dissipation, and struck the heart, and opened it, I
felt utterly my own weakness, and the passages of Scrip-
ture that were stored a®ay in my mind—buried, as it were,
Jn the memory—came, as if whispered again by the
loving lips df that mother into my ear. He is able to
save to the uttermost.” That is what I want. I want to
be caved. I cannot save-myself. I,want to be ‘saved to
the uttermost.” . < Him that cometh unto me I will in no
wise cast out.. ~ This was the force and influence of a
mother’s teachng. It was the force—as it wene—of a
good habit, that had been utterly broken up, and destroyed
by the acquisition of the evil habits of sin.”
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Ponder these words, mother, as you tread ‘life’s winding
path, leading your little Broup towadds the celestial city;
and when you tremble over the sight of blighted hopes,
and are ready to stumble at discouragements, cheer up,
while you think of sthe teachingt in the little garret of
John Gough’s mothes, #nd the glorious results.

TRUTHFULNESS.,

Me. SteaDY, at the tlme we write, had been five® years
managing clerk to the hodse of Messrs. Good, Raward, and
Co., general merchants. He had spexﬂ; the principal part
of his life in thesservice of the firm, for he left his native
village when a boy, with a,recommendation from the
brother of Mr. Raward, and was, in consequence, admitted
at onge into the warehouse ; where, by diligence and good
naturg (for he was evar ready to lend a helpmg hand), he
soon bgcamd a favqurite, and oh the first Yacancy was pro-

.moted. He délighted to relate.the follgwing story to his
fnends,_ylnch he said was at the bottom of all his prefer-
ment. , ..

“A stranger was once staying a Sabbath in our village,
and being a find man, and moreover a_dear lover of children,
he visited the Sunday schibobe Tire supermtendent observ-
ing a stranger, went up to him, and addressing him freely
and affectlondtely, soon found a mespontse.  Lle then asked

~him if he would be kind eénough to address the children.
¢ They hke variety,” said he, ‘and are geuerajly Pleased
with strangers, and who can tell but you may leave a bless-
ing behind.”  To this regaest the stsanger cheerfully con-
sented ; the great qpject he hadin view in his'address was.
to enforce the .importamce and show the value of truthful-
ness, and with great simplicity he told tiré following tale :—
Charles- Cobb was a dutiful little boyg*and being very
aﬂ’ccuduate, his parents’ loved him muych, and deliglted to
give him "all’ the pleafure they could, One gy they were
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going to drink tea and spend t.he evening with a sick and
aged relative, and as # wonld not be proper to take him with
them, they told him he fhight invite' some of his young
friends to take teA with hini, and'spend ‘the evening in
playing games. With this plan Clglr.fes was delighted, and
several invitations were sent and accepted, and the young
visitors were all punctual to thg time.- . .
 Mrs, Cobb, before she left, kindly arranged a'l for them,
and sgid she hoped they would be very good, and then they
would be very happy. The tea peing made and served out
by their own handi was doubly delicious—and there are but
few ®cept children who properly understand this enjoy-
ment—te have'seen their smiling, happy*aces would have
done your heart ghod. Tea being ovér, preparation was
made for the evening games. NoW thejr little chubby faces
gathered around the table, and they beheld with delight
the puzzles and games laid before them ; myany £ little
hand was stretched out; and many a sweet, voice-was heard
crying—*Oh letemé lookat that.”  After some time spent
in this way; the young party began to wadry3je more
exciting ‘games were proposed; and they all started off
to “hunt the hare” Now they werc lively indced, and
scampered round and round the room like wild creatures.
Billy Holmes in partihﬁ?ar ran about, to the great Jdanger
of the things in the room. At last, heing hardly pressed by
one of the little ‘girls,"he dashed bebind a table in the
corner, which he knocked down, and broke to pieces an
glabaster vase and glass cover. The noise at once alarmed
them and pu‘t a stop to t'l'a'eig mirth, and the distress of
poor Charles was very great, for*he knew it was a favourite
of hi# father’s. He began‘to cry, sayitig,  Oh what shall I
do? Papa will ke so angrr 1’—%Don’t ery, dear,’ said
Billy, ‘I am very sorry, indeed; but you can say the cat
was frightened, #nd jumped upon the table and knocked it
.’  “Qh no,’ said Charles, ‘that would be telling

L

% story, and I would suffer anything rathep than tell a story;
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and Iam sure papa would be more gricved at my telling ¢
story than breaking the vase, for ht hu often told me
always fo speak the truth, come what may.’

“The little story,”- said Mr. Steady, “was enfomed by
many kind observtiods, and o this story 1 owe allmy pre.
ferment ;- it made a lafting impression on my mind, anc
soon aftér I eitered this house, I was accidentally placed in
circumstanges which strongly tested my truthfulness. The
story came to my aid, and I boldly avowed the whole tl.'uth
—this so pleased my employers, that I soon rose in theu
estimation, and having pmcused ttuthfulnzss all my life, I
now enjoy their entire confidence.” M. B

A PAGE FOR YOUNG' MOTHIERS.

L)
THE (RAW APPLE,

A sHORT tlﬁne agoI entered an ofanibus, the occupants
of which were chleﬂv females. | Opposite. me sat a clean,
dark-eyed-qung mother, of pleasmg appearanoe, evidently
a foreignere She beld on Jer knee an interesting little
girl of two years old. The child’s eyes and compiexion
were dark, like her own; but its littlg fingers were sadly
atténuated, and its counten¥mce Yiry sickly. The child
held in its hand a hard, gregn, raw apple, which it appeared
to enjoy very muth, After a rentrk or two about the
child, I said to its mother, Why &o you feed your baby
.with such unwholesome food ? You cannot expest her to,
be healthy ; you should not give her raw apples.”” The
young mother replied, verp fnocently,® « She likes them,
ma’am, and she crieg for thent when she sces them.”
“ Very likely,)’ rejoined F; “Jut if you mever gave them
to her, she would never expect them. The stomach of so
young a*child cannot digest food of this kiml. You might
roast or f:ake Jhem, and then they woyld be very whole-
some.” Very gogd- humouredly the mother said, ¢ She is
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not well, and she would cry ;f shé did not bave them.”
Further conversatidn was not' possible, for she conductor
had forgotten to set her down at her destination, ‘and she
was in great trouble how to-get back ; she was eventually
put into the first retufning omnibes, and I saw her no
more.

1 have often thought of this young mothet Sm(‘,e She
was evidently a kind and careful mother.’ The child’s
clothes, and especially its under-garments, though old and
fadeJ were scrupulously clenn. She looked at her pretty
baby with pride ang tenderness. She was endeavouring
to smake it happy; and yet she was its greatest enemy,
both morally.and physically,” She waseruining her child’s
health, by cramming it with indigestible trash, instead of
wholesome food® Shg exercised no thoral " discipline ovetr
it; and if that child liyeg to grow up, it will probably have
a sickly constltutton, and an illeregulated mind. 3 Almost
all mothers may give ‘their childen wlk:olesome food.
They may refuge €0 give, them what they éry 7 for. They
may accustom them early to be denied whaf <& not good
for them 5 and these few apmrently trifling thmgs would
goe far as a_foundation for a rightly ordered education.
Few mothers are tpo poer, or too ignoranty to teach their
children such little thfpgs w’these. E. G

We have more raw apples ig store.—Ep.

+ FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. II.
SATAH.
© ¢ And the name of Abram’s wife was Sarai.”’ —Gen. xi. 29.
anr an 1m20rtant femgale chtaracter do these few words
introduce to eur notice. The ‘“ princess!” of Israel—the
mother of Gods chosen people—she was, ag we'learn from

‘Gen. sx. 12, the half-sister, as well as the yife of Abram.’
_Buch marriages were common in the l:ast and in Egypt 3
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that they were, however, cpntmty to the mll.of God, we
gather from their being strietly forbidklen to the Jews by
the laws of Moses. .Abraham amd Nahor might be led to
take their near relations in marriage, to avoid any con-
nexion with idolatous nations arofind them. Under the
clear light of Christianity®they age plainly repugnant to the
Word of God and the interests of morality and society.

The cqmpanion of her * husband’s hedven-appointed
wanderings, we find Sarah sharing his temporary sogmm in
Egypt. It appears that the eastern custom of veiling the
face was practised even at that early pgriod ; and we cannot,
therefore, acquit Sarah of a measure of perfonal vanity, ¥ at
least of a neglect of what was considered womanly delicacy,
in exposing her breauty to the gaze ef the voluptuous
nobles. Mark' the consequence of her cdnduct—she was
taken into, the palace’ of Pharaoh,,tp add to the number of
his wives, and only preserved from dishorrour c by the direct
interference o{ God. . We grieve ovet the eqmvocatlon of
which Abram” was guilty ; beforg ‘God—swha looks to the
motive an.dvgtentlon of an act—it was a lie. How easily
does man’s corrupt nature turn into sin even the® purest
and noblest affections of the human heart! Young wife,
has God bestowed on you a fairoutside ! Seek not the
admiratipn of society ; be Wetisfig with that of your
husband and let, your bgauty be to hxm a fire-side
light,

*Surrounded by wealth, servants} and possessing her
.husband’s ardent love, Sarah had still one bitter ingredient
in her cup of life—she had no 8hild. True, the promise
had been given of a numerows®race ; buts as year after year
rolled away without igs fulfilments Sarah, whose faith was
far inferior to Abram’s, beeame mpatient at the delay, and
she foolishly resolved to take her own means for accom-
plishing-+the Dlvme decrees. Do we speall to any who,
slike Sarafl, sit by o lonely hearth, and, it may be, from
amidst luxury and, splendour, envy the cottage mother the
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TOSy ehildren who cling around her? Ah! try to believe
that your fire-side $rould not be silent, if thbre were not
-zeeds be for it; the l@nged-for gift has been ‘withheld
in mercy——perhaps to keep you from xdola’trx

- The blessing refused as yet to thé mistress was bestowed
on the young Egyptian, and the wishes of Saral seemed to
be fulfilled; her joy, howgver, was of short duration.
Hager was unable to conceal ber pride ; and, in her eleva-
tion % be the secend wife of her master, she forgot her
respect for her mistress. Would that we could pass over
the painful scene which followed. Sarah’s baughty spirit
ecotdd ill brook the insults of her rival, and she unjustly
accuses Abram as the author of her trouble, Yielding to
his'love for her,*he permits the womdh he ought to have
cherished to be'exposed to Sarah’s rdge, until the afflicted
Hagar flees from thez. Assured and comforted by an
angel, she is commanded to return and subm¥ to her
mistress—a seemmgl‘y hard task ; but Haga obeys, and we
do not read ofsany further violence. ’

Foiledein her attempe t svrestal the, proyidence of
God, by. His direct refusal to accept Ishmaeloas the pro-
mised seed, Sarah is, however, again assured that she
should have a son~—the gracious promise was received, not
with humble faith, Qut “wtth scornful laughter. Is she
alone in her unbehef 7 Are there no mothers who, instead
of resting gn the faituful word of God for themselves and
their children, look only at the obstacles—to their eyes, im-
passable hindrances—to the accomplishment of that word.
Tt would seem as if Sarih’s unbelief gave way after the
reproof of the angel, for wé are told of her « faith” in
Heb. xi. 11. Our pen ‘must Test now, or our paper will be
too long. L.T.

“ MQTHER, I AM DYING N owd.
" 'Wxo does not,wish to be in 'a world wb.?re all is perfec-
tion, and love, and happiness—free frgm all sin, and its
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consequences? There "is something very sootfxing in the
thought, when looking upon a dear little suffering child,
that it will soon be happy and perfect, in the fold of the
good Shepherd.»
_ Upon one of these»little one$™ some friends were
gazing. She was a podr*little girl, crippled and deformed
from her birt}f. She was now seized with a disease which
threatened, to rémove her from a world where she had
suffered much She was a very affectiortate child, smd, no
word of complaining had ever passed her lips. Sometimes
the tears wonld come into her eyes, when she saw in her
presence children more physically blessed than herseld at
the thought of he» deprivation; but that was al\ She
was so gentle, so considerate of giving pam, and so desirous
to please all a1ound-her, that she had enfleared herself to
every member of her family, ang to all who knew her.
At lenggh the progress of the disease was 50 rapid, it was
seen she, couié) not Jong survive. She grew worse and
worse. Oné higlit, in an interval-of pain nshe called her
mother to. her bedaxde and saul “Mother, L am dying
now. I'hgpe I shall‘sce yop and my brothers and sisters
in heaven. Won't I Dbe straight, and not a cripple,
mother, when I get to heaven?”’s And go the little sorrow-
ing-child passed for ever awag

Mother! djd yop ever thank God that your children are
born withoit defdrmity ! Or if you are nursing a little
afflicted one, can you not reJmce in the thought that it
shall be perfect and beautiful, when it walks the gglden
street, in the company of angels, and the anizel's Lord?
Are you training it for that'happy, perfect place! Are
you going there yoursglf? You bave a map of the counéry,
with a description of its travellers ; examiae it, and by 1ts
aid examine your own walking; the road is ““narrow,”
but wide enough for two—you, and your Shviour.
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

THOUGHTS BY AN OLD DIVING,

- Lord, 1 find the genealogy’ of "my‘ Saviour strabgely
chequered with four rentarksble c‘:unges, in four imme-
diate generations. First, Abia avas Roboam’s son—that is, a
bad father had 2 bad son; secondly, Asa was the son of
Abig—a bad father and a good son; third, Josaphat was
the son of Asa—a good father and a good son; fourth,
Joram was the son of Josaphat—a good father and a bad
son® I see,'Lord, from hence, that my father's piety
cannot *be entailed—this is bad news Yor me; but1 see,
also, that actual Gi'mpiety s not always? hereditary—this is
good news for me.

ATTRACTION AND REPULS!ON.‘

There is hardly any bodily blemish'which & winning
behaviour wilkmot concéaleor make tolerable—and there is
no external grace which ill-nature, pride, or sffettgtion will
not deform.

COURAGE, PIOUS MOTHER!

A great and,(goodc.m!ﬂl'"s;id, just before he.went to
heaven—* The early religious. impressions made on my
mind by my godly nfbther, have followed me in all my
wanderings through life.”” Courage, then, good mother!

«Xou.think your sphere of action humble and obscure,
perhaps ; but you may bé moulding a character that shall
influence the world"through distant ages—work on in faith.

HAPPINESS,
Inward peage of mind, consciousness of integrity, and
a satisfactory view of our own conduct, are-circumstances
very requisite to happiness.
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ADDRESS AT A MATERNAL MEETING.
‘REMINISCENCES.

¢ Life i agslender thread,
Like filmy gossmﬁer,
That floatipg oger head,
" The slightest breath may stir.
The waving bough—-the autumn wiad—-
But moves—-and who the thread shall find ™'

FourTrexN years ago, 5ear friends, we met in this very
spot—a little band of mothers and teachers—to fori® our-
selves into a Maternal Assbciation. Well has she poet
sung— i

¢ We taKeno note of time*hut by-its loss."”

*

From how _many lips will the words issue, “ How fast
the yeays hn(e glided by!”—andethe qulstion is asked,
_“Can it Be-so'long?” How varieds arg_the events by
which we measure this space of time. One will say, ““Ab,
it musf by ‘as long ; for my dear girl. was au infant then,
and now she walks by my side as a bright companion.
Yes, it must be so.”” Another will Jsay, “Ab, I do re-
mimber my precious boy waas with me then, but from
the time he has lain in tbf tomb it must be so.” Then
that mother gbes back to the sceac of* years flown by, as
though it were an ocenrrence of yesterday. Oh, what a
world of hopes lies hearsed within his quiet ggave! I
hoped he would have been myscomfort as I pussed down
the vale of time. Yes, I well remember—it must be so.”

¢ And for the loved and lost, *
Their megnories move his a8 gought else may move.”

Anothgr will exelaim—* Ah, both ngy dear pareats
were alwe fotrteen years-ago; but my revered and affec-
tionate fathef passed away from earth ‘soon ‘after our firste
meeting.” Anetyer tells us, ““ I was segirl then, and had

YOL. VIL
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a loving mother ; but he js gon'e to heaven, apd I am a
mother now myself. Yes, i6 must be so long.”

¢ Ah, many = gentle word :
Of precious counsel Bl too‘lonv déspised,
By memory now is surred,
And must be thought upon, und weughe(l and pmud ?

Then one in sable garb will say, «1 was then a happy
wife ; J.:u.lt now I s written *widow,” and my children
< fatherless.” Yes, it is fourteen years since we first met.”

. “Sorrow hath laid its hand on thee,
" Lone mourner of the dead ! «
And blanched the glow aupon thy ch®ék,
And boweé thy stricken head.
Widow ! tlline is po comman woe, -
That briefly doth subdue
The young spul’s buoyant happiness
With thoughts of saddening hue.”,

Alas! how mgny have fallen by our sidé sitife the com-
mencement of.our Absoc;atxon We gathered strength by
numbers us_we passed along, and huidreds of wothers’
and children’s names stand on our book—but where are
many of them? Thev have glided, one by one, from our
midst ; and now, in lodging=s.er the list of wothers, we
find scarcely one “Who—if herself lmng—has not lost
some dear ones. They ave gone down to thé dust of the
grave; and sowe of theih, whose lovely, beaming counte-
ngnces woudd have told us of anything but of darkness and
death fourteen ‘years ago. 150w many bright young spirits
are gone through thevshadowy tale, leaving to us only the
remembrance of their love«and loveliness! Many a bitter
cup has been put.nto the hapds of some of us; we have
often been called to Weep with those who weep, and to’go
'down to the brirfic. of the dmdmg river, cheermg the. pass-
‘ig, voyager, as long, as our voice could be heard, ¥nd in
8k ‘hesrts wishing them" joy of th¥ir bright “;sheritance,
‘whien thev had vasted over: and we have zazed, savine.
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¢ How bedutiful they Ioolr !”” even when death had dashed
the bloom from the young .chtek, and placed his marble
hand on the fair brow,

 Face to fage we have gazed on death,
In his regal pomp antl sway ;

"When he had snatcped the wavering breath
From the lovely form of clay. -

We have looked on himh when nought was there,
To waken fear or dread ;

We saw no terror*nor fierce despair, -
As we stood by their dying bed.”

We delight tg, dwell on the memory of some mothers,
whom we hope tp meet in heaven, who came here at our °
first meeting, careless and unconcemed as to themselves
and their children ; but who with dying hps thanked God
for Maternal Associations. At these anniversaries the
dead s seem 0 claim a sharedn our xecollections, and we do
not like they. should be forgotten. ,Why should they?
They live yet—far or near, they are hvmg still ; and for
aught’ we"know, may be takmg % deeper interest in our
meeting *this evening, and longing for some > heart Lto be
touched, 8o as to be from hgnceforth prepared to dwell
with them in their heavenlynhom. They are only passed
into &nother state of existence. Tht dream of life is
over with th'ern, but thty have.awakened in everlasting

- day.

Some of us can say, “ Joseph is not, and there is no
Ben;amm i but we shall haye them restored to ub agath
in the city of the golden gteets.

¢ Oh happg—happy lard ! in thee

Shines the unveded Divinity;

Thére happy souls, whom death may sever,
Shall meet to mingle joys for ever.” Py

But’why were our déar ones taken { Ah' why? There
is mo voice to answer ; ;but listens I will read g page to the

point.
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. THE HAND THAT SAVES US.

. Two painters were employed to fresco the walls of &
magnificent cathedral. Both stood dn a rude scaffolding,
some forty feet from the ﬂoor. One of them was so intent
updn his work that he bécame whollv absorbed, and in
.admiration stood off from thee picture, gazing at it with
intense delight. Forgetting where he was, he moved
slowlg back, surveying critically the work of his pencil,
until he had neared the edge of ¢he plank upon which he
stood. At this critical moment his companion turned
suddbaly, and, almost frozen with horror, beheld his immi-
JDent perfl.  Another instant, and the enthusiast would be
preclpltated upon the pavefhent beneath. If he spoke to
him it would be certain death ; ; if*he held his peace, death
was equally sure. Suddey he regained his presence of
mind, and seizing a wet brash, flung it ‘aghnst tlic wall,
spattering the beautifal picture with u’nslghtly blowches of
colouring.. Thpainter flew forward, and turned upon his
friend with fierce upbmdmgs but,cstartled athis shastly
face, he listened to 'his recital 6f danger, looked" shudder-
ing over the dread space below, and with tears of gratitude
blessed the hand thet sgved hin, :

Just so it is with us. ¢ W Sometimes get absorbed upou
the pictures of our homes, and in coitemplating them
step backwards, uncollscious of our penl when our
heavenly Father dashes out the beautiful images, to draw
#s into His arms of compassmn and love. 'We had house-
hold gods, but we did not” know it till they were taken
away; or we were restmg upon an arm of flesh, and our
- heavbuly Friend would not that we should have the
“curse” of those who do tals ; therefore He dashed out
the beautiful from our pictures, causing us to stand still,
and remember tHat He is God.

But, dear friends; let ns speak thm' own kearts. Here
we are, still spared, Let us praise our Gnd and resolve in
His strength to be 1hore alive than ever. tn our work ; and,
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oh, let us {rain our tender plants ¢hat remain to us up-
wards, that they may shine ir the life-giving rays of the
Sun of Rightgousness. We seem to be on the eve of sift-
ing and’ momentoug fimes, Oyr sons and daughters—
Jyes: and our Sabba:l*.school chlldren too — will be the
men and. women of those times. Let us, as mothers'and
teachers, train our charg® to endure hardness, as good
soldiers of Jesus Christ. Let us fix firmly in their young
minds the simple, saving truths of the Bible, that whtn the
battles of life are over, we, with them, may join the Cap-
tain of onr salvation, and shout—rvittory, m’ctary, VICTORY,
on the plams of the cclestial city, throuvh the blood of
the Lamb.

THEY ARE BASSED OVER JORDAN.

. TREY are gone to resi—
They have gone o’erathe darlt desp tide,
Which the earth and heagen dividess
T hrou"h whigh we too must go.
Down to tbL Jordun’s brink we went,
Cheering the loved, the dying saint;
They paa:(.dﬂnu fett_noWoe.

They are gone to rest—
Smna{)vcly infants reached the tide,
Sinking a3 into sleep they died,
Nor grieved, nor fult a fear ;
One farewell smile, and they were pastq
One gentle sigh, it whs the last; "
They sailed without a tcam. -

They are gone to rést—

4 lovely yourh, wigh carnest brow,
Drew near the dark, deep river now,
‘Nor mourned his shortened race.

« Jesus is mine,” he nobly cried)
‘ Mine the wlumd-—-the.crucbﬁed—-
1 go to see His face.”
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They are: gone ’to resh—
A mother to the'river’s brink,
Bound to earth b§ ‘many a link,
Cume down with kindling eyec,
A blood-staine cross she held and presscd
Which stilled the throbhinge of her breast—
She passed to joys on high.

They are gone to rest—
The vietor’s wreath, on many a brow,
Appears amidst the glories now
Of heaven’s eternal rest ;
While palms of victory they wave,
They sing of triumph o’er the grave ;
With Jesus they are blest.
December, 1853, « .

.

THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MABRIAGE

“Inthe begmmng of your Joumey neglect noi the favour of ‘heaven.”

“ You are1d¥r than usud], Henry,” said the young wife,
as she looked up at her beloved andﬁgood-lookiﬂo husband,
who had Just entered his neat cottage. “Am I, Polly?
Well, maybe 1 am; one cannot be answerable for a few
minutes one way or anqtheLﬂ:Mrs Judd looked up again
at her husband, evideitly surprised, and a flush ‘passed
over her cheek. . |

“You scem a bit put oat, Polly,” Henry continued ;
““now we had better begin as we intend to go on, as the
peopl® say ; so, as the anpiversary of our wedding is not
come round, we can form any plans we like.” ¢ Plans,
dear2 exclaimed Pol]y, “I thought we had made all our
arrangements for )ears to come, | unléls Providence caused
us to alter them.® Pruvufénce, eh! why, nd, not just like
that; I think J° shall spend an hour or two of an evening,
now. and then, among some of our men ; one can’t,.as they

«say, be tied-up to one’s wife’s apror-strings "> “¢ Oh, dear
Henry, I am sorry.to hear you say this,” Seplied the young
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wife, taking up a book thet lay by her side, “ I tbouglit
you would have liked, to finish this to me this evening; I
have not ‘even peep«l into. it since 1 sat down, though
I longed to know the ending.” L

5« We]l, well, there is mo txme now for reading ; ’tis too-
late, and I want to talk to you. In the first place, there’s
a present for you—a bright half-crown to put in Jour
pocket for your own use; the great folks, T think, call a
wife’s own money, ‘pm money;’ but yon can buy any-
thing to eat, drink, or wear with it, Polly? for one doe#not
like just to be selfigh ; and if I like to spend, a shilling all
to myself, why, yoy can do the same you see, and I like to °
see my wife # little mattgr smartigh tob, particularly if
one’s cgmrades happen to call ; sg you can get a new cap
or ribbgn.” ¢ Thank yeu, Hem'y, 1 do mot want any-
thing ; I hava.’p]enty to last me.”* ““Well, you are to have
it, and spend it.%s you like; and.T will spgnd mine in &
mug of porter with Sam and Lhm‘les and get a.chat about
businessat tffe same tirfle.”

“Qh, dear! what has come to you, my dear Henrp?”
said Polly, and a tear rushed to her eye, * your wages will
never allow of this, and our Sappingss will be at an end ;
who can’have been yersu&dmg you to do this?” <« Ab, as
to that, nobedys Now let s haveaupper and be off, ’tis
getting late.” *“Won’t you fead a chapter first in the
Blble, as you are accustomed to do, Henry?”’ Why,
no, I don’t think I will to-nights I shall go up stairs
soon, and then you can read it to youmeelf if you like—
one’s mind is not slways just fit ta read Bibles.” " Silently
the astonished wife prepared.the supper, and saw her
husband depart’* up stairs.”” She felt like one in a dream,
who. has suddenly lost a beeutiful vision, thgrawakes to a
nse of overwhelming disappointitent; alinost amounting

to agouny. -
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A PAGE FOR_YOUNG MOTHERS.
llm RAW APP!.ES-

" I was relating last month hov; 1 met a poor German
,woman, who was feeding her child with unripé fruit. I
dare say many a mother has s#id, as she read of it, * How
could she be so foolish! ‘I never do such things!” Are
you qmte sure? You feel, I doubt not, that while your
baby is wesk and tender, you should not only feed it with
whedesome food, but ‘that you should give it nothing of a
contrary tendency. But your child ‘hag another life to be
* fed, besides its quxly hfea—thc soul peeds food. Your
child’s mind is wpening day by day; with.what are you
feeding it7 Most children that I have known have had
their infant minds stored with trash of all sorts. ‘I knew
one large family, where the under-nurse wasYpnd of' singing
songs, and the figst thing the children learned whs to hsp
them too—-were not thése like raw apples? My own
earhest»recollectxons are connected' with trite® and foolish
nursery ‘ditties heard from ‘the nurses, and' fairy tales
related by visitors, who knew no better how to amuse me;
—these raw apples, I-doghunt did me much harm.

I knew a litfle boy, whose father was & gentleman of
most fastidious «delicacy’ and® propriely, «ahd yet, from
getting occasionally into c8mpany with the stable-boy, he
learned, to use the most profane language, before he was
old‘enouork to know how ‘wicked it was—this was worse
than green fruit, i was downright poison. And yet, how
many mothers let their, little ones stray for hours in the
streets snd lanes, where they kgow Mot what company they
keep. . Mother! «do your fitmost to keep yeur little child’s
mmd fue fmp sin and folly, and to fill up the room thus
;a:ned with God s Word and hymns, with good .pnnclplcs,
x#nd, above all, with good examples. Wisdom is required,
“and Judgment. Begm with little stqties from Scriptare.
Give them at ﬁrst in your own language, if you can.
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Make them very short and wimple. Rgpeat them over and
over agajn, Sometames read them in Seripture language.
Make it a treat to bear of JeSus. Choose principally
such hymns as speak of ‘me, such as these :—

% Jesus, who rdigBs aboverthe sky.”

*¢ Jesus, that condescending King.”

“Jcsixs Christ, mjv Lord and Saviour.”

“Lo! at noon, ’tis sudden night.” «

“ There’s a message of love,

Come down from above.”

¢ When Jesus Christ was here b.e’low.”.

T think when' I read that sweet story of old.”)

Scveral of these hymns, with any mbre, may be found
in a little penny book, prepared by Mr. Curwen ; and in
another, called Hymus for Children.”” Choose your
times ; fnake ﬁhe food ;'Ieasant, swecten 1t‘ with smiles ;
speak of® Jesus wjthe love and pleasire. You may say,
«I fear my child is not convertal—thefe things would be
distasteful.”’ aNot so, 1f.you begin sogn enough-—the infant
mind, , befére sinful habit® and an evil conseiehice are
developed, feels not the enmity which is often brought vut
later. You may feed the young*mind and infant imagina-
tion on these things, and yomr ¢hild will like them.
But if you make the mistgke of thmkmg it is too soon
to begin with spmtual teachipg, a?d that you had better
pave the way with nursery rhymes and other trash, you
-will find not only that you have lost the fairest and | juost
favourable opportunity one hdman being éver has of
influencing the mind of arother, but &lso that you have
been cramming it wish sour apples till its appetite is dost
for wholesome food. I fvas®geminded of this yesterday
morning, on bejng awakened by a little fellow at my side,
who had “crept out of his crib at daybremk—* Mamma,”
*said he, “wha.t s that ai)out ¢ Hengh diddle diddle, and the
cow jumping over,the méon?’” 1 sald, “Do you believe that
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story, dear! Do yeu think, ﬂﬁ.t cows,ever cpn jump over
the moon 7 ¢ Yes, I dg, ma.” “And do.you suppose
that dishes can run away with spoons? i “Yes, mamma.’
“What a stupid child* you will, exclaim. Very well,
your children may be wnser ; by xvhat I should think of
grear, importance is—are you wiser than to teach your
children all the nonsense you learied when you were a
child? Time is short. Your child may die “this year,
Do &1k you can for him while you have him. Work while
it is day, lest darkness come upon you ; and pray for God’s
blessmg on yous labours and mine, in teaching our little
ones. . E. G.

YHE HIDING PLACE.

My dear children, do‘you know what is meant by a
hiding place?c Perhgps you will wonder Way I ask you
such an easy question, and will answen——“Oh yes. It
means a plac€to hide ins We all know that because we
often play dt hide-andeseek.” Well, | want yva to find me
all the texts in the Bible abolt hiding—people who hid
away, and the places in wlnch they were hidden. Iam
sure you cannot thfuk ho gy passages you will be able
to find, until yoau lool! E‘:}l’:em However, before you
begin your search, let us t. Jk a little While ‘ahout lndmg‘
places, and especlallv ‘about The Hldmg Place of whom I
am going to write.

« Aslittle boy was one day walking with his mother
through a back street, in which were a number of empty
carts, when he sud&enly asked her whether, if a wild ball
wert to come in their way, she would get inte one of the
empty carts for’ shelter ? uHis mother* replied, that she
did not think an open cart would be a good hldmg place,
ang after they ‘returned home, she found him a text.in_
», Xsmiah (1 dare say-you will look for it) which says, * The
"sain shall‘sweep away the refuge of livs. and the waters
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shall overflosr the hiding }ﬁm . Subely this was ' very
umafe - hiditg ‘place, for it woald be swept away in the
very first storm.

Again, T rememben reading in the Bible of some kings,
who hid away in a cavé and were taken out and put.to
death. « That was not a safe hiding place.

You have read of the flodd which destroyed the wicked,
and of Noah who was preserved in the ark. Now, you
will agree with me, that this was, indeed, a safe "hiding
place.

My dear children, we are all sinners-'-—yes, all ofeus.
It is written in Gpd’s holy ‘word, that He 1s angry with
the wicked every day, yes, and othat Hes will pumsh them
too. Yet, God is mercifu]l as well as just, and He himself
has appointed a hiding place; so jyou may be sure it isa
safe one. Jesgs Christ, Gtod’s well beloved Son, He is the
“ Man gvho shail. ke for our Hidifg Place.” Yes; and
who is, and ‘haf long—Ilong been tho only safe hiding
place. Thcre are some persons wh.o know that they have
sinned, &ng Qeserve the anger of God,and yes, they will
not go to Jesus for safety and pardon. They hope te be
saved by their own good works; but, do you remember
poor Christian in the * Pilgsim’s Brogress,” when he was
going to try, this, and was so fnghtened by the flames
which burst fforn Mount Smai" &No, dear children, we
have not kept God’s law, and We can never be sheltered by
_our own obedience. ““And justice cries with frovming face .
—this mountain is no hiding place.” Thete is but one
safe hiding place for sinners, ®and that is Christ Jesus.

“ On Him the tenfold vengennce fell,

That must have sunk a world to hgll;

He'bore it for the sinfil race, -

,And thus became their hiding phce %3
. We reod in the book of the Revelatwn, that there will
be some, By-bud-by, whio will call on the gocks and
mousntains to fall $p them and hide thems ** from the wrath
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of the Lamb.” Yes,*dea childfen, from the wrath of the
blessed Lamb of God, who ghed His blood for s, that we
might be safe in this very storm of God’s anger, which
will be so dreadful. May you pnd i be sfe in this Hiding
Plage now, even now ; and then ne sform, no tempest, not
even the last of all, can hurt us.

Ozford. : Mary.,

HOME SUNSHINE CLOUDED.
:‘ Boast not of to-morrow.”’

Tur morninig of the third Saturday in' November, 1853,
dawned as usual on the peaceful home of a pious pair—
the self-same sun which had eheered, them for fifty years
peeped in to give his ustial welcome. The fire blazed—
the kettle sang—the family gathered rot.m(f“ the domestic
altar, and then separated, each going td' their usual'employ-
ment, familisF indeed as* household things—the same
duties had been done for years. Tke, scenerparovnd had
grown undér their eye, and the hedge under the window
had become tall and thick, so as almost to shut out the
smiling meadow froin the Bthe;_ side; the tops of the fruit-
trees, planted as taplings F:v their own hands, now towered
high, and often kLiad they hailed the spripg . buddings with
joy. The little study, too, of the good man, hung with
portraits of departed worthies, looked still the same. A
«neat "cottage of a wedded daughter stood hard by, all just
as usual, where tears of sympathy and sadness had often
mingled. L
The day passed on ; there was ndthing to distinguish it
from other days; yet was it soon to become the saddest
of all days to that family. Cheerfulness and apparent
better health marked one who had long been the. joy and_
the binding hope df the family. Yet were the feet of the
still messenger ‘of 'woe hard by. He ‘ntered the house
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unseen, nnheard and stealthllv followed his victim to her
chamber, and in a moment dealf the blow which finished
mortal existence, but opened to the wife and mother eternal
life. The first intimation thé dear’ones below had of the
great dark cloud that had alighttd upon them was from
the sound as of a heavy fall ;—they hastened up, but only
to view a-lifeless corpse. Most effectually had the de-
stroyer done his work ;—not a musclé moved--not a
single s:gh escaped ;—the heart beat not ;—life was ‘extin-
guished in a moment, and the spirit stood before the
throne! But it was prepared ; the beautifal consistédcy
of a long life "gave good assurance to ¢he stricken
moutners that.it had entered ong of thofe mansions which
the Redeemer prepared for His faithful followers,—absent
from. tfze body, present wnth the kord.

MotHer! Father' we have set before Yyou a solemn
scene—4& truthful feality. The bereaved husband still
survives, a faithful ambassador of .the crbss, whose head is
whitened bymeighty susmer suns, who for forty-nine years
was comfotted and encouraged by the affection and counsel
of the deceased. A few days after her death he writes
thus :—*I am now a man gf experimental knowledge. I
am cut in two. The union ¥ dissolved; the knot is
untied ; the Spirit*is fled, o return no more ; the separa-
tion is accomplished ;—I am not%riendless, but alone,—
smitten, wounded, and in anguish. You will give me
credit for saying, it is the greatest trial I have ever known ;,
but I would not alter the thing 31 could. The hand that
did it was guided by wisdoln and goodness.”  Say, would
sudden death be sudeten glory td-you? Are you prepared
to die? You Kknow not, an more than the individual of
whom you have been reading, what this. dny may bring
, forth. “Put not away the solemn. questmn,owe beseech you.
Resolve this® awful dogbt, and ever remember that Jesus
Christ is able towave unto the very ¥ uttermost alt who come
to God through Him. M. B.
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A MOTHER'S BESPONSIBILITY..-No! IL.

Waar responsxbllmy Tests on us ds methers l—and how
important that we should oonstundy and earnestly, both
at home and at our Matetnal Meetmgs, implpre help from
heaven to enable us to frain, these' dear ores in the right
way! Mothers have to gnide these immortal belngs during
the post important period of their lives. They are to live
in a world of intelligence to all eternity. For a time—
perhaps through a lorg life—they are to dwell on the earth,
cofiinually exerting an influence for good or evil on all
aroundethem, They are expOsed to sin, vice, and disorder
on every hand ; tﬁelr charheters are formed in the midst of
many evil inflnences ; ‘they will grow yp blessings or curses
to themselves, their friends, their race;; and when they have
passed away fiom earth they are to live throtkh an uhknown
period of retribution, according to their work on the earth.

What chasecter} they. shall’ form—what general course
they are to¢take—whet dangers they shall expemence or
escape—what ‘good or evil thby shall do in tlle world—
what blessings or curses they shall be to mankind—what
death they shall die——v‘vha't. hagpiness or misery they shall
experience after gleath+—@epends in a great meusure on
their early tramms, their education, the marner in which
they are treated by their perents, but more particularly
by the mother. We are the natural teachers and guardians
,of these immortal beings during the first years of life, and
we are teaching them ‘\Lwns—-every ‘moment in the day,
by our words, looks, actions, and example. God has
placed them in our hauds, and He'vrequires us to take

_ proper care of rhem,-—nowof their bodies sonly, but of
‘their souls; and among all the other accounts whxch He
wali cull us to rerder nf our stewardship, this is one of the

geatest importance. In our next papers or*this subject
we whall glance at the characters of two mthecs, and the
result of their differcnt and varied training.
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SERVANTS AND MASTERS.—No. I.
MUTUAL DEFENDANCE. ‘

““OgpER is heaven’sefwst law,” sings the poet; and
says the apostie, ¢ Let all thmgs be done decently, and it
order.”

Were it not for this mutual understanding amongst the
inhabitants of the world, how could its multifarious ttshs
actions progress with any approach to regularity anc
comfort? But so it is, and the various grhdes of socieyy.
with more or less of occasional grumblings, find, thei
respective places. 'Bhere are the high and the low—thos¢
of station, rauk, w ealth, and influeuce ;* and those of
industry;—the sons of toil. One occupymg " the position of
employers, the o;hers of employed. It is.one of the most
interesting studies’ that can occupy #he beBevolent and
philanthropic in fheir thoughtful moods — the mutual
dependance of these two classes; shey seem, to form
as close ahd.necessary a’conngxion as the.membeys of the
human body. “ The head cannot say to the hands, I have
no need of thec ; nor the hands to,the fegt, I have no need
of thee;” all are necessary t&thfhwell-being of each, and
it is whén cach is enabled ‘to dischargd faithfully its
peculiar functiort, she machihe works harmoniously, with
ease and comfort. So is it with society; and he shall be
a benefactor of his race who can contribute in the least
degree to effect this objeet, and induce both sections of the
population to feel as the rgembers of ,the body in the
Scripture illustration. _This is partially recogniséd, butdt
is to be feared only pamally——-too oftep masters are
regarded as tyfants, and servants treated as slaves; the
one wringg from the unwilling labourer the gxtrcme of his
-elaim—theother withholds as much as possible the master’s
due. But how sad is sech a state of thmgs'.Nenher
party 13 happy if ohis position — canttot be ; — when
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suspwmn and dxstrusb exist on either sxdt', or on both,
misery is the result.  *

How different the theory of.a benevolent master and
faithful servant! The'one anxious®to do what is necessary
1o make his sérvant’ happy-—-th'é Bervant reciprocating the
feeling, and carefuliv filling yp his. measure of duty. And
why is it not 81 The employer is essential to his
sepvants. 'Whére can the labourer look for means to pay
his labour? He must look to the man who has money.
Equally dependant.is the employer; for money would be
whavailable, were it not for the muscle and sinew of the
working mgn : this is his capital—cqually respectable and
cqually necessufy to the good of #l. The industrious,
pains-taking worl\mg man has it ih his power to fill a
station commanding as much sincere esteem orom his
contemporapes as hls wealthy‘ employeny whilst the em-
ployer has it in hig power to concikiate, by kindly interest
in his welfare, His dependant’s good wxll

‘Why should heant-burnings cxust ! Why, at every change
in piblNc affairs; showld tHese classes be found in fierce
dntagonism—too often rcady to proceed to deadly injury?
It is because this mutial dependance is not recognised or
thoughtfully xegardeds @uld each but see their own
interest in peaceful solutions,of thein dlsagreements—-less
of commercial ‘avarlce oy the one hand, » and less of con-
temptuous distrust and suspicion on the other—it could be
dane ;» but it is human nature, and the only effectual
remedy is the Gospel ‘of the grace of God—this is the
grand panacea—he precious solvent. Let but this oil be
poured on the troubled waters, e should soon hear of
peace. A kind feeling of“mutual interest, would spring up
—gind " all would feel their interests identified with the
E;:sp‘emy ofeach other. May the Lord hasten it in His

e'

*We shall hope to ‘give illustrations jp our next.

J.O. V.
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SYMPATHY FOR, B ABIES.

I nave obtained the name of « Fldget,” Just because I
cannot bear to have my darlmg jurabled on the knee until
the room shakes again ? er becagse I must place a little
pillow at its- back in the cradle; or because I must have it
handled gently’; or because I tould not let it lie on its arm
until it was numbed. I remember, when I avas very young,
dropping in an unexpected visitor at my elder brother’s—
a baby had also become a sojourner the day before.

There was for me no alternative but to share the nurses
bed for that night.. JThe babe was restless, and, never, shall
I forget the Ahumps id received on the back, while the nurse,
half asleep, sat’up in bed!—No doybt thé child was ill.
1 begged, next night, td take it to my, own room ; and though
it was not, quieter, yet it was spared the jar.of back~pattmg,
and the mgther-heand pot its cries; It died id a few days.

Not many evenitlgs ago I wasin a mck-chaxqber, where
a nurse had taken ao infant eight or njne days ald out of
bed, to undrgss and dress it for the night.- “Do stay and
see the babe undressed,” whispered the anxious mother.
I did so, and should have been sorey to spe mine handled
after, that fashion at six moMths., &It wants rubbing,”
said the nurse “Yes, but it n very tender, said I, «Is
its skin whole?** ghid the tremblmgomother It was not
actually broken, but it was red, and looked as if it must
smart, while the little creature was held over a basm.to
wash, and then was dried with a tbwel almost as coarse as
huckaback. Ob, poor infantg! how often has my heart
ached to see how little Shose who have the care of them
sympathxse with thejr fee&enmpd their delicacy.

 Fidget ! S deprecate the obnoxious,name, yet I
never could; since I have been a mother, let Jittle children
‘alone, no flatter, whose theyray be, if they gre suffering only
these “little xnconvemenca,” as they®are called. Mothers,
could you only seeswhat your little opts often suffer!
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How important, if you have nurse-maid, ¢hat she should
be a well-trained young woman, to help you to mould the
bodies of these little supple things, and fhen, perhaps, she
would help you to traln the mind’also. How careful most
families are to have a first-rate cook! while those dishes which
are to last for ever, are comymitted to the care of inferior °
*artistes.”” Mothers! ought these things so to-be? 8.8,

“While we sympathise with the babies, do not let us
withhold our sympathy from baby murses; as a specimen,
wad the folloWing : —

. THE FAT BABY AND ITS FBGH. NURSE.

A little boy—estill little—was trotting to and fro, bent
on one side, and .considerably affected in his knees by the
weight of a large baby, which he was supposedly hushing
to sleep. But, oh! the inexhhustible segions of contem-
plation and ‘watchfdlness into which, the baby’s. eyes were
then only,begmmng tq compose themselves to stare over
his unconscious shpulder. It was a very Moloch of a
baby, on whose insatiable al¢ar the whole exmtence of this
particular young brother was offered up a daily sacrifice.
Its personality neay be said fo have consisted in its never
being quiet in any 6ne-plalt for five consecutive mmutes,
and never going to sleep when requn-ed ‘

This baby was a¢ well known in the ‘ncighbourhood as
the postman. 1t roved from door-step to door-step in the
arms of little Johnny, and lagged heavily at the rear of
troops of ‘juveniles, who followed the *tumblers,” or the
 monkey,” andvcame up all on one side, a little too late
for any thing that was ‘attractive, from Monday morning till
Saturday night. Whereger childhood congregated to play,
there was little Moloch, making Johnny fag and ‘toil.
Wherever yohnny desired to stay a httle, Molech became
fractious, and, would not remmin. Whenever Johstay™
wantede to go out, Moloch ‘was gsleep, and must be
watched. Whenever Johnny wanttd to stay at home,
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Moloch was awake, and must'be taken Sut. Yet, Johnny
was easily perduaded it was a fafltless baby, without its
peer in the realm of England ;, and was quite content to
catch meek glimpses “of things in gemeral from behind its
, skirts, or over its limp fidpPing bomnet, and to go stagger-
. ing about with "it, like a yery llttle porter with a very large
parcel, which ‘was not directéd to anybody, and could
never be delivered anywhere. - €D,
[This picture of Johnny and' Moloch makes one laugh
. outright; but, alas! who has not passed many such frail
little nurses in the streets, and deeply sympathised with
them ? Mother, young, busy mother! your little,boy ox girl
- may be deformed andeinjured for life by constantly nursing
the heavy fat baby. « vae your littlp Johnny some rest
5 and play.s—Ebp.] s .

$ 'l‘WQ IN HEAVEN.”

* *“You have two ¢hildren,” said I. I have four,” was
the reply’ “ two on earth—two mheav'en Thgre spoke
the mothet. 'ﬁull hers, only < gone before!”, - Still
‘remembered, loved aud cherished by the hearth and at the

“'board. Their places not yet filled, evgn though their
successors draw life from the %ume, fpithful breast where
their dying heads were pillowed. “Twg in heaven!”
safely housed frorh storm and’ tempest——no sickness there
—no drooping head—nor fading’eye—nor weary feet ; by
the green pastures, tended by the Good Shepherd, ,lmg.e
* the little lambs of the heavenly fold. ¢T'wo in heaven!”
Earth lesg attractive—eternify nearer—invisible cords
drawing the maternal soul upwnrda Still small voices

i ever whispering Come‘ 7 to the world-weary spirit.
“ Two in heaven” Mother of angels! walk softly ! holy
eyes watch.thy footsteps |—cherub forms beng .o listen—

 meop thy spfrit free from eapth-taint—so shalt thou go to-
“them, though they may nofreturn to ¢hee —F rom Fanny
Fern’s ¢ Portfolio.”
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

* TRUTH.
Seize upon truth whereer ’ tis found,
Among youg friends, amopg your foes;
On Christian or of heatlyan.ground
The flower’s Divine where’er it grows.’

CLOUBY DAYS.

The clouds that intercept the heavens from us, come
nok from the heavens but from the earth.

VERY ANGRY.

Hannah More says—* Be certain that whenever you
are very angry, you are very much in’the wrong.”
* womk.

There blend the ties that strengthen
Our hearts in hours of grief;

Tlre silver links tha. lengthena
Joy*s visits when most brief. »

Then dost thou sigh for pleasure?
0O, do not w:dely roam !

But =evk that lmlden ‘reasure
At home—dcar home!

We one day saw a Jittle school-girl's pocket-book, and
at the top of one of the &Fages was written < Homg,” in
large letters, énd underneath a number of figures to be
crossed off, as the time of beéing at schoo! decreased. Ah!
we thought, bere is a lesson for the Christian mother.
First, she should make “Home" the happiest place on
earth secondly, she should write  Heaven is my home,”
at the top of every pa.ge in her dmly pocket-book.

NOTICES OF BOOKS. .

The following books, recebied as we were "goirg to press, wxll be
noticed next mouth :—

Miss Corner'c Scriptural Hulory.
",Autvbzography of a Five Pound Note.
meal of Health,

Banner of Hope Almanac. .
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A MOTHER'S RESPONSIBILITY.—No. IiI.

Mes. RaveEss had herself beer! brought.up by a carcless,
thoughtless mother ; and no marvel that, when she became
a wife, she walked in hér foot-prmt!’ Our motto is, * They
walk in the way of théir®mother.” Her infants, as they
were gifen’ to her, one aftc another, to the number of
seven, werg “ dragged up, ” as Lamb calls it, instead of
trained ; there was no training in her house, (save, mclecd
in the ways of wickedness.) The little creatares moved
around her, full of activity, inquiry, energy, exertnon,‘
motion,—with retentive memories, and attention ea%ily
roused in the new-world of théir fresh existence ; but there
was no wise gmdlhg hand for ¢them, no Jprayer went up
from that mother's heart for them, and no lisping voice
was tawght the name of Jesus ja that home. Nature’s
wild commoners they rofitned abroad, ignora.nt as the wild
ass’s colty T

. Again and agaln did the Sablath-schvol teacher, gs he
passed her door, 1ool(mg after the, outcasts, beg her to
allow somesof the poor little wanderers to enter 4ifs class;
but the only reply he could get was,—* Mind your own
business ; my children don’t want any ef your learning.”
When the tract-distributor Alled to' leavg one of his little
Tuessengers of Jnescy, she would say, “There’s no use
leaving your trash here-—-thou.gh ybu are p’nd for it; for
none of us can read, nor.don’t mean to learn.”” When the
.good minister called and expostulated with Les on, her
duty to attend a place of worship, the reply was, “I am as
good as my ncighbour.” No ‘marvel that, with such a
mother, the poor children were as+destitute of nght feelings
as herself ;—they. were exrly giccustomed to all sorts of
deceit and pilfering ways, and often wolild.she commend
them when fragments of wood were brouglft home from
the neigBbour’s hedge or pile, without gsking as to where
they had procufed,it; afld if the father venturedsa remark

voL. VII D
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on the subject, she would'silende him by saying, * Eat
your morsel in peace, my good man, by a goed fire, and
ask.no questions.” And 8o great was her jnfluence over
her husband, that if the Jjttle ones asked him to solve any
-difficulty for thew, he woyld reply,s Gosand ask your
mother.” '

At the age of fifty, Mrs. Rafless-became a widow, and,
like a bullock ungecustomed to the yoke, she cried and
murméied at her “lot,” as she called it. She had never
sought God, either for herself or her family, and now she
wus fossed about=on ‘the ocean of life like a vessel in a
storm, al:nost awreck. Now, indeed, mi ht it be said that

<her sorrow commenced ; a home of pove,yty and wretched-
.ness, filled by disobedient and ungodly chjldren, was almost
more than she could bear, and often would she leave all in
confusion and take her seat for an hpur's gossip at a newh-
bour’s house. ¢There was .no recognition’of the- hand of
God in any of her troubles, nor would she listen to ‘a word
of couttsel from those who would gladly have led her into
a better path -

It was not long after her father's death that Sally, her
eldest daughter, after a few months’ reckless living, ended
her days in a hosplta'l The bows became the dread of the

" parish, and in orfler to drown reflection ang the* voice

of conscience, which wopld nowe.and ther be heard, the
wretthed woman became a deunkard. Another phase of ,
her history nest month. '

THE FIRST YEAR OF.THE MARRIAGE —No. II.
“Yet one thifg he lacketha-the Mentor of-the @ind-.’ '

THE next mo:xiiug, Henry appeared with a-shaded brow,

and .complained of headache. * You did not sleep as well

®s usual, dear,”” said Mary, in a gentle t?e. <41 don't
knbw about that,” he replied, rather pettichly; and then,
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making an, effort to talks he asked,- “did you finish th
book .last might, Polly?” ¢ Qh no; 1 have not opene(
the book since we read together ; I will wait till you hav
time to join me.””. §Don’t’do that, Polly—-you had bette
goon; I may not be.hgme very early.”  “ Do you expec
to be Jate agam this evening, then?” asked the young wife
in a low voice. “Maybe?I shall; but you can enjo
yourself.” Buy something you like, and I will call a
mother’s, as I go along this morning, and tell Rdasey tc
bring down her work.”

Mrs. Judd could not reply, but set about clearing awe8
the breakfast things, turning her face from her husband
to hide the unlﬁdden tears that would éome!” Henry
worked for half an hour, as he was woat, 4n his garden,
till he heard the accustomed tap ‘at the window that gave
notlce to him of all thiggs being *ready for their usual read-
ing bifore ;hey Jparted ; baut, instead of bestening to joir
hls wife, he stsod leaning on his spade for a moment:
then, going to the window, he %«id, “You hkd better go oL
withowt ne, Polly, s I am finishtng a bit of work, and
then I nfust be off.” This was a dreadful blow to Jpoo1
Mary. She went up to her room, and poured out her full
heart to Him who is ever a;ady to lisfen and to answer.

Henry was working at a mafsion sorme distance off this
day ; thereft .{aking some cold Jmeaf, he left his pretty,

.neat home, calling out at the bottom of the stairs a-cold
< Good morninig.”’ A1l Mary’s bright visions of domestic
happiness seemed to depart as her hushand closed tht door,
and her bmstmg heart foqnd relief in a flood of tears;
then, again asking wisdom from heaven, she went on with
her usual employmdit.

In the afterndon, Henry’s "Sster brought her work, and a:
they were chatting she remarked, “We did ¢hink it so very
odd agd queer that Henry should call td-day and tell me
to come to teg; for, tg tell you tje truth, Mary, althougt
I have often esffoyed an afternoon with you, /e has neve:
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asked me, nor any"of us, down since you Were married,
and our John says Henry®wants you all to hiinself; but we
certainly thought him rather selfish in this, though con-
trary to his usual ways.” ¢1 do %ot think Henry is scl-
fish,” rejoined Mary; “bunt no d€ubt he took it for granted
that you would all come to see us when you were iuclined.”
s Well, bless you, Mary, so we do, to be sure; but Henry
came to-day so determined that I should not say no. By
thedway, Mary, we hope he won’t get into any scrape up at
,the great house ; for some of the men, who come to work
“‘thﬂ'c from a dxst:mce, they say, are ‘not better than they
should be.” ““Do they, indeed I sail Mary, with a look
of alarm. “They do; tut we say, you have no need to
fear ; for you hidve such influence over Henry that, although
some of our neighbours § feem alarmed, we don’t thinl: Henry
will be drawn into mischicf. Sovdon’t frighten yourself,—
why, dear ¢, you lobk as pale as death j—we wop’t talk of
them any more. . Here, look, I have brought a little book
in my pocl’.ct contlpued Rosey; “We were laughing, when
The Mothers' Friend came, to see 4 paper headed ¢ The
Wife;’ so, says I, this shall go down to Henry’s.”

When the tea-things were removed, and the hearth swept

up, Rosey read the article ; %t poor Mary could not keep
back all her tears, and a few that woyld break forth were
chserved by Rosey, who exclaimed, "oWhy‘, bless the
woman, what makes you cry? To be sure, we all say that
not a shadow of a trouble has ever passed over your face
or Henry’s since your wedding ; but there goes the church
.clock, telling me it is my time to go. I wonder Ienry
is not come; but no doubt he will be here soon. I
will run up and put on my, bonret, and by thnt time maybe
he will come, for they say, ¢Love has wmgs, though I
ihink he songtimes flies the wrong way' I may say and
thmk s0; but you cannot say so, Mary.”
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CARE FQR THE OUTCASTS.

Tuk following short acconnt with some interesting letters
were sent to us some time since by a friend ; we now gladly
find a place for thent, and trust they may act as a stirgulus
to these-who are going out of their usual course, and making
benevolent ‘efforts for the ;e}storation of the wanderers.

A young woman who had fallen was brought by reflec-
tion to a state of mind bordering on despair. Afs! for
the wretch who had allured her from the paths of virtye!
She knew not how a lost character "coufd be regaxneﬂ,‘ﬁ{xt
she saw in her wgnderings a building on whx’ch wag inscribed
¢ Female Penitemtiary ;' she.ascertained its purpose, and
longed to bécome an inmate, but sham® “Wade her afraid.
At length, one night she resolvgd to try'if it werc possible
to bg received, and afer walking before the door several
times,, venturedy with a trembling®hand, %o ring the bell.
The door was-bpened to her, she rushed forward and was
met only with kind expressxons “and tender Jqoks; she gave*
herself yp 5 to the ttinl.

The first letter we will give is from the parents of the
young woman to her. The matron hagl written to the father,
telling him of his child’®rescije,sbut from motives of deli-
cacy “she did no} mentlon that she was'in the Penitentiary.
The fatlfer Degins thus :2~

€L

‘¢ Many,—Some kind heart bas, in your name, spoken com-
fortably to us, Shall we be so happy as to find dhat, friendly
and consolatory letter verified in you? May we again hope
that your welfare is desired by yousself as well as by your
friends? Are you, 1pdeed sick of folly, and do you begjn ta see
the beauty of holmess” "Chis {s Joyt ul news—God grant it may | be'
true! Yo request forgivenels of your.much-mJured father and
mother,; the: moment we find you secking pardon of your

<2racieus God, we will acknowledge you, ofen as the glad father
did kis prodigal son. Let not shame oredistress keep yon from
coming to us. ,MWe request nothing more from you than to find
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your principles chapged ulm,gever Ims been amiss we will
readily forgive. To the' worthy fawily wbom you are now

with, we consld('r ourselves’to be under the greatest obligations,

and desire you will give them our heartfelt thanks, May the
blessing of Him that wag ready to penish come upon them, for
it seems they would make the widow’s heart sing for joy.

¢ I am not informed whether you continue with this bene-

volent family, but shall observéthat it is a great blessing, and
Lighly honourable, to be even but a doorkeeper where God is
worshipped ; theréfore write us word concerning your stopping,
and how it came about that you were admitted into this house of
» peace, and let not yoyr past indiscretions discourage you, for we
tarnot turn onr hacks upon you.
¢ From your affectionate fagher and mother,

.

”»

[Another’ietfer next month,—Eb.]

ARE YOU RIND TO YOUR MOTHER?

T« Waar a question!” ‘some one will- be ready to ex-
claim; “qof course, ewerv child 1s kind to a mother!”
No; itds not really so: theraare some in the world capa-
ble. of being unkind, even to a mother! This does not say
much for the “inkerent goodness of human nature,” does
it? Soitis; and our, hearts! have been grieved, many a
time, ty hearing sons and daughters speaking roughly to
mothers. We have sametimef been calledto ‘comfort, or,
at least, attempt to comfort, bereaved daughters, who have
been overwhelmed by the recollection of past unkindness,
whe regrets have been vain.  One we knew who, for years
after her mother’s, death, woyld walk her room, weeping,
night after night, at the .remembrance of a little unkind-

“ness to & wother who dled .almost snddenly, nor did she
ever recover the effect of her sorrow, but fell weeping mto
an early grave. | .

Another bercaved dar ghter once said to a f'nend “€h!

if my dear mother cov'd only con e back, how dxﬁ'eromly
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would I act towardsher. I see now sﬂe was my best, my
truest friend # disinterested "in all her Conduct to us. But
we did not béheve it then, and fow it is too late. I wish
I could obliterate the past—at least, many perts of our
home history —would that,my mother could return!”
“No, this may not b8® the friend replied; “but your
mother #s fartoo happy nowgto think of anything painful
in the past. ‘She left all her sorrows this side the gate of
the dark valley, and could she speak, she would say,
freely forgn ¢, for I have much forgiven.” But all wa$ hun,
dark visions of the past clouded all the sunshine of
vouthful days, nor has thcre yet appeared any “brgm
light” there. .4 .

But a still mose distressing case lately came to our
knowledge. We trust, not a common cafe, In our home
circles, A widowed mother and two daughters resided
togethes. Ones of the daughters, who was a pious, well-
conducced pemson, avgs a comfort to htr mother; while the
other was so unathiable and unkind, thas the mother’s days
were rendered miserable. -At ]engtp her lashdays came,
and she'lax on a dying bed; but so painful were the re-
collections of the sufferings she had endured from her
unnatural child, that she refused. to see, her ere she passed
away from earth. And thiNethe nother died. Now came
to the daughter the remembrance of her’ unkindness, and
remorse of *confsctence folloWed, which was like a serpent
coiled about the heart, producing after a short time decided

_madness !

Daughters, allow no unkind word of yours to fall on a
mother’s heart, lest too latg eyou find ghat such a special
crime must bear a specxal pemnky. The remembrange of
unkindness to parents, when they are sleeping in the tomb,
must be

¢ Like wréathed adders erawling round themidmight conscience.”
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MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS.

COURAGE{~EFFORT~—~REWARD..

A rapY, who is a tried and faithful friend of mothers,
persuaded another lady to Téstabliah a-Maternal Meeting in
a very neglected locality, neas Rondon. One evening 2
poor woman attended, who had never thought of her ma-
ternal responsibility, nor of %ae world to come. The paper
read was the means of leading her to ponder her ways, and,
ultiraately, bringing her to the feet of Jesus. She had now
to take up her cross; for those who ought to have hailed the

“change with dehghf became her persecutors. But she cheer-

fully attended to all Ler varied dutigs, amidst much diffi-
culty, and pressed on iy the narrow #oad, looking forward
to the hefivenly rest, Her pilgrimage - was soon ended.
One day, she was in her usual state of health—she was
ever delicate—and had" prepared the dinger for hex' family,
when she fek downein a fit, and befotg the sun had gone
his round, she was in a world of everlasting day lier
affliction Was, mdecd but for a moment; and, as she
entered on her efetnal weight of glory, she cbuld bless
God for a Maternal Meeting. Mother! would you like to
read the paper that first impressed her mind? You shall
do so; for we fxave some, r.otes of it kindly sent to us.
May you read,‘and [onder, and resolve, and obtain a like
blessing.

REMARKS ON THE MANAGEMLNT'  OF CHILDREN; FROM A
' ‘VORK ON EDUCAT!ON, BY THE REV. T, SCOTT.

On the subject of estallishing authority, which Mr.
Scott woyld have accompllshed early, he used to observe,
that it gcnerally cost him a sharp dontest, sometimes more
than ome; but that whén it was once fettled who was
master—thg parent, and not the child — the path was
ever after gcomparatwely smooth and easy.

On correchon he was decided as to its ‘propriety and
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necessity, as the appeintment of Godl, at the same time
he thought st need by n§ means bé frequent, if it were
properly adrinistered. He woWld not have it applied for
small faults—those resulting from childish levity and
inconsideration —bute only °things wilful, rebellious, or
immoral.. “* A child,”® lse obseryed, ““ should be punished,
not for-bemo-a child, but for being a wicled child.” ‘of
course, he taught that" ch&,susement was to be applied
coolly and deliberately, to fulfil a dyty painful to the
parents’ feelings, not for their gratification. %
It was a rule with him, that from the time children
became capable of making their wants ku®wn in any qthe.”
way, they were to obtain nothing by crying for 1t or by
any other mlscondnlct He mych lamented’to see parents
8o often inverting the proper course to be~pursued, leaving
their ghildren almost without restramt when young, and
then attemptmg to impose too severe restrictions upon
them when arown up. Each error was highly pernicious ;
_the combmatxon'of the two, of most rujnous consequeuces
A lady, who was for a consiGérable time Mysiding in his
house, * agd who he$ very succesSfully brought up her
family by rules principally derived from him, mentions in
a letter two circumstances in his management. One was,
his “never resenting mt&cpuduct in"any way when the
contest was over, He was very soon kind again to the
offender. "l'l‘!eother, was his plgn of, allowing his autho-
-rity to pass away imperceptibly as his children grew up.
In this he excelled even his management in childhood, and
observing many unhappy cases arising from a coutrary
course has convinced me of its great importance. He
would have been a wxse father, even if he had not been a
religious one; just® views were too obvious in his® wise
mind. I take the opportum@' of speajung of him in every
circle where # young mother is present.”
» wwdbs same friend gives the following rﬁles as laid down
by him. * * Fix autfority very qurly? The only way of
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dealing with chilcyen is to convince them that if they dis-
obey, they are sure to be putished. Never let an offence
pass unnoticed, under the fatal idea that they will know
better when they are older.”

A younz iwan who lived in hig houss many yvears re-
marked —*¢ One thing that styuek me was Mr. Scott’s
Behaviour towards younrr people. He never teased and
worried them about little #wings.” The contrary conduct
gives to many parents the appearance of always finding
fault; their children «re uncomfortable in their preseunce,
,and confidence is destroyed. When I had been at Aston
JFo months, [, had more contidence in Mr. Scott than
mﬁnv sons can ever feel towards their own father. Il
steadily showed his dl\npl)robatlon of ‘1hmgs, in proportion
to their coptugriety to God’s law, and not to the effect-
which happened to follow from them. For cxample—.
child is doing what is forbidden, as throm‘n" stones; little
notice perhaps is taken till he breaks a window, and then
he is pumshed for the mischief he hm», done, ahd not for
his disobegienee.  This Mr. Scott condemned, bLut he
himself neber scemed to be belrayed into such comluct.

The *tnother whose mind was first led to ‘ ponder her
maternal duties by hearing these remarks read, said she
had endvavoured tv follow the-adviee given, and found the
plan very excellant ; that her children were more ‘tractable
th'm by using the method sha before adopey, which was,

“be very an«rv, and get nto a passion with her chil-
dren, not considering what their fanlts had been.”  She
was, spared many months to try her new and better train-
ing, and we trust her children will remember the way she
desired to Jead thetn iu her last Jdays. To those of us who
conduct these mterc_stmf* meetings, this instance-of uvseful-
ness should prove a stxmulue to press onward in our labours
for the welfare of mothers and children.
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ALWATYS TOO LATE,

Ir was a° lovely;mor;;ing, efrly in the month of Sep-
tember, in the old days of coach-travelling, that I left
Cheltenhdm by the well-known cqach called the  Berkeley
Hunt,” on my return*tetown. . I was seated on the pox
-with t;he coachman, and, by way of opening up conver-
sation, begah to descant upon the beauties of the surround-
ing scPhery. IHe soon proved to be .an intelligent and
communicative companion. We were slowly '“indihg up
that long. and trying hill on the Cirencester road, abdut
three miles from the town, which Iay scattéred in the vu?!v
below, in all its gy}ran heauty. The pretty \1]Iage of Charl-
ton Ring was on owr left hand 5 the more celebmted source
of the Thames, with its seven springs, on Our right. This
is a ggneral resort of tourists, as few come into the neigh-
bourhqod withgat going to see the beg ginning of that far-

famed Tiver.s Ad we were thus jogging along, a sort of
‘indistinét sound.scemed to be heard, which yet led to no
observation; but as it increased, I t.urne(l ro\ud to see if
-there vs".ts.a?l_v cause 0r it, and behold, .half way, down the
hill, was a carriage, commonly called a fly ; the driver was
holding up his whip and shouting at the top of his voice
for us o stop, at the same¥me uygiug his poor jaded steed
to its dtmost effor.ts “There you are ! sdwmcbody behind, I
reckon;” said’ ty companidn,  bug they must just come a
little farther, for T shall not slop till I get to the top of the
hill, and then the rest will be acceptable to,my own
horses.” o

‘When they came up, the head of a gtout Jady was thrust
out of the window ot the fly ; her face was nilore thgn a
little flushed with anuetv. whllst she exclgimed, with a full
strong voice, ¥¢ Here I am; s I am always too late!” What
a confession, thought I, ‘¢ Always too l.ato. What an
.ux~ncizble notoriety, and, in this case, what vexation it
involved ; what inconvegience ; whaé exp’ense; what cruelty.,
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But, I fear, the las,ly in questjon is only one of rather a
numerous class; how far the present systém of railway
travelling mny tend to improve them is doubtful, but it is
very fair to imagine that they sometimes have to wait for
the next train, seeing the old plan®of "overtaking is quite
out of the question. Nu experferice seems to suffice for
these people ; and, alas! there is tao much feason to fear
the principle extends to higher and far more jgnportant
matters. Some are halting und hesitating about the things
which make for their everlasting peace. Sermons have
.Ga}wakened them ; afflictions alarmed them; they have
stiemnly resolved, but still are undecided ; trembling vpon
the berders of the grave, hedven or hel! at stake, how awful
would it be if such persous were takerl away euddenly, and
at the last moment find they were teo late.”

M. B.

A HINT -FOR YOUNG MOTHERS.
4o the E(lzt‘dr of < T/lc Methers’ Friend.”,,

Dmm Manan,—I passed through much sorrow of mind one
day, fearing my little boy, of about six vears of age, had told
me an untruth.  Ohn the previogs evening I promised that he
and his little sister should bave a piece of cake the next day;
accordingly I placed a piece for each within }h"r reach. The
little boy was the ‘first Yo ﬂmlk “of it, and"went to get it; he
found only one piece, and took half.of it, taking the other lmlf‘
to his gister. I was present, and nnmedmfely said, “T am
afraid my little boy is naugbty, and has eaten part of his sister’s
cake as well us his own.” He replied, * No, mamma, I have
not; there was but one piece.” I told him how gricved I was
le should tell a lie; he again said, “ia, therc was only one
piece.” ¢

My first 1m11ulse was to punish him severely, but T said sor-
rowfally, “(-oulone, love, and ask God to forgive you, and
_ help you to tell the truth.”” "On returning to my roofn, the'sdil,
¥ with fears in his eyes,“* Mamma, F feel just the same—ﬂmm
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was but one piece.” T sull feared he v*« naughty The little
fellow went %o kneel down fo préy,lonce or twice during the day,
and seemed Yery unhappv I resblved not to punish him_ until
1 had asked an, individual, who was absent, if Ze had taken it,
not knowrng it was pyg there ' for the children. I did so, and,
to my great joy, e hagl ‘aken it. *Oh, if I had punished my
dear lntle - boy, how sad it would bave made me. Mothers ! we
have need of, cantion, patience, gentleness, and great wisdom,

lest wegpanish our dear little ones wrongfully.
: M. L. E.

OLD WOMEN.

It is the fashigp to speak-very hghtl) of ““old yomen,”
cven the Apostle éalks of ““old, wives' fables; "—but I feel '
sure the old ladies who aunoyed St. Paul must have becn
very Jdifferent to the respectabl(, dames upon whom I
stumble whergser 1 go. ¥ will relafe anecdotes of two or
three, and )ou 8kl judge if I hate not®reason to think

C*“old women” A very mice portion of ogr race.

First I must take you to a little dark ro\m up a dirty
vard, thg *fire-grate *has been lessened by brigks, and an
old screen half conceals a bed at the farther end of the
room—the few chairs are brgken apd worn, the crazy
drawers look as if they Mad (]onc.duty for centuries ; but
the hearth is always demlv swept, the table wears a
polish; the' %acopau, which usunlly contains a few potatoes,
-relished only by salt, is as blight as scouring can make it,
and with a stick by her side sits the aged mhabltant of
this poor alms-room. She rises as I o.pproa(,h, totters
over her brick floor as I.descend fhe steps to bid me
welcome Respondul" to her,warm and kinllly gregting,

sit down, and tﬁl\mg, up, the worn _Bible, which is
nlways beside Lier, rcad somé sweet su.ox'd of Him who
had not where to lay His hcad—sometxm.es-mtcrrupted by
tha' ~clamations of the hearer, as some promise of more
than ordidary bct.mty  plls on her gar. * She wag more than’
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eighty-two before dhe had legrned to read, but, nothing
daunted, she procured 4n “old ‘i)orn-book, an¥l would, with
the assistance of some better-educated neighbour, spell
out the words. One sentence fairly conquered was a
treasure reserved for my next vistt, and her aged eyes
would glow as in youth, when she ‘felt Lerself able to spell
ont a few lexts of Scripture, ¢
Her conversation was much of other days, and always
with thankful reference to the guiding and preserving
pow't‘zf of Him in whom was all her delight. She had
. grown to woman’s estate cre she experienced the work of
ﬁ@encmtion, and she would advert with many tears to the
unhappiness she endured while withowt God in the world;
every little present she veccived was' shown me—cvery
mention of her neighljours was to telk me of some deed of
disinterested kindness—1 knew she received far other treat-
ment from many-—-.but of that, ftom her*«wn lips; I never
heard. In btr truly might be discersed thtse marks of a
disciple—those fwnits by, which they are known—gentle-
ness, forbdarance, lqug-suffering, and loving her neigh-
bour as<kerself. "“?caiy oftemi?ne; “of the srg)rxm‘vs of l?ﬁ-,
1 qever stole awpy to spend half an hour in the old alms-
room, without feeling .refreshed and instructed, and
reproved 100, b'y.the p&tjent'eﬁdurunce of what seemed to
me sore privations ; for not ouly patient, but.rejoicing, was
the old woman. * ' Fruicr,

€

SERVANTS AND MASTERS.
ILLUSTRATIONS OF NO. L.

#Wupt, I am glad it is Friday night,” said Tom Spriggs,
<1 shall find master at hgwe, <hat’s a comfort, to pay my
money—last week’s pay is gone—and then Bally may go to
shop and previge for another week.” ’ .

“Tom Sharpset tries it on, and says he’ll make“me-,ay
what I don’t owe hem; he thi!\lﬂ, b‘ecause 1 ani a poor
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man, he can tread me 'down; but mafer says he 11 stand
by me, and 1f Master Sharpset ajit careful he’ll find him-
self in the wrong box,—for, though I am weak, master’s
strong ; and then to be sure, as master says, poor men
ought to pay up all'thdir score befyre they go on again, or
how can the shopkeepers five—hdnesty is the best policy 2’

¢ Mary,” said Thomas Smith to his pale and tired wife,
“that poos little girl is very poorly, go up to mistress
and ask her if she can help you to a htt.le'somethmg nice ;
she could cat that, but our poor bread and pork is too’ ftard
for her.”

“You can’t go to work to-day, George, said Mrs. Prigf
to'her husband, * shat rheuniatic pain will be made, worse
with the wind and rhin. I am *sure master will take it
into account ; at all events, wait till yoon.” ‘

““’Tis precious hard times, Susan,” said John Ralph,
““and our club r#Bney ought to be paid, but I can’t spare
three shl]ngs . I™eask master to let ‘me have it, and stop
back sixpence a’ week.” . J.0.V,

FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. 1117
sMan.

Bmom th“e. birth of Isaac, we again find the Patriarch
and his family” dtiven by ,'amme mto another country.
Sdrah's l)muty, even at her advanced age, again bcecomes a
cause of alarm and sin to Abrahain ;—once morg xs.she
guilty of exhibiting her charms, and again becomes the
object of a monarch’s choice® There ds nothing in this
*part of Abimelech’s cguduct contrary to Eastern’custonss ;
the will of the, king can atany fime command the hand of
any of his unmnmed female subjects. ‘We feel his heha-
uour on-the whole was that of an upright, ntan, and one

ru 'y the fear of God. '

It is believed by somgzeritics that?® the moneysgiven by
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the king to Abr}‘ham,was to purchase a veil for his wife,
as a rebuke for her neglect of that generally-worn appen-
dage. Never let fashion or vanity lead us to adopt an
immodest or unmatronly style of dress.” We think there
ought to be a marked differencc_“ between the costume of
> the maiden and that of the wife; and we cannot see with
any degree of pleasure the mother of a large family dressed
just like her young and blooming girls. .

. At length Isaac is born ; the hearts of the aged couple
laugh for joy. We can imagine Sarah’s rapture, as she
hung over her leng-sought Dblessing, and the thoughts

“which must have crowded into her mind as she pondered
histhigh destiny. About two years‘of peace passed away,
and then, o* a time of ‘family rejoicing, the tranquillity of
the mother was cloaded by the scoffs of the Egyptian’s
son. Ishmael doubtless felt that his hope of “being the
heir was lost for ever. Though over};ﬁl‘éd by God for Iis
own purposes, we are shocked at“the cruclte which cx-
pelled Hpear aid her. Loy, and left them to wander in the
wilderness.

Of'the subscquent life of Sarah we have 1y record. We
gather from Isaac’s grief at her loss that she was a beloved
mother. It is‘a singular fpot that she is the only female
whose age at her death'is recorded in Scriptere.  Sarah
died at Kinath-arba, and by the pious gre of Abraham
was laid to rest in the caye of Machpe.lnh. There the once
beauteous body has long since become dust, to be restored
wherr the promised seed of the woman shall come again
in glory, and she shall behold the seed of Abrabam after
the flesh, and the Son of ‘the Most High God.

L.S. T.

TWO WAYS OF DOING A THING.

Wz were passing along one of our streets the other cven-,
. N . . Ny
ing, watching a group of childréa _at.play, when our ears
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were assailed by the sharp, angry Voice of a woman calling
out, * Here, you John Smith! come into the house this
moment.””  One of the boys just turned his head, and
then went on with his play. -

Do you hear what r sdy, Johnt Smith? March in quick,
or you'lk cateh it, I tell you!” We heard, as we passed, a
jerk and a slap, and the door was violently slammed.

We went on our way, doubting whether this was tl:e
best way of managing children.

As we were thinking on the matter, we turned the
corner, and came upon another group of la(fs. in front 0(0‘1'
house, the door ofs which was at that moment opened.
“Willie!” said a mild and pleasant voice. ¢ Did you call,
mother?” asked one of the boys, coming on to the side
walk. o Yes, my son; it is getting late. Have you not
played enough tar‘-day?” * <1 shauld like.to stay out alittle
longer, if you pled~s.” The mother’ patted the child on
the head, and smilingly said, “I should »ot mind if it were
not past youyr bed-time. Have you,forbotten\Wllhe, the
lines you rppentcd to me this morping ?—

¢ Early to bed, and early to rise,

Makes one lxealth,x, wealthy, and wise.””

¢ Yes, mother, 1 remember therh, Good night, Tommy.
Good~mightyiargy””  And, taking his mother’s hand, he
went cheerfully into the houses
This set us -again thinking. What would be the effect
“on these two boys of their mother’s treatment?* Would
not the one spoken to with gentleness, and treated with
kindness, grow up kind, amiable, and®obedient; and the
other, accustomed ie'rough words and harsh treatm®nt,
become obstinate,” ill- tempcred' oand disobedient7 Mothers,
remember, you. can lead better with the ge‘ntle hand, than
drive witlh the rod.
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LIFE IS SWEET.

‘¢ Omn, life is sweet 177 gaid a merry chlld 3
““ And I love, I love to roam ‘

In the meadows (green, ’neath the sky serenc ;
Oh, the world is a fairy home!

There are trees hung thick with blossoms ﬁur,
And flow’rets gay and bright ;

There’s the moon’s clear ray, and the sun-iit day :
Oh, tlie world is a world of light !

¢ Oh, life is sweet!”” said an earnest youth,
As he conned the storied page,

And he pondered on the days bygoue,
And the fame of a-former age":

There. was hope in"his bright and beaming eye,
And he longed for riper years’;

He clung to lifew—he dared its strife—
He felt nor dregd nor feurs.

¢¢ Oh, life is sweet !’’ came merrily
Erom the lips of a fair young bride ;
Atd a happy smile she gave +he while
-~ To the dear one by ler side.
¢ Oh, life is swect! for we will live
Our constancy to prove ;
Thy sorrow’s mme, my rials thine,——
Our solace in our love.”
"
¢ Oh, life is sweet !”’ said a mother fond,
As sbe gazed on her helpless child,
,And she closer pressed to her gladdencd heart
The babe, who unconscious smiled :
¢¢ My life shall be for, thee, my child,
All guiltless as thou art ;
And who would dare my soul .o tear
From the tie that.forms a part?”’

<t Oln, ljfe is sweet!”” said an aged sire,
Whose eye was sunk and dim ; ;

His form ‘as bent—his strength was spent—
Could life be sweet to him 7 _ '~
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Oh yes; for round the ol man’s chai/
His children’s children clung ;'

And each deer face and warm embrace
Made life scem ever young.

Thus lee is sweet, frqm carly youth
To weak enteebled age ;
Love twines with life, through care and strife,
In every varied stage.
Though perchance the path is rough,
And dark the sky above;
In every state there’s something yet
To live for and to love. . .

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

1. When we commence the day, we may be quite sure
our wishes.will be :rossed before the end of it. Let us
ptcpare for it. v ‘

2, Everybody in the "house has an evil nature as well as
ourselves, and therefore we should not expect too much.

3. Try t§ learn the different temper of cach one of the
family, and suit yourself to it.

4. When inclined to nge an angry answer, lift up your
* heart to Heaven.

5. Observe when any are suffering, and ‘speak a word
of kindnes¥ and §ympathy.

6, Watch for little opportunities of pleasing, and put
little annoyances out of the way.

7. Take a cheerful view of everything, and encourage
hope. .

8. Be gentle with the little ones, and treat them with
kindness and respect, remembermg you were young once,
and that there is'an eye observing all things.

Ax.wus HAVE TWO BOOKS ON HAND.
A book always within reach may be taker. up at any odd
moment. One book,shopd be in readmg of a character to
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smt the mmd when thoughtful amd bn«rht the other, to
suit it when tired or vexed..

a TBXT. . .
Trv always to gét a short text on the mind in the

morning ; i it will help you to meet troubles, and to get over
them, through the dav.

THOUGHTS.
' Store the mind with good and valuable thoughts; they

take: ap no room. You may labour or travel with them
without auy mconvemence.

TWO TIHINGS,

There are two things which ougljt to exert a great in-
fluence upon us—the first is; a thought of- duty; and the
second, the thought df usefulness.

NOTICES OF BOOKS.

Miss Corner’ s Scripturc? Hmtory London: Dean.
A very comprehensive and useful book fbr parents aqd teachers.
Journal of Health. London: Simpkin and Co.
A cheap serial of yseful hipts to families. .
” Autobwyrqphy qf a Five-Pound Noie. "By be. Weps. London
Clarke.
An instructive book for our sons,from home.\

Band of Hope Almanack. London: Partridge and Co.
A delightful sheet of information for ‘young and old.

Sabhath” Lessons for @ Year. By Rev. 8. MarrtIy. London
‘Ward and Co.

A treasure for Sabkath-schooi‘teachers, helping them to think anc
to teach. -
N
The Lamp of Love. Fdlted bv Rov. C ‘H Bu‘nu.&h London
Houlston.
The name of the editor will gurantee 2 Warm recephon for thi.
hm ook of tales by all our young friends. -

- u.mg! Book for Children of all Ages. London : \Vard and .
'A-véty attractive and irteresting bool to young eyes and hearts.
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COMMON MERCIES.

*“Then pmlse God for Sabbaths—for books and dreams—and
pains!”’

“CoMmon mercicsd ”) what are they ? Tlealth, fgod,
raiment; the light of the glorious sun and the stillness of
the m«rht household blessings, with love and friendship
sweetc-mxlg every hour of life; the green spots of this
beautiful world, looking as though the curse had® passed
very lightly over them ; flowers and music, and the flute-
like voices of the dear little children?  Oh! shonld wg aot
be thankful for thmc 7 But is it not trac, that the blessings
of Providence m'(‘ so richly, thickly, and frecly scuttered
around us, in every winding and turning of life, that we

count them as thiiws of cours‘(‘, and almost claim them as
a right 7 ITow often dp we sce "a young wife and mother
tripping along hfv s pathway gajly awd joyomsly, the bright
sun shiming ovey her hLead, and the Zreen velvet sward
‘beneath her feet; the birds sidging in the nigh heavens,
and the lnmbs of the fold and the lambs of the household
;,»;mnbolim’ at her feet. Suddenly the scenc is changed : she
draws near a dark and tangled wood 5 shc looks back, but
there is no retwrning 3 th@e Js a na}‘low path through the
gloomy glade, covered with thorns and prickly plants, but
she meost guler if,Yor it isethe appointed way to a city be-
yond. Thin and delicate slippers served lier before to tread
the soft path ; but now she needs shoes of iron and brass,
- aye, and promxse too that they shall last, it may bc, some
forty years, to travel in the wilderness.

The voices of the houschoid pratt]ers no lt)mcr cheer
her way. They arc®3ingjng, mdeed loud and long, but
their song is in anvther lahguadk, and in a celestial country ;
the guule of her youth now has joined them sand she must

travel on alone. Ah! she ponders now over all those
common mereics of which she thought o little, pr received
as common things* ﬂl‘gw arz now remcmbered as blessings

VOL. VII. E
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rare and rich, and she marvels®that she valued them so
little while in her possessibn ;—and is it not even so with
the every-day blessings of life? We receive them as
matters of course, and forget the Giver, and the possibility
of His withdrawing them.. . e

«Qh, mother, mother!” said little Jane Rowe, “I am
so glad Mrs. Teachwell let me lead home poor tiny blind
Susan, so that she did not fall into the gutter again. Oh,
motheér; how sad it is to be blind!”  * Yes, my child, it
must be; to have this beautiful world shut out from our
vie. aud to sce the béloved countenances of our dear ones
no more.” Yes, mother, don’t you mind how poor Mr.
Teabort put his bands on his little Emily, and said, < Oh,
that I could see your pretty face!” Ilow he must wish to
see all his little clnldren, like father can sce us.” Yes,
he must, indeed, poor man and a .very litfle thing 1t was,
my child, that deprived him of the blessing of swht only
alittle cold after taking medicine. And'T knew a géntleman
who was brushing his coat, and happened to knock one of
the buttogs up into the eye, and hé.could never see with
it again. I knew a little boy, who by accident picreed his
eye with a fork, and he became blind. 8o, you sce, we are
always in danger of losmg ouy evnumon mercies.’

Mothers ! who amongst us ever thanked our IIeaven]y
Father as we ought for gvery-day blessings—for bedng able
to gaze on the glonous sumhine, the cuchanting scenery
of this still-beautiful world, the hills and dales, the blue
sky and the cheering green mcadows, the everflowing sca
with its crested waves, the ten thousand tinted flowers
blooming oa the rich brown earth for our gratification, the
blessmgs of sleep which He giyes his beloved when He
has drawn the curtains of"datkness around us, and the
light of the rew morning when the household awakens to
assemble around the domestic altar, and none are found
sleeping the sleep bf dgath !

Mothers! do ypu store your Tittle chitdren’s minds with
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texts of Scripture and hymns ? The day may come when
they may -be blind! And did you ever think of this?
Perhaps you never thought such a thing possible, that you
or they could ever losc the lﬂcssing of sight ; yet it may be,
and the writer of this ditgle papar, knowmg from experignce
that there is a possibility of losing this common though
great merey, would say, “Wlmtsoever thy band findeth
to do, do it with thy might;” “work while it is day,”
for the night of darkness, or of death, may be close at
hand.  TForget not every day to thank your Heavenly
Tather for common mercics. o

THE LUPTLE BLIND BoY'S THOUGITS ABOUT
DYING. .,
“ Mowirir! the sun fecls very warny oh, lead me to those bowers;
1 long ¢o sit andethink anlid the perfume of the flowers,
Where I wasswonu to play 5 oh, how 1 loved tie glorious light !
"The teafs will illthe eyes sometimes to think Ive only night.

L
¢ Mother! I never used to think how gpice it was to sce
The lovely world and -all aroand, till blindness canie,on me ;
O, could I sce you, just once more, my heart would leap for
joy,
To look aguin upen your fage—bit I'm @ poor blind boy !
¢ Mother ! “hm vou are leading me, I'feel quite bold and
o shr unn‘

Even when we pass the marketgplacc ami idst the busy throng
But I think, what can your blind boy do when you are called
away ? .

Oh! T must pray to go with you—on carth I could not stay

“Mother! T think sometimes, when mwduy comes to die,
That T must sce the way, throughs¢ the valley? to the skyy—

T mean the way that (athornvn:, when e bi¢ us ¢ Good-bye!?
Oh ! 1 feel T Mnust have eyes to sec the journey to the sky.

¢ And sehen my spirit flies away, upon the waves of air,
~Wiat slmll 1 do unless T see? —for you will not be there.

1t must be ¥éry far to go up to that Jettefland; |
What can a httle-muy’boy do, without his mother s hand ?”
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The mother dried her'streaming éges, and clasped her blind
boy’s hand,
¢ Jesus,” she said, ¢ will be thy guide to the holy, lmppy land ;
And He will lead my blind boy to the realms of*endless day-—
Cast all your cure on Him, my son, and Wwipé your tears away.”
February, 1854. ' -

THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE.—No. IIL

“Be hind to the friends of thine husband, for the love they have to
him.”—<¢IJave not a friend more intimate, O hushand! than

. thy wife.” .

Sorrowrur days, wecks and months passed aver poor
Mary’s home———Hem‘v ever returning lat= flushed and half
angry ; evidently an altewd man, yet every fiow and then
presenting his wife with money, saying, ““Use that as you
like, Polly ; T dow’ t wish to be selfisl.” The uncomplain-
ing wife did ev e.ythmé, in her power to make her husband’s
home comfortable, cver hopinn' to win Lim bacK to his
early habits and kind ways, pleading with God for herself
and for him; but he went on, recklessly giving’ up ll that
once made him peaccful and ]mppy

One evening Ilenry returned earlicr than usual, bringing
with him a young man,of donlitful appcarance and rough
manners, though he had cvidently beeu accustomed fo good
society, and bad read » good Jeal. T have broaght a
gentleman to sup with you, Kary ; a friend of mine, so, of
course, of yours,” said Ilenry, as he laid his hand on the
shoulder of Mr. Gaylove. My husband’s friends must
be mine,” said the astonishel Mary, keeping down ler
beatmg heast as best she, could. < Really, Mrs. Judd,”
said ‘the stranger, “1 have heard so much of you and your
kind ways from a certain person that 1 shafl not name,
that I have bgcn wishing to see you for some time, and
if you had a sister like yourself I should almost have fallen

" in love without having a mcetmw"’ “You might have
made a sad mistake, er, rejoined M rv ,“Plucking up her
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courage, ‘¢ bl..lt there is np danger, for I was early an
orphan, and knew not the comforts of a happy home of my
own till I married! ” The last words all but choked poor
Mary, but she Went into the pantry tb prepare supper. I
have not anythmg p'xrtlcularly nige to place before you,”
said the gcntle woman, as she laid the white cloth, “orly
a little Cold pork.” *Ah! but some of your nice pickle,
Mary,” said her husband, “and, I'll answer for it,”” he
continued, “a bit of pie always saved for'me!” .
Much chat passed over the frugal supper, and r;mny
compliments paid to Mary’s Lhousekeeping. ~ After supper,
Henry said, turning towards his wife, “ What- do you thifik,
Mary, we have done up yonder? ”’—< 1 do not know.”—
“Well, T will tell you ; we thought, as so many are going
to the gold diggings, that those whe are left behind should
be better paid for their work thaa they.are; so, when we
were in’ the vcry ‘middle of the most particular things at
the grea house, whm they could not do without us, we all
struck for more money, and we, are tofd to-night, as the
work is, doye, we may all be off to the diggings, if we
like! Bu¢ I have no notfon of going among teuts and
pistols; what say you, old girl 7”’—** Dear me,” cxclaimed
poor Mary, turning dreadfilly pale, ¢ a1e you really turned
off, Ienry 7 ”—< Why, ves, Y sup p’o’=c we are, and no mis-
take jnuyd tlrc worst of thc matter is, that our purse is too
empty to carry us over the water; I'm afraid.”’—* Mrs.
Judd,” said the visitor; I fear this sudden information
-about business has alarmed you ; it has made yod lopk as
bloodless as an angel!” Dale, indeed, poor Mary was,
and very ill she felt ; so ill, that she was obliged to retire to
her room, leaving heg company and her supper-table te-the
care of her mjsguided husbanda

A FATAL ROCE.
« T mus -do as others do,” is a dangerous rock, on
which many have beg,lost.



66

ALFRED ; OR, THE BLESSING OF EARLY
PARENTAL INSTRUCTION.

Artmoven much Ras been wrlttgn in commendation of
carly instruction, and rthe Dblessing attendant upon a
mother's pious cfforts, it may be truthfully said, “the
half has not been told.”” The following anecdote, founded
upon fact, will afford an additional testimony :—

The, mother of a child, whom 1 shall call Alfred, was
exceedingly desirous that he might be brought up in the
fear of God. She dcvoted some part of every Lord’s day
in teaching him the principles of religion. It was her
practict, when e fiest began to speak, to hear him repeat
some prayers for morning and evening, enjoining him st

the same time to offer'them up to God? From hcrllps he

learned to repeat nearly’all Dr. Watte’s “Dmne Songs for
Children.”  As hie grew up, he continued ‘the practice, and
by this means the habit of prayer was ';cqmrcd «and con-
firmed. In process of tine, his mind was impressed with
the importance of Divine things. 1le sought, at an early
period, an interest in the salvation obtained Yy our Lord
Jesus Christ. The ministry of the Gospel was greatly,
although very gradually, opened o his understanding and
blessed to his soul. I have Leard him say that hie never
recollected the time when he,did not delight #:~eacred
things, and always attributes this, under God, to the early
instructions he received from his mother. It was sced sown
in geod ground, which, wader the influence of God’s Holy
Spirit, germinated, flourished, and produced the fruits of
righteousngss.  IIis life and conduct proved the reélity of
grace in his heart. Somectimes he dcubted whether he was
a child of God, from the «rcumstance that he could not
fix on any time, or refer to any place, when and where he
was born again , but this was removed by a discourse de-
livered by a latc excellent minister from the werds, “I am
the Lord’s.”
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The thowghts of Alfr€d were fixed on the Christian
ministry, and he laboured in thd blessed work of preaching
the Gospel of galvation for more than half a century,

“4Telling to all around
What a defrSaviourHe had found.” .
Always ready for his work, and always engaging in it with
pleasure. 1lis dear parent lived to sce him thus engaged,
and heard from his lips the tidings of salvation, the offers
of merey to sinners, aud the promise of pardon to Wl who
come to Jesus.

Fathers, mothers, listen ! Train up your childrenedor
Chrit and heavep. Begin early to tell then of their ruin
by the full, and ofethe remedy qrovided in the atonement
and rightecoutness of Chri-t.  Follow your instructions
with your example.  Be in carnes for their salvation. Tell
them that God duvites elem ; that lie says, “they who
seck me carly shall find me; ** that i ITim®hey will have
a guide®o dircets them in the way, & gpunsellor to advise
them in difficultics, a friend that will never forsake them,
a futhers thed will prdvide ofor them, a. covert to protect
them, a pf)_\'s:iciau to heal their maladies, a benefactor that
will enrich thew with the Blessings of Ilis grace on earth,
and crown them with s ?.'zlo:_v in‘thc Licaven of heavens.

R. C.

MATERNAL ASSOQCIATIONS.
REPORT FROM CARR’S LANE, BIRMINGIIAMS

Harraxe with delight this fourth anniversary, the past,
the present, and the future eall forth gratitudae, humility,
and trost.  The conelderation ol the hasis for work Yaid
by our estecmed pastor, at the ®ommencenient of the year,
of which we wonld not lnse sight—first, ‘thc insyired
prayer, ““ Lord, what wil thou have us to 807" cecondly,

"the maternal moito, “ And these wgrds svhich I chznmnd
thee this day shalle besin thine heart, and thou shalt teach
’ E 2
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them diligently unto thy childres, and shalt talk of them
when thon sittest in thiné house, and when thou walkest
by the way, and when thou liest down, and when thou
risest up,’ ' reminds us of unfmthcu]nc«s, weakness and
deficiency, though at thé same time we are conscious that
we have been uplifted and stimulated ther cby.,

The various subjects on which we ‘have held confercnce
this year, have served to instruct, profit and edify all whose
happiuess it has beea to attend. We camnot resist this
opportunitv of urging upon others to unite in these useful
mgctings. We \-vould say, *“Come with us, and do good,
and get good.”” Our hearts bound in sacred gratitude as
we move onwards under the sunlight of our Heavenly
Father’s smile, we woukl now testify onr. gratitude for
the past by implicit trttst for the future ; and so go forward
with new energy of soul and lovalty of hLeatt, looking to
God, under the happy assurance that omnipotent strength
will be granted to aid us through all qur future course.
Though for the most partewe have heen brought through
¢ green pastures,” andl led beside “estill watess,”’,we have
not passed on without clouds and darkness.

Disease and death have cast their shadows, and bid us
¢ weep with those who weep.”” Though several have been
bereaved, we record will profound gratitude that only once
of our number has been removed during the past_ year, and
for that one we “sorrow not as those that are without
hope,” resting confident that she has been called by Infinite
Love to excnange the work and associations in which she
delighted upon earth for the noble and more Ulissful ones
in heaven.

¢ Grieved we vi jew the vacant place,
Miss ¢he kmdly beammg face ;
Listen for the voice in vain,
N@er to aid us here again.”
"

‘Wenumber eighty-five in this &s&oclatlon, but the attend-
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ancc at oursmonthly meetings Ys not so numerous as we
could desire. We work on in hbpe.

BALSALL UEATI ASSOOGIATION.

Gratefully we acknf?ivl(-dgc the, encouragement afforded
in the review of the pas? year,“~the number of members,
the regularify of attendanee, and the unabated interest,
combine tg culiven our hopes that a silent influence is at
work, contributing to benefit many domestic cndca. In
addition to a emfvll library of books lent for the justruction
of mothers, a fund has been formed for the sick, by a sub-
seription of once pemny a fortnight from ecach wem®ér,
which we find, bwheing regularly maintained, though small
in itsel!, will cnabl® us to adnitfister to the comfort of the
afHicted amm)':st us 1 times of negd. Numbher of mem-
bers iy this Association, 70 ; and 247 various Mothers’
Magazines are talten in tlonthly. .

Tive other Associations are named i this ncwhhom]mou,
nuinbering 0.5 mbmbers; and tyo motlrers are mentioned
as having d(‘pm(od from cartly, rejoicmg in hope of cternal
life.

A MOTHER'S RESPONSIBILIELY.—No. IV.

Ar this stage in Mrs. Raylese's histm-y, a Christian
friendefound access 4o this abode of rmsu'v There sat the
unhappv ]\r'\yerleas mother, wx;h nd comfort asit regarded
this life, and no hope for the future. She had cared not
for her own soul, nor for ‘the souls of her childitn ;e she
had never thought of the dread account which would be
read against her when the bdoks were opened, she had
forgotten alike and altogetlier the claims of her God, her
soul, her fmmlv, she hall lteed without God, without

Christ, without fear, without hope; and now disease and
death are come, and she-has no refuge. eShe had never
felt a mother's responsibility, never perfermed a mother’s
duty. She was a wicked, prayerless thother. Her children
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treated ber with contemp't, ande left her in her affliction
to the mercy of stran‘rcrs' .

Therc she lay in a wretched room alone.  The Christian
friend tried to lead her to the blegding Savxour, but she
replied by asking for the*iptoxicafiy draught. A married
daughter, who lived near, was asked to watch by her
mother's bed, hut all she could be constrained to do was to
look upon her for a moment; there was no lbve in that
child's heart for the dying mother. Dut she was only now
reaping as she had sown; she had walked in the broad
raed during  long Iife, and had led her children with her,
and now, too late, she found it was the wrong road. She
eank into a drankard's grgve withont g tear falling over it,

save that of the (‘h-utmn friend who ]md 4ried in vain {o
lead her to the cross, *

The mother is dcnd but the contagion of her cl:mncter
is alive. Her form isbencath the earth, but her voice is still
heard, and the 1n° morality and sin shes exhibit&l in her
life is seen in '111 tl e citele formed around her while on
carth; every 'ndloss son ang danghier shet has left will
appeal to the doings of their deceased mothef for indul-
gence in sin; and one alter another, if Divine grace prevent
not, will be driven awuy'to joite her in the dark regiins of'

endless woe, Licaping clirses on that guilty nmthu heac
Thus will eur siys as well as, our virfugs surpise s, nm]
live again in our children, end in geaerations yet unbomn,

Other illustrations yet to come.

A SCRI.I"TUR WFRAGMMENT; OR, A SIGIIT OF

. ) BOTII V"()RLQQ

Ir was amidst the awkfl siiblimities of, Sinai’s mount
there dwvle in the Wilderness an eminently hol) man of God.
For forty years.he liad been familiar with its eraudeur,
he bad trodden, its sandy deserts, climbed, its, granite
rocks; and t.een sad ehd joylulby buns, A good work was

.
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given him o do, but he had htlp such as no mortal man
ever before.enjoyed. In #ﬁcultxes he could at once
repair to the mercy-seat ; and in that “awful place, a voice
would be heard from between the cherubim, giving forth
almighty and unerring’ wisdom. , *

Eighty years had passed over him, yet was he vigorous—
nor was his natural force abated ; one long-cherished hope
was unfulfilled—the Jordan flowed between him and the
promised land. The thousands of Isracl’s sord. were
encamped in the wilderness, the times of the vengeance of
the Most High had ncarly passed‘away; the carcasgs of
the doomed generation had been left behind, aml now he
pleads, <O Lord Ged, thou hasg begun to show thy servant
thy greatness,-aud thy mighty hand; for what God is there,
in heaven or on carth, that can do according to thy works,
and according tothy might? 1T plav thee, let me go over,
and sce the good land that is beyond Jorden, that goodly
monntaim and [ebanon. But the Lord was wroth with me for
vour sakes, aud would not hedr e, And the Lord said
mnto e, Let it suffice theeys speak to me no mnre of this
matfee, CGet thee up into the top of Pisgah, and lift up
thine cyes westward, and north\mrd and southward, and
ecastward, and hehold it whh thme qyea 5 for thon shalt not
go over this Jordan.” The godd man ceases, he pleads
no Jemger bt chderfully sequiesces, angl yiclds np his will
to the Divine will, whilst his soul is filled with the thought
that God has Lad merey on him.

TTe new gives his last blessing to the people over Whom
he had watched with such _anxious solicitude, casts his
eves for the last time upon the goodlv tents of J'xcob, and
lmf*nm _upon the tadtrnacle and the cloud, the spomal
tokens of thg Divine plcsm&' and t]xcn bends bis steps
towards the maqunt ; .no fear—no alarm—but with perfeet
self-possession and ecomposnre, he goes hif way. May we
not suppose that something like this would have been the
dismission of men fiom tha carth, if sin had npt entered
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our world? Ile stands 1?011 #he top and easts his eyes
around upon the goodly 'land and Lebanon, which was
typical of heaven——‘l)g gazes upon the loveliest spectacle
that carth could afford—he secs Jgricho with its green
plains, Lebanon lifting tip its syow-clad summit to the
skies, Hermon glistening with the dew that, cov.ered it,
and Jordan winding through the. rich landscape, and the
sea of Galilee ; his eyes were strengthened to behold the
sight,*and doubtless he felt it to be a special favour from
heaven. - And whilst Lis soul was filled with delight and
ragturous joy, a suddén dimness comes over lis eycs, the
vision gently fades away, when lo, another, and a brighter
far, dawns upon him—the, spirit has Jeft the body, and
finds itsclf surrounded by attending angels, the shouts of
myriads welcome him®to the skies, and he recognises the
voice to which Le had offen listengd with holy awe, Saying,
 Come in, than blessed of the Tord.”

Thus we think that God is often with Ilis believing
people still ; whilst their Bodies are on beds of suffering;
surrounded by weeping fviends, their spirits arc permitted
to enter within the veil, and see and hear things unutter-
able. Oh! who would not be a Christian? "Who would
not cherish such a hop¢? Wko would be an infidel? or
who would be an unbeliever? M. B.

THE LITTLE WORSTED AT LAID ASIDE.

* «Taxr it away, Mary,” said the young mother, “I
cannot bear to see-it now.”” And the faithful nurse laid
the now useless hat carefully away: Ah, young, stricken
mother, sitting wlone in yeur silent nursery, you' cannot
bear to sec it now—and wany, many days must pass before
you will be able to look calmly on the cunningly-looking
little worsted hat, whose jaunty air and pretty plume-like
‘trimmings heve so often made yoy smile. There will
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no spile play over vour fea‘tures!now, when it reaches your
eye—dear liftle memcnto of thé past !—too distinctly and
too tomlunvly does it speak of the ch(rub form and bird-
like voice, that have Jpassed away from your dwelling for
ever.  You cannot béar, to look® upon it, for at the sight
your )e'\rmnv to bebold the Little one who wore it gro“s
more painful, and you.miss that ang gel-presence with a
keener agony. Bitter are the thmwhta that now crowd
chokingly upon your heart. '

Upon the stainless brow, above which that hat once
lightly rested, the grave-dust .is gathering—g: athering
slowly, day by day, an(l amid the brighfness of those
golden curls it lieg heavily ; dampness is in the chéek and
lips that were late so rosy, and the sealed eye of the little
onc has lost its glorious beauty. *Ah! vou are ready to
say, sometimes, “ The grave shoulf not demand such things
as these ! "—and to wish that somg art were discovered
by whichk, when {he spirit departs, the fair casket it leaves
could be lem'red at once into marble or alabaster, and so
be kept gs » cauod thing ig its acm&tomed dwelling ; but
this may ot be, and we wust lay our treasures down
amid the dusl.

Oh, that amidst thcsc‘\cmthly sorrbws we may all, at
all thires, be able to turn our thou&hts away from the dark
gra\o,anrl,.follow the rejoiging spmc as it asceads to its
native heaven ; aml as we lay the )ounrv aml the lovely and
beloved away, to restin the chambers of the grave, to say,

¢ Weep not for the early dead,
Qlct*]nnn‘ in their yarrow bvrl
They are happier far than wt,
Howsoevge ble st we be,

“IIappy are they w’m die in youth,
Ere the fountain-springs of truth
Have been sillied by the rains, ®
Leaving dark aud deadly stains.”



74

SUNDAY §OCCUPATIONS. ~
To the Edisor of *“The Mothers’ Fricnd.”

My prar Mapan,—* # # # [ liave often thought that
other children might derive pleasure %and profit from a game
which for many yeurs was as tavourige gabbath»vvening occupa-
tion in my mother’s family, besides happily orcnpying 2 portion
of our moruings in preparing for it.  We were six boys and
girls, varying in age from seven to fificen yearsp and 1 can
testify, from my ‘own experience, that from the memorable
evening on which our much-loved pastor iuitinted us into this
game, the children, especially the younger ones, were led to
stuly their Bibles more attentively than they had done before,
and to take much more intercst in sacred history., If you
should’ think it Jikely to be useful, T send you an account of’
the way in whick it is played. Many mothers find a great
difficulty in getting theongh the winter Subbath evening, I
would gladly tell them haw they may make a portion of it, at
least, short and pleasant to their litde enes. It is almost need-
ess to sy, tht mother must enter inte it with spirit and life
Tiereelf, or her children will not trke an interest in it.e She mnst
play fairly Lersclf, and miake them do so; and she wust not
continue it long enough to allow thom to groy weary of it,
but rather reserve it for a treat when they have been good,
said their Sabbath tasks wcll, or been attentive at their place
of worship, &e.  Half an Ljour is ())1'10!!“_!]! for most children,

SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.

Onc ¢hild thinks of uny Bible character he plegses; the rest
endeavour by their questions to draw from hiw such informa-
tion, as to the period at whiclt the object of bis thonghts live‘d,
the circumstances in which he was placed, his charueter, con-
duct, &e., &e., us may enable ihem to discover his nawme. Who-
ever can do this first, is entitled to think of the next character,
Twenty qu-rtions ard allowed, and no wore, but it often happens
the’ character is discovered before hal€ that nuwmber have heen
asked. The playerseask altarnately 3 generally in the order in
which they sit, coneeding to thelitile ones the privilege of asking
the commeneing questions, which are always nearly the same,
and require no inventive genius.  Should any ehild Le at a loss
what to ask, his turn passes to the next, and so on.  Eacl may
have three guesses ; if no oue can find out, they yicld, and the
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same child nfay think agai‘n, if jhe can prove.that he has
answered corrgetly and fairly. Leading answers ought never
to he given, as they destroy the interest o the game, and leave
no scope for thé OLPI‘CISO of the reflective powers. For the
same reason, except wish very young children, characters
familiar to all, such as Nodh, Joseph, aud Adam, had better be
avoided, as they are found out almost at once.
Thus, for oxamplo, suppose the family seated round the fire,
some dark, Wwet, Sabbath evening.  The mogher asks, ¢ Well,
children, how shall we employ ourselves till candles are I#fhted,
or we shan’t be able to go out this wet eveuing ? 7’ Several
voices exclaim, ¢ Ob, do, mamma, let ws have a few rounds
of Seripture characters.”  One or two will prebably add, ¥ I
have been looking in my Bible this morning; and I have found
some nice ones, that ewen you wou’e find out very casily.” Con-
sent being given; and a child selected to begin, hiesays, I have
thought of a character.””
[We must reserye the sarious questions for next month,

or onr paper will be too long.—Eb.] '

PAGE FOR YOUNG FRIENDS.
' pY GENTLE-RE LOVING—DE KIND.

Every look you give, everv word you speak, will live in
some heart as a blighting sh.xde oy, cheerjng spirit.  Fvery
act of yours, thmwh it l)o “smaller Jthan the dewdrop that
trembles on the flower, will cast its light or its shadow
over vourvart—will minglein the dreams of joy that bless
_\-cu hy night, or be the grin spéetre of vour waking hours.

You look bitterly at a friend—years may not,blot it
Gut—tears of love may not effice the impressien. That
sensitive heart is still vibrating under your harsh touch ;
and the sad memory of the wrong you yourselF Lave po
power to, bear. You Wakesin,the night to weep as you
listen, mot tosthe joyous song, but to the echo of a
mournful strain 3 and’ it may never die away! It tells
you that yon have stolen away gladness from a happy
heart, and may never again meet the blessed glances of
faith and trast.  You still pour into that heart streng and
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holy affection; but it is‘retm’hed to you sparingly and
with fear. What a doom! Oh! be gentle—be loving—
be kind.

1t may be, that with thourrhts of your childhood there come
sad memories, A brother Struck you ih boyish heat. A gentle
spirit whispered in your ear: ““ Little sister, be kind; put your
arms around his neck, and love him—he wants you to!”
The tears are in his eyes, and he says that if you’'ll shew
him Where he hurt you, he’ll kiss it and make it well.
You resisted that loving spirit, and your brother stole
away from you and’eried. Your mother told you to go
and find him, for the dew was falling. You took your
sun-bonnet and went out.with a heavy little heart. You
found him asleep on the grass, and a tear was on his face.
You wanted to wipe it away with a kiss, and tell him you
were sorry.  You didn’ ¢ do it; for therc came an angry
thought—he *was an ugly boy; and he sha’n’t kiss me,
and I won’t kiss him.  You awoke him,sand he went into
the house with a grieved' little face. The next morning
your mother told you that Le was sick—that he had lain
down on the grass and fallen asleep, and she thought him
very ill indeed—you had better not disturb him until he
was better. °

‘When you saw lnm agam, you told him you were sorry ;
but he didn’t understand you. He tossed his-littie head
on the pillow ; and, with ¢yes that could never know you
more, looked at you wildly, and ‘asked you to show where
he hurt you, and he would -kiss it and make it well. Oh!
in that hour, how your little heart was bursting! e
kissed yoi; but he did not make it well.  Your mother
gently led you away ; and uncquor»ed and alone, you went
to your little bed,—you wént without your Lrother’s kiss or
sweet caress; and there were thorns in your-pillow that night.

Another mght and you sat by that brother’s coffin;
the fading sunlight .shone on it, but it didn’t shine
into yeur heart. No: there was fio light there! and
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your tears fell fast on that lithle face you would not
kiss. The cdffin was nailed up — it avas lowered into
the ground—the dirt was thrown over it, and the grass
grew over it—and you at on the grass and wept. You
_have grown to be a woman®-the sdrrows of your childhood
are nearly all forgotten ; but, amid the gaiety and joyous-
ness of life, you wake in the night to see a spirit, and you
mark its coming by day. It is a repreachful spirit, and it
says to you, “Show me where it hurt you, and I'll kiss it
and make it well !”
Oh! be gentle !—be loving !—be ]\md'

.

SERV.AANTS AND MASTERS.
, TULUSTRATIONS OF NO. I. ,CONTINUED.

«“ Now, Sam,” said thé busy Farmer Thrifty, ¢ the
field on the hill must be planted with potatoes, at two feet
<apurt in the drill, aitd three fect in the rows. Remember,
Sam, the crop will be entxrely dependent on the attention
you pay td my *iustruction ; if* you are carcful to plant as
I order, the sets will not be rooted up by vermin, and
" ench set will, with kindly wgather, produee its erop.

“The dairy depends on your clgse attention, George,
to the ro"ulanty with, which the cows arc milked, and the
g’lthermw ot of al} drxppmﬂ% from ghe teats, whilst the
cow’s health depends on cleanliness and good feeding.

¢ You know, Thomas, thesc valuable horses are in yopr
care, and beyond my eye. If You neglect them, I shall,
indeed, discover it by their depressed appgarance ; but the
mischief will be done. ‘ >

“ Be careful, Dick, that the ogorn from the barn-floor
docs not fly out’at the doors, or run thredgh crannies in
the floor, or much "will Be lost.

¢« Now, remember, my men, keep your time—each hour
of the day is mine—if you expect yourrfull wages.” ©

o J. 0NV,
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MY FATHER’S AT THE HELM.
A LESSON OF CONFIDENCE IN'GOD.
.

*Twas when‘the sea, witu hideous roar,
A little bark assailed,

Ani potent fear, with awlul power, '
O’er each on board prevailed—

Saveoone! the captain’s darling child,
Who fearless viewed the storm ;

And playfnl, with composure smiled
At danger’s threatening form.

¢ Wi sporting thus?” a seaman cried,
¢ When sormows overwhelp 7

‘¢ Why yield to grief?”” the boy replied,
“ My PATuEkr’s AT THE HELM.?

S

. ‘
WORKING MOTHERS AND DAUGHTERS.
To the Editor of < The Mothers' I'riend.”

My pEAR MaDAM,—It will, I ain sure, afferd you pleasure
to know that, rather more than a ycar sincey we formed a
Maternal Association, when nineteen mothers enrolled  their
names as membess. A short tme sinee, we held our annual
meeting, when the mothers, with their busbands, met our
pastor and several of the friends who interest themselves in
our Association, and partook of nsocial meal. = ftep tea, we
read our first Report ; andmuch hope is felt that onr meutings
will be Dblessed to many of our friends.  We have now fifty
members; the usual fortnjghtly attendance is encouraging;
and several have been induced to attend the public ordinances
of God’s heuse.  Dur young friends distribute about fifty num-
hers of Your valuable magazine, and both fathers and mothers
hail its arrival each month with délight. One: poor woman
writes thus in reference to'it:—¢ Soon atter Divine light broke
in upon my soul, and I was brought to feel what a sinner I
was, I was tlirsting after wisdom, when Miss R. presented to
my notice The Mothers’ Friend, which I reeeived, and derived
muéh instruction and comfort from it; it was like ¢rain upon
the terder herb '’ Sincerely do I hope, my dear Madam, that
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you will often--have your hegirt glaljened by hearing of the
good effects resulting from your work of faith and Iabour of
l()ve. A Moruxr,

~

THE TWO HOMES.

«Farair is coming ! ”—and little round faces grow long; -
and.merry voices are hushed, and toys arc hustled into the
closct, and mamma glances nervously &t the door, and baby
is bribed with a lunp of sugar to keep the peace, and
fatlier’s business-like face re laxes not-a muscle, and the
little group huddle like timid sheep in a corder, and tea is
despatched as silently as if speaking were prolnblted by the
- statute-book, and the children creep like little culprits to
bed, marvelling that baby dare erow so sbon, now that
Sather hes come !

“ Father is coming ! ”’—and bright eyes sparkle with joy,
_and tiny foet dance with glee, and cager faces press against
"the window-pane, and a bevy of rosy lips'claim kisses at
the doox, gnd picture-books lic unrebukid on the table, and
tops, and baks, and kites are discussed, and little Susy lays

, her soft cheek against thie paternal whiskers with a fearless
abandon, and Charley zets e love-pat for his medal, and
mamma’s face grows radiant, and the évening paper is read
(not silently_but ¢ .xloud), and tea and toast and time vanish
with cqual celerity, for Jubxlec hgs arfived, and father has
come !—Fanny Fera.

e e e R

THE IIOUSEHOLD OF SYMPATHY.

“Harry, thrice happy the }'amilies i whos, narrow
circles no_heart can griéve or rejoxce alone—no glancé,
no smile can be unreturned—arid whose, friends say to
each other daily, with actions rather than words—¢ Thy
joy, thy happiness arc mine too.’ Beautiful is the
peaceful, the quiet home, which protgetingly encloseg the
weary victim of earth”; which collects around the friendly

\
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blazing hearth, the ojd, man'ieaning on a staff, the streng
middle-aged man, the loving wife and happy children,
who dance and b{)ort around in their blessed earthly
heaven, and who finish a happy day with grateful prayers
upon their smiling lips.)’—Frede¥ika Bremer.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.
o NOW, ‘

“ Now,” is thelittle word constantly heard ticking from
the clock of time. *Now,” is the watchword of the wise
—Now,” is on the banner of the prudent—¢ Now,” is
the nnly time Wt have. Let us not put off for to-morrow
what we can do mow; saying, “then will I do it.”.
“ Then’’ may never be—now is our working time.

AN ACROQOSTIC,
‘COMPOSED 3Y A LOY OF TWELVE YEARS OF AGE, TO 1S

SISTER AT SCHOOL.

J oin thyself unto the Lord,

A nd flev the sinner’s way ; }

N or dare God’s holy law to break,, »

E en to thy latest day.

T he ord will wateh and guide ;

H is hand will Lelp thee throngh

O “er this waste howling wilderness,

R ight through the vale of wee. 0

N ow pray tha$ God may give you grace,

S o faithfully to seek iis face.—J. S. T.
MOTT TR’S WORK.

A mother labours not in vain. She may drop into the
grave, but she has left behind her influences that will
work for her. The bow is broken; but the arrow is sped,
and will do its office. .

THE LITTLE SUNDAY-SCIIOOL GI.RL,S ARROW.

‘¢ Mother, ray teacher says everybody ought to pray—
is thistrue, mother ? You never prey——do you, mother?”
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THE TRIED MPTHER.

¢ Show me & child undutiful, T shall knowwhere to look for a
foolish father.”’

‘1 wiLy tell father, that 1 mll s he said I should always
tell him when you scolded me. Ah!he'll pet me up when
he coms home.”” This speech was made by a pert litéle
girl of some ‘seven years of age. Her mother, who was a
gentle and amiable woman, had beé¢n wéll trained ,in her
own early youth, but the want of co-operation on her
husband’s part, in regulating the high spirit of little Mary,
cost her many a bitter pang. ‘Do nofsay that to me
again, Mary,” slfejreplied, “ or I shal send you o your
room for the rest of the day, and your food will be bread
and water.” The firm tone of the mother”s voice, and the
sorrowful look that glanced upoh her, caused the child
to feel that her mother was in earnegt, and, with a quick
step she.retreated. from her presence.

- ¢ How naughty Mary is, mother!”” sald Frederick, who
had beeq a silent spectator of the sofne, laying his lesson-
book on the table, while he gazed sorrowfully on his loving
mother’s face. “I wonder why it is that father .dways
takes Mary’s part, when she is ndughty® Ah!I saw a tear
in your eye, mother, at breakfdst tim?, and I knew it was all
aboutethat little pert Mary.” th.ﬂe children, my son,”
replxed the mother, “ are exthgr a great trial, or a great
comfort to their parents: Do you know your lesson, my
son? I should like to hear you repeat it before® you go
to school. I like you to be properly prepared with your
studies; it is a great trial Yo a good master, when his
pupils bring him lmperfect lessons.”  Frederick vnt
through his lessons with his mer, and tken, ¢ with shin-
ing morning face,” and satchel of books over his shoulder,
he trudged off chgerfully to school.

In the evening of the day, when Mrs.Hareourt and her
five elder ones wereassembled aroudd the tea-table’ wait-

VOL. VIL F
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ing for the father of the"ginily, ‘8he asked Jolf, her eldest
son, if his lessons gere ready for the morraw. ¢ Part of
them, mother,” the by replied ; * father says, Mr. Lexicon
is too severe, and gives us teo loqg lessons, and that I
only need ‘learn part of mine.” o “But, my son,” replied
the mother, « you are quite cnpable of learning and, under-
standing the lessons set for you, and it is very important
for you to acquire all the knowledge that you can now, in
your ‘eéarly youth; if your fnther is spared, and has his
health, he can only afford to send you a very few years
longer to school ; our income is very small, and all these
little ones must }-=ve some education as, well as my clder
children.” ¢ Well, mother,” said Jo}.n, tossing back his
head, “father says I need not learn so much, and I want
a game of those spelhcans Theend of the controversy
next month, : ‘

WIIAT IS GLORY?

Is it glory to cause the widow’s tears
To roll o’cr her fading face?
Is it glory to watch the orphans’ grief,
And the cause of their Sorrow trace ?
Such glory is caustd by the battle-plain,
Where the husband and father lie with the slain,

* Ts it glory to break a mother’s heart,
And from her home to tear
The only one who worked for her,
In this weary world of care?
Then carry her son to tuc battle-plain,
And bury Lim thera mid the thousands slain.

Is it glory to drive‘$he soul in haste
To a world of black despair,
Midst *he fearful din of cruel war,
Without one single prayer?  ~
Then trample the youth amidst the slain,
Apd rejoicg in denth on the battle-plain.



THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRBIAGE. B3

_ Isy#not glory to follow H
Who said that brotherly Yo
Maust reign in the breast of thoi who wish
To dwell with Him above ¢
The  Prince of*Peace” will gmile on those
‘Who the sword andethe bat#le-field oppose.

THE FIRST YEAR OF THE MARRIAGE.—No. IV.

4 Now this is the sum of the matter—if y& will be happy in parriage
confide, love, and be patient : be faithful, firm, and moLy.”

Tue next morning found Mary vety ill, and utterly un-
canscious of all that was passing aroung #ér; both mind
and body had recejved a shock,,and, for more than & week,
she lay at the-very gate of the grave, not once recognising
ber husband the whole time. Her'ry sat by her side with
a paited conscience, weeping most of the day, but.allowing
none to do any office for his wife that he could perform.
He wag her congtant and untirivs nurse by dav and by
night. The faithful monitor within Jvas at work, and this,
with present anxiety &nd weariness consequent on sickness,
caused hiih to look very ill, and his mother remarked,
“ Henry will soon be as ill as Mary ; and if she dies I am
surc we shall bury both ot thpm ! ] .

¢ What do you, think of my wxfe, Sir?”’ asked Henry,
as tBe madical man entered the lifgle pnrlour to give his
orders to the female attendhts. < She is very ill, Mr.
Judd,” the doctor rephcd “and she must be kept per-
* fectly quiet, or I cannot asswer for the consequerces,”

‘““ Ab, 8ir, I am to blame,” rejoined Henrv, as his eyes
filled, “ Mary has been one of the best wives it the world,
but 1 did not know® "or, .at ‘]east think of the vnlue of
what I had«to losé in her; Dut now, er, I would beg
for her, if I could but get her back to me agam, with her
nice mind right -awake once more, and her kind, unselfish
heart loving me as it used to do.q OIY! my brain seems
"reeling.”  “Thisls too often the case, Mr. Judg, in this
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‘world of sin and mistalfe; we often find ouf the value of
our blessings just.gs they are taking wing?for ever. I
trust your good wif&uy yet recover ; you must leave her
in His hands who will do all thmgs,well On her account
yeu need have no fears, f‘o'r, as far as I can learn, she is
“meetened for life or for death,—if God blesses the means
we use, she will yet be restored to you.’

Dr Hope arose to.depart, but Henry ventured to ask
him £o'sit yet one minute. 1 havea great favour to’ask you,
8ir,” said he, with a trembling voice ; “ you are very inti-
mate with my, old master, and 1 should feel for ever
gratefyl to'you isyou could put in a word for me up there.
1 foolishly and madly threw myself vut of his employ,
through the advice and gxample of those who have well-
nigh ruined me; but if my master would but take me
back again, when my poor dear Mary ge's better, I should
be able to meet the returning light of her eyes with a
better heart,—it is as heavy as lead now.”” ‘I shall be
happy to-do what I can for you, Mr. Judd, and will make
a point of seeing Mr. Ray to-morrow.” “ Thank you, Sir,
thank you. Now I shall sit by my poor avife with a more
hopeful mind.”

After some time, it- seemcd that the healing word had
been spoken by the Great Physician, and Mary returned
to the scenes of life ouce moré. * You sre very weak, my
Mary,” said Henry, as he sat by her bed-side holding her
hand, “but I hope yon will soon regain your strength ; and
T have some good news t6"tell you, which I think will
hasten.your recovegy.” *“Have you?” replied the young wife,
logking round the room Jike one awakening from a strange
dream, *but I want to tell rou somet’hmg, she whispered.
Henry bowed his head to listen. < This deep affliction
will be for our, good, dear, in life or in death.” Henry
movéd to wipe the hot tears which weré falling from his
£yes on Mary’u face Stop,’deur Henry,” she again
Hnspemd, “in’ ray work-box you will ‘find all the money
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you gave m¥ for. myself.” You 'eed it, my husband, at
this time of sickness,—take it .out, dear.’” The strong
man wept lika & babe, and at length he replied, ‘I am
promised work againgqny Mary, at my old master’s; the
doctor has spoken for me, and now that I see the dreadful
danger. have but just escaped; and have learned the value
of the treasure I had all but lost, I trust we shall yet “be
as happy, on the anniversary of our mgrriage, as we were
on the day I called you my wife! Mary, you have® erved
God while I have neglected Him, and while I have done
many things to make you hate me, you have been the
loving Christian wife through all; you. fhave triumphed,
Mary, and when you get better, I hope to work for you,
and make you happy as long as I live. I dqsce that religion
is a very beautiful thing in a w1fe i

Yes, Henry,s we -say, and in a husband too! the
, “triumph” of kindness, love and piety is a ¢ triumph
indeed ®

PAGE FOR*OUB BOYS AT.SCHOOL.
A THE GLORIOUS REVENGE.
¢TI wiLL never forglve him, that I von ’t1”” exclaimed
- Basil Lee, bursting into the roomg where his eldest sister
- was quietly seated at work; “I *will never, forgive him.”
.“Néver forgive.who, Basil? My dear boy, how angry
and excited you look. Who leas offended you!” ¢ Why,
Charles West, Alice,” rephed Basil, as he put his books
away in their place. “Andavhat has Charles West done
to offend you? Come and §it by me—there now, tell me
all about it.”
“ Wel} » said Bast], « Mr. Raymoud who is a friend of
Mr. Mathews, and is stayin} with him, came into the
school-room to.day}: he is a very nice, kind gentleman, and
's0 he offered a half-dollar to the boy %ho should first
- dlo the sum he set us. Five boys Qesidt me took np their *
slates; he set usdll the same sum, and then we gll weat to
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wdrk. " Charles West cime and’sat next to me, and I saw
him copy down every figure as fast as I didsit. Whea I
had enly one ﬁgnre @ do, Mr. Mathews left the room; I
looked to see who weut out, and swhen I turned to my
slate again, every figure*yas rubbe:l out. I know he did
it, because he coloured 'so. In a minute he.bad finished
his sum and carried it.up; it was first done and eorrect,
so he had the half-dollar. 1 was so angry.” The bell
rangto go home, and T ran off directly; but I am deter-
mined to have a glorious revenge on him. Was it not
provoking, Alice?” ' «Yes, very, dear; and what is your
revenge to be®), “Oh! I know. I will tell you. He
just deserves it. Mr. Maghews has said that he will turn
away any boy out of the school who uses the ¢ Key to the
Grammar Exerciscs.’ Well, I saw Charles using one yester-
day, and I will tell of him, I am determined.” ¢ Listen to
me a moment, Basil. Charles is only at school for one
more year—at the end of that time, a gentleman has pro-
mised, if he behaves well to place him in a situation, where
in a few years he will be able to’ support &is -widowed

mother. Do you think the gentleman will give him his
situation, if he is turned in disgrace from his school? And
what would be the disappointmient of his aged mother, to
think that her son, who she boped would support and
comfort her lattey days, kad Aisgraced himself! Surely,
he would bring- down her 2rey hairs with sorrow to the
grave.” ’

[Another chat with Basil to come.]

SUNDAY OCCUPATIONS.
SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.
( Contmuvifrom p-75.)

AFTER the charadter hus been selected by one of the children,
then may follow such questions ‘as these:—1s the individual
male or female?—Male. 2. In what dispentation did he live?
—In the Mosaic. . Did be live in the time of the kings or
rulge-'&-—h the time of the kings. 4. Fur what was be dis-
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tinguished -—For stea.dnly ‘cleaying to Jhe Lord, with very few
outward advanmves 5. Was be ric§ or poor ?—He was in
an exalted station. 6. May be he was a king ?—No, he was
nat; but that is oo leading a question £ be safe to' answer
venerally- but, as you ge the yoyngest, I will tell you thqs
once. 7. Was he married’—No. 8.0 Did he live in the reign
<of, a very wicked king 1——%es, be'did. 9. Were there an§
prophets in th€ land in Lis time?—Yes. Oh! I know! ery
several, who have with diﬂiculty refrained themselves so. long—-
Obadmb who was faithful in the court of Ahgh. No, it is not
Obadiah; you have lost your guesses ; vou should have e8ked
some more questions first. 10. Had he a good wmother, who
taught him to fear God in his childhoods and through whose
early instructions he was preserved fuithful amidst surrounding
wickedness ? asks the mother.—No, mamma, fndeed he had not.
« 11. Ts his mother men8oned at all btyond her mere name? Is
there anything sail about her?—Not much certajnly ; but quite
enough to tell us that she was very far mdc«-d from training up
her son i the ways of the Lord, 12 2 Well, then, how did he
learn about God, it he lived in the reign of @ very wicked king,
and had vegy few outw ard .ulvuumves ?  Was his father, or any
*other near relution *holy 7—You lgve asked two questions
together ; if I Junswer buth, shall cougt them as two: or,
\\lnch woutd ySu wizh m¢ to altswer? Was Jiis father or any
other relution® holy 7—No; all his kindred were “icked.
- 18. Did he do much good to his country ?>-==The Bible does not tell
us;* he had but little in Lis ®wer ; Ife let tIR light of his good
example shine at a time when theres %as great wickedness
throughout the land, ayd was much loved by his fellow-country-
men. 14, Did be life to be old®—No. 15, Mad he had any
children?—Noj; he had not. This % a lost question, says some
one; you were told before he was not married. Don’t ask
qucsnoub without thinking, or wg shan’t be able to fifd out.
16. Was he slain in battie '—No. 17. What kind of death did
he dic ?7——A natural one. 18, Wis his death tor(,tol(l Ly any
prophet2—It was. 19, Did be live before or after the separg-
tion of Jsrgel from J, uda T—Af'ua' it. . 20. To,what kingdom

* The Jews bavea trudmon that the young ptince persuaded his
futher to withdraw the gnnrda which hehad posted alo.ng the principal
highways leading to Jerusalem, to prevent the people from going up
to worsbip &t the solemn feast; but I did not embedy it in the zame.
as it,is nt in the Bible.)

F2
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did he belong 7—To T thought so; Abijuh, the sop'of
Jaoboam, who alone all his family came to the. grave, be-
eause in him somégood thing was found toWards the Lord;
his death was foretoldl by Ahijah, the prophet, when his mother
disguised herself and went to ask yhether he shoald recover;
and all Israel mourned*fpr himand buried him, That wasa
very niee one to think of. I guessed whom you mieant, some-
dittle time ago, but did not like to speak till I was sure.
The above is a fair specimen of the way in which it is played.
I chose this charactes as having heard it lately taken, and gave
such’ questions as I remembered from those which ‘were then
asked, 1 have been careful to avoid making them at all better
‘than intelligent children would do, as, unless they felt them-
selves capable of asking as good questions as those in the
“exafople, they mwbt be d:scoura"ed ho‘m attempting it.
Yours very respectfully,
Mary.

A MOTHER'S RESPONSIBILITY.—No. V.

You will say, perbaps, ¢ Mrs. Rayless was 8n immoral
mother !’ True;, but ‘how fares the child of that mother
who is merely moral, and fiothitg more ™ Well, we will
sce, in the history of one whose parents wer8 strictly moral
but not truly pipus.

The parents of Qharlos thouvht a few good works and
the form of godliness was all that was required of them.
They paid some regard toethe externals ~of religion, but
knew nothing of its vital*influence. Their son received no
rchgxgus instruction ; he grew up in utter ignorance of the
subject. Spoiled by indelgence, and prepared to become
the prey of any or all of, those various seductions which
beset the pathway of youth, his conscience knew no check
from earlyrecollections. He harrietion recklessly; he ruined
all the hopes ‘of. his frlen'ds, lost his fortune, became a prey
to disease, and early death stared-him.in the face. But
what were his prospects ? Did early admonitions come over

" his gtroubled thoughts? No. Did he believe a sainted
‘mothgfs happy spirit would welconfe him to the joys of
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heaven? ‘Na In this hotr of diselation, no early reeol-

lection of a piqus mother visited this wenderer 2s an angel’s

voice ; no prayers were registered in ‘Heaven for him ;' ho
plous friends, who migpt have been whiting and praying to

see him rejoice in death soothed now his last days; no
angel rejoiced and shoute('! through the expanse of heaven,

that this prodigal had returned ; no father’s arms were open”
to seceive him to the heavenly mansions. Remorse and des-

peration darkened his last sad hoursy he‘died withopt oae

friend to soothe his parting pangs, or administer a cordial

to mitigate his woe. Oh! if you would not have your son

live such a life and die such a death, begin early to train

him in the ways of girtue and pigty, with the Bible i your
hand and the judgment-day in your recollection.

A brighter picture yet to comes®

SON, REMEMBER!

“ ANp gvhat shall I semengber, motfler 77 « Reémember,
my son, alésthe way in the which the Lord thy God hath
brought thee! Remember how I first taught you to bend
your. knees upon my lap® and Ift yout little hands to
heaven, whilst your infant vcice Msped the prayer—<O
Lord, bless a simple*child, for the sake of Jesus Christ!”
Remember how 1 led you by othe Yand to the house of
px:aycf, and secated you by my side, whilst you listened to-
the man of God, with the carngstness and simplicity of
little child, till, overcome by sleep, your head reclined upon
my shoulder, and nestled undef the folds of my gilk cloak,
the softness of which ig 8till fresh ih your recollection! Fe-
member the impression that'waSemade upor your youthful
mind when the great truths of the Gospel were set before
you! Remember how your little heart wasefull of tender
sympathy for Him who shed His blood oneCalvary’s cross ;
and when that sad pnd mournful scefle was opened; how



.the tears came into yokr eyes ), Xon saw in imagination the
mek and humble Jes§s at Pilate’s bar. The majesty "of
the judge made You afraid ; the lond voices and frantic
Jlooks of the chief ‘pricsts and people térrified you; and
your tender heart beat guicker as le was ruthlessly hurried
dway, in the power of cruel Homan soldiers, who buffet
* Him, spit upon Him, place a crown of thoins upon His
head, and so force it down by blows from the long reed
that, the sharp 'points enter His sacred temples, and the
blood trickles down His pale cheeks, whilst not a com-
plaining word or angry sigh cscapes from 'His lips—He
felt it was she hour of wicked men and the power of
darkhess.

“ Remember how you irembled when you were asked by
the preacher to accompany the Saviour up the hill; and
saw him faint beneatk the weight of that very vross on
which he was about to .be crucified ; ‘and how they laid
hold on one Simon, a Cyrenian, coming out of the country,
and compelled Lim to bear the cruss. © How little Simon
thought, when he {eft his home that monpmg, he would
be compelled to ‘such a work, or that his name and his
deed would be handed down to the latest posterity! And
when the sufferjug Lawb of .God, weak and gory, was
eruelly thrown upod .the ‘cross, and His hands and arms
violently stretehed out to the ends of the cross-beam, when

he wicked, unféeling exe‘(;utfoner took up the heavy ham-
er and the rough, large nail, and forced it, by hard and
hegyy blows, through the tender flesh and sinews—Oh!
the sound of that hammer the rattling of those timbers !—
And when the tragic scenc was finished, by nailing him to
the uprlght post, the whole was l\f.'ted up, and let fall into
the socket prepared for ig, with a jar that would cause the
patient sufferer the most intense ageny. Still no murmur
escaped His Jips; but a still small voice was heard—
¢ Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.”
. ““ Remember, my $on, how the may, ."f God applied this,
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and said. thege sufferings were etﬁnredffor you; it wasfor
you men, and for your salvatiol, the Saviour suffered
these things; it was your sin- which’ nailed Him to the
cross; and to®bear the Father’s wﬂth, which was due to
your sing, was by far he heaviest part of His sufferings;
it was this which made Him cry out, < My God, my Géd,
why hdst thou forsaken me!’ Here and then was the
great atonement made ; here he endured all the Father’s
will ; satisfied to the utmost the demants of justige, and
then cried, ¢It is finished ; and gave up the ghost.” The
vail of the temple was rent, and the cry went forth, ¢ Who-
soever will, let him come, and take of the- water of life
freely, without mqney and without price!”  Rem@mber,
my child, hoy you wished to ‘be the Lord’s; and how
you half resolved to give yourselfsto Ilim, and become
His humble follower' Remember the grief wkich
swelled in your ‘young “heart when,, for the first time,
you lefy the home of your father, and mingled your
tears upon your mother’s cheels!  Kefnember that lone
journey and the dwelling of the stranger, ‘and then
rememberethe goodness and mercy which have followed
thee to the present time!” ¢ Mother, I do remem-
ber it well; and, by God% grace, from #his moment will I
say, ¢ My father, my father, ‘thow Bhalt be the guide of

my youth!”” M. B.
S
MASTERS AND SERVANTS.—No. Il
INTEGRITY.

«IIr that walketh uprighthy, walketh surely.” says the

wise mao—hence Davui’s prayew ““ Let integrity and wip-
LA

rightness preserve, me.” Byeghis quality of the human
soul we understand genuine honesty, inward determinatian
to do the right at all risks, in -all circugstances, at all
times ; uninfiuenced by smiles or frowng, fear of pumish-
‘ment, ar hope of reyard.
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~+This'is a very att ydality to all whose geod werd
4s desirable; - its selsion cannot be concealed. © The
‘ tortuous - courses pxmucd by the mass of mankind—the
constant recurrence of temptatwm—-—the infinitely varied
intercourse human society reqmpes, all furnish points of
observation; revealing, with more or less' cleumess, the
‘upright man. * Virtue is its own reward,” so we do not
wonder to find integrity, calmly and perseveringly sus-
tained, a great comfért and solace amidst the trials and
vicissitudes of life. The sincere man' does not dread the
revealing of secrets ;- he has no motive for disguise ; so dis-
charging his duty 1o the sphere where Divine Providence
has cast his lot, be he employer or,employed, he may
reasonably hope for a comparatively happy life. It is,
moreover, the foundatiod on which to construct an emi-
nently useful career. ¢

The upright man is he on whom reliance can be placed
in seasons of emergency,-—the centre of influenre in the
commumty that surroun\‘ls him ; the perplexed seek his
aid in difficulty, the Sorrowing find n him a sympathising
friend, and all know, that confiding to him thcir peculiar
experience, it will be safe as in their own heart. Bat,
whilst we look wifh untmng satisfaction at such a charac-
ter, and trace him amidst the changing scenes of life, the
hour will come when the fingl scene $hall present -itsclf,
and then what says ‘‘the truth?’—¢Mark the perfect
man ancl behold the upright, for the end of that man is
peace * Blessed consummation! May our readers, in in-
creasing numbers, happily reallse it.

We spoke of integrity as % foundation, bat this founda-
tion itself must be creatéd eret’tls"lmd Nature does not
produce it genuine ; mere tiatural effort: only dpproximates.
It is only really to be relied on when it is the result of
a Divine influénce. Then, when the Spirit of God has
renewed the hear., md its energies are controlled by hvmg.

active fmth in Ghnst—--then depender.ce can be placed in



DHE OUTCARYS: - - 93

\.the permanence of thes'ptofesdion; and integrity and
prightness shall preserve him.l-.-We.; affectionately .com-
~mend. this thought to all our readers, whether masters or
- servants, young or o}d, and earnesily entreat them to see
to it that the foundatign is laid, and that it is no eoun-
terfeit, but the genuine production of God the Holy
. 8pirit.” It will be a fearful thing to spend our lives in
‘delusion, and prove at last to have rested on sand—insecare,
" treacherous and destructive. :
Ilustrations of No. IIL. in our next. J. 0. V.

TIIE QUTCASTS.—LETTER IL*

DEAR AND HONOURED Parfnrs,—It is with unspeakable
pleasure I have written these few Jineg, rejoicing in the happy
experience of being again restored to your favour, which I by
my nfisconduct Bad jusdy forfeited. ~ While I reflect on my
past sins and ingratitude, I stand astopished at your goodness
in so frgely pardoning such an unworthy rebel as I bave been,
.and again offering me a share ip your 18ve and compassion,
which is a privilege I highly values But to whom am I

* indebted for®all this? °Is it ‘ot God, the supreme Giver of all
good? To*Him I owe every blessing I enjoy.  Where would
my guilty soul have been, when exposed to the dangers and
temptations of a wicked World, hall not the Almighty watched
over me and preserved me ?  I'mustecertainly have perished, as
in jystice due to my iniquity ; but, blessed be God, He did not
forsake me, nor Withdraw Hfs mercics from me. What shall I
render, therefore, unto the Lord%or all his benefits towards me,
who hath redcemed me from destruction, and crowned me with
loving kindness and tender mgrcies? O! my deal parents,
words cannot express the feelings of my heart, the love and
gratitude I owe to God and m$ benefacsors, under whose pro-
tection I still continue, blessed wish the privileges of religion.
God grant the instrudtionsd hgve received Jmay never be for-
gotten, but that they may prove a lusting blessing to my im-
mortal soul ; that I nlay have reason to bless God to all eternjty

“ that ever I was Jed to takeé refuge in this beadvolent institation.

% Previously to this letter being sent the parents had been in-

~forined of their duughber being in this institution.
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The time fast. mroaeh‘s witerta I must leave this house-of
mercy, and go again into te world ; but I trust that God, who
bas preserved me to %this present moment, will éver vouchsafe
to be my protector from the dangers and temptations of an
alluring world. In whatever situntiogein life Providence may
plage me, I pray I may be'enabled go look to Him as the only
source and foundation of all real peace and happiness, I
Bumbly beg an interest in your earnest petition at a thvone of
grace for my preservation, and for the welfare of this institu-
tion apd its worthy berefactors, who do not forget to send up
their humble prayers to God for your eternal welfure, as well as
for mine,

Should God of his infinite mercy permit us to meet again on
earth, with unspea’kab'c joy shall I embrace the oppertunity
of tellilg you what greut thiggs the Lord has done for my soul.
This, my dear parents, is a privilege your once unhappy child
did never expect; but, blessed be Gol, He has restored me
friends, peace, and happiness. O! thdt my future time may be
spent to His eternal praise ; that I, with yeu, and all my dearest
friends, may meet before the throne of grace to bless and praise
redeeming love! Will thank you for an,answer, the first
opportumty. My duty to you and my dear mother, my love to

my sister.
I remain, your éver grateful, and T Lope, in futuxe, dutifal
daughter, #ow ok

r .
THE TWO BROTHERS.
“ Millions of infant souls compose the family above.” *

A ratuze, who has"been a"reader of “7Tle Mothers'
Friend” since its commencement, has been induced, at the
request of many friends, to send this paper to the Editor
for insertion in her ma«raune, hoping it may encourage
many parents to commency very early the religious in-
strietion of their children.

“Qur family ¢irele consiséd of fnther, mother, two little
brothers (Daniel and Joim Henry), and a litile sfeter.  Daniel,
_the eldest, was about four and & balt years old; and John Henry
.about-three; both of them evinced thought and feeling hy
mqumqs of deep istercst, such as—‘ Wha is, God 7' ¢ What
kind of & place is bmen, and what is the-employment of these
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who live there 74 Often did thity exprdss a wish to die, and go
to heaven; and their daily conversatpn was of ‘dying,’ and
‘going to hedverl in a box,’ (as they expressed it.) Often has
the youngest littld boy run in from his play, and seid to his
mamma, ¢ Will you ery, Mamma, if I be buried? T am going
to Jesus in a box some day.’ e . : 'y
' “They were remarkably fond of family worship; and eaeh
had his favourite chapters, which they wished ¢ father to read#
Daniel’s favourite chapters  were the histories of Joseph and
Jonah ; and little John’s was the accoun¢ of John the Baptist
preaching in the wilderness. They listened to the reading with
deep attention, and often asked interesting questions in con=~
nexion with it. We always endeavoured fo igpress upon their
minds the importance of preyer, and for this ¥ty they évinced
a great fondness. Thpy would oftgn rise very early in® the
morning, and coming down into the parlour would get a Bible
and hymn-book, and in their little way read and sing ; and then
with grea} earnestness and sincerity unide in prayer.
“They were always taught the importance of asking, upon
their knees, the forgiveness of God wlfn they had beea
~naughty ; wor could ,they be happy until they bad done this.
One instance may suffice. One dayy the eldest little boy had
been naughty—his mamme reprpved him, %and sent him to his
room as a punjshment. After some time she went up to him,
when he fell upon his knees, and said, ¢ Oh! mamma, I will
be & good boy. Will you forgive me, and ask Jesus to forgive
me?’ His mother knelt down by the begside, and asked for-
giveness for him ; and then she said, “Now, Daniel must ask
God toeforgive him; *Sobbing, be prayed, ‘O God, forgive
Daniel for being a naughty boy, gnd give him a new good
heatt for Jesus Christ’s sake. '
“These dear little boys were exccedingly fond of public
worship, and had often been remarked for their good behavionr
while in the house of God; and frequently the eldest gould
repeat to his mother portions of the sermon®—so great was his
ntion. They were evey Very loving and kind to each other}
and never seemed happy when sepwrated. They were much
attached to their school, and to the lady who'instructed them,
who mentions their often asking her interesting questions, mani-
festing great intelligence.” K
[We must accompany these lambs of the fold to,the
gate'of the dark valley next month.]
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OLD WOMEN.—No. IIL*

"You must acepmply'me again, if you, please, up the
same yard as before, while I introduce, you to another
“old woman,” surrounded by mgay more of the comforts
of life than my first ch'aracter, but a much greater suﬁ'e;er,
from physical inability even to cross the.room without’
extreme pain and dizziness in her head; her legs were also
much swollen, and altogether she was a most pitiable
specimen of hefpless age. . . . . She was carefully
tended by a most kind husband, who performed every
office required_in‘their house with almost feminine skill,
but_who woul®, leave his employ to sit beside his partner
while we read the words~of life. ' _

The old woman’ s mind' had been partially affected by
the intense pain in’ l}er head, but on one pomt she was
perfectly clear, and this was as an “gnchor to her soul,
'sure and steadfaste;”’ it was, that Jesus died for ker. And
she truly proved how sweet was His name to a* believer’s
ear,” for during the many hours she was necessarily left
alone, and unable to read from thé state of her Lead, which
had much affected her sight, she would sit With her Testa-
ment in her hand, dimly searchmg down the columns till
she could see tlle Word J esus, which she distinguished by
its large J, and carefiilly counting how many times He was
mentionel.

Once a beloved sister read to her the beautiful hymn,
¢ Just as I am, without one ixlea ;> her delight was un-
béunded ; never after did she suffer a friend to depart
without the request, « W).}l you read ‘Just as I am? "’ and
fast thertears would rain from her closed eyes, familiar as
f)y frequent repetltmn we might' kave supposed the wonls
40 have become, She,%00, has entéred .into rest, leaving

~only the memorial that the Lord, who was on earth her
stremgth and song, had. also become her salvatian, so that
deagh.could Hut ipose her.loving: epixit to seek its, pest
in Jesus.” . Beucg,.
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DO YOU ATTEND A MATERNAL ASSOCIATION?

Do you siiy “No—I have no time sto attend to these
things—T can do well ®ough with my children, as my
_mother "did with me—I thust care for the bread and-
cheese, and they must take their chance ?” Ah! say you,
so? . Then you have yet to learn why you are placed in
tHe world, mother. .
“Well, but I can’t go, if I would; I have no clothes.”
Neither will this excuse do. The ““time” will only be
one single hour or so in the month ; and agta * clothes,”
nobody there will look at them if they aré clean and %idy.'
But we will tell.you.a little tale *—A clergyman said one
day, ‘at a public meeting, that peaple, made & great many
excuses for not attending public worship. Some want
time—or a hat—or % bonnét—or a shawl—or a seat there
—or some one to cook dinner—or to nurse the children—
‘or .take care of thé house. In short, said he, their ex-
cuses are inngmerable; but they forfot one want that
would swa]lqu up all the rest—they wanted a wiLL! Ae-
cording to the old proverb—* Where there’s a will there’s
a way,” will you try to ge the “will?”s Well, do—and
join the Maternal Meeting witheut detay. You will repent
it NEVER!

“ LITTLE BENNY.”

So the simple headstone saigd. Why’did my eyes fill ?
I never saw the little creature. I never looked in his
Qughing eyes, or heartl ‘his, merry shout, or listened for
his tripping tread; I’ never pillowed his little head, or
bore his little form, or ‘smoothed his silky locks, or laved
his dimpled limbs; or fed his cherry: lips with dainty
bits, or kissed lis rosy check as je 'lAy sleeping, ' I
did mot see his eye'grow dim, or his little hand drop



8 THE musmm*mn FLOWER.

powerless, or the dew of agony gather on his. pale forehead.

1 stood not with,clasfled hands and suspended breath, and
watched the look that comes but once flit over his cherub
face. And yet,  Little Benny, smy tears are falling, for
,somewhere I know tHere’s anecmpty crib, a vacant chair,
useless robes and toys, a desolate hearthstone, apd a aeep-
*ing mother. “Little Benny.” It was all her full heart
could utter, and it was enough. It tells the whole story.
—Fanny Fern. )

THE TRANSPLANTED FLOWER,
) 2 Samuel'sii. 23, *

Hrz twined round our hearts, as a tendril
*Encircles 4 rose-tree’s stem ;

In the depths of parental aﬂ'ectxon .
We treasured our little gent.

We hoped, as the rose-tree’s bareness
Is clad by the tendril’s flowers,

That so ‘would our Jittle bud blossom
To gladden this home of ours.

But the o'ardener knows that the tendril
THe rose’s increasé would check,

And, whileit wbuld lend it beauty,
Would lllJlll'G as, well as deck ;

.And our Fath&‘, who loves Hxs children
‘With faithful and jéalous love,

Lest our hearts should be set on our darling
Instead of ofi things above,

So gextly our téndril transplanted,
And to His own garden bore,

In Heaven—igGol’s hofy mountain— -
To biossom for evt-rmore .

We are sure that he sleeps in Jesus,
And nestles upon His breast,
. For*s He bears the lambs i in His bonm,"
In God’s everlasting rest.” «
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We hnow we sball sieet in the morning,
We > yearn for the:dawniug day
‘Wher® Jesus, in clouds of heaven, '
« Shall bear us from earth away.

Away! oh, away, to the bawers,
The Eden of Gdl, above,

«Where He wipes all tears from all faces,
And love is not jealous love.

For no heart can there be divided, ¢
But Godward all love doth tend;

For of love He’s the Source and Centre,
The Object, and Life, and End. |
Oh, give ys henceforward, our Father,

To live wWith a single efe
To Thee, to Thy praise and Thy glory ;
To live for ous, home on hgﬁ

" "T'o wait far the Lord from Heaven
‘With patience, and hope, and%oy,
For the dgy when our Elder Brother
“ Brings with Him” our darling boy.
L
Oh; ¢ my hear? leaps up”’ with its longing
dat glory our own to call,
When the Christ shall be King in Zion,
‘When God shald be All i AlL »

Bath. R. C. M.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.
MATERNAL EDUCATION.

That species of ‘cducation (sdys an’ author) which is
derived from maternal care is glways the most valuable.
How numerous are the gases where guilt is checked in ity
@kreer by the force of afftetionate zecollections arising in the
hosom of a youth, whén far* distant from® his home, and
removed from friendly coungel. The image gf his mother
floats before him—the vicious passion is expelled, and the
wanderer may be fixed for ever in a lifs of virtue, from the
first triumph of maternal precepts.
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DO . YOU. RECOGNISE THE roRTRirT?

Two persons, avho ere chosen each other out of all the
species, with the dgsign to be each otherds mugual comfort
and entertainment, have in that svery action bound them-
.selves to be good-hufnoured, affable, joyful, forgiving and
patient, with respect to each other’s frailties and, imperfec-’
tions, to the end of their lives.

. ¢ WONDERFULLY MADE.”

It may not be generally known that the human hair
. (light hair) held up to the sun presents all the phenomena
of the pristn, giving the various colours of the rainbow.
Isolated hairs will give at their end "*he circle coloured as
the rainbow. The hair, therefore, is proved to be tri-
angular, and possessing the properties of the prism.

o

“ BE CONTENT WITH SUCH THINGH AS YE HAVE.”

A remark of Sadl, the Persian poet, s, “I never com-
plained of my condition but once, when my feet were bare,
and I Had not money to buy shoes; but I met a man with-
out feet, and became contented with my lot.?’.

NOTICES OF BOOKS.
The Band of Hope Review. Vol. for 1853.* London: Partiidge and
Oaskey.

A delightfal present for.out children—full of good thmgs on tem-
perance, and other useful matters.
Lidrary of Biblical Literature. Nos.3 and 4. London: Freeman.

‘We cordially recommend this work to our young friends. They
will find in it much piblical infarmation. )
The Seed. London: Simpkin and Marshall.

An unagmatwe but interesting cpnvers.‘tmn on the Resurrectwn
" Jane Rutherford London :*Clark and Co. o

The third volume we have read with ppleasure of “The Run and
Read Library. ‘‘The Peep into a Miner’s Home and 4 Miner's
Ocoupation ”’ ifa graphic tale by one of the people, )
Mmmn’: Budgei. Lcipdon Houlston and Stoneman.

Three amusing and instructive beoks for-our young friends.
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THE TRIED MOTHER.—No. IL.

“ MoTuER '—-'-Mother °? said Jat‘xe Harcourt, rushing one
morning into the front kitchen, witere her mother was
preparing dinner, with® flushed face and extended hands.
“Oh! mother, you can’} thiok what a mess Msry has
made oxf baby ; we all told her not to do it, but she wounld
not listen to us a minute. Oh! you will be so sorry! and
it will give you so much trouble}” ¢ What has she
doue, my dear? You look quite frightened.” < Why,
mother, you know, Kitty was washing up some plates, so
Mary went behind her, and dipped her hand into the
greasy water, and then sherubbed her hand on the pot that
Kitty had just put on the fire, and she has messed baby
with her hand all over; the pretty listle cap; that you took
so much trouble with last night, and the uice little clean
pinafore, are messed 21l "over wzth smjut, aud so are poor
baby’s face and hands. She is such a figure! Oh!
mother, do come and sce!”

“ Oh} degr, dear!V said the triell and busy mother,
““what shall I do with my little Mary 7> and leaving her
pudding half made, she hastened into the other apartment
to see the havoc her litte daughter had made. There
lay poor baby on its little rug, covefed with the marks of
Maryis black fingers. Mary sat in a corner pouting, with
her finger on her lip; Kitty was 180king at her with an
angry and flushed face.

“Oh! missus!” said the trusty little Irish eeryant,
«what will we do with that there wicked little Mary ?
She’ll be the death o’ us all ertirely, and you in particular.
, Jist glint yer eyc dogn therc to that little colleen of a
baby. The beauty of a cap thet you were an hour doing,
she has covered with, the black smut-—tlie creature! What
will we do with_her, missus?” “ Go o your room,
Mary,” said the heart-stncken mother ; “ 1 ,’111 come to
you, by-and-by, whan I am at leisurd”’

VOL, VII. *
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With sullen look and d?gsed step Ma*q reluctantly
left the scene of her mescluef went to ‘her room, and
¢losed the door. ‘The busy and sorrbwful mothet desired
Kitty to give an eye ‘to baby whils,she finished the pfe‘;m.
rations for her dinner ;eand ‘thep she was obliged to give
talf an hour in washing apd re-dressing the infant, Who
but a few hours before she had withso much ¢are ‘made %0
beautifolly clean and neat. ‘'When the little one was laid
down in her mid-day sleep, with heavy heart and tearful
eyes Mrs. Harcourt ascended the stairs, to hold converse
with her little daughter, who was constantly causing her
so much trouble. On entering the room she looked arousnrd
for the object of her solicitude ; but Miry was nowhere to
be found. In vain the mother and her little servant
searched homeéstead snd garden, till the mormng was lost
in agitation and exciterhent.

‘We shall hope ta find Miss Mary by ‘mext month.

THE SISTER’S INFLUENCE.
“ Am I my brother’s keeper "’

Wuar power has womsm in<the home circle, even in
babyhood! We lately losked in upon a little family
group at play, and observed with deep interest the -
fluence of a gentle litfle girl over her rougher and sterner
brothers. ““Don’t cry, Georgy dear!” said the sweet
Edith;  “let me kiss the place to make it well! There,
there, Georgy,—lean your head upon my shoulder,—it
wou't dche long!"” This was like oil upon troubled waters;
Georgy's ruffled temper was hushed into a calm ; and the
young sister, by her gentlenbss nnd loye, cmsed her brother
to forgét that he had been hart. .

Thus it is «ver, as we pass* along lees pﬂgnmage,
wowen's igfluense is great for good or for evil, We
have sometimes heafd brothers say,+*I wonld never be
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so pusillaninious. as to be guiued by girls or women ; what
doi they kunow Bbout men’s bwmj in°the huttle,of Tife ?
Their place is 'at home, making puddings and darning
stackings.” Yes, to b® sure it is; this is quite trne; bat
it;is at home where the wdunded in the “ battle ofi'life’*
fly for refage, nursing, and consolation—aye, and gqme.»
times for counscl too, strange as this may seem.

"We heard.a gentleman say ome dgy, that ouly oncein
bis life he had refused to take Lis wife’s advice, aall that
on that very occasipn he lost five thousand pounds. This,
was a rare casc, certainly ; and this gentlemap had a vexw:
seusible wife, with.v‘qhom he was accustorned to go over the
events of the day, as they sat by the home-hearth. But
there are many hushands and fagherp who .are pleased to
acknowledge woman’s influence in the every-day doings and.
vexations of life. ® °

“ tht is the matter, Arthur? you look tired :md
pale” % Don’t 8sk me! I ang worried and goaded to
death. I shall be cross, if you ask eae any questions!”
Axthur hag Just resurned from the city strife, and Emma
waited her time—wise girl as she was—ato. soothe her
brother, without his knoging it., “I Lave su¢h a nice
boek here, Arthur,” ssid Ewims, softer dipner, as her
hrother loanged on he couch, disquieted. * Shalk I read a
page?” < Well? you mays if yow like; but I will'nos
premise to understand.” . Emu?a began to read, and Arthur
entered into, the subject befor.e he was aware, and, ret*“d
to Lis room cheered and hopeful,

. We shall, tell you some mgre of a sister’s sectets next
monm.

A M(D’PHER‘S  RESPONSEBILITY.—No. VI.-

Now come wrth us to another moth&rs home---her
external circumstances and class m.socmty are much the
same as Mrs, Rayldss’s. She possessed no more of this
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wotld’s goods; but t;?n she had the blessing of God,
which maketh rich. Her little ones were early sent to the
Sabbath sthool, arid «continued there until they left to fill
respectable situations, jor becam®’ teachers themselves.
Mrs. hight trained her children®in the way to the king-
dom, “amidst many difficulties. Her husband waus not a
helper with her in anything relating to religion, or reli-
gious training ; but she erected a family altar in her house,
and morning and evening was that mother’s voice heard,
going up to the God of heaven for blessings upon  her
htusehold.

‘Wkile the infant was yet too young &p watk by her side,
she carried it to her private chamber, and at a particular
chair she knelt to implere blessings on its young head ;
and as soon as the children were able to walk, they led
the way to that same chair, to join in thé mother’s prayers.
When the doors of the sanctuary were open, she had her
household all ready to assemble with the worshlppers, and
none of her little gioup were seen to enter the Sabbath
school after the prayer for a blessing had gone up. * Oh!
no,” she wouM say, I like them to be in the way, if the
shower should descend.’”” They grew up industrious,
honest, frugal, and “ kindly affectioned one to another.”
As they advanced in life, all—save one—became dlscxples
of Jesus, ‘

Mrs. Light also became'a widow ; but she knew where
to fly for the shelter of a Roek, during all the storms of
life.  Her brow was unclouded, for' the light of life ever
shone upon her path; andiwhen she came down to the
shadowy valley, she could look thmugh it to the land afar
off, and rejoice that she was svon to see the King in His
beaaty. < There is only one httle sorrow on my heart,”
she would say ; « and that is, that there is yet one of my
faﬁnlv who has not enlisted under the banner of the
cross.”! On bemg asked how she fe;lt as she drew near
the grage, she replied,—* Very happy, resting upon my
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rock. Death s the gate to endless joy, and I am entering
there.” Theny one by one, she ddired.them all to draw
near, and receive her blessing and farewell. Last of all
came Robert—the un@nverted Robert. “ Draw near,
. my son,” said the dying mother ;" give me your hand,;
my eyes «are dimmed by the pressure of death: soon, my
son, I shall be in my Father’s home, in glory. everlasting.
Mary will be there—Jokn will be therg—Jane will be
there: but oh! my son, my dear son, will you ever "join
that blessed, blessed company? Shall your nother ever
have to say * Amen,’ to that dread sentence pyonoun'ced on
you, ¢ Depart, ye cursed?’, Oh! tell me,omy boy, will you
resolve to live the Yife of the wicked, and die to be shut
up in everlastfng torments? My God is waiting to be
gracious to thee, my sow; turn to him, and live.”

This was a lastreffort} the eyes were fixed on her son,
and the hand firmly grasped her prodigal boy. It was a
mothcr’s.death-grhsp; and long after she had passed to
her “home,” did that son imagine hg felt the pressure as
at that s'olpl;r;n moment. Ier work was done—this last
appeal was made the means of the conversicn of her son,
and he is now trending the upward path which leads to
a glorious immortality. Noy, when the judgment-day
arrives, how differgnt will be the situation of these two
mothers! Oh! tan you not imagine the one covered with
shame and confusion, calling uflon the rocks and the hills
_to cover her from the presence of the Lamb ; ayc, and
from the agonising and reproachful locks of those wretched
beings, whom she had led ¢n in the broad read, and
trained for the abode qf rebel spirits! Listen¢ what are
the fearful words sife hears--* Depart,,ye cursed ! A—
awful words |* Oh! ‘who éan tf\ink of ker doom, and the
curses heaped upon her head by her lost children, without
erying out for grice to avoid such living, Such dying, and
such an eternity | )

But, now Jook ggai'n: there stands tl;e.pious, cc.msistent.
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praying . mmher. clad ju, the ‘habiliments of immortality,
standing ready mith (her childven and .grandchildren,
ta. enter the claudless ity of the redeemed; aye, and
her predigal boy. is- there too—&obert, whom she. left
uncomverted. There ht. stands; and a group are smiling
upon. him, to whom he. was made. useful in the, Sabbath
school. Hark! the Judge is saying, ¢ Come, ye blessed ;”’
apd awmidst the barps.of heaven they enter the new Jeru-
sadein, and they ‘arc for ever shut in with their Lord.

THE MOFHER'S LESSON.

Morurg ! leok upon thy byy,
Now so ful} of youthful joy ;

Think of what that ¢hild may be,
As Le prattles on your knee.

All is bright and joyous now,,
Not®a cloud rests on his brow ; )
Thou canst count his days of earth,
Thou rememberest his birth.,

But an angel cannot say,

When shall be Lis latest day.

Nevér can that spmt die,

Buﬂhtemnﬂ now that infant eve,
Art thou w1lhn¢r he should ke
Forhed: for eadless misery ?

Art thou willid'g Le shonld go
Down to never-ending woe?

Shall he cuarse kis mother’s name,
Tracing to her all his.shame ?

As he fords the fier v deep,

‘Wheére no eye shall cease to weep,
Shyll the caberpe: fall of ﬂame
Bchobock thine hatud name ?
Aze you training him. to.bg'

Heir to all this mnse‘ry, :
Rousp thee, mother, from thy sleep'
“ What e sow tlmt shall ye reap.”
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Look agein upon thy boy,
Tell him of that world o#joy, .
Vhere the strects are paved w,izh gold,
Where the dwcllers ne’er grow old.
Tell him of the Shepherd, Kmrr
Tell him how tRe angels sing ;
Tell him of that dymo fove,
Sung by the redeuined above ;
Tell him if he would be there,
e must be a cluld of prayer,
Moining, noon, and dewy eve,
Tell bimn that he must believe,
Tell him of the Saviout’s tears,
Tell hlm of the ginner’s feurs,
Tell bin®he was born ™ sin,
All polluted too witlun.
Tell him he 1gust bave & dress,
Tor m(d of Jesus’ righteotsness.
Tell it of that blessed Book;
Bid him often in it look ;
Bid hitn read the wond.rous plamy
Ot God’s love to ruined maR.
Utten let biln beat you pray, .
® Pleading, wresthng every day ;
Train um up to serve the Lod,
IIe will give tive thy rowaid.

SUNDAY EVENING OCCUPATIONS.

PROMISES.

My dear children, I an going to talk to you fof a
little while about promises. You know very well what a
;nomlse means, and whether or not you Can trasta person 8

There are 130me.pe1;sons who bmk their word

o often that we never knowy whether to helieve them, and
thus their promises give us no pleasure Iti is not so with
God. He never, mever makes a promise to &ny one which
1le does not keep. When reading thy BiBle, did yoy ever
notice or learn by bedrt any of His promises?

G 2
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Y once heard of a l'rttle-gi;'l who tried to copy them'all
iito & book ; buty at lst, she told her sister that she must
leave off, for God’s Word was full of *promises, One
Sunday evening we all tried to rénember some of them,
and they were very beautiful. @Vould you like to make a
list of all you can find, first in the Old Testament and then
in the New ? When you have done this, I have a very im-
portant questiop, dear children, for you each to answe'r,-——
not'tb ine,—not to your father, or your mother,—but to
‘God and your own heart. Am I one of those to whom
God’s promises arc made? What has He promised ?—A
blessed home ine Heaven, and, many, many other things
which I will leave you ‘to find out.* To whom has He
promised such blessings ?—To all whose sins are forgiven,
and who love Hiz Sop Jesus Christ. Have you,ever felt
that you are a sinner, and asked to beforgiven? Do you
love Jesus? Did ‘you ever pray that His love may fill
your heart? If you look in the Acts of the Apostles, you -
will find an account of a wicked man, of whom it was said
that he had * ne part nor lot'in the mattcr’.”_ * May God
forbid that any child, or parent either, who reads this
paper, should hgave no,“part gr lot” in the promises of
God. Mary.

PAGE FOR*OUR BOYS AT ‘SCHOOL.
THE GLORIOUS REVENGE.
(Continyed from p. 86.)

“Qu, Alice!"” exclaimed Basil, with tears in his eyes,
“Y never.thought ‘of all that; no, I would not ruin poor
Charley for the world.” «This would be your glorious
revenge, my desp boy,” %aid \Alice; quietdy. “Oh! no,
no, dear Alice; I never, never could be so wicked as that,
though Charlés did make me very angry at the time ; but,
you know, I skould like to punish him.a little for it.”
o Well,. Basil, I.know a way to punish him, and to have a
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really glorious revenge.” ' Alice, dear, pray tell me?”
said Basil, ‘“Well; do you remeinber the text—* Be not
overcome with ¢vil,—’ what comes next?”” * Why, ‘but
overcome evil with goo#;’ to be sure, Alice. I know what
_ you mean, now.” * Well,sthen, think over what a glorioys
revenge youcan have by obeying the command in that text,
my dear;” and Alice left the room. ¢

Basil did not sit thinking long before he decided what to
do. With Alice’s permission, on the followmg dej he
invited Charles West to tea. He was much surprised on
receiving the invitation, but accepted it. They had a very
pleasant evening fozether, Their principal amusement
consisted in sailing anll’s ships n & pond in the garden ;
for the finest, Cliarles expressed great admiration. But the
time for, his return to sehool came: Basﬂ took him up to
his play-room. “Charley,” said he, ““you admired the
¢1lero’ most of all my vcssels, so I will’make you a present

»of it.”  #Oh no,’s cried Charles, stepping back, “1 could
not think of such a thmg »  «Qh, bug Charley, you must
haveit; Allce lets me do what I like with, my ships, and I
can make myself another just like it; and papa says, if
My. Mathews will allow ygu, you can come up on Saturday
and sail it with mine. and T will teach you how to make
ships, too,”

Cuarles turned mway his bead to wipe his tears, * Basil,”
bie exclaimed, as they bade eachsother good niht, *I will
nev.r try to injure you again, as I did yesterday, no, I
hever will.  Good night, dearsBasil.” From that *day
Basil and Chagles were firm friends. Charles was easxly
persuaded never to use the * Key to the Exercises” again ;
hie always atierwards wied tp anmte his friend’s example,
snu he gainedsthe esteem gf bis’ master and the love of his
schuoioteﬂows My ‘young readers, was not Basil Lee’s a
glorious revenge I
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THE DELICATE AND INDUSTRIOUS YOUNG
MOTHER.

“ 1 am obliged to perSévere.”

" Tress was no one in the railway carriage but myself
till we stopped at the first station on the road; there a
pretty, neatly dressed young woman entered—she looked
very delicate, and had an infant in her arms. The child,
though apparently very young, was stout and heavy, and
children lie heavicr in the arms when too young to sit up
than when older, when they seem to help themselves by
their " sprightliness. I thought of iuis, and seeing the
traveller was evidently weak and delicate, I thought it not
too small an occasion to give a helping hand to a fellow-
traveller. )

“You, have. a beautiful httle boy,” said I; “but he
seems almost more than you can manege; let e relieve
you of lns wexght for the short time we may travel in
company.”’ -

She thanked me, and willingly transferred him to my
arms, as it is said all cxpenenced vurses do. I mean, that
they are willing fo let any one relieve their arms who <an
be drawn into the service. ‘“How oldis he?” I asked.
“¢ Five wecks old,” she replied. “ You cught to be pretty
strong to camry about such. a fat baby as he i8 all day,”
¢ Indeed,” she replied, I am anything but strong. 1
do uot.recover my strength at all, as I hoped and ex-
peeted.” * You will'soon be better,” I.replied, “with
God’s blegsing, if you do.not fatigue yourself too much
beiore your strength is equal to your exertion.” ‘I fear
1 shall net,” she replied’; “} am suﬁ'er,mg from the
neglect and carelessness of my nurse, and I fear I shall
never be well again. I am sure it was very wrong of her,
for 1 paud her well, and required nothing of her except to
kecp my rooms in order, and attend to baby and me; and
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when she carlie to me everything was beautifully clean, so
she had no exepse; but-she did notd attend properly to me,
and she left everything so dirty and untidy that it made
me quite grieved,” %That was very wrong of her,” said
I; *“but never mind, yowwill sooh have it a]l right again,
and, as I suppose that is your first child, and your husband
is at work all day, you may - take a good deal of test while
baBy sleeps.” ¢ No,” said she, © thnt I cannot do, for my
husband has very delicate health, and cannot de Work
enough to maintain us, and I mus¢ work.” ¢ What work
can you do?” I asked. I am a dress-maker, she
replied. “I am pow goiyg to receive orders of a lpdy.”
““And have you m¥ich employrhent !’ Quite as much
as I can do,” she replied. «I am always af work when I
can lay down the child, and he sleeps a good deal. When
my Lusband is wall enowgh, he is out from eight in the
morning till nine at night; but he is VYery delicate, and is
often at Mome ill, and 1 have to nurse him. So that, with
keeping my own reoms clean, and doing’ everything for
him and the 8hild, I have my hands pretty full.” ¢ And
now that yolt are so weak, how do'you mamage it all?” I
inquired. “ Are you not, constrained often to lie down
and rest?” “Oh!” she rephed, % that would never do;
1 should do nothing if once 1 gnve way. I'm obliged to
persevere, and never give ever from merning to night,
otherwise I should feel my illneds more, and should accom-
plish nothing.”

* We had more conversation eafter this, concerning the
“rest that remaineth for the people of God,” when this
seene of toil and trial is over; and 1 asked her. what vahm
she set on that rest, sand yvh‘t was her hope conoermug
ity I also tookedown ‘her a;ldress, and promised to call o
her, which promise I'kept. But the words that' I fonnd
profitable. in her dittle narrative were those‘at the head of:
this paper—* I'm obliged to perseyere’’—and perhaps
they may be-a profitdble lesson: to others.
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THE , SLEEPING . WARRIOR. -

WARRIOR! zpuse thee from thy slumbers,
While thou’rt sleeping death is nigh;
Subtle plans thy foes are forming,
Rouse thee, soldier, lest thou die.
Hosts of men, and hosts of devils,
Dare thee to the combat now;
Gladly would, they tear the laurels
FProm that noble, sainted brow.

Gird thee on the heavenly armour,
Sword and helmet, belt and shield ;
« List! thy'name the Captain’s culling,
Soldier! brotherY never yleld
" Hear ye not the martial music
Echoing now ft om Zion’ s.hoxght?
Lo! it cheers the weary wgrrior, |
~ As be mazches on to fight.

High above the mortal combat,

. See the Vigtor’s crown appears,

Q’er the portals of that city
Where are hughed the soldier's fears.

Warrior, rouse thee! time is flying,
Fight the fight of faith end love ;

Soon the Congueror’s joy shall greet thee,
In the Victor’s home above.

FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. III,
" REBEKAH.

It i often remarked by travellers in Eastern countries,
that the manners and customs which prevail there in the
present day are, for the most part, the same that they were
in the times of the Patriarchs. , The Arabs, who descended
from Abrabam through Ishmael, dwell in tents, movmg

' from place to. place, wherever g’ass can be found for their
flocks, being stil tepded by the maidens ot the tribe.
8till is the wayfarer greeted hospitablly by many of these
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tribes, though their general character is far from being
honest, and their habits are suchbas were foretold by the
Lord to the mother of Ishmael.—Gen. xvi. 12. Still is
the marriage-tie a batgain in which the consent’ of the
parents is given to the unfon of their child with the man
who can offer the highest dowry, and the young couple
never meet until after the wedding ceremonies are ended.
One traveller relates, that in lus sojoyrn amongst the
Nestorian Christians, he witnessed a scene exactly like that
recorded in Gen. xxiv., even to a likeness in the names of
the bridegroom and his adopted father, which were those
of Abraham and Isaac.

It would seem t?hat the worShip, or- at least the know-
ledge of the trie God was retained in, the family of Nahor,
the brother of Abrahem, since ¥ was thither that the
trusty Eliezer was«dispatéhed to procure a wife for Isaac.
In fulfilment of the prayer offered up by that truly pious
servant, the beautiful Rebekah, first cousin to Isaac, pre-
sented herse]f at the weil. 'We may here remark, that the
drawing &f water is to this day exclusively the business of
the women in Eastern countries.

We admire the easy gnd gracgful coyrtesy with which
Rebekah, unconscious of her.coming destiny, not only
reliev ed the thirst of the stranger, but supplied with water
his tired camels. * Nonc care fully tell tire value of such a
kind gift, save those who have fraversed the hot and sandy
deserts of Arabia, with the tongue cleanng to the roof of
‘the mouth, and eyes strained in vain, day after day, to
see ‘the longed-for springs. Afay we not learn here to go
beyond ‘mere obligatory duties, ,to do more than mere
negessity or pity demshds, for (e suffering, the cast-down,
and the sorrowfal? " Nor ghould we be ever unmindful of
ythe wants of those "dumb and faithfal” creatures which
administer ‘to our’ eonvenience or comfort, and which are
pliiced by the Créator of all things vader’ the domigion of’
man, for his jise, 1ot for his abuse and neglect. ‘
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“She. hath done .what. she Could ;" this should be the
only limit we shoukd plabe:to our exertions for the benefit
of our fellow-creatures,

. We hope to accompany. Rebekah kome next- month.

“ MOTHER, MAY I GO OUT?’ -

Tros spake a“little boy, nearly.sixty years ago, whilst
he stood upon the threshold of his home, with his face
turned towards his mother. He had been well brought
up, and could ' not, go without the consent of her he loved
—the’ reply was, What do you want t5” go out for, child ¥’
This was not a negatwe, and the answer was ready. 1
want to go and play; piease, may 17” A nod get him
iree, and away he bounded. .

“ Well—and why should he not?> some mothers will
ask. ““O.dear, would you like your children tc mingle
with the rade bo.ys An the street, and learn all their bad
ways !> There js dunger, no doubt, you will say; but
they must mix with worse men very soon, and is it
vot better for them to get a little experience beforehand,
cspecially whilst ‘they enjoy the” guidance of a wise and
discreet mother.

But the same paxties who, are thus anv; ious about' their
children in this partuulur have no objectmn to their
lcarmng the accomplishment of dancing, which is exceed-
ingly fascinating to the young ; also full of danger in after
life, leading them to mingle in scenes where the godly
man would say, ¢ Come out—be ye separate—touch not.”
Yes, even at the risk of bemg thoxght vulgar, we main-
tain, that the ling of dem\,rcat on between the Christian
and the world should. be plain, and cleay. We can have

- no sympathy with those professedly Ghristian . parents,
who can encourage and enjoy the midnight dance for their
children. But, we are asked, what *hgrm is there in a
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“ little innoeent private party 1’ *‘None at ally certainly:”
<“Ip, there,any. wove; harm ina quiet sgame at whist, or-inia
visit to the theatte ? Or what harm can there be in taking
a stroll te;the race-course, to see those. heantiful barses
exert the powers which God has glven them, evidently fox
" swiftness, and -which the noble creatures. seem fully sen-
sible of, by their struggles for mastery?”’ Well, supposé
that’in the abstract there is none, would you like to be
seen there? Is it at all congenial with " your habx§ of
prayer and praise? Are you really satisfied? Would you
like to die therc? Is it not mixing with the world, with
the enemies of the cross of, Christ ; going, as far as_you
. can, from the direct Zommauds of* Him who bled and died
for you, and as hear to the pit of perdition as you dare.?
Is:this- your love to yourdriend? Y\/hat would be said of
a man, wedded to the deavest object of his affections, and
whom he professed to love as his own 'soul, if he should
.be found choosing for his associates and gompanions the
bitferest enemies of his wife and 'all her connexigns, and
who. were. vonstantly seeking to injure aud.destroy them?
How: would fhe: dear.one feel? Would it not break all her
*peace; and make his professions more than doubtful ?

It these days of Gospel hbe[ty, there s Tittle danger
from outward persccution. We have nothing,to fear—at’
least, for the prestmt——from $he dungeon, or the faggot,
But we live in more trying, tinses. Christians are now,
called to exercise a system of self-inflicted discipline, . and
how few have the moral courage to come out, and be
separate, and touch not the unclean thing ; to live inmean-
ness and poverty ; to be loaded with disgrace and ignominy,’
and cpunted, as the off-scouripg gf ‘all things; to-be killed
all the day lmg, that they may approve. themselves to: be

“ good. soldiers of the: Lord Jesus Christ.”” This is, to
ke @p the cross, and follow. Him, who didd for- thiem,

through evil and good report.
_ Mother! father! if “you are going on ’p]ea‘séntly% and’
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all is easy with you, cast about—1look well to your ways !
There is reason tb fea®you have wandered from the path
of self-denial, and are straying in the g'reen fields, and
amidst the flowing streams of worldly godliness. Flee!
flee for your Jife! You may®find it difficult; but you
must fly or perish. - M. B.

THE TWO BROTHERS.
(Continued from p. 95.)

¢t OrTEN did we indulge the hope that our dear boys would be
spared to us,——grow up to Jnan’s’ estate,and be tha means of
advancing the Saviour’s km'rdom,-—but our, heavenly Father
had other thoughts towards them. Our eldest little boy now
became exceedingly ill, and having procured medical aid, we
found that symptoms of severe scarlet fever were showing them-

-selves, Mis little brother was deeply concerned for him, and
could not be induced to leave him for long together, returning
every now and tlien to miuister to his wants, by giving him a
cup of cold water to Urink.

“The day following, being Qlmday, he became Worse, lying
in his Jittle bed. I was sitting beside him, when' he rose up and
said, ‘ Father, you must never tell a story ; because, if you do,
you can never go %o Heaven when'you die.” Those words have
left an impression on wy mind which I Yhink time can never
obliterate. I shall remember them to. my .dying hopr, the
manner in which they were shid was so olemn. During the
night, and the next duy, hé'suffered greatly. On the Tuesday,
hia dittle brother, who the day before had been well and lively,
wes attacked with the same disease, and thus both brothers
were laid together upon the bed of sickness. It is only a
parent’s heart thatean conceive what were our feclings at this
most. painful dlspensatm.: of Provi dmce but I trust that, in
humble submission to the Il‘hmc will,® we were enabled to say
with Eli; ¢ It is the Lord, let Him do s seemeth-Him good.’

¢ During the week lthe-y evidently grew.worse ; and ose day,
as my wife sat by the bedside, she said to our:eldest littg boy}
who was appareatly suffering mueh pain just then, ¢ You seem
very-poorly, love—whnereabouts are yop so poorly 7’ To which
he rep'ied, <Oh, mamma, I am poorly all over.’ His mamma
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] v
said, ¢ But Jesus will make you better spon, love.” To which he
said, with a sweet smile upon his fac) ¢ Yes, mamma, Jesus
will make me bettet off than you cun, and give me softer pillows
to lay my head on than you can. I love Jesus.” His mamma
repeated that sweet verse of Dr. Watts,—

¢ Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are ;’

and he said, *Yes, I am going to Jesus) He then sang the
little verse beginning—

¢ There is a happy land,
Far, far away ;'

““Ofien during Lis*illness &id be engage most fervently in
- prayer, with his little hands clasped, and his eyes uplifted
towards heaven. When we talked tp him of dying, he was
very calm and composed ; there appeayed to be no fear; and
often would he say, ¢ I should like to die, and go to live with
Jesus!’ At one time, when speuking to shim of dying, and
Jasking him if he wou(]d like to die, he said, ¢ Yes; but I cannot
find my way to the door, mamma! Will yod go with me to
the lobby end?’ What an expression for a child! Was,.
indeed, the valley so dark that the dear little lamb, as he was
about entering; shrunk for a moment from it, and wished for
compuny ? .
¢ Mother !—Father! that Valley is “dark ; But you must go
through it alone; no friend can afcompdny you; and nought
‘but the grace of God, and faith in the atouing sacrifice offered
on Culvary, can enable you to pass throwgh without fear; if a
possessor of these, you may then 8ay, ¢Yea, though I walk
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil,
for thou art with me, thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.”
It was remarkable to see with what patience the dear little
fellow bore his sufferings (for they were great), withdut a
murmuring word escaping from his lips, The day previous tg
his denth he said, ‘I want to go heme ;’ to which we replied,
¢ My -dear, you are at ‘humey’ when he said, ‘¥es, but I
want to go to my otherhome.’ Several places in which we
bad lived were named, and he-was asked if it was to any of
these places that he wished to go, when he weplied, ‘ No! I
want to go to my new kome !’ During the night he repeatedly
called bis little hrothet, saying, ‘Jobn Henry,.come with me !
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“Oh, Johney, come with, me; if. you, dau’t, you will be lost !’
sad, rising, »pin bed, e said,. - Mamma, you,will lay Johnny
by me, won’t yon?’ She gaid ¢ Yes, love!’ axd she did lay them.
side by side.. The dayfollowm«r Le bu;ﬁ"ered much during the early:
part of the morning ; but towards the afterdoon he appeaxed o
dittle easier; und, sxttmg up in br_’d he asked to kiss each of us, |
Which he did very affectionately ; then clasping his little hands
together, and looking up towards heaven, he said, O Jesus!
bless Danney, and forgive him. for being a naughty boy, and
take,him to heaven' when he dics, for Jesus Christ’s sake,
Then he sung those beautiful lines of Wesley :—

‘ Hallelu;ah to Jesus, who died on the tree,
“"And rmsed upa ladder of meu,y for me!’

After \vluch he. said, ‘Mnmma, I af going to. heaven. on
a ladder;’ and, dxrectm" his cyes towards the cgiling, he
exclmmed, “Mamma' ‘do you see that man there?’—us
tiough he saw sowe objeet which attrached his attentitn, Thesc
were the last wopds he uttered:  We' saw him gradually
smklng during the afternoon ; and ebout half-past five on the
evening . of Monduy, Awgust 1st, his befppy spirif’ winged, its’
flight to that happy land where sxckuess and death are no
more.known ;. and is now joining in‘the songof the redeemed
around the throne of God,—

* Arpund the throne of, God in heaven
Thousands of children stand,
Children wiiose Sins are all forgiven,
A holy, happy band,; ¢
e ' Sifiging glowy, glory, glory 77"

[The end of this interesting story: vext month,—En.]

TﬁA‘NKSﬁI’V!NG STORY.

“Mary,” saul the yop,ngpr of otwo little girls,, as they
nesﬁled under.a.e0arse merh@ ont .cold.might in Decem-
ber, *Fell me -about Thanksgiving Day, hefore papa went
to ieaven: ‘I'in cold'and-hiungry, and I'can’t go to sleep ;
I want sometHing pice. to think, about. % Hush ! said
the elder child ; “don’ t let dear mﬁmma lnear you—come
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nearer to me;”’ and they laid their cheeks together. “I
fancy papa was rich.. 'He lived: in % very wice Shewwe. I
know there were pretty ‘pictures on ‘the walls, and there
were nice velvet chairs, end the carpgt was. thick and woft,
like the moss-green patches in the wood; and we bad:
pretty gold-fish on the:side-table; and Tony, my black
narge, used to feed them. And papa—you can’t remembet
papa, Letty—he was tall and grand as § prigce ; -and when
he smiled, he made me think of angels. He bought me
toys and sweetmeats, and carried \me out to the stable, and
set me on Romeo’s live back, and laughed because I was
afraid! And I used to watsh him coming up the street ;
. and then run to the door to jump in his arms. He was a
dear, kind papa!” said the child, ip a faltering woice.
“Don’t ¢ry!” said the little one. . Please tell me some
more.” *Well, Thanksgiving Day we were so happy ; we
sat around such a large table, with so many people—aunts
and uncles and cousins—I ean’t think why they never
come to see us now, Letty. And Betty made such sweet
pies; and we had a big, big turkey! And papa would
have me sit next to him, and gave me the ¢ wish-bone,’ and
‘all the plums out of hispudding; and after dinner he
would take me in his lap, and tell me  Red Riding Hood,’
and call me pet,’ and ‘bird,” and ¢ fmrv I Oh! Letty!
I can’t ted any more {—1I believe I'm gaing to ery!”” “I'm
very cold ! ” said Letty. “ Does papa know up in heaven
that we are poor and huugrv now?”  ‘Yes—no—I can’t
tell!” answered Mary, wiping awav her tears; unable ‘to
reconcile her idcas of heaven, with such a thought.
«Hush! mamma will hear!” Mamma had heard. ,Thp
coarse garment, on ‘which she had toiled since sunrise,
dropped from"ler hands, spid tears were forcing them:
selves, thick and fast, ‘throngh ‘her closed eyelids. The
simple recital found but too saa an echo in that wxdoWed
heart.—Fanny Fern, .
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- FRAGMENTS.FOR SPARE MOMENTS.
THE HINDOO PRIEST AND THE'BABY.

‘Waen the Hindoogpriest is abbut to baptize an infant
he utters the following besmatiful sentiment :—¢ Little
babe, thou enteredst the world weeping, while all around
‘thee smiled ; contrive so to live that you may depart i
smiles, while a]l around you weep.” :

" BAYINGS AND DOINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN.

The Dead Mother’s Baby.—< Sister,’”” said a little one,
whose mother’s grhve had been white with the snows of
one«winter, ** I'think I ought.to dx,,' Do you think I am
good now? I want to be good, for I want to die, and go
where ma is ; she will wonder why I do not come. I am
her baby ; and she has been stunding by the gate, up in
Heaven, ever since she went there, 'and watching every
baby that comes in to sce if it is not me.”
~ Trying an Buperiment.—A loud antl distressful cry was
heard procceding {rom an upper, room, and nimble feet
hurried thither, for the outcry was a]arxmng ‘Miss Katy
stood supporting the body of the pussy, whosc head she
had pushed through a knot-lle in the door. She was
screaming dolefully; and. calling for an axe to open the
door. Help was found, and pussyls head released, and
when Katy was asktd to explain how it happened that she
ever came into such a position, the child sobbed out, - [
always heard everybody say a cat would go through any-
where when she could get her head in, and I was only
going to try and get mine o do it.”

. NOTICES QF BOOKS.
Biblical Literature., No. 1b. ndon: Freeman.
A yaluable work for our young friends. .
Agny,.c Firat Frial. By Sapau Biro. ‘London : B. L. Green.
A pretty, touching tale, which we are sure our young friends will
like 5, particularly whet® we tell them we have been assared by the
‘duthot, that it is oll TRU.
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THE SISTER’'S IN FLUE;\ICE.-—NO. 1I.
# Am I my brother’s keeper ?”

Mary Anne Yorxrnr®, when a Ntle girl, obtained, in
_the household which she rfiade glad by her presence, the
pet name, of “Little May.” Her happy, buoyant spirits
suggested this name by her initials ; and, like a bright ray
of sunshine on a spring morning, littlg Mgy gladdened by
her presence.the home circle. As shé grew up sh® was
still a bright.and joyous creature, who always seemed to
live on the sunny side of this life of ours; and when adverse’
circumstances occured in her home, caustng everybody to
frown or look unhappy, the bright glance of her eye seemed
to say, “I see li.ght in that cloud, §oo.’

May yas an only daughter ; but,as she had never been
spoiled by over-indulgere in her childhood, she was
neither selfish nor conceitcd. Her three brothers were

*certainly very unlil®e her, but over, them aMl she had great
influence. Ernest, a fige, noble, benevolent youth, often
came to he'r.m’th his plans and thoughts fot the happiness
of others; and ‘Walter, who loved himself far better than
anybody else, could seldomw venturg, into the full sunlight
of her gaze, when he had been actingrout the dark shades
of his.character. Harford, her eldest brother, has often
been heard to say he did n8t want *the ‘society of girls,
and yet he often found himselt very happy with May
leaning on his arm, at the very time he intended to. be in
other society.

““Will you go to Church with ne, Waltgr, this morning 2’
asked May, one Sabbath., **No, Sjster fine, Iinténd goigg
elsewhere,; 6ne day inffeven ds gt too much to get a little
leisurable pleastre.” ¢ Oh{ no, to be sure not,” replied
May ; adding, “ I-havé'mom' pleasure on the Sabbath than
on any other day.”” “Oh! yes, you, I dax;e say—you are
a little enthusiast; I am not. I don’teall going to Church
pleasure.” * Youn temind me, dear Walter, of Sam Hardy.

VOL, VII, H
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T had a chat with hip after'he went to shend the day at
his sister’s, at Ivy.”i “Had you? Oh} Sam is a jolly
fellow; what did he tell you?” I atked him how he
liked his trip? ¢ Why, Miss,” said he, < to tcll you the
truth, I was three days repewting of it, like, for I never
felt so tired in all my hard work, in our busiest time ; and’
1 see now, well enough, that people are right who say that
Church-going folks have hold of the right end of the stick,
for’ ¢hey do get rest, and are ready for Monday’s work ;
but, bless me, if my poor bones didn’t ache a good one
for three blessed days after my Sunday’s pleasure.” I was
obliged to 'run:away, for I v‘as"afraid I should be rude
enough to laugh outright, and I did not wish to hurt his
feelings.” ‘¢ Ah well! May, but I can understand old
Sam in this matter; _bat T dow’t,think I shall go with you,
sister mine, but I will walk to, the daor, and then I shall
see what comes dext.” Wnltnr did walk to the door, and
then he walked, inside the old Church =nd touk ais seat.
Years passed on, but still May was the spring of pleasure
in her father’s house. Harford was in practice'in a neigh-
bouring town, but he often ran lhome to have a gossip, as
he ealled it, with his happy famjily. One morning he rode
over to breakfnst aud acgosting his sister, he said, “ May,
1 am come to make an 1mportant request ; T Lave taken a
house, and I must, have a. housekceper.”” May smiled.
“Ah! you may smile, but I want no other than your wery
own self; I am free to acknowledge I trace all my good
foftune to your sisterly influence; will you come?” ]
must consult papa and mamma first, and, if' they have no
objection, T will! foin voﬁ for a while.” “Ah! you sly
thmg, and you will talk dthe, matbyr over with somebody
else, you are ready to say Well ! well | Hugh is a dear
good fellow. But I must have 'you for six months to
-settle my house.” )
"* May consented, ¢t the request of her parents, and for
some months eyercised all her intueuce in making her

.
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brother’s home' happy; and this same brother is often
heard to say, evgn now, that he attriﬁutes all his success in
life to his sister’s counsel, example, piety, and influence.
May has another home wow, and sheymay be seen teaching
little brothers and sisters thesecret df making home happy..

THE YOUNG MOTHER'Ss« DANGER.
¢ Who can tell what will be on the morrow ?”’

Tuerr she sat, that youthful mother, with four little
boys at her feet, apd ane .m her arms. ¢ A 51ster-m~law
_entered with a blanched cheek, atd tcarful eyes. Oh!
Agues,” she extlaimed, “ young T\Ins Moss_is dead, and
her baby ; and I am afraid she was not prepare(] ” < How
shocking!” exclaimed theggoung mother, “is it true?’
¢ Yes, too true ; one hour she was as Well as usual, the
aext she was insensible, and opened her gyes in eternity.
Oh'l Agnes, we ought all to be Christiggs, that we may be
ready for otr s8lemn dangers ; they are all about a mother’s
path.”  MiS.*Oswald wept bitterly, while the little one
on her lap tried to catch thg tears vuth its llttle, fat, chubby
hand. At length she rephed « Well, Martha, I do hope
some day to be a Chrlstmn.

Whet did yon say young sother 7y “You hope, some
day!” ‘Why, you need all the graces now, more than in
any other period of your life. Now you have o tram these
immortal beings. Now you ares moulding them for the
future of this life, and the next. Now they must learn of
you the road to happmess and eaven.,)but if you know
not the road, how ean on tgacl' tem?  And what therf?
Why, then they will' go forth int the warld, it may be, a
pest to society, a daily source of trouble to you, and mise-
rable themsclves. Eook upon those pretty bdys, with their
bright sparkling eyes, their beautifylly gnoubded limbs, and
active minds. Shall they not be trained by a Christian
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mother> “Yes,” you say,"*I hope so, by-and-by., 1
am too busy now,” £n 1 but who told you that your life
would last till to-mdrrow ? Yesterday,-Mrs. Moss was
alive; she hoped to )e a Christign some day, but, alas!
that day never came. “She was Jurried into eternity, in the
midst of all her family bustle, without one moment’s -
warning. Where is she now? Ah! where? Where may
you be to-morrow, young mother? You cannot say; put
off apything, everything, rather than the preparation for
eternity ; for, having that business settled, you are safe for
this world and the next, and your children shall rejoice ou
earth and in‘heayen for the blessiag of having been trained
by a Christian mother. There are sume young mothers,
we believe, at this moment crying, in the Ditterness of lost -
hope, “The harvest is'past, the summer is ended, but we
are not saved I’ Shall it be so_with you? LooKat your
boys, and think of their immortal destiny, before you
answer the question.

ENCOURAGEMENT FOR PIOUS MQTHERS.

Dousrress there are times in your history, pious .
nother, when you aré cast down amidst your many and
varied and momentous duties. You look for the good
seed you have sown to spring up, and you begin (o fear
it is lost. You do not see the young hearts influenced by
God’s Spirits while your sons and daughters arc with you
inthe homestead ; and when they go forth into the world,
you dread lest they may fail by the first temptation that
they megt in the path of /life among strangers. Oh, how
auxiously you entreatedthat son, who lately left the home
of his father, to seek Jjesus as his ‘best, companion, his
truest friend! How your heart sank as the train moved off
from your viuw, bearing your treasure] Ab, but remem-
Ber, good motker, that althongh your son is far away from
the sound of your voice, he is not keyond the influence of '
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your prayers; ‘let these folfow hin, and live on in hope
that the world’s wanderer may yet be found sitting at the
foot of the cross, serving his own mother’s God. Listen
to the testimony of onessuch son :—

“ Well I remember,” sayseG—— B-—, our correspondent,
"¢ when a lad .of sixteen, leaving my dear and pious mother.,
The coacl was about to carry me to London, where I had ne
friend to give me counsel. She bad prayed earnestly with me,
and with many tcars she said—¢ Now, wy son, since we gust
part, the Lord go with thee, and protect and bless thee, and
give thee power to resist temptation.” Then, as the stage-coach
drove from the village, I saw her straining lher eyes to watch
me as I passed away, As She prayed that beg hedvenly Father
would protect and @fide m¢, dide He hear ber, think you?
Well, we shull see. When I reached the abode of strangers, in
London, oh bow I thought of that pasting day ! -I had not been
long froi home before a srtarc was laid for me. I was'a poor
lad, with little money in ®y pocket, and was lacking many
things I greatly nceded. At this moment an old man, who
ought to Imve tauglg me better, tempted me to rob my master.
Oh, how I felt in that dangerous houfy the power of my mother’s
teaching apd jrayers! &Her spirit scemed to stand before me,
saying again ghe parting words,—¢ The Lord go with thee,
and protect und Dbless thee, and give thee power to resist
temptation.” 1 was enablagd to resiy temptgtion, and to this
day look upon this circumstance, as the turning point in my
life. The joy and gratitude that fille®my good mother’s mind
were great, indeed, when she hgard the particulars of this, my
first real trinl, and T humbly hope ghet her prayers and hopes
will all be heard and rcalised. She still lives (at least, so I
hope) to rejoice with me. 1 will just mention one other cir-
cumstance as hriefly us possible :— ®

‘“THE SUNDAY-Sﬁ)UL BOY.
.,
¢ A lad with whom I ﬂvént to scWol whs quite the tetroreof

the village, ‘though blegsed wlth L{celleqt purents, who were
ever watching over him with prayerful solicitude, He was one
of those waywardy wicked, gtubborn-hearted, ungrateful boys,
upon whom the most affectiondte entreaties were lost ; his good
father was at the head of the Sabbath gehool in our village—

but often was the wjiode school thrown into_ an uproar, ahd the
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rest of the boys terrified by this" fd’s resistancd to bis teacher’s
orders. At length it ¥as found necessary to expel him. He
was then admitted into €nother Sabbath schogl, and again cast
out, His father prayed, bis mother cntreated, but all in vain;
he left his home and gvent to Candda; after long years of
prayers and tears, his gooll parentastill hoped on. One morning,
as they sat at breakfast in their humble cottage, a letter eame;
it told them of their prodigal—of his being happy—merried—
and, we would hope, a good man, ¢alive from the dead.” Thus,
the jseed sown in tcars grew up in a far distant land, giving
promile of good fruit. Let pious parents be enecouraged to
labour on in faith and love; ye shall reap, if ye faint not, in
time or eternity.”

THE TWO BROTHERS.
(Continued from p. 118.)

¢ Tug other dear boy suffered ezeedingly, but bore all his
sufferings with great'patience. One day, when he appeared to
be in great pain, his mamma said to him, ¢ When Johnny is
better we will go to , and gather preity flowers in the
fields;” to which he replied, ¢ Yes, inamma, vhen that man
Las filled those two bury-holes up, and I go to me new home,
then we will gather flowers;’ and bLe laid partieular stress on
the word then. During the illness of his brother, when lying
in the same bed with him, he would risc up and look with
affectionate eurnestness at him ; but, unable to say much, would
lie down again. At the time he was dying, he sat uwp and
viewed him with a countenagce éxpressive of decp feeling and
sympathy. IIe was shortly removed from the bLed and taken
into anpther room, but he anxiously watched the doox, as though
expecting to see his brother ; he, however, made no remark, and
asked no question, but we felt convinced that there was a
feeling in the child'stnind thlt his brother was dead.

¢ On the day he was mtérre( he spoke not a word until the
corpse was removed down Slﬂl‘:, when le said in great earnest-
ness, rising up in bed, ¢ Bring Danny back to me; I want
Danny ? and in this strain he continued to call out for his
brother nearly all the time we were absent from the house. He
passed a night of extreme suffering, and on the following day he
appeared in great pain. Duting the morning he expressed a
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wish to kiss us 411, and in a Yhost affectionate manner he did
kiss us, as though he might have known that it was the last
time he was to’kiss us. But he farticularly clung to his
mamma, throwing his little arms around ber neck, saying,
several times, ¢ I do love %ou, my owx’»‘deu- mamma.’ Being
exhausted with this effort heday down again. .
¢ On the bed, beside where his mamma was sitting, there was
laid a hywmn book ; his little eyes caught a glance of it, antl
risimg on his hands and knees, thongh quite exhausted, he crept
towards i, and taking it in his little dying* hands, hg said,
¢ Sing, mama,” at the same time giving it to her; but the
mother’s heart was too full to sing. I was out, or I should have
cudcavoured to sing, if but one verse, for the dying lamb, He
lay down again, and e perceived Lim gradually sinking ; he
spoke not again, and’about four ®’clock on the afternoon of
Saturduy, August 6th, without a sigh or a struggle, his happy
spirit joined his little brother in the realms of everlasting bliss,
where ul} is perfect happigless and jop. On Tuesday, August
9th, his remains were laid Biside Lis brother in the same grave,
and there they rest, side by side, until that glorious morning
«when they?shall be ealled from their resting place to receive at
the hands of their Lord a ¢ crown’ and ‘a pansion which fadeth
not away.’ . '
¢ Heavy and sore as was the trial, yet I trust in all these
things we saw a Father’s hand, and were led in meek submis-
sion to exelaim, *The Lord gave agd the duord hath taken
away ; blcssed be the name of the Lord.e May we, each one,
who read this account, like the two 1ttle brothers, be found
preparel, whenever £hé messenggr of deqth shyll be sent to call
us, 0 that we, like they, may entgr into that rest which is
prepared for the people of God.
. ** Manchester, February, 1854.”

A FEW OF THOMAS SLEMDY'S THQUGHTS ON
THE TURNING POINT. g

Some months ‘ago we ‘made the readess of “Tus
MoruEers’ Frienn” acquainted with Thomas Steady, who
ascribed the secret of, his success 1o ﬁfb_to always simply

): G
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speaking the truth—we say,.simply speaking the truth,
because we happen to know some who, though they speak
the truth, so overlay it with the imaginings of their own
minds, as to render it very difficult to distinguish the
one from the other. bur friend’s bold stand for the trath
had opened a way for his first preferment—now he had
left the warehouse, and taken his seat in the dingy
counting-house, surrounded by journals, letter-books,
ledgers, &c. I thisconfined space and murky atmosphere
he spent many years of his life.

“One day,” said he, “I was scated at my desk—on
my right was a window looking into a busy street. To
prevent distraction, the windovs was.*oughly painted, but
by way of a little amusement we had scratched a small
hole, so that, by applying the eye close, we had a pretty
extensive range. I was thus emrploved one day, when,
on the opposite side, I obserf®l two en engaged in
earnest conversation: close by, was a little dog. ‘_I wonder
which is his master, thcught I. Just then, they walked
to the end of the'street, shook hands, and parted; the
dog following the gentleman who turned the eerner. This
turning point was a revealer of secrets, and I began to
apply it in & variaty of vays, '

“There was young Jolm Evans, thouvht I; a steady
and obliging lad, who paswd through hxs apprentigeship
with credit, and enteted upon life successfully ; but pros-
perity was too much for him—this was Ais turning point,
and his true character was revealed—he fell.

« Again—Mary Bright eutered a family in carly life—
continacd there till the cly}‘dren went out into the world ;
onz of those, her’ favouy e youug master, had not been
long in business before &‘.-e was tn]\e.n seriously ill; at
great inconvenience, but with the fallest conﬁdence, Mary
was sent to he his housckeeper; here®she became ac-
quainted with those who turncd her from the path of truth
and righteousness—'she” betrayed her trust, and left in
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disgrace—it was the turnipg point, and revealed the true
secret of her ‘character. . :
“There was, Emily Ford, sheglived’ with a friend of
minepas housemaid. She was the xery pink of neatness
and order—perhaps £ little too ‘fond of dress, but so
obliging, so good-natured; she was a universal favourite.
Often T ¢hought, as she let me out—¢You will one day
make some man happy, Emily, with your smiling locks
and kind ways.” 'Well, as a very natgral $hing, Ewily did
get married, and circumstances so turned up that I heard
nothing of her for scveral years; till, one day, I was
passing along the stregt, and met a stout, dirty-looking
woman, miserably qtcssed, with one child in her arms and
another dragging at her tattered and dirty gown; but her
countenance struck me—I looked, inguiringly—yes, it was
my old,acquaintauce, Fgnily Ford.e I saw she knew me,
but somehow or other W both pﬂssed.on, and I have not
seen her since. The cares of wedded life became her
turning f)oint, anll the sccret of her true character was
developed.”
_ From s‘xIL ghis we Jearn the important J¢sson :—That we
can say of no man what he will be from what he is—
circumstances bring outecharactey; let ys say,—** Lord,
keep me, and I shall be kept.”, M. B.

"THE DELICATE AND INDUSTRIOUS YOUNG
MOTHER.-—No, 1I.

1 am obliged to parsevere.”’

How often does it happen § oursfves to foel perhaps
weary and ill duringe the. dayj¥when: we are 'inclined" to
give up our mnplo'yinents. and “sit dewn fistlessly by the
fire. If we can,persevere, perhaps we shall feel all the
better for it an hour or two hence, than ¥ we had been
doing nothing. How. vften do ge yise*in the m_oming
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with such an accumulation of work on hand, that we
hardly know where to‘begin, and gzve over after a time
from sheer hopelessnes! Persevere, is thé best advice;
as soon as one thing ts done, hegin another.

A mother knows her, childreg ought to have a walk in
tfe morning; sheé feels unwxlhng to move, and secks an
excuse for keeping them at home. < Perscvere !** the air
and exercise that will refresh your children, will recruit
your-spirit also yow will not be sorry, when it is over,
that you obliged yourself to persevere.

The Christian’s course is sometimes long and lonely,
and discouraging and weary. e is mclincd to sit down
and sTeep, or look to the world &round fim for escitement
and recrcation—the world is inviting, and-he relaxes his
vigilance and tonforts awhile to its ways ; or the world
is threatening, and he"yields sorfe pomt of prineiple to
escape its laugh, or elude its per&cuuon In such a case,
he cannot too forcibly be reminded that to pel,se\cre is
his only course of safetv'—tum neither to the right hand,
nor to the left; _expect not rest till she night compth, when
no man can work. There are hours for rest,.and seasons
for relaxation; but the spirit that I would warn myself
and others againSt is, tkat of yiélding to difficultics, and
needlessly succumbing undér the daily trials of lite.

A few weeks later I paid my promised visit to-Mrs.
Thorn ; her baby was' growyn lieavier, her hands were full
of work, and her husband was at home sick ; but she was
herself “much stronger—-sl:re had persevered, and had not
been the worse for it ; gnd, in spite of the many trials and
troublés of life, of .whic!:j‘,he assured me she had not a
few, she greeted mevwithidi; bright welcome, and she met
her railway companion w:‘h ! sweet; smile. I could see,
by looking arouna me, that slte kept her rooms tidy and
clean ; her little parlour had eyerything to make it com-
fortable, not to,say ornamental, in the way of chimney
ornemtnts, the chedp glass and pigtures, of which the
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poor are so fond. I left Her some tracts, finding it not
then a suitabie time for conversation. Pgrhaps some word
in them may bésito her what her wlrds—I'm obliged to
persevere”—have been fo me: E.G.

THEY WERE NEVER CHILDREN. .

Wz talk of Adam and Eve as having been, before the
fall, in a very happy condition—lmat O8ne thing, they
missed—they were never children. 'True. We never
thought of that. Adam never played marbles. e never
played ““ hokey.” He rfever drove a tandem of boys with
a string. He “neved* skatell ona pond, or played “ball,”
or rode down hill on a hand-sleigh., And Eve, she never
made a play-house ; she never todk tea with another little
girl, from the tea table s€¢ out witll the toy tea things;
she never rolled a hoop, of pieced a baby quilt or dressed

,a doll.  They never played “blind man’s buff,” or
“pussy wants a corner,” or “hufly burly.” or any of the
games with which childhood disports 1taelf How blank
their age must have been, wherein no memories of early
youth came welling up in their hearts, no visions of child-
hood floating back from the long past, nd mother’s voice
chanting a lullaby to the ear of® fane} in the still hours of
the night, no fathgr’s words 9f kindness speaking from the
churchyard where he sleeps. Adam and Eve, and they
alone, of all the countless millions of men and women that
have ever lived, had no ehildhood.

FEMALE SCRIPTUREFCHARACTERS.
. BEBEKAH.
TuEe presents recotded as bestowed on ReQjekah, though

of great weight, were such as are worn by Eastern females,
who load their persons with heavy® gold chains, and ywels
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of all kinds. The ring for the face is the qrnament worn
in one of the nostrils, frequently so large as to touch the
chin. Entirely uneducated, and treated as-slaves by their
husbands, the attention and time of such females are
necessarily given to dr'e§s and ornament. How far pre-
ferable is the lot of the Christian wife, admitted to share
hgr husbhand’s table, his cares and his joys! . We are
reminded herc of the apostolic rule for the dress, of
Christian womer—1_Tim. ii., 9, 10.

The errand of Eliezer being told, the family of Rebekah
readily bowed to what was the evident will of God.
Rebckah as readily consented to accept what was really a
prospzet of a hoiy and happy, as well,as a wealthy union,
and departed, taking with her her old nurse, of whose
subsequent death we read in Gen. xxxv. 8. Like her
mother-in-law Sarah, Rebekah hjd long to wait ere the
promised seed was bestowed. &t length God listened to
the prayer of Isanc. We gather from the history that
Rebekah, in peiplexity, sought the throne of gmce, and
received »_.full and gracious reply. with a revelation of
God’s purposcs’concerning her uuborn offspring; “Mothers!
do you carry your troubles to the same place, and you
will find the same car open to your cry, the same hand
stretched forth to aid you.

Our next page in the history of Rebekah exhibits the
sad effects of # halit indulged by some parents, of pre-
ferring one child above”another in their affection and
attentions.  There would be much in the home-loving
Jacob to win for him the love of his inother, whilst her
high-spirited and .caréles Esau was the darling of his
father Isanc.  Pacents there should be no difterence
shown in your love for ya)..r children.  Even when under
discipline or pm‘\isi'xment, your wayward cuild should feel
that ‘you love him tenderly, and chastise him because you
.80 love him. .

" We are all famikar with the deceit practised on Isaac
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by his younger Son, at the suggestion of his mother.
Kebekah, blinded by inordinate fgndness, forgot that Goed
will not permif human interferemice in the fulfilment of
His decrees. The blessmg was given, but the mother was
soon punished by the ex11e from home of him for whom
she had committed so 5reat a sin. 'We do not read that
she everssaw him again. Mothers! never hide from your
huebands the faults of your children, especially of your
sons. Never, by underhanded mgnagement, assxst in
deceiving the one or screening the other from deserved
punishment.

‘We have no further accord of Rebckal’s.life or death.
May we not trushthat the trjal sent Bfter her sin was
blessed to her—that she was brought to rest her love upon

the Messialh who was to come, and on Him-alone.
L.S. T.

THE TRIED MOTHER.
( Continved from p. 10b.)

Pm:sr_izu;g Frederick and John came Tunning in from
school, exclaiming, Mother! mother! father and Mary
are coming! Where Za® Mary bgen with father 7 The
agitated mother looked up with agjenishment, exclaiming,
« How can it be! where kas she been with her father?”’
Soon the father entercd, and the mytery was cleared up.
Mary had stolen away to her father’s shop, knowing, from
experience, that whether right or wrong he always took
her part.

As the husband enteged, jih litge Mary crauchmg
beneath his arm, he exclaimed, an angry tone, { What
have you Been doing fo th’rpo{;‘;hly She ran down to
the shop withdut any bonuet terrified out of her seiises.’
*“ Mary has been very naughty,” said thg poor mother,
almost choked with emotion. ¢ No, I haven’t,” said the
pert little girl, in a sullen tone, dfawhg still closer o her
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father. ¢ Come, let us have dinner,” said “the husband,
“and as I go to, my work I'll take Mary back to her
school.”

Heavily dragged on the remaining hours of the day to
the poor tried mother, ‘and at night, when her little family
were all hushed in sleep, she explained to her husband
Mary’s conduct and her own, and entreated him, with many
tears, as he valued her peace of mind and her children’s
well-being, to unite with her in training them in accordance
with the word of God.

Fathers, many of you will read this paper; allow us to
entteat you to co-gperate in every ‘way kyou can with the
anxious mothers of your children in thé wise discipline of
home. Never allow your children to imagine for a moment
that their father and rhother are not agreed in their
management and if at’ any tlme “ou really differ in your
opinion, let the matter be discussed when the eyes and ears
of your little household are closed in slep. In vain may
the mother try to lea,d her children in the narrow path, if
the father, by his unwise indulgénce, couuteructs her
efforts.

« THE WORST CHILDREN IN THE WORLD.”

WE once heard a mother eay, with a very serious air;
“ Really, mine are the most tiresome and very worst
childrerr in the world : they tell untruths, and deceive me
in every possible manner.” We were much, very much
gneved‘ and yet we ~ould .t help looking with great sus-
pieinn apon that parent Q d saymg to ourselves, ““’Tis
true, they were shap{n in ih{'lquity, and conceived in sin, in
common with all Adam’s child.en, yet is there no fault
attributable to,you—their mother? Have you, day by
day, endeavoured to lead them in the way they should
go? Have you watciied” every littl> sin, or the beginning
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of, sin, and . admlmstered ‘o the erring one a gentle
reproof—a reproof prompted by I’.bve” « Have you told
them to try to mitate the blessed Jesus, the Saviour of
sinners, the meek and lowly onef ‘who was obedient to
His parents—whose wholedife waslove? If you have not
faithfully discharged thiswfuty, do not condemn them thus,
begause by far the greater portion of blam® is attached to
you, and maybe your children will rise up against you in
the last great day, and bear record to “mistaken trust.”’—
Skrrerep By A. A. C. C.

MASTERS AND SERVANTS.
ILLUSTRATIONS OF.NO: 111,
¢ Masters, give unto your Serants that whicl is just and equal.”

Tnis i® God’s direction, and it receiveg illustration in
that employer who welghs the peculiar gressure of changing
seasons ore his*servants} the wage that comfermbly sufficed
to provide ovd and clothing this year, may be wholly
inadequate the next. TQe upnght man does not cast
about for other men at the same pru.,e, but increases the
supply of those he has about Bim® 1t is seen, also, in
reasoible hours of° toil ; hc:. consulty human endurance,
and fixes his claim accordingly. «It is seen in the careful-
ness with which he apportions his payments, when made in
corn or meal; not exacting a price exceeding that ‘wiich
his servant would give elsewhere, but if there are fractions,
giving to the poor the ﬁdvau%: e. 'Fhe upnght man
revolts at the advantagg wh;ch 1{49 in 25 power to take df
his dependents,, Otdce more, itis seah in’his anxiety to
provide for his labourers & regular and steady series of
employment; not availing himself of their®labour when
busy seasons make them so profitabje, gnd amon dlschargmg
them when the retupneto the employer is small; bit he
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desires that there should be mutusl participation—the
sérvant shall have that ghich is just and egnal.

The uptight servant regards as his own the property of
every kind placed benehth his cares You do not hear him
announce with careléss’ indiffevence the casualties that
attend all property, animate or in#himate; or the contrary,
you see in every instance real concern, a sympathy with }is
employer, that cannot be mistaken. Space will not permit
a spécial enumeration of subjects ; every servant will recur
to his own particular calling, and he may feel confident
that integrity demands the state of feeling referred to. Ile
is not only carefel to avoid losses persr\nally, but he dili-
gently preserves his trust from injury by others. Who
does not see the strangeness of the notion, that a servant
shall see his fellow-servant plundering his employer, and
excuse his silence by a pretended-<lea of unwillingness to
injure the thief? Tan this be integrity ? Let conscience
answer; yet we fear it is very commron. The¢ upright
servant scrupulously fills his master’s time; the hour
appointed seés him at his post ; the season for refreshment
is not exceeded ; the evening witnesses his faithful fulfil-
ment. Once more, the upright servant is industrious and
persevering ; not a loiterer; mnot disposed with slovenly
haste to hurty over a’ prescribed task, leaving his work
worse than unfnished—extcrnally done but internally

neglected—deceiving his 1aaster and disgracing himself. .

May our plain remarks fulfil the Scrxpturc-——“ A4 word

to the wise is sqﬁczent e

SR —

’BEGY," :“RLY

DODDRIDGE’S, MOTHER.
Asour oner hundred and fifty years ago there lived, in a

stified street in London, a tradesman and his wife, who,
with fhany misgivings, watched the slender form and pale
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cheek of a little boy, the!r only son, and, with one ex-
ception, the sole survivor of twenty children. The utmost
that they daréd to hope for, as Yhe result of parental
faithfulness, was, that  poor littles Philip” might, by the
grace of God, be prepare for an early death, For this
they laboured, and prayed] and wept together. The chim-
ng‘ of the family room, where they usually sat after their
evening meal, was ornamented, according to a fashion which
had been imported from Holland, with a Beries of gainted
tiles. On these tiles were pictured, with rude taste, scenes
and events recorded in the Scriptures. There, “in deep
blue, on a g,rounxt' gﬂxstenmg whlte," were Adam and
Eve and the serpetit ; neXt ineorder were Elisha’s bears,
devouring the irreverent children. Then followed Joseph,
and the pit into which his bzethrtn Cast hiln. And here,

at the énd of the sene{ we may suppose, stood the stern
men who frowned on the’little children as they came to
Christ. . .

Those pictured tiles were to * pooy little Phlhp’s” un-
lettered mother more®precious than the gehi of Ophir;
they were %hier pictorial Bible. In her homely way, she
expounded them to her son, as he was scated by her side
in the old arm-chair. She poured into his curious ear her
rude but truthful conceptions’of Man’s lost condition, of
God’e wonderfui .provxdeucc, and of Hig more wonderful
grace. She found a willing pupil.  God’s truth, extracted
by maternal diligence from that painted wall, sank deep
into the pale boy’s heart. Hi@ delicate sensibilitids grew
around it, and became rooted in «ts embrace. “The dis-
tinguishing feature of hlﬁoutl{l{ul pletywas a love of the
Bible ; it grew with hjs grgwthg nd sh‘engthened with his
strength’; it fgshioned itself] in e dapths ‘of his soul, into
the germ of a hidden pufpose, which the providence ‘of
God at length developed. " Thirty years afterwards, when
the Rev. Dr. Philip Doddridge vwas engaged in the work
of composing the ¢ Family Expositor,g’ he traced bdek the
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\1mpulse which, by the grace of God had 1hoved him tp
that work, to those ol& Datch tiles which had been the
text-book of his eatly leSsons in his mother§ arm-chair.

A MOTHER WHO WOUIN NOT SUBMIT.

A MoTHER bent o’er her suffering babe,

Seeking to comfprt and hoping to save,—

She pillowed his head on her aching breast,

His parched lips bathed as he sank to rest.

And as she marked his feverish breath,
She thought, her infant was sm'kmnr death,

‘And, clasping her hands, in ‘ficcents fwild,
ncd—-—“ Father of Mercxes, oh, spare my child !’

But her mfant gre\\ *weaker apd weaker cach dav
And still more earnest did tbe.iaother pray ;

She gazed in sears on her béautiful boy—

She could not bear that her child should die.

Her prayerss were marked by their fervent tone,
Butthe will offheaven was not her own—

Her only Prayer was that ery so wild,

That Death’s cold hand should not hke her ehild.

She prayederot—¢“Lord, if & be thy will,
Spare him, oh, spgre I¥m to me still!

Yet, not my will, but thine, O Go¢—
Give—give.me sérength tg bear the réd;
And if my infant is spared to me,

Lord, grant that he may live to thee!”
Not thus—not thus did that mother cry,
But only that Death ‘might spare ber boy !

That er y wﬁs‘heard liscast! passed o’er—

*And her boy vas a Wy yful gluld,once more;

Years fled' awayr—he ¥ manhoodmwrcw—

But that mother far greatew sorrow knew !

Tor he tyod a 1eck]css course of sin,

And his mother’s love was nought t¢ him !

‘Hc slightefl hergwarnings—he laughed at her fears,
Though he spw her grief and herbitter tears!
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Now the sands of her life were,nearly run,

And that mother must leave hér only son.

In sorrow, her heart to God had been given—

She was hastening now to her hofne in heaven;

But her curthly treasure—the, child of her love,

Had he died & babe, Fhey had met above !

And now she mourned o’er that ery sp wild,

When she wrestled with God for the life of Ler child.
M. A. E.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

BIRRS OF THE AIR.

Tur Preacher itVimates® that, it is unsafe to curse the
king, lest the birds of the air should carry the voice, and
““that which hath wings shall telb tht matter.”” But this
is not confined to kingi There 1% no telling what birds
are listening when we spegk in private,and it is never safe
to speak ,of others what we would not be willing that they
should hear. The best and safegt rule is never to say that
of anothgr which we would not be wihingﬂ':t ‘he should
hear. If all would act-on this principle, then the tale-
bearer would be forced to pursuc some honourable calling,
and the careless speake’ would n® more®be put to shame
by being confronted with his frtnde¥hom he has traduced.
Readsto your childven about these “birds of the air,”” in
the 10th chapter of Heclesidstes, and talk to them of the
matter, that they may learn to keep the door of their lips.

WISHING oy !

The good John Newton one, day called upon a family
whose house and goods_had btzn desftofed byefire. He
found its pious mistaess in tsitg"s. “4Madam,” said fe
«] give you joy!” + Surprisel, and half offended, she
exclaimed, *“ What ! joy thg% all my property is consumed ?”’
« give you joy,’>he replied, *“that you Rave so much
property that no fire can touch I”” , Mgther! -have you such
treasures !
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SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF LITTLE CHILDREN.

Little George’s Reguest.—This little fellew was exceed-
inglv fond of eake. .One day his mother had some friends
commg to tea, so, seatmg her littie boy by the fire, and
giving him a slice of cake, she "3aid, ““ Now, George,. you
must be a very good, quiet littld boy. The friends are
coming into tea now, and you must sit still and eat y.ur
cake, Do not {rouble mamma till they are all done. I
have given you a large slice, so you must not ask me for
more,” George was a dear, good little fellow, and he
wanted to mind his mother, but the cake went so very
soon . He sat looking at his firgers, afld picking up every
crumb ; then his eyes glanced longingly towards the table,
and the next moment the company were astonished, and
not a little amused, if »the truth iaust be told, by hearing
an entreating voice, from a liedle kneeling figure, wn:h
bowed head and claspcd hands, saying, in a silver voice,
0 God, give George ancther piece of cake. Please do.”

' SOLOMON’S RAGS. )

‘There, dear,” said a father to a little girl, * there is a
beautiful flower for you; more beautiful than Solomon in
his glory.” The next raorning une flower was faded, and
the petals fell over the-vaser *Papa! papa!” said the child,
“ come and see the flower; it is Solomon in his rags now.”

NOTICES OF BOOKS.

Piclorial Pages. Vol. 1. London: Partridge and Co.

A cheap little periodical, worthy the support of all who feel any
interest in-the young.
Five Eundred Questions on £ {‘cripture History, with @ Chart. By

M. L..Moore.~ {ondon ;: Hamilton and Co.

“We cordially recommend ﬁvfa cheap little work to mothers and
teachers.
A Lecture. By WiLLfau BETTLE. London: Tw eedie, Strand.

Those who are interested in the tefperance movement, and have a
little cash to spage, would do well to circulate this lecture.
A Papér on Climbing Boys. Manchester : H. Bradshaw.

‘We do hope mothers will feel the importance of doing all they can
to put"down the cruelty of forcing little poys into the destructive
‘practice of sweeping chimneys.
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Or all the thitfgs that memory defights to dwell upon, of
our early days, are thes books and words of those dear ones
who are gone down to dwel} among'the mighty dead. The,
"Ettrick Shepherd says :— :

“¢Oh, the last look is hard to bear,
Even of a stock, or old grey stone ;
Anything to childhood dear, °*
Which memory loves to dwell upon.
But fond affection never proved
So thrilling—smsevere a pain—
As looking . a facesbeloved,
We know we ne’er can see again.”’

We have read with interest of af old man, nearly blind
with age; who felt the glientest pleasure in accompanying
his young relative to the home where he had lived in love
.and happisess with those who had gone to the grave before
him; how he felt about in the 'grottg, and pointed out
where the different shells were placed by hands of brothers
and sisters ntotionless in the grave ; and, as he passed by
.sorme noble limes, he cxclaimed, as the bees came humming
ahout him—¢ Just the sound whiclt used Yo delight me in’
childhood !””  Yes, we change, and *our beloved ones are
changing ; but Nafufe remaiys as young and beautiful as
cver, and the sun will shine as brightly on our grave as on
our natal day.

- Then, again, we hear thc fged mman degeribe his ahcfent
grandmother as accurately as he ceuld have done at six-
teen :— I can fancy I see her n)w,” swid: he, “seated in
her richly-cq.n:ed, high-packed (f’(t'éi;,.with hfr large silver
buckles—b4 stiff full ‘dress, of ri sillg—apron, cuffs,.and
handkérchief of the finest tambric—a massy gold watch
hooked on her apron-string—several mouring rings on
her fingers—then a delicately whijte littles cap, with her
silvery hair smootheds back, and a glagk hood ‘of ‘lace,

YOL. VII
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which was the symbol of w'tdowhood—hbr gold-mounted
gpectacles in - -a.tortomeshell case, and a large Bible, with a
crimson-welvet .cover &nd gald clasps, lyirg.apen before her.
These,” continwed the old .genjleman, < were trifies in
themsalves ; but they became fixed in my memory, happily
not alone, but in connexion wih many haly sentiments—
many portions of Scripture read and affectionately pressed
home upon me by my venerable ancestor, ar committed to
memory by me at’ her request. Before she died, all her
children,and grandchildren were gathered around her, to
receive her parting blessing and admonitions, reminding
me of‘the patrigrch Israel. BleSsed be God,” he added,
“ for pious ancestors!” Yes, we' may add, blessed in
life, remembered when among the dead, and blessed in
eternity. '

Mother! what good and hol_,; influences and exampte
are you likely to leave among your children ?—Will they
arise and call you blessed ? . :

HINTS FOR PARENTS AND fONS.

“Waar in creation have you done! Carcless boy, how
rconld you be so heedléss ? You are for ever cutting some
such caper on purpoke to ruin me, I believe,. Now, go to
work, and earn the money to pay for it, will you? lazy
fellow !’ Coarse and passionate exc]amations these ; and
yet they were uttered by a father, who would have begn
very mdlgnant #f any one had hinted he was anything but
a gentleman and a Christian. His eon, 2 well-meaning
lad of fourteer; Gad nqndentally hit the end of a new
#elKing-cane against a. qthcm vase, and it lay in fragments
at his feet. He wos saaly frightened, and, very sorry, too,
aud would have -put in a hunible plea for forgiveness, but
for the harsk reproof of his father, and bis going out of the
steeat-door, clesing it with mere than wsuel foree; but now
&b tad’s feelings were anything but dwtifal.’
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Just' then: his: mother entered—* Why, James: Cole-
man,”’ she exclajmed, «did yow do ‘Hat™ T declare you
are the most.caveless boy T ever beiield! Phat beantifal
vase your father gave me—I would rot “bave had it broken
for a large sum.” ‘- Mothere I just hit it accidentally with .
‘this little cane,-and I am sure I am as sorry as I can be.”
«“ And' what business has your cane in the parlour, T
should like to know? I will take it, and you will not see
it again for some time—I wish your father had chastised
you severely ;*’ and taking the offending cane from his
hand, she, too, left him to himself.

Jamcs then beganvo thml; that if he had done the most
.wicked thing in the world, he could not have been scolded
worse. *“That dear little cane!” OL! ghey spold me for
cverything. I hate everybody, and Towon’t bear it. To be

sure, 1 mxght have a gebd home; but my father is all
bustle, and my mother all fret—tret. I°don’t think they
love me—sb the sooner I am out of the way, the better. I
am sure, if father is trying to save money to leave me some
of it, T hall rufbcr have luud words, as we 0 along, than
all the money fic can give.” More of James next month

A DAY WITH ,THE CQTTAGER'S, WIFE AND
IIER BIBLE.

-Tnn Bible is an every-day,book. There is no gueater
mistake than to consider it as a Sunday book, to, be laid
on the cottage shelf through the week3 and ouly taken
down on the Sabbath day. Thera is scarcely a* cirqum-
stance in the daily life of the gottffze mother, to which the
Bible does' not refer. 1If) in reading if, we would nutlce
these:passages, and treaSure; them in our memory, all' the
most common duties of life would become richi with lessons
of hreavenly truth. Thedaﬂy work, which i§ so often gomgs
plained' of as drawing*the soul’ from Ged, would',be#s,
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stepping-stone to lead it to Bim. Let us see how mgny
circumstances, which !mght befall a cottager’s wife in one
day, are made the sub]ect of Scripture tehching.

WAKING IN T}IE lfORNlN(:

It is early dawn. 'The co.ttage mother sleeps; her-
children are around her; the duties of a wife and mother
rest upon her ; she has many a cause for anxiety ; but she
heeds them no! now—she is in a deep sleep. This is well;
she needs rest, and God has given it to her. But what
if her sleep continued? What if the song of the birds
and the rising sun failed to waken her? What if the
precious hours’ of the. day ‘were {asted in this dead
slumber? How soon ruin would stare her in the face.
This deadly slumber iz used in the Bible as an image of
those who are deag‘in trespassgs and sins.” The sleep-
ing soul has duties to fulfil-~duties that must be per-
formed at the peril of everlasting ruin; yet it heeds them
not. It has many a'cause of anmet)-—for death and
judgment are at hand—yet it sleeps on, jn, heavy un-
consciouness. Oh, that such would be reminded, by each
morning’s wakening, of that warning voice which cries to
them—¢ Awake, thow that slebpest, and arisc from the
dead, and Christ shdil give thee light.”

[We hope to take you to the Cotiage Mother’s. Home
again next month.—Ep. 1 E

THE ‘MOTHER, THE SABBATH-SCHOOL
" TEACHER, AND THE LITTLE GIRL;
OR, A vowhﬁnou THE WORK-ROOM.

“Anp when de you“wish thlso dress .to come home,
e’am ! Will you please to give me as long as you can—1I
am very busy.”” ‘On Monday morning, certainly, Mrs.
Rxce, for 1 leave hqme.on Tuesday, and I shall want to
]hek it up. Can you finish it * ¢ I will try, ma’am.”
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Miss Stanley Was in a hurry, and with a courteous *“ Good
morning” she left the room. Had she once glanced at the
astonished and"grieved face of het dressmaker our little
narrative would not hgve been writtén, for Miss Stanley
was, and had been®or mayy years; a°Bible Christian.

It was Saturday at noon, and, with a sigh, Mrs. Rice
folded up the dress and pattern, and, ‘after purchasing
materials and her own little marketings, rcturned home.
Not till after her children and her Rusbind were in*bed,
was she at liberty to commence her task. Midnight,
aye! one, two, three o’clock of the 8abbath morning found
her still stitching ayay. At length, half-bljinded and wearied
out, she sought her bed for a shert rest, as it was necessary
to rise early to“prepare her children’s breakfast, and send
them to the Sunday school. The h‘ua'band went to church,
and, after putting their dinner into the oven, his wife sat
down, not to read the Bible, but to *pursue her unholy
employment, which was ouly laid aside wllen the return of
her family obliged her to make réady the dinner.

“ Motlser,”®said her eldest girl, Anne, looking first at
the work afid then at her parent, “wmother, have you been
sewing?”’  “Yes, love, dt is Miss Stanley’s dress, which
must go home to-morrow, as sﬁe. leaves on Tuesday.”
“Oh! mother, I am surec Miss Stanley would be quite
grieved at your werKing for ker on a Sunday ; are you sure
you quite understood her?” o ¢Yes, child.”” ¢ But,
mother,” pursued the girl, “she has only this morning
taught us in the school that wt myst never break the Sabbath
for any one—that it is God’s dgy, end we have no right to
use it for ourselves or for others. And#mother, she always
docs herself what she.téadles uy to do. Let me adk her
this aftetnoon jf thére.is not a ristake; I am sure she will
not be angry.” Hash,® Anne, you know I must not
offend her ; your father works there, and might lose his
place.”  ‘ Whether or no, mistregs, lwillonever have such
a thing done again,” said her husband, who ought.fo have
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done and, said more, but worldfy mteresb prévailed:over his
convictions. The child was silenced; and, after dmner,
when again alone; theé' mother resumed ‘her task. This
time, however, the tears fell over her work, and conscience
struggled hard. Co

" The sequel next month.

"PAGE FOR OUR LITTLE READERS.

Loox around you, little friend, and try to reflect. See,
there sits tlre father, and the dear, gdear mother, and
yonder is the gro'up of brother and sisters. lere, in its
little cradle, lies the baby, with its brow of snow and its
soft rosy check. All the dear ones, perhaps, are with you
now, but they cannot tarry always—perhaps not. long.
The kind father may be the first to lie low, with the closed
eye and the scaled lip of death. Or the mother, so patient
and so mild, may be Loriie away to the silent grave. The
baby’s innoeent, hcnrt may grow cdld, and its sweet voice
be hushed for evgr, ere another weck goes by; and the
brothers and the sisters may be mlssuw from their places
just as soon, :

Ob, litde children,"< you would not have pale, sad
faces, and reproachful voices gathering gbout you in the
years to come, be dutiful gnd affectionate to your parents,
and kind, always kind and loving, to your brothers. and
sistexs.+ Then, when you sit vilently, years hence, in.the -
cventide, the phuntoms f'rom the remembered past, which
will be' cver threnging your thresholds and creeping to
your ﬁresxdes——w}nch will ‘il the uicz}nt seats beslde yours,
and flit along the walls—w1 all smile upon you, dnd you
will rejoice greatly in their company. The father’s and

- the mother’s face will laok. kindly upon you, with earnest
and pleasant eyeg.. The brothers and the sisters will float
often Ly you, and §ou will love tp see their graceful,.
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shadowy forms and waviag hair. When you awake in
the calm morning they will be negr you, and even in the
brightness of Woon they will noteall be gone. They will
be your chosen companions until you, too, lie down to
sleep, and rise yp no more till the morning of the
resurrection.

RECOLLECTIONS OF MY MOTHER; OR,
THOUGHTS FOR GROWN-UP DAUGHTERS.

“Ir is only with sadness,” said an aged friend, ¢ that I
can look back on my past life. It has not been eventful,
but such a one ad-ycars ol penitence Cannot atone for.
My mother! to see her was to love her. She was of a
gentle, affectionate nature, and,efrom my-earliest recol-
lections, an invalid. My father ditd when I was but four
vears of age, and my niother’s health declined more per-
ceptibly after the sad event I am about torelate. It was the
death of my brother. Yes, he died too—her only son, on
whose fufuresshe hadespent so much thought—her idol
was torn fuon its throne! My poor mbther! she had no
happiness then ; there was no balm for her wounded heart,
for it was placed on eartBly thingse

T wonder now, though I #id atot at that time, that,
knowing of the (.} reat Physi.cian, she would not go to Him
to be healed, but sat in hergrief, silént, and without com-
fort. I can sce her now, sitting at her usual place, a window
.from which she could look upon the churchyard ; and there,
with her head resting upon her” hand, she wonld remain
for hours, gazing, in tearless %rief, tpwards the resting-
place of her son. And*I—you may ask—where was oI ?
Was I by her side, tlying *witl loving werds to win her
from her deep sorrow,? No! I blush while I speak, and
well I may. My‘mouraing was not like hers, one of years;
but, before long, 1 laughed and sang among the gay, for-
geiful of the dead, and more so of thy bereaved mother,

12
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who suffered alone—the widow and the ohildless. Yes,
childless! for I was néver a child to her—she stood alode,
without friends or synpathy.
«“ My eighteenth *birthday arnved My mother’s pale
cheek grew paler, and. her stgp ore fecble. She was
“now reconciled to her loss, for she had found consola-
tion frcm her Bible—her now constant companion. Her
favourite window was no longer a seat of repining, butthe
place where, at the hour of twilight, she meditated on her
future home, where sadness never comes. Since her death
I have read in her journal prayers made at this time—the
earnest outpourings of her soul befor? God, followed by
calm and happy thouvhts expressive’ of her belief—the
simple breathings of faith, which restorcd peace to her
troubled mind. l nbticed this change in my mother, but
it did not affect my sinful heart. I also tried to' banish
from my mind all sthought of the change whigh was so
visible in her. Iler walk was shortencd. | She could not now
even visit the grave of her son. I was told that she could
not live much longc'r, but I would not listen. I had heard
the same for mandy years, and did not believe the sad
truth.”
[The saddest Hlay of* all in this daughter’s history, is
yet to come.—Ev.] -

CHILDREN‘AND FLOWERS.

Tuw gardener’s son was oely three years old, bit so
passionate-and self-willed, that his parents found it very
difficuit to manage him. f he did not get what he asked
for, 1m¢necimtely, he would stamp w1th his little feet, strike
every one that epposed hiky, and evén throw anything he
had sufficient strength to wxe]d To check these passionate
outbursts each,.parent would ogcasionally correct him—his
father someumes rather severely—but, hitherto, with no
improvement. The ¢hild, discovering, that he was flogged
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when he did npt please his parents, got also to act similarly
to those with' whom he was not pleased, saying, ‘I shall
flog you, you age very naughty.” JHis father being thus
foiled, was led to consider whether a better management
might not be adopted With his httle son.

He thought of the beauliful plants——many of them rare
exotics—entrusted to his care. In order to manage these
properly, he knew how much care and patience wére
required. Ile remembered how hg had studied their
habits, and, as far as the nature of the ground would per-
mit, planted them accordingly—some delighting in an
exposed sitnation, othu'; requiring shelter ; hut, although
he gave equal care to all, they all did not® equally flourish.
So the gardener beoan to reason with himself in this way :—

“Here is my beloved boy, given e by the Lord of Ileaven,
to fit him to be transplanted to a heavenly inheritance. I
will treat this plant with the same degree of forbearance
I use towards the flowers entrusted to my care by my
earthly Jord.” Reflecting in this way, he saw that when
those plants did not flourish according to his wish that he
felt no anggr, against them, but sct about to examine the
cause, and, if possible, remove it. Sometimes, those he trusted
to water his plants he foutid neglected to de so; others were
in too rich a soil ; and some, perhaps, not sufficiently good ;
but, ,withal, he found it necessary to have the ground
thoroughly prcpared so that the rodts mlight expand and
take firm hold of the soil. Ile*would by no means shake
.or strike the tree, cven incagtiously or hastily planted,

But one thing he found neces&ary for nlf-—that, my  dear
readers, was a sunbeam Whether tall or short, growing
on the hill, valley, or side of a stream, ‘each and%ll refused
to flourish’ when depri%ed ®f thg sun’s rays; these consi-
derations led this father tq alter his treatment of his little
son, and to determine to give him sufficient li light and heat—
in other words, eaucation and Aindness. Not simply send-
ing him to school to learn a few Itssons from a book, and,
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perhaps, an equal number of .gild tricks, but to take his
child upon his knee, and give bim lessons regarding the
law of kindness, the beauty of the flowers; the adaptation
of insect life, the.goodness and kindungss of God, our
ITeavenly Father, in thus placuw tach where the greatest
degree of happiness can be attawed.

This plan of treating this passionate clild is working
the desired result. The little face brighténs when he hears
his father’s footsteps, and Le runs to meet him, sure at
least of a little sunlight ; for what can be more like it than
the parent’s checrful smile? Instead of walking away
with a sullen look of defiance, thete is springing up childish
trust and confidence; and whex outbreaks of temper arise,
as arise thev will, o few firm words, kindly expressed,
even a look of sorrowful,reproof, do more, far more to sup-
press them, than a blow ever did.  Parents, you possess a
wide field of usefulness, and.a ‘fearful responsibility is
yours.

There is a false kindness, or lazy indulgence, \ou are t0o
prone to give way to, not liking 4o take the trouble to
inculeate good Labits, particularly those that regwire example
to enforce. Incautious example is every whit as bad as
undue severitys Yowe childrén are close reasoners ;
therefore, dear friende, take heed to your ways, that you
cause not onc of these little ones to offend.—From ¢ Qur
Fillage,” by A. A. C. C

MASTERS AND SERVANTS.—No. IV.
KINDNESS_AND CONCILIATION.
Tnn world and its concgras sare ftll of material to- test
.the dispositions of tnose wha have to mingle with them ;
_mor are we at all competent to judge how, in given eircum-
stances ,we should comport ourselves, till these pecuhamxes
actually occur; but ¢he'more clogely we come in contact
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with others, the more eéffeabually is the test applied. The
velations sustained by those to wham these papers specially
refer, furnishealmost as numerows points of difficulty as
any to which oug thoughts could be directed. Tao frequently
the principle we contéhded for iy No. I. is forgotten, and
there springs up a statc of mind the reverse of that it is
now our intention to treat of, for a little space. Kindness
and conciliation, built on the foundation, No. III., will show
a character in any station beautiful and useful The
position of the master has many a rough and difficult
point; the anxieties of business and its disappointments chafe
his spirit, give him apxious days and wakeful nights,
Often, when in disect intercouyse with Ris servants, there
is a painful ungdercurrent of intense feeling, unsympathised
with, because unknown. It may be, he meets apathetic
colducss, or careless indiffercuce, or gontemptuous disregard ;
and his irritation is shown in passion,,angry upbraidings,
violent abuse How much to be prcferred is the spirit
we now Tecommehd—a calm suppresswn *of rising choler,
and a tempeate appeal to the common principles of
Lumanity gud Christian principle ; this will assuredly be,
in its results, more, far more likely to effect the object
aimed at—a recognition® of mutual duty® But we hear
each party often say, “I will Raveny right—none shall
trample on me.”  Well! we fully grant this, but demur to
the conclusion, that hasty, pnsslonatc exclamations are the
surest way §o attain it ; so far from it, we are fully assured
that nothing tends so eﬂ'ect,ually to w1den the breach, or
perpetuate the offence, as such a° cgurse ‘e A soft answer
turneth away wrath.”” The reVerse iy true; an angry,’
Litter tongue biteth like en adder.

Causes of contenfiol wilk an..e ; they are mseparable
{from your mutiial posmon ;» but once Jetermme that a kind
and coneiliatory wpmt shall be adopted, agd you will be
astonished to find how apparently msuperab,le obstacles will
vanish ; misunderstandings will fitd %olution, and aecom-
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paratively equable and tranquil’t:ou;'se will g found for all.
For a full-length portratt of such a character, we have only
to study patiently and® constantly His exu“mple, who was
holy, harmless, undéfiled, and separate from si s, who
has left us an example that we should follow His steps.
J.0. V.

“ ONLY POOR CHILDREN.”

HeEsE is a primary school : what a host of little ragged
urchins are crowding in! Suppose I step in quietly among
them ? How they take their places in seats terraced off
one above another, so that cach littlé face is distinctly
visible. What a pretty sight! and how Nature loves to
compensate! ‘sending keanty to the hovel, deformity to
the hall. There is a Boy now, in that ragged jacket, who
is a study for an ertist. Scc his broad, ample forehead ;
mark how his dark eyes glow : and that little girl at his
side, whose chestnut curls droop so gracefully over her soft-
fringed cyes and dxmpkd shoulders. And that dream
child in yonder corner, with bluc-veined, otransparent
temples, whose spiritual eyes even now can see that fade-
Iess shore to which bright angels beckon him. Deal
gently with him—he' is passing away! Here comes the
teacher—brisk, angular, and sharp-vmced Heaven pity
the children! She’s a human icicle ; pasteboardy and
proper! I already experience a mental shiver. Now she
comes up, and says (apologetizally to my new satin cloak),
“You see, madam, thgse are oNLY poor children.”” The
toadying_ creature! Lucky for her that I'm not “a
cemmittee.””  Can’t her dull eyes recognize God’s image
in linsey-woolsty ? Can gshe®'see "no. gemus ‘written on
yonder broad forehead? No poetry slumbering in yonder
sweet eyes? (Did Franklin, Clay, and Webster study their
alphabet in silk and velvet? She ought. to be promoted
to the dignity of to%-naxl polisher to the Pope! Now she
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hands me a hook, in which visitors’ names are inscribed,
ahd requests me to write mine. Certainly—¢ Mrs. John
Smith”’—there-it is. Hope she likes it as well as I do.—
Fanny

«I LAID ME DOWN AND SLEPT.”

* Tux following circumstance took place in a family not
long ago :— .

A blooming group, at evening prime,
Moved by their parent’s voice,
Each offered frog the Book Divine
Some fragment of their choice. *

. -

And oge, a beauteous boy, o’er whom
Tour happy years hud swept, .
Raised his clear trustful cyes, und said—

< I laid me down. and slept.”

¢ QO sweet, my son, the gem you i)ring,
® Yct know you not the rest?7—
¢1 woke, because the Lord sustained ;°
« Complete the’sentence blest.”

But 8ill that student of the skies
His first selectign kept ;

¢ No, dear mamma, just thid alonc,
¢ T laid me down and spt.d*

That night the fever sjnote himgsore,,
With dire, delirious paig,

And fiercely on his heart-strings fed,
Till every hope wag vain.

Then all at once, in slumb;rs.soft
The darling sufferer lay,

And, like a lamb of Jesus, slept

| His gentl(? h.b awny. Iy .

He slept; but, with,what glorious joy,
In strains of seraph love,

The waking words he'spoke not here,
Shall be pronounced above.
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HOPE FOR THE SABBATH-SCHOOL TEACHER!
HOPE ON EVER! -

“ My beloved is gone down to his sarden to gatiMlies.”

° Mary was admitted, at a very early age, into the
Snnday school in the parish of ; there was nothing
extraordinary in her abilities, they were of an ordinary
kind, but therc” wac something remarkable in her sweet
temper and cheerful disposition, which shone forth in her
bright blue eyes. She was ever regular, and appeared to
love her school, her teacher, ard the instruction given
her; but no evidences ofs Divine grace appeared till she
was nearly eight years old—the love of -Jesus, and the
name of Jesus, then seemed inexpressibly sweet to this
dear child; she would try to assist her companions in
finding the Seripture proofs required of them, whilst I was
instructing the younger ones in their reading—that, to
quote her own words,  Dear Miss might have more
time to talk about Jesus.” "

If 1 was indisposed, or appeared unhapry, her sweet
comfort was as balm to my wounded spirit. I lost a dear
friend, and felt' my loss very severely, the first Sunday I
taught after her remowal. * Little Mary left her place and
stood by my knee, with her sweet eyes fixed supplicatingly
on my face; and when asked what she would say to me—
< Dear teacher,” she replied, “I want you not to ery any
moze.” I replied, ““You kmow, my dear, you have all
lost a kind friend as well as myself.”  « Oh, dear teacher,”
she exclaimed, ¢ she has only gone to sleep—she was so
tived when she went to bed ; but she will not stay there
long, and when we sce Jer agam she will be guite awake,
aud will be tired no more.” < What,” I said, “do you
mean?’ ¢ I, mean, teacher,” she answered, “that sin,
and fighting-with Satan, have made her tired—the grave
is omy her bed foi‘ a Tittle time, and when we see her
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again, she will be like Jesus, all beaytifal—oh, dear teacher,
so beautiful 1”*, I said, ¢ How do, you kiiow. you shall see
her agaig”  ““Because,” she replied, without 2 moment’s
hesitatid*« I have been  sinful child, I know; but Jesus
_ died for me, Jesus pleads-fbr me, and Jesus loves me.” .
"She loved to see me in the week, alone, and never loft
without, in some way, mentioning her Saviour’s love. ‘T
once remarked to her—1I hope thet you will have a: nice
play this dinner-hour; see how brightly the sun shés 17
“Yes,” shesaid, “but do, dear teacher, before I go, pray
with me that the Sun of Righteousness may shine upon
us; for when yonder sun goes down ats night, we shall
. want Jesus to stay and take care of us.” She loved to.
think of Heaven, the crown of gold, the: harp_ of gold, and
the white robes; and any difficuls word. in her bssons
always sent her to me for an explanation.

No weather prevented her attendance, and no cold or
wet seem& to affect her health; however, the Lord, in
love, saw fit to transplant this bud of sweet promise to
blossom i 2 'hnppler land—her illness began with cold,
and terminated in rapid consumption. Her patience, her

* faith, her joy, in the midsw of suffering and pain, were truly
exemplary. 1 frequently saw' Rer, 3md not then being
aware of the incurable nature of her malady, expressed a-
hope- that, on the* retum of*Spring,srenewed health and
strength might be granted her ;® to which she replied—
“Yes, dear teacher, I shall be quite well, I think, by the
S'prmn' for—

¢ There everlasting Spring abiges,.
And never-withering flowers ;

Death, like% stfoam, glone divide
That goodly land'ffom odrs.” ”

(Tb 'buucomludtd nwt menth:):
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THE THORN IN THE PILLOW.

A virTLE girl went to visit her graxdmother, soflistance
from her mother’s and her father’s home—she seemed
very happy all day, and she had everything around her to
make her happy; but when her kind grandmother weitt
to look at her, after she was asleep, she observed a tcar-
drop'ou the little girl’s cheek—¢ Ah,” said the old lady,
the next morning, “ you were a little home-sick last night,
dear.”  “Oh no, grandmother,” Mabel replied, “I
could never be home-sick here.” It was just so the next
night, and the next; at length, the grandmother thought,
a8 the little girl seemed troubled, she would sit in the next
chamber until the child went to sleep. Presently, although
Mabel was tucked up, she began to rustle the quilt, and
shake her pillow, and the grandmother thought she heard
a little sob; so she went, to the little girl’s bed, and said

—* Mabel, my child, you have got a thorn in your pillow
—what is it?”” Then the little girl hid’ hel face, and
began to cry aloud. The grandmother was very troubled.
At length, the little girl said— Oh, grandmother, when
I am alone here, I cannot help thinking how I said—*1
won’r, mother,’ and I cannot unsay it ; and mother is so
good, and loves me so, and Ii—I was st naughty ;" then
the tears streamed afreshcdown the child’s checks. Here,
then, was the thorn in the plllow, and she could not
withdraw it.

Ab, so it will be, by-tind-by, with that little boy who is
selfish and unkind #t home now ; when he is away, among
strangers, he will think of the komq of his childhood, and
the recollection of some- li‘nkmd word or action will be a
thorn in his pillow when he retires’ at pight. And that

" little gli’l who does not care td help her good mother now,
- will find a thors in Ler pillow when that mother sleeps in
the grave
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That young man, too, Who will not listen to his good
father’s advice, and who hates his| father’s religion and his
father’s God, will find a thorn ic®his dying pillow that no
mortal@nd will be gble to withdraw, Mother! Father!
Are you planting any sharp thorns that will spring up in
that last pillow, by neglecting or half-attending to your
momentous duties ! : .

THE FATHER’S PAGE.

SOME LESSENTIALS IN A FATHER TO RENDER HOME narrY.

Taz husband nd father is bound by,an inevitable obli-
gation to vindicate his authority before the family.

First, by acquainting himself with all the duties of that
sacred relation. If a man appoidted to an office in the Statc
neglects to acquaint himself with the duties of that office, and
the State thereby suffers injury, he encbunters public repro-
bation, and lays kimself ppen to impeachment. Now, the
fumily constitution lies at the foundation of all the forms
of civil eand*Christian society. To be willingly ignorant,
then, of the right mode of administering it, is to incur ¢
high degree of criminaligy .

Secondly. The paternal aut{wr'it‘y'is to be perpetuatea
by the maintenance of a wholesome® example. The example
of the father is generally the means,of moulding the son’
character. How exact, then, should it be! The fathel
should be content with nothing short of that resolution,
«T will walk within my hoftse with a pegfoct heart.” *

Thirdly. duthority should b tempered with tenderness,
but not amnihilated by indulgence. ¥ As a father pitieth
his children.”” By that tender trait is the dispositio® of
God hinself illusttated. Tt ne®y and ought to exist, even
in the bosom of sterner mduld. * And, ye fathers, provoke
not your children to wrath, but bring them up in the
nurture and admonition of the, Lgrd.”’s The cares and
vexations incident topthe pursuits of.men too often Sroduce
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anirritable stateof mind, that disqualifies-them from rightly
discharging parental- dnt&'. How can these  tender plants
withstand: the storm of passion that sumetmxe& Bursts' on
theirheads? Pathers, provoke not your children, st they
be.discouraged. Correct them, bt not in: anger.

Fourthly. The best instruction iz the best government.
Happy is he who is accustomed to say, as he gathers round’
him the dear ones - who-constitute the home circle, * Hear,
ye children, the instruction of a father, and attend to know
understanding ; for T was my father’s son, tender and
only beloved in the sight of my mother. HE TavGHT ME
ause.” He did not throw off the responsibility from him-
self to my mother, but was- willing to share it with her.
Fathers; go'and do likewise.

Apain, Oneof the noblest aunzxiliaries of pavental duty is
Praven, Even for poor Ishmael, the father of the faithiful
praved, “Oh! that Ishmael might live before tliee!”
How then did he wrestle for' Isaac, before and' afterhis
birth! How when, in view of the approaching sacrifice
on Moriah, he seught: the solitude of the-forest; and; taKing
the' Iad: with: him, fervently prayed to God! How did
Jacob wrestle with the angel of the covenant for Lis dear
children.in the hour-ot” apprehended danger, even until the
breaking of the day! And how have many fathers agonised
at the eternal - throne, until sulvation was poured upon
their-families! o .

Once' more:  Authority should be so ewercised as to
secure }iabilgcal obedience; then will obedience to God be

, moreeasily rendered. In-proportion to the deeper deference

. naturally peid by chitdren:to the authority of* a- father, is
parental” responsibility increased. How perfect, then;
should be the exemple: of a father ? .

We do. not' often. presume to give-fithers any counsel,
but-we: have: héard a- little -whisper of grumbling, that we
““spare 1o time for fathers:” We now ask:them to ponder:
these-thonghiis. '
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'LIFE’S FIRST [YEARS.

“ Nexr-to the qualities with wilich a mman is born, the
influences which his garents and his Tamily exert.are power-
ful in shaping his afterscourse. * Mothers! your task in
training your sons is often heavy, but your ensouragements
ere great. How many of the good and-the snccessful, .of
the wise and the bappy, trace all that was bright in their
character fo influences lying as far ok ‘as their mdther’s
knee?” The above remarks are extracted from an interest-
ing biography of the late Mr. Budgett, of Bristel, by the
Rev. Wm. Arthur, Bpesking of My. B, Mr. Arthor
continues : — ¢ H"appﬂy *for +im, truth and grace_were
valued in the home of his chlldhood If hls parents had
not been remarkably successful in gaining this wofld’s
good, they had secured the part that was of far greater price
to both them and their children. Het was early taught to
worship, obey, gmd seek the God from whese hand bis
young being had come. What Lamartine so beautifaily
says of #is dwn mother, might be said equally of his +—
«'We could fot remember the day when she first spoke to
us about God.” Iis gnother, espec:a]l’y, was eminewtly
pious, and her influence on the ehafacter of her son was
powerful and happy. His faithful’ friend, the Rev. Joseph
‘Wodd, who intimnfely knew his inngr life, thus states one
of those events which pass silently within the bosom of
Christian families, but which re-appear in the life of their

- members in blessed and ménorgble frui} :»—He was ‘abont
nine years of age, when one dsy, %in passing his mother's,
door, he heardher engaged in-earnest prayer foreher frmily,
and for himself by pame. He thought, my mothdr is
more eirnest ¢hat I should be shved than 1 am for my ewn
salvation. .In that hour he became deelded to serve Ged,
and the impmsi'omrtben.fnade was never effaced.’ Happy
that son whose heart. is daily maved sewsrds the ways.of
God by a mother’s hsly walk, .and whese salvation is.the
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daily burthen of a mother’s fervent prayer! .And happy
that mother whosc son does not steel his heart against her
solicitude. ‘It was early,” many a mothér would, per-
haps, think, ‘to be coricerned abogt the conversion of a
good, well-conducted boy, whenche was only nine.’ Per-
haps, had you been much concerned for the conversion of
your boy when heé was good and welf-conducted, he mighy
have been good and well-conducted still. It is early,’
many a-son will probably think, “to be anxious about a
future life, when I am yet so young.” Perhaps, if you
defer now because it is 700 early, *you will, in a few years,
abandon the thought altogether because jt is too late.”

FRAGMENTS FCR SPARE MOMENTS.

EDUCATION OF WOMEN.

Tue education of women is of the greatest importance
to society. Men may be, indeed, the rough stones of which
the fabric of society is built—they may form the strength
and resisting portion of the fabric—but women are the
finer cement, without which those rougher: ingredients
will not find order or consistency, and without which there
can be no form, no Leadty, no lasting and useful enjoy-
ment.—Lord Palmerston.

A HINT.

Young men! the influence of evil i impressions can never
be got rid of. Let one impure thought gain lodgment in
your heart, and,.if, you dage to favour it, you may as well
attempt to take the stain ont of the snow as to remove its
effects for ever from.your minds.—J. B. Gough.

SAYINGS ‘AND DOI‘N@S 0{“ L"ITJLE CIILDREN.

Sabbath-keeping.—:* Father!” said a little fellow, of four

ears, ‘it kas been Sabbath day to you, but not to mother,
nd brother, and me.”” “Why not, my son?” “Why,
*‘)ecause, father, i. raiged too hard, we could not go to God’
"house, 8o yoa kuow it has only been Sabbath day for you.”
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PAGE FOR YOUNG MOTHERS.—No. VII.

*‘Hold the little hands in prayer, teach the weak knees their kneeling.

Let him see thee speaking 0 thy God ; hé will not forget it afterwards.

When old and grey, feelingly wéll he remember a mother’s tender plety ;

And the touching remllertmn of her prayers shall arrest the strong
man in his sin.”

It has been said, the man is made in the nursery, and
there the impressions arc received that formthe charagter and
mould the destinies of the world. To the mother is com-
mitted the delightful and important task of giving the first
impulse to the mind ; whether of good or evily both will be
equally remember®d. II8w ocan mothers, who have not
themsclves taken the first step in the way to Heaven, lead
their little ones in the vight path? And what then?
Docs it not follow that they will all wall together in the
broad road leading to tle city under the cutse of the
Almighty ? There are only two roads There is no
middle way. We must be lealing them to heaven or
hell! Yegs, young mlother, believe it; you are now, at
this very mement, leading that lovely infant boy of yours
towards the bright and glnrmus city of God, or towards
that awful p]n(c of endless woe “prepared’for the devil and
his angels. ’

Wehen the sewJptor Baegn was putting up the monu-
ment of Lord Chatham, a gentleman said to him—¢ Take
care what you are about; you work for eternity.”  Mothers!
-young mothers ! take care what _you are apout ; vouswork
for eternity! 'What you are now domg will' affect the
interests of.unborn thousands in heavgn or hel]! If you *
are faithful, you may $end fortli to the world sons and
danghters’ who shall b.%. the® 'megds of the sdlvation of others
as they pass along the path of life. They may turn many
to righteousness, and shine themselves as stars for ever
‘and ever! But, if unfaithful, your childrgn will leave your
home prepared to ru‘et the chains ot destruction on those

VOL. vII. K
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with whom they come in contact among the families of the
earth, and themselves bg comspicuous in eternity only for
their deeper misery!, Would you that those you love
should be found with the rich matg ealling for a drop of
water to cool thie burning of the fmetn vain? If not, then
begm early. Yes; as soon as the bright eye beams up
into your face, and warms your maternal heart by that
treasured smile, oh! then begin to train him for the com-
pany of* the saints in light, where Jesus is seen diffusing
happiness all around. Do you say he will forget, and live
uninfluenced by your training or your prayers? Say you
so? Are you quite sure he will pass his life, and end his
days, forgetting all his early teaching? = Well, even if you
think so, and do not helieve God’s Word, still we say, it is
worth the trial. The early prayer, long since buried
beneath the sins and follies of yonth, often comes up again,
and takes hold of the wanderer’s heart—aye, and will not
let him go. We will tell you one such case. ”

The chaplain of a prison had tried in vain to- soften thi
hard heart of one of the men taken there for stealing. He
was 4 man who had grown old in sin, and seemcd deter-
mined to pursue the downward patli. Onemorning he was
found weeping bitterly, * You scem sad, Tom,” said the
good man. “Yes, bn', I am sad,” he replied; “and ¥
have been sad throuzh a long life of sin. I lost my
mother, Sir, beforc she hal time to bring me up in the
nvht way; but, oh, Sir, her prayers, when I Knelt by
'her side a Tittle, "h. ‘rmlcss, infant boy, have been ringing in
my ears these thirty years, and they would not let me do
1ust as otners did,’or as my own wicked' heart desired,
My mother, Sir, has long beer: in heaven ; but I' cannot
help thinking, Sir, that thcsaints up-there have something
to do witlvstaners down here on earth=—for that eye of Hers,
so bright and loving, has ofteii seemed‘to logk at me in
my midnight wickednessy and the souiid of hier voice, going
up to God'for me, has often held dack my hand from
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giving the fatal blow. You see, Sir, I have often seemed
merry when my heart was sick] Qh, Sir, tell me—can
you, Sir 7—is there hope for me, that I may yet be for-
given, and get up where my mother lives? Oh, I have
been thinking how dreadful it will be to mcet her at ‘t!xe
judgment, if all my sins are resting upan my own head!
She told me once~—and she was pretty near the gate of
beaven at the time—that there was mercy with Jesus for
the chief+of sinners. Do you think, Sir, therq can be
wercy forme? I am afraid I have gone teo far, and that
I shall be lost!” 'The man of God became the mother’s
friend, and took up the mother s work, Jeading the son fo
the cross for parddn and Salvation !

Mothers! are your prayers treasured up in the hearts.of
your sons?! ‘Wil they have reasbn to bless’ you, when you
have long been in heaven, that you took them to knegl by
your side in early youth’ If wot, bewin at once! Make
haste; the day is far spent, the night is at hand, when
your working and your praying time will be over!

HOPE FOR TIIE SABBATII.SCIIOOL TEACHER
HOPE ON* E¥ER!
{ ncluded from page 155 )
Drar little Mary scemed ROW nalther to expect nor
desire o continuance of life, though quite willing cheerfully
“to use every means whicR her friends «desired for the
recovery of her health. Whan suffering fearfully, from
difficulty of breathing and pain in her chest apd side, too '
weak to rise from her bed, I asked her ¢ If Jesus was sstill
precious$ to her?” « Oh, yes 4 she, gasped—
«¢ T would'not change my blest estatw
For all’that earth’ calls good or gréht ;
And whilst my faith cay Leep itsghold,
1 envy pof the sinner’s gold' 7
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Two days before her death, she told me she expected to
see me no more of) eart{, and her lips quivered when she
bade me “Good-bye,” and saw'wmy sorrow, which I in vain
tried to vestrain. She’said, “ Dear teacher, 1 do so love
you; but I love Jesus better, wtich better! It is all my
joy to think of casting my crown, my Lrightest part, at His
feet, and ot being your crown of rejoicing when I see yol
ag.un Oh, how I will fly to weet you!” After a long
p.mse, ‘to recover a'little strength, she added—* All the
time God still gives me I will spend in praying for my
dear friends, for you and for wy dear companions, that
many more souls beside nine way ruva,xd your pains.”

She sent a wessage to all her companions, begging them
to scck Christ in their days of licalth and strength, that
they mjght fird Him, as she did, “a very present help in
time of trouble.” The last time I saw her alive she could
scarcely articulate, but perfectly knew mic; she pressed wmy
hand, and said, o Jesus!” 1 prayed with her, &nd when
I kissed and bade her farewell, she looked P and, said,
*“ Happy, happy!” and thuen closed her L) cf.  About
three hours after this she looked «¢ her mothér and father,
who were at Ler bedside, and excizimed—

¢ Jesus dondake a dying hed
Feel soft us downy pillows arg 177 :
0 <

They asked if she wat ‘“very happy?” she replied,
*“More than happy ; for before the sun sets I shall sec
im, whom absent I love; ahd do you, dear father and
mother, come to Him, fhr Ife waits in Canaan, with angels
bright, towweleome ‘you to all the joys of Cannan.”  Her
mdiber offered Llier some lenon dr(mk which she quietly
refused, saying, “ He \Vifhlcad me to'the living fountains
of water,um

She then closed her eyes, and wished her parents and
sisters, “ Good-night,”” Her mother asked her if she felt
as  She would be,able to slecp a ligtle, hoping that she
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would awake a little refrestied. She said, “Yes.” They
sat for half-an-hour watching 11<:x‘1'nor could any of them
tell the mouerit when her ransomc spirit took its flight to
the realms of bliss; put hers was iddeed a blessed sleep,
from which she will neves wake #o sorrow—a calm, undxs-
turbed rest, unbroken by the last of foes!

o This simple varrative has been written It sorrow and
weakness; its object~is twofold :—Tirst, To encourage
teachers and parents to work diligently whilst it is vcalled
to-day, for in due scason they shall reap if they faint not ;
and what a glorious harvest theirs will el Secondly, To
encourage any dear chlldren who may perdse it, to seek
Israel's geutle Shéplierd, dow an their youth and health, so
that in the day of sorrow, death, and troubls, they may
find Iim, as this dear child lli(l-—‘-il Saviour’ close at hand.

*¢ 1t was not.in crueity, not in wrath,
Tue reaper came that day;  *
Twas g angel visited the green carth,
And wok my flower atay !’
» Maria.

A DAY WITIH Tk (‘OFT{GLR’* WIFE AND
IER BIBLL ——\'u I1.

DRESSING.

Tue cotiage-mother has lefs her bed, and is putting on
her clothes. ITow many @textmay tlhyseact recal™ The
guests assembled at the weddipg €east had cach a wcddmg
garment provided them. (Matt. xxii.)y The prqdigal, when
he returned to his fatlier’s house, had the best rfobe put
on him. (Lpke xv.,22.) * LY outeast, in Ezekiel, was
not only saved, but bedutiful raiment wasgmugt on: her.
(Ezek. xvi. 10.) » How tesrible it would e to be exposed
to our fellow-creatures in rags and wretchedness! What
will it be if thc na}\edness, the sm, the dcformxt‘v of our
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souis, should be seen in the - I'w:b't of etemity" It is all
exposed in the sight of God new. Let ws seek some
covering, Let us, hlJ the prodigal, retucn to God our
Father’s house, end the best robe—rthe robe of a 8gviour’s

righteouspess—shall cover us.

WASHING. .
"The cottage-mother is poor, and her garments are
bomely ; but she loyes cleanliness, and has too much self-
res,pecf' to suffer hersclf, or Lier children, to go down to their
daily work unwashed. Hare, ton, God’s Word meets her.
The dirt she abhors, is a picture ef that sin which defiles
the soul, and makes her hatefu! in IIis sight. Each sin
is as a spot of filth before Him. Let her hear His voice,
saying :—* Wash you, make you clean; put away the evil
of your doings from bcfore mine eyes; cease to do evil.”
(Isdiah i, 16.) .
[We will hope to attend the cottqve-mothor down stairs
next month.—En.1

THE YOUTHTFUL MOTHER AND HER'BABE.
“1 love thets so—I love thee so—1 cannot be at rest.”
_FO MRS, H.
Dyineg! 3:>t to live for ever,!
My precious tyeasure—tome, nestle down,
Beneath the folds of my silken gown,
There’s nought too good for thee!
1w uuld 01 ve my goems gnd gold away,
And all'on enrtb‘ to insure thy stay,
Thou art so ded¥ to me.

Dying r vet 1o live for ever!
Thy fragile fmme7*hv khautdous form—
Oh! I will shield it from every storm, '
o »m And love thee to the Tast,
My babe! my treasure! what wilt-thou be?
What joys— wlmt sorrows are stored for thec,
Ere thy sweet life is past ?
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- Dying! yet to live for,ever!

Young mother—hush ! the book & sealed ;
But its folded leaves shall fe revealed,

When thqu and babe shalt stand
Beholding the grgat white theone on high,
With all our race up iu yonder sky,

Hard by the angel’s land.

Dying! yet to live for ever!
Come—give thy frail, precious haha away,
By this perchance you insure its stay,

If zood for it—and thee.

Tt spared—Oh! train it for the sky,
Thy child and thou must surely dig,
It is the Lord’s deorce.
" July 16th, 1854.

-

IIINTS FOR PARENTS AND SONS.—No. IL

Tue scene described last month is But a sample of what
occurred constangly. Mr. and Mrs. CoJeman were good
sort of respectable people, who cared for their children
mentallypand physwailv and meant to be good parents.
But there Whs for ever some scene of dispute—stern looks
and harsh commands—so that tlxey were, really a wretched
family. Under these mﬂuergces, Jumes, who was im-
petuous and self-willed, but very $ffcetionate, began soon
to spend*his leisare hours i n placee.of resort for loiterers,
where he saw much to encourage his reckless and disobe-
dient spirit. Little did his parents realise, in the bustle of

“their hurrying life, the eff®ets of the home trmmn s nor
were they “aroused to James’ svdanger, till his prolonged
absence from home, and late hours i the evening, caused
a severe reprimand fr m lus father. Jth a heart swe}lmg
with rage he went to.his room,ﬁut not to bed: he resolved
to leave his home.

James looked on his little brother, whot he loved, but
with whom he was ever quarrellmg He awas half- tempted
to lie down ; but pg! he thought how cros® his mother

K2
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o

would look, and how harshly his father would speak at
breakfast. He th’ought‘; of his little sister Em, and wished
to kiss her; “ But,” said he to himself, “she will soon snap
like the rest—she gro‘;vs more {rétful every day. No, I
will go out of hearing of it all.” He then softly let him-
self down from the window, and was soon in the night
train. A few days found James tossing upon the waves of
the wxde, deep, tracklecs ocean, and on he went towards
the fields of gold, often vexed at the services he was
called upon to perform ; sometimes longing to be again in
the home of bis childhood; at ofher times writhing, as
he thought of the anger of his futher, gnd the reproaches
of his mother. But some of that ship’s company were
never to see the distant land, where they had hoped to
find treasures of gold. “and happiness. Seven of them
were carvied off by fever, and on that fatal list was read
by agonised hearts, in Lis father’s and his mother’s howe,
the name of “ James Coleman, aged sixtcen.”

Boys! if your father and mother, in the pxidst of their
many carcs, of which you know nothing, often "increased
sevenfold by their anxieties for you, are less tender and
forgiving than you think they sheuld be, will you throw
off all regard for tfxun, ?ll gratitude for their constant
proofs of rcul affection, and make shipwreck of your own
character and hopes,sand brebk their hearts ? No-no——
rather, with noble disregtrd of your own feelings, try still
more to please them, .md soothe their weary spirits ; so
you shall reup‘th\. reward of “well- doing, and the blessing
of Ilim whe has given‘you the fifch commandment with a
promise. .

Yathers! proyoke not kour (xnld(en to anger, lest they
be discouraged ; thetempter is ever at Liaml to lead them
astray. «. #ne harsh reproof, the undeserved blame and
cold silence, where there should be the kind inquiry or
the affectionate* welgome, may chill the young heart, and
cause reser#e where there should be the fullest confidence.
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- Mothers! where shall the young spirit look for the
saving confidénce of love, if noteto you? The youthful
heart craves sympathy—it must have it. If not found at
home it will seek it elseyhere, aud.it may be amid many
dangers; and then, when your child’s heart shall cease fo
beat, how will you remember words and looks that bite like
a serpent, and sting like an adder! Love and kind words
do wonders. Try the effects in your, home circle, and tell
us the good results. ’

«IIUSBAND’S TEA.”

* O woman ! self-forgetting womay! poetry ofyhuman life !
Neglect > O libel on a world where half that world is woman !

198

“WeLyL, I never! Mrs. Morris, why how poor the tea
has goteall at opce! Why, sure enougl:, it 1s as bad as
‘husband’s tea’ now.”  This" speech was made by a
blunt, rangh rosy-facdd matron, who was presiding at her
tea-table, #hd entertaining a friend, who was a gentle, loving,
and loveable young woman, that had not long worn a gold
circlet, and been called ¢ Mrs. Morris.” «Thank you,
Mrs. Chubb, my tea is very Zood, and they say strong
tea is not good, fdr the yerves; but,” continued Mrs
Morris, what can be the’ mcanmw of * husband’s tea !’
I have often heard the expr csalou, and wondered what it

. could mean—do tell me.” .

“Why, as to the saying,” reﬁlir{d Mrs. Chubb, “I am
sure I don’t know how it came among ps; but I reckon that °
some wife, who liked hef own dear self better thnn anybpdy
else, used'to dnuk .all'the Stro‘k tea, and leave water in
the teapot for her good wman.” < Dear me, Mrs. Chu.bb
do you think therg ever cbuld be a wife so wokind| Why,
when my George is later than usual, if I.pour out one
cup for myself I add half water, feﬁrmv it vould mot be
good enoughe for ‘h’m. Why, to be Sure, I shouM think
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‘every wife would give, the Dest of everything to her
hushand.” Oh, dcar' Mrs. Morris {—excuse my laughing ;
but, bless you, whey you have been called Mrs. Morris
twenty years, you will perhaps thnﬁ\ differently. Why, I
know a wife who hasa dow nright good tea, long before her
husband comes home ; and I have seen him, with my owa
eyes, ealing cold potatoes and salt—poor soul!—after-
wards; and, between you and me and the post, I have
called Lim in just as Chubb has been at his supper, as an
excuse to give the poor man a bit. This is a queer work-
a-day world of ours, Mrs. Morrjs! therc is a deal of
selfishness in it, - though some, peopleodo cry up human
beings as naturally good-—kmd of half-way angels : but-I
have never secn the good, perfect souls yet, when there is
no religion in them to teach them what geoduess itself was
when it lived over among the Jews; and I guess we are,
most of us, a little matter slow to learn of Him I”? ¢ Well,
1 should expect <that every kind, loving wife would do all
in her power to make her husband..comfortable, and give
him the best tea instead of the worst.” “Y.eg-—:ycs, you
are right, too, depend upon it, Mrs. Morris.. Go on acting
thus, and keep achappy, loving home for your husband ;
and he will the more, likely keep a good roof over your
head, and not go from home to find kindness and comfort.
I always say, as the Hfusbands' earn the money they ought
to be well attended to. I*began so with my Jack Chubb,
and I mean to continue the same as long as I walk along
life by his side.” ©

BE,}COLLECTIONS "OF MY MOTHER ; OR,
THOUGHTS FOR (:‘-E}OWN-L"P DAUGHTERS.

- s (Continued from'page 148.)

“T must noW go on to that day, the most painful to
recall of all my life. . It'was a mild afternoon in October,
and my mother sat. in-her accustomed: glace, watching the
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leaves of autumn as they fell. .I was walking with an
intimate friend—a gay, thoughtlgss th'mg was Fanny—
pouring into her willing ear my many plans, while she in
return related hers td me. Long we talked; and when
she departed she said, rather loud,  Be assured your seerét
issafe with me!” <1t is well,” I replied ; “for you are the
;nly petgon to whom I would eonfide it.’ )

“ We parted. I went to my mother’s room to get a
book I wished. As I entered she said, with a sweet smile,
¢ What important thing is that, dear, which must be kept
so secret 7’ ¢ Nothing, was my answer; but I blushed
deeply. ¢ And would, ““ nothing >’ cause my daughter to look
so troubled !’ and she took one of my hands within her
pale fingers.  “Of course I mean, mamma, nothing that
would interest you.” ¢ Nothing tlmt would interest me !’
she repeated slowly; then added, mgre as if talking to
herself than to me, ‘The singing of the birds, the
hummmrr of the bhees, even the fulling of the leaves,
amuse me, byt ’—she yaised her large blue eyes to mine—
< the confid,enco of my only child, which gives pleasure to
a stranger, Would not interest me! O my daughter!’
She took her haud from fmine, and.rested her head upon it.
I resumed my search for the bosk, mhen suddenly turning
to me, she spokc with unusual firmness. ¢ My daughter,
llsten' If it is, as I have heard, ahd fhat with Sorrow,
that you have given your affectibus to young Berton, and
your confidence concerns him, I do not ask you for itsq but,
‘mv child, I beseech you to heat me ; Rearken. not to his
smooth words; he will make you mlscmble I

«1 hurriéd to leave the room,-saymg, I anl quite old
enough to- judge for myséf asefo a suitable companion,
therefore youradvxce s nof neelled !** She arose from her
chair and stood before me—-—that tall, tremblipg*figthe, with
all colour gone from her face, and her thin hands clasPed
tightly on her Bosom ; she spoke In 2 lou, clear vaice,—
¢Eleanor, I wijl nit beseech you—I; youy dymg mother,
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command you not to marry that man; and if you de,
remember you disobeye my last injunction!’ She sank
into her chair, and«I flew from the apartment. As I
hastenetl through the gagden I igvo’untarily turned towards
her window, and beheld her there, with her pale face raised
to heaven, and heard her words—¢ Oh, my Father! pardon
me if I have sinned ; and save, O save my child ¢
R Why did I not return, as I feltinclined to do, and ask
her forgiveness? My proud spirit urged me on. To
Faony I told all. That night I was married to Berton.
We left the village. I left my mother alone with her
servants;; and wlien, three, daye after,*1 returned to my
home, and went to her room, I found her——dead!
There she lay her pale hands folded, her cheeks cold, and
those lips, which had sb often spoken kindly to me, colour-
less. I stood beside her, and bitterly, so bitterly repented.
¢Oh, my mother!’ 1 cried, ‘come back, come and tell me
you forgive me !’ All was still ; but it'was a silence that
spoke,—that said, *“thou hast done this! tkou hast killed
thine own mother!”” In fearful ageny I prayed—I, who
for years had not bent my knec to God—prayed for for-
giveness. They found me in that room, ill and delirious,
and feared I should die ; but death was too light a punish-
ment for my great offence. .

¢ My husband livéd but thtee years; of those ycars my
mother had predicted rig}'\tly. My child died,—it was just
that J, who had trampled undgr foot a mother’s love, should
know its strength but to lose the object of it. ButI can
speak no more of this. 1 cannot calmly recall those years
of, suffering, yet willingly would I open anew those wounds
if daughters weuld take evarning f?om my life; and bring
not the grey hairs of their parents in sorrow to the grave;;
then, €60, ‘woyld peace rest upon them, and happiness be
theirs evermaore.”

’ C.A.C.
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CAIN AND HIS PUNISIMENT.

We find this deepfy pffecting Listory upon the very
threshold of the Scripture narrative ; nor does the sacred
historian vouchsafe to give us any information as to the
ages of the several parties. ~ All that it condescends to tell
us is, that Cain was the first-born, that lre was a tiller of
the ground, and that Abel was a keeper of sheep It is
probable that the gencrations of man had constacrably
multiplied, and that these were Dy no meuns the first
offerings the young men lad pgesented before God.

*Cain was the first-born ; the strength of his father, the
joy of his mother. The name simgly meaus acquisition ;
and, however fondly their hopes might have been eitwined
around this, their first-born, they wesc doomed to bitter
disappointment ; and how sadly was it so in the case of
David, who named his lovely child Absalom, the son of
bis peace; (eain was *the first child born into the world
under the augse ; the first that was nourished at the breast
of his mother ; the first that trod the earth, and became
the hope of his parents :"the first o0 blight their hopes, and
the first to moisten the earth with #he blood of man: for
he lifted up his hané against Abel his brother, and slew him.

How soon the sccds of $in s rang up' how soon they
came to perfection! Here we find the firsi-born son of the
first man, connnitting the fQulcst deed, under the Seulest
circumstances. How his whole emﬂ must ha»e shaken, as
he looked upon the streaming *blood and mangled” body.
What a deed had he doe ! There, in that lone field, ¢he

monster,death took hid ﬁrs‘nuctom begana carnage which
was to sweep $uccessive ggnemnons from the earth, uptil
the trump of the archangel shall sound, \\ben all }hat are
alive shall be changed.

It would seem that this vile murferer qu;ed h#s con-
fiding and unsaispebting brother to take™ walk in te open
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field, and there perhaps they talked about their late offer-
ings; and whilst Abel, with the tenderness of a brother’s
love, strove to direet his mind to the great Mediator,
Cain became very angry, and his countenance fell, and he
vose up against Abel his brother, and slew him. Soon
after this, Cain met his Maker with a ruffled brow, and
the Lord said unto him :—¢ Cain, why art thou wroth,
and why is thy countenance fallen? if thou hadst had
respect unto the great Mediator, thou shouldest have been
accepted ; but, because thou hast no respect unto Him,
now sin lieth at thy door.” And the Lord said unto Cain,
‘ Where is Abel thy brother?” And vhe said, “I know
not. Am I my brother’s keeper?” ~What a ready lic
was this! How sad a proof that he was far gone in
uuqun v; and what a - :roud and awful insult to the Deity
=+« Am I my brother’s keeper 7’ Bat it is vain to kick
against the pricks. Shall mortal man strive with his
Maker? And -Ile said, “What hast thou done? the
voice of thy brother’s blood crieth unto me from the
ground ; and now art thou cursed from the eaith, which
hath opened her mouth to receive thy brother’s blood from
thy hand. And the Lord set a mark upon Cain, lest any
finding him should klIJ hira.””  Probably this mark was a
consciousness upon Cain’s mind that he should not come
to his death by violent means:

Let us be sure our sin will find us out. There is many
a sin,which rankles in the memory, which would grieve
the soul to have paraded before our friends. Deeds of
darkness, deeds of solitude. But they are all known to
our Maker, and with ell their aggravating circnmstances,
too, which it would be difficul to Igake others understand.
O come, humble thyself ‘vefore Gud confess thy inigui-
ties, fle* o' tlee blood of sprmtlmg, and for the sake of
Jesus Christ he will blot out thy transgressions, and
remeraber them no tore, but cast them as a stone into the
midst of the sea. v _ M. B.



THE MOTHER, SABBATH-SCHGOL TEACIIER,
AXD LITTLE GIRL}

OR, A YOICE FR(.)M THE WORK=ROOM.~—NO, T1.

Ar four o’clock Annie man in, with a bright eye and joy-
ful smile. ¢ Mother, mother, stop your work! I was
rght ; you have made & mistake. Miss Stanley does mot
go on Tuesday next, but the Tuesday after, and you have
made a mistake of a week.”  How*do you, know,
Annje?” ¢ Why, mother, she gave us our chapter for
next Sunday, and said, if it pleased God, she would ques-
tion us on it next Sunddy morning, and after "that she was
going out for some"Weeks.® It was too late, the dress was
done.

‘“ Mrs. Rice wishes to sce ybn,'ma’am\” said Miss
Stanley’s maid, on the following .morning. “QOh! poor
woman, to say she cannot do my dress; well, it cannot be
belped. «Goad morm.ng. Mrs. Riee.” “I have brought
your dress, ma’am.” You cinnot do it ; well, never
wind.” ¢ Itsis done, ina’am.” Miss Stanley gazed at her
pale-worn fice very earnestly for some moments ; then the
truth flashed into her mipd, and solemnly, yet with a quiver-
ing lip, she said,—“Then you must Aave worked yesterday.”
The tone, more than the words, wen?to the woman’s heart.
«I dil, ma’am,” gaid she, sqbibing Dbjtterly ; *you said it
must come to-day.”” ¢ Oh! " no, 0 ; next week I meant—~
next Monday. IIow could you think I wished you to
brepk the Sabbath?” ¢ Ygu sgid on Mgnday, m‘ﬂ‘am,

-and I did not like to offend yoy.” » I was veryg wrong,
said the lady, .t® speak so carelessly spbut I thqught you
had known me suﬁm,ently_ well to understand, that on ni0
account would I inducetyou to tyhnsgress G'od’s command-
ments ; my poor friend, Isam xcry sorry.” = ’\/Iv little
girl said she was sure there was ‘a mistake, 5or you taught
her so different.” ¢ The Lord forgive ps -both,” said
Miss Stanley, solem’nl!; « and will you_promisp me Yever
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to do such a thmg again, however tempted I on my
part, will promise you to be for the futurg doubly careful
in giving my orders, to you, and to others.” ¢ Indeed,
ma’am, I never will commit suclt a sin again, by God’s
help, for I never was so unhappy in all my life. I knew I
was doing wrong, and I had not courage to do right.”
"Female friends ! whether the cmploycm or the employea
fearn, we beseech you, a lesson from our sketch of real
life,” Sunday- -school teachers! may we point out to you
the valuable hint given iu little Annie’s testimony to her
instructress—-** \Iozher she alwavs does herself what she
teaches us to o’ Om-, OF 'u-lLCSI‘ANLEY Famiry.

HINTS ON TEACHING FILIAL OBEDIENCE.

Somt say that & stern maintenance of parental authority
is best, demaungding pcrﬂ-ct obedience, without any attempt
to convince the child of the propricty or kindness of thie
reqmsxtmus, and without any manifestationy . ofhﬂ) mpathy
for the paius aud diticulties which are to be foct. Under
such discipling children grow ap to fear their parents
rather than to love‘and trust them, while some of the most
valuable principles of character are chilled, or for ever
blasted. In shunuing this danger, sthers pass to the
opposite extreme. Notking is exacted without theimplied
coucession that the child is to be a judge of the propriety
of ihe requisitiar.  This system produces a most perni-
cious, indluence ; chilfirer soon perceive the position thus
allowed to them, and take every advantf«re ofit.

. The medlum course 15, for t,he arent to take the attri-
bute of a aupenor who hs a perfect fight to cotttrol every
actiog.aathe child, and that, foo, wlthout giving the reasor
for the req&xsxtlon. “ Obey, because your parent com.
mande, 1s’a cuﬂic{ent. reason. But cart should be taken
to convmse the child that the parent is conductmg a cours
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of discipline designed to wake him, kappy; and in forming
habits of impljcit obedience, sc]f-demul’ or benevolence,
the child should have the reason$ of most requisitions
kindly stated—not as & right, but as an act of kindness
from the parent. .

1t is impossible to govern children properly, especially
those of a strong and scnsitive feeling, without a coustant
effort to appreciate the value which they attach to their
enjoyments and pursuits,

Next to the want of government, the two most painful
sources of evil to children are—unsfeadiness of goecrmnent,
and over-indulyencg. ‘\Iost of the cases in which the
children of sensible and constientious parents turn out
badly, result {rom one or the other of these causes. In
cases of unsteady government, elier one tuu'ent Js very
strict and severe, and the other excessively indulgens, or
else the parents are sometimes very strict and deeided, and
at other tinies allew disobedicneg to go mnpunished. In
such cases children, ngver knowing exactly when they cau
escape with u;lpumtv, are constantly tempted to mahe the
trial. Some" persous, in shunuing this evil, go to the other
extreme, and arc very pevtinacious jn regagd to every requi-
sition. With these, penalties ;,bouud until the children
are hardened into jndifference of rcclmg, or else become
e\cessxvcly irritable or mismughropic.

It demands great wisdom amd sclf-control to escape
these extremes.  In arriving at this, parents have found
‘the following maxims of gréit value :—Avdid, as much as
possible, the multiplication of rukes dnd absolute commands; ;
and sometines ‘take the, attitude ,of advisers, There are
cases whep distinct cgmxmndsoare ncedfyl, and in sdch
cases a penalty for” disobedience should be as steady and
true us the law of Natare..'

Another maxiin; and perhaps the most’ difficult, is—
Do not govern by the aid of severe gnd angry tones. In
some families the most efficient governent 5 sustained
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without the use of an angry tone; and in others less efficient,
discipline is kept up by severe rebukes aud angry remon-
strances. In the first ase, the children follow the example
set them, and seldom use severe fones to each other; in
the latter case, words and angty tones generally resound
from morning to night.

- Another impartant maxim is—Try to keep children ira
happy state of mind. Every one knows it is casier to sub-
mit ‘tocrules when cheerful and happy, than when irritated.
This is peculiarly true of childrens and a wise mother,
when she finds her child impatient and fretful, and .doing
wrong, will often, remedy the v:thc b); telling some story,
or engaging the child’s mind i some sport. This shows
the importance of learning to govern children without the
aid of angry toncs, whi¢h always produce irritation.

A LESSON ON PRAYER.

A virrie boy, who was just learning to t2l, sat on his
mother’s knee. . She said to him, “ Are you not a happy
little boy, to have akild mamma to wash you, and dress
you, and walk with ydua, and love you? I once knew five
little children who hpd no father and xo mother.”* The
child pondered an instant, and then said, «“ And what did
they do, mamma? Did they pray to God to give them a
newpapa and mgmma?”’ The mother was ratherat a loss
how to apswer her litthe boy, but she was reminded of a-
lesson which the clild seemed to understand .more practi-
cally than she did herself—that God is a hearer of prayer;;
that the object of prayer®js td recéive—-whgt “ye ask in
prayer Jglieving, ye shall receive.’’. We cannot too early
teach our chil€ren that God is the souree of every blessing,
and we should, let them see that it is a practical thing
with burselves. E. G.
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A WORD ABOUT POI..ITENESS.

BY A GENTLEMAN'S PEN,

Way not be polite? H8w muclt does it cost to say * I
thank you?” 'Why not practise it athome? If a stranger
does you some little act of courtesy, how sweet the smilirg
acknowledgment! If your wife, or your husband, ali! «ig’s
a maiter of course—no need of thanks® It a stranget by
accident does your dress an injury, you exclaim, ¢ Never
mind! do not think of it! I do not care!” But if a dear
one ut home does the niischief, frowns gre seen. Little
things tell mightily-ipon the Meart. Are gentlemen the
same at home ‘and abroad? Let ug ses. A gentleman
stops at a friend’s house, and finds it in codfusion, He
does not sce anything to apologize for. Oh no! he * pever
thinks of such matters;” everything Is all right; eold
rooms, ccld supper, crying children, “ perfectly comfort-
able.” e goes homc,’ where the wife las beea taking
care of the chitdren, who are siek, and is half dead with
fatigue, but #2ere he * does nat see wiry thiugs cannot be
kept in better order ; thone never wers sueh cross ehildren
befere.” No apologies aceepted at Zbme. Why not be
polite at home? Why not use frecly that golden ooin of
courteky?  How sweet they cound, those little words, « §
thank you;” or, “yon are vew kind.’ Yes, doubly
sweet from the lips wo love, when hcart-smiles make the
eye sparkle with the olear lighit of affoction, - Be polil'zé to
your children. Do you expect them*ro ba mindful of your
welfarc? to grow glad at your approact:? to bornd away
to do your pleasure before the request is half spoken?
Then with all your dign‘jty and althority mingle politeness ;
give it a niche in your. howsehold temple ; onls < an will
you have learnt thes secret of sending out ifto the world
really “ finished? gentlemen and ledies.  What we say we
say unto all, Br: Porire. A
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FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

HOY TO BE HAPPY.
First, try your best to make others happy.  “I never
was happy,” said a certain l\xpg, “till T began to take
iﬂeasm‘e in the welfare of my people ; but ever since then,
in the darkest day, I have had sunshine in my heart.”
Secondly, “Be content with little.”  There are many good
reasons for this rule. We deserve but little, we require
but litfle, and “better is little with the fear of God than
great treasures, and trouble therewith.” Two men were
determined to be rich, but theyset abont it in different
ways; for the one strove to raisc vp his mcans to his
desires, while the other did his best to bring down his
desires to lus _means. The result was, the one who coveted
much was alwavs repining, while he who desired but little
was always contented. Thirdly, ¢ Look on the sunny side
of things.”
¢ Look up with hopeful eyes,
Though all things seem forlorn ;
The sun that sets to-night will rise
Again to-morrow morn.” !
The skipping lamb, the singing lerk, and the leaping fish,
tell us that happindss ‘is .not confined to one place; God
in His goodness has spread it abroad on the earth, in the
air, and in the. waters. Two aged wemen lived in the
same cottage; one was glways fearing a storm, and the
other was always looking for sunshine. Hardly nced I say
which it was whe wore a, fordding frown, or which it was
whose face was lighted“up.with joy. :

NOTICES Q¥ BQOKS.

. . . . .
Bethany ; or, Christ in the Family.. London: Ilamilton and Co.
A veﬂ&pxtrmhful, and useful jittle work.
“ The Deluge ;»’ ¢ The Exode ;''—Nos. VI. and VII. of Biblical
Ltterature *Londpn : Freeman.
Ay mwreﬂmg perindigal. .
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THE GLEANERS. ,

“Qn, ron—run, and see the gleftners ; there they are, all
waiting till eight o’cloak, when the sheaf is always taken
out of the field, that theysmay all' rush in and gather the
scattered ears of the precxous wheat. Oh, do look, Ma,
how selfish that woman is in the blue gpron; she ought
not, according to the rules, to go into the field before the
others ; but she makes believe she is*sitting downetd rest
in the middle of the field, and she is gathering all the time,
and she knows it is not fair. I hate selfish people—that
Ido” “Take cdre, my boy, * said Mrg. Hoyward, *“that
you never do the' thing You*now hate. I hope my son
will never be selfish.” .

Ah, there they all go in; ol® women agd majdens—
grey-haired men and boys—and the young mothers with
their babies. There is the basket-crhdle, with the babe
in it, sereaming,at the top of its vox;:e, while a tiny
creature, not much larger than ‘itself, is rocking the wits
out of is. Poor baby! Maybe you are alarmed at the
sight of th®¢all green bough waving fearfully for ever over
your young head—wongering what on earth it can mean,
that dark moving thing between baby's face and the clear
blue sky. Cry on, poor little moutner! thy mother is ¢oo
busy gathering beead for thee and the rest, to heed thee
now ! She will give thee an gdditional hug, by-and-by,
when the gleaning is over.

Oh! how anxious they sl seem for the bread that will -
not last ; but who ever saw such @ group waiting at the
gate of the King’s “house,” where 4he bread of life is
given for the asking? "Np, indeed, the old people “weuld
say—*d ‘am too old®*o gathé® it!” the young .would
exclaim— Time enough *yet!” and the yguig,mother
would tell us shie- is * obhged to stay at fhome to nurse-
babyl” Ahbso it is! Yet there is & place where a
much larger group will mect one dayg young ang' old—

YOL. VII.
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rich'and poor—feeble age and‘babyhood—the gay and the
grave—all must, stand" together before the Lord of the
harvest, nct indeed to glean—for the gleaning time will be
over—but to behold another kind of ““reapers” separating
between the tares and the wheat—the one to be burned in
the quenchless fire, and the other to be gathered into the
granary of the King of kings! .

Mother! as you gleaned in the ﬁelds, did you ever think
of this? And did your heart go up in gratitude to Him
who sent the rich showers and the beautiful sunshine to
mature the precious gmin'.' We heard you say, « What
fine great heavy ears’ you were gathering, and that the
¢ potatoes at home were like a ball *6f flour,” and that
“ the oats and barley fields were loaded, the like you had
never geen.’”” , Did you think of the Great Giver of all this,
good mother ! Did you gather your little ones around
you, before the hucband and father came home from his
late reaping, to thank the Lord of the harvest?, Ab, we
have had grumbling days enongh, do let us hear of some
thanksgiving days now. And, mother, allow us to express
a hope that you may unever have to exclaim, in the bitter-
ness of despair, when the reaping and E,]e.mmg times are
over—* The harvest is* past, the summer is ended, but 1
am not saved!” You will have to blame none but your-
self. ’

THE DYING YOUNG MOTHER.

Tus following death- bed, conversation was detailed by the
mother of the departed one :— Mother,”’ said Mrs. H—,
as she drew near her end, “I once thought I could be a
Chiistian at any time easify ; Lut when God took my little
boy from me, I knew He did it to spbdue the pride of my
heart, aud bnw me to the foot of the-cross. Satan has
nbaéu ,pemutted to tempt me, but the Savipur has always
Wml me from his snares.”” I was absent from her
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one day,” said her mother ; ““when I returned, she looked
at me with such a heavenly expression, and exclaimed—
‘Mother! 1 thought just mow I was dying! I went
to the foot of the crdss, with my burden of sins and
sorrows, and left them thete. Now ll is peace—I am not
afraid to die!” Her father coming in, she togk his hand
in hers, and said, ‘My dear father, if I have prayed for
one thing more than another, it has been for your salvas
tion; but God doubtless saw that my ? death—which will,
I know, be one of the greatest trials you have ever met
with—is necessary to saye you; and although I love my
parents, my husbang, and By chlldren dearly as any one
ever did, and have everything in this world I could wish
for, yet I am‘willing to die. Herg, Lord, take me!’
Her sister coming in, she said to Rar—* My dear Caroline,
you see what a solemn thing it is to dle ‘What an awful
thing it must be for those who have no God! Dear
sister! léurn to lowe the Saviour; Jearn to pray ; do not be
too much taken up wijh the world—1T wiLL DIsaproINT
you' 2 o *

After saym«r something to each onc present, turning to her
mother, she said, ** My fear mother, I thank you for your
kind care of me, for keeping me {rom places of dissipation.
I thought once you were too strict, but now I bless you for
it! I shall not *be permitled to smooth your dying
pillow; but I shall be ready to mecet you when you land
on the shores of Canaan. Dear mother, come soon!”
To her husband, she then sai®—“sDear hastand, you were
the loadstone that held me longest td the earth, but Lhave
been enabled to' give you up at last. ¢ I trust you gre a
Christian, and we shnll.meet in heaven. Take care of otir
children,’and bring them up for éhnsh Keep them {rom
the world.” She their prayed for them, and eaftes lying
still for some time; she said—** Mother, T fhought 1 was
going just now, ind I tried to putep gne jFayer more for
my husband, children, and friends, but @ookmgup ylth a
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smile), would you belieye it 7. I conid not remember their
nemes! And I just m!d ‘Here they are, Lord; take
them, and make them what thou wouldst htve them to be,
snd bring them to thy kingdom #t last!’'” Wheu she
was almost cold, and' her tongle stiffened, she motioned
g0 her mother to put her head mnear her. " Her mother
sid, “My dear child, it seems to distress you to talk; dé
not try.”  The dymg saint replied, *Oh, mother, let me
leave you all the comfort I can; it is you who must still
suffer—my sufferings are just over. I am passing over
Jordan, but the waves do not touch me. My Saviour is
with me, and keeps them off. . Nevgr,l)e afraid to go to
Him. Tarewell—farewell I” and now, Lord Jesus, come~—
come quickly! My pyes are fixed on the Saviour, and all
is peace. - Lét me rejoice—let me rejoice!”

And so this dear young mother died. Her joy began
on earth, but she now joins -the blessed, blessed family in
the heavenly heme, and,with them sings the everlasting
song. Mother! young mother! would you die thus?
Would you like to be enabled to say a last farewéll to your
dear ones with a cheerful heart and a smiling “face ? Ah,
then, go to Jesvs now! We would say, in the words of
the dying young mdther—r“ Never be afraid to go to Him.”
He is willing and waiting to bless yoy-—hasten to recexve
that blessing.

MATERNAL ASSOCIATIONS.

“'I‘hcstmtmg-post. is deﬁmte and hxed but -what %tbe goal of
umeration ? *’

We promised our. frien, wl‘)'o is iscouraged in her work
mong mothers, to give her & few' thoughts this month.
P wgre remthded by her letter of a phper we gave, a few
im;s since, 40 another Magaziue, headed *“'The Mission of
,,ﬁhought:,” with the signature of ¢C. M »  Perhaps
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she will sccompany ud over a portion of # ; ey thwer
ber-and others of our friends in their benevolent efforts i
trying to be useful to the mothers of ourcountry. -
- Bid you ever stand With & group of children by the side
of the ocean, and mark tHem as they gathered the pebhles
which line its shore, and hurled them one by .one beneath,
its surface? Did you observe euch litfle stone, how'it
formed a vortex where it fell? and how, the waters con®
tinued to whirl around—one ring succeedmg anotier, and
again another and another—till the whole series of these
eddying movements was(lost in the wide waste of waters?
And did it strike, , you that thls was an cmblem of the
work "of a 'moueu-r or of an INFLunNcE thrown from
one human spirit on another mmdq that that thought
mny there generate other thought.s, that witl bear.in the
part that being has to play in the world’s history;
that these again may awnken kindred thoughts, and
prompt Yo accompanying actions, as other beings come
within the cir'c]e of thgir influence ; and that these, in like
manner, fney still carry on the train of influences to yet
other beings,‘ and still others, till the whole series termi-
nates in that great unhnown—-beyoﬂd the limits of time,
or it may be, still stretch far’ u.to that vast, unseen gulf,
yet carrymg on & mighty mission, generntmo' other thoughts
and other influcitees, 2 conlinued series of never-ending
duration, all the product of this first germinating thought?
Did you think of the many collateral thoughts and
‘movements and influences tht may be devéloped from the *
" power of this first thought? How'an impulse, which has .
sprung from its’action, may genergte osher influences, shat
will again be carried on, m-gt}wr series of ,perpetual dlfra-
tion, modified by association with other influences, ‘or by
the soil.on which they ‘opedate, or by the actiow of antward
events? Did you'carry on the idea, and tifink how these=
series of thoughts and influencesy wigh the correspondmg
development of outward action, woulds exert % pgwer on
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opposing influences, and tena vo counteract, or modify, or
change them; sb that &t length, by the combliied force
or continued agency of the former, these last may be
accessary in forwarding the missicn of that first primary
thought, while the character of®the whole would be again
modified by certain characteristics which these accessary
influences may retain of their former tendency? =~

Now, only imagine thi$ mighty force still thus increasing
indefinitely, still multiplying according to its increased
ratio, and enlisting collateral and opposing influences, what
a mighty thing it will be for narmMpor for Goon, throughout
our world’s history! Imagine it sucgessful, how it will
carry all before it with a great sweeping energy; or view
it crushed, how the various ingredients will rise up from
the chgotic mass, and pemented it may be, only the more
strongly, will become again firm and mighty, to hurl before
it all it all opposing principles. Or, imagine it overpowered by
counteracting influences, how the mass of accumuiated im-
pulses, all traceable to that first thought, will still exist, and
float about and modify other influences ; and, perhaps, under-
mine,and at length provevictorious over all resisting agencies.

Let all who have*the forming..of other minds, or have
influence over young immortals, look well to the thoughts
they cherish ; for their thoughts have an outward bearing,
and their effect. may be devyloped witl. a mighty power
throughout an endless existence. They may place the first
lull_t_ ina “chain_that will encircle eternal ages. They may
give the first touch to a series of impulses that will extend
throughout futurity, teling on the destiny of millions of ever-
exigting intelligences, with a power that shall occupy their
owa wondering gaze, and add jey or horror to theirlot, in a
measnre that can only be known when the great mysteries
of - that, vas§, future shall become matter. of personal ex-

~perience and actual consciousness. &

Let us then work on in our Matermml Associations.

Suppoge oily one mather is led to return b;: them to attend
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to her maternal duties. *Behold her in her momentous
work. Herlittle giddy group—ill-frained before-——now bow
with her beforé the God of heaven®and by her precept and
example they becomey truthful, honest, prayerful. She
sends them forth into theeworld ; when old and grey, they
will remember & mother’s tender piety, and the recollection
of her prayers shall arrest the strong-mnan in his sin;
children’s children shall, through this one mother’s efforts,
learn to serve the Lord; and if you cah tell where the
movemrent of the waters will end, set in motion by the
stone thrown iuto the ocean by the little child, then will we
tell you where the inthience of that ope thought on a
mother’s reuponSIbrlxtv, reteived at that Maternal Meeting,
shall end. Buft cternity must tell the tale. As we said
before, so we now reiterate—* tonwmm"’ must be our

L]
watchword, till the command comes to pass over J ordag.

FATHIERS AND MOTHERS, ACT IN UNISON.

How jmpdassible it s for children to be trained aright,
when parenés do not act conjointly, or contradict each
other’s commands, thereby rendering it impossible for
children to obey both. For mstazme,oa mother says to her
little girl—* Martha, I wish Yow to do such a thing
dircetly.”  The chi?d has a {oolishly indulgent father, who,
she knows, has often yielded to Jher wishes before, aud let
her have her own way, even thouﬂh in opposition to her
amother ; she goes to him ang says, « Father, I do not like,
to do so and so (what her mother bas just told her to do)
—I necd ngt do it, need 17’ Perhaps the answer wxu be, '
“No, my dear; it is of"no impdrtance, you may Teage it*
alone.” . W hcle, afterta fow su!h mstances as that, is the
mother’s mﬂucnce over thnt child 1° It is 1rrecoverably
lost, and whc's to blame but the father ? 'ihe chifd grows,
up despising its mother’s authgqity, and spoiled by an
indulgent father.
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Again, perhaps a son has acfed disobediently ; the father
sees it right to.inflict'some punishment upon his child ;
before that punishment has expired (perhaps it might be
some kind of confinement for a .cergin length of tnme), the
father may be called away ; thes mother releases the bey,
fondles over him, and says, “ It was too bad ; you did not
deserve to be used s0.”> That child may dread his father,
but the mother is not teaching him to love and honour him,
and shg is making a red for herself. That boy will grow
up to be & source of trouble to her; he will not respcet her,
but will laugh her authority to scorn, and most likely quit
the parental roof and all restraint ut the first opportunity.

I am well acquainted with' two instances where the
parents have acted just like this. A little girl commenced
attending an infant class in a Sunday school ; the first few
times she was very regular, but gradually her attendance
became less and less constant.  The teacher called to talk to
the mother about it— various trifling reasons had previously
been assigned—l;ut now the mother at length said, *“Ma’am,
I must candidly confess I have given up tryiug, te make
her come ; for sumetimes, when I have positicely said she
should come, she has gone and asked her father to let her
stay, and though he has heard what I bave Just said, still
he gives way, and say«, “Yes, you may stay.” He always
yields to her wishes.” The poor woman appcnre«] to feel
it a great trial, as she said she had nearly lost all authority
over her child in con:.equcnce of its father’s indulgence.
The child was thep not four years old.

TROUBLE! WELL, WHAT IS IT?

T xnow,” says a chvbby,’ round faced boy. Let us
listen’ for a moment to his .numcent pratile ; hls heart
seems full; \I ddre say we shall have a tale gf, woe.” Now,

“what is it, my little man? ¢ Naughty bp‘* pushed me
down, and ran away with my marbles.”
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§ . Let us hear another, who is anxious to give his testi-
‘mouy, being quite sure e knows what trouble is. Well,
now, tell us what is the canse ¥f sorrow to thy frank
heart? “Oh! the master is 50 cross, and the lessons 50
hard—I have so mueh td*learn, and*so little time to playJ’
Another stage, and we have one equally anxious to come
forward and bear his testimony to the troubles of life.
Well, what ean you have tosay? you have escaped from
all the hard lessons and the trouble$ of scliool !—**That
is tru®, indeed ; but I have to open and sweep the shop—
to stand behind the counter all day, and then go to bed, so
tired, and my bones 80 ache, that I canuot sfeep ; besides,
master thinks I can never db enough, and 1 am bound
apprentice for'seven years—OQ! whep will it be over!”* *

Let us hear another witness, nfore forward and anxious
than his fellows; there is a firmness in his manner, a de-
cision in his look, which seems to sdy—*“I am the man
to givee an answer to your question, hear me!”—Well,
what have you to say ! surely, you must be a happy man,
for you have escaped from the toils and troubles of your
apprenticeSflip ; the seven long years have pascel away;
no shutters to take down on a frosty mqruing; no sleep-
less nights, from excess of toil; no ‘master to scold and
grumble—what can be the mattef with you? < All you
havé said may be truc ; ; bute I havedearned to count little
of such things, in comparison evith what 1 204 endure.
The cares and responsibilities of business press heavily
‘uponme; I am often driven®almpst to desperation, to know*
where to provide money for theemet’s wages on a Syturday
mght——dlshonoured bills distress me, bevond emeasure—
promises of payment from customers again and avam-—-
great contragis to fulfl—men ﬂxreatenmg to strike.foran
increase of wages—this I7call trouble.”

Well, ce'ulv, it looks °a great deal likk it; but here.
is another mawr wishes to speak. « “I have Leard all that
the yntlemen whg preeedea me hue.smd, sud gan bear
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unflinching testimony to the truth of every word, for I also
have passed throdigh it; but they know mnothing of the
cares and vexations of‘a family; they have no wife to
scold and meddle—no children to cry and scream, breaking
his night’s rest, and driving sleep from his weary eyelids
—none to clothe—none to educate—my only comfort is,
that they are growing np, and will soon be off my hands.””
Well, here is a man who cdn speak to that. * Yes, I
have heard a good deal about trouble in my day; and I
believe I am able to say something about the subject;from
long and deep experience. 1 am well and intimately
acquainted with_all that has been said, and know it to be
tree; but I have drunk deéper of the ¢ cup than they all,
and must say, I never knew trouble till my children grew
up, and, by thzir ungrateful conduct, blighted all my hopes
and. withered all my joys. Some are miserable—some
. wicked—some a wréck in fortune—and O, some a wreck
in mind. Old ege is emphatically the time of trouble;
then the spirits flag—flesh and heart fail—every load
seems heavier than formerly—the clouds return aftér the
rain—this, this is, indeed, trouble. I have’ ‘had large
experience of my own ignorance ard mistakes, but in God
is all my trust ; every situation has its own peculiar trials,
for ‘man is born to trouble, as the sparks fly upward.’
Learn, therefore, to bear meekly the burden that is Jlaid
upon you, remembering the promise, < As thy day, so shall
thy strength be.””
A Frienp or TuE MornERs.

~‘FATHER IS GONE TO THIS WAR, SIR.”

 Faruer is gone to thxs 'war, Su' ——Thusvspake alittle
girl, as she eutered the shop to purchase half-an-ounce of
tea, and burstmg into tears continued, * Yesfihir, he went
off thig morning'at a quatter to six o’clock ; “and whatever
poar mazher'will do*with us four children, I don’t know.”
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I endeavoured to console the child, whom I thought, as 1
compared her to Rachel, *“ would not be comforted ; ’ when,
to my great surprise, the child extlaimed, with a beam of
joy on her countenance, “But we all knelt down, and
father prayed that God wbuld protett him and bless us;
and then, oh, how he prayed that wc might all meet
dgain ; but poor mother, how she did cry, and that made
us cry, too.” I was much interested with the dear little
child, who, although evideutly very pobr, was; neverghtless,
very cf®an. I then asked, if her father and mother were
inclined to piety, when T was delighted to find her reply in
the affirmative. .0

.Oh! ye fathers and modlers; these dear little ones were
doubtless being * trained up in the way they should go.”
Now let me ask, with all affectiofi, how areyyou training
yours? See what a comforting influence religion had over
this family, especially at this parting firewell. Well, dear
friends, gou may not be called to separate jn this manner ;
but I beseech you all to remember that a parting moment
will surely come, when yon will have to render in your
account. Sdffer me to ask, Have you sought mercy of
God through Christ 7 and have you endeayoured that your
youthful charge should experiegce' the same blessedness?
If 8o, you and they, whenever cllled to separate, will
rejoice together in ‘the delightful anticipation of meeting
each other again, in yonder brigh¢ and happy world, wherse
bidding farewell will be unknown, and you shall be

“ Far from a world®f grief andesitp,
With God eternally sbut in.”” ' H. B.

. OLD WOMEN®—No, IV: _

Tae pedestrian bestde tite hedge-rows apd goody, copses
of the beautiful district where my old womeh dwelt, would.,
scarcely have fziled to remark an aged female, whose spare
form and quick steps indicatéd, that zhgugh age had dim-
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med the lustre of the eye, it bad no power to quench the
energy of ber spirit. You would see her mostly intent on
gathering sticks. . . . % She was but the inmate of an
almshouse; but an exemption fromv some of the frequent
maladies of advanced life, rendeted her a worderfully useful
character in the locality in which she resided. She was, in
fact, to all intents and purposes, the parson of the ncigh-
bourhood. Sight, hearing, and verbal memory, were three
talents, she employed for the good of her neighbours.
Trudging off to church, whatever the state of the wéather,
she would carefully treasure up the text and the heads of
the discoursé.

On the Sabbath evenings the maimed, halt, and snck
whose infirmities precluded their attendance on publie
worship, assembled together to hear * Neighbour W.;”
and ably, in her own simple language, and with united
reference to their' Bibles, did the old lady retrace the
sermons of the days, feeding her hearers, we doubt not,
with the sincere milk of the word. We believe she still
pursues these labours of love; and, in bringing thistharacter
before my readers, 1 had especially in view the urging of a
similar course upon those who, young or old, being able to
attend the public worship of God, are residing amongst
those who are unable to do so, aud who, without cost,
might thus cheer the heart ofsmany a lonely and sorrowful
disciple. Memory strengthens by exercise, like every other
power, and you would reap incalculable benefit yourselves
from cultivating a habit of awanging all you hear so as to
reproduce it ; indeed, every one accustomed to teaching is
aware that we are ncver really acquainted with a subject
till-we can repent it or write it in our own words. It might
be well first to write the hgads of every sermon or lecture
you attend ; the, mind will soon grow accugtomed to grasp
the dlscou.rse, wnd retain it, so-that writing will be needless.
Practice makes peifect, and you must not-be discouraged
by repeated failureg. ) ' Fruica.
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THE NEGLECTED CcHILD.

I xEVER was a favourite,
My mother never smiled

On me with baff the tendefness
That blesaed her fairer child.

I’ve scen her kiss my sister’s cheek,
While fondled on her knee

I’ve turned away to hide my, tears,
There was no 'kiss for me.

And yet T strove to please, with all
My little sfore of sense; .
I strove®to please—apd inf'uncy:
Can rarely give offence.
But when my artless ¢ffurts met
A cold, ungentle cheek,
I did not dare to throw myself
In tears upon her neck. *

I'ma sure I was affectionate—
But in my sister’s fuce

There seemed a look that claimed

* e A smile, or an embrace!

Bat when I raised my lip to meet
The pressure children prizg, °
None knew the feelings of my heart-
They gpoke not in my cyes.

L d

- Y -

But oh! my hearf too keenly felt
The anguish of neglect—

I saw my sister’s lovely form

" With gems and Poscsedecked §

I did not covet them-=2-bu?t oft,

« When wantonly reproved,‘

I envicd her the privilege
.Ot' beingwo bdove&h

But soon a’timeof triumph came—
A time of sorrow, too-— i

For sickness, o’er my sisjer’s form,
Its venomed mantle threw?;
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I

The features, once so beautiful,
Now.wore the hue of death,

And former friends shrank fearfully*
Froq} her infectious breat.h.

’Twas then, unwearied, Yay and night,.
I watched beside her bed,
And fegrlessly upon my breast
I pillowed her poor bead.
She lived—sbe loved me for my care—
My grief was at an end;
I was « lonely being onte,
But now I have u friend! T. H. B.

A DAY WITH THE COTTAGER'S WIFE AND
HER BIBLE.—No. III.

LIGHTING THE FIRE.

THE cottage-mother having, we take it for granted, com-
mitted herself to God in prayer, hastens déwn etairs to
light her fire. She strikes a match ; at first, thére is but a
spark of flame, but she places it amidst the dry wood or
straw, and how soon*a blaze is kindled! As stick after
stick catches fire, does she not remember the words of St.
James—*‘Behold, how great aanatter a little five kindleth ;
and thie tongue is a fire—g.world of iniquity.” How many
a quarrel has begun, as the little spark of the match, witha

< single angry wosd ! An angry enswer has been given, hasty
. speeches have followed+in quick succession, one neighbour
after another has begn drawn into the dispute, till it has
‘beceme a raging flame, ditficult tq quench. If such thoughts
come into the mind of the tpttage-wie while she lights her
fire, wil] she got offer up a silent prayer that her own words
=that day may bt Le firebrands, - but that she may rather
have grace to give the “soft answer that «turneth away
wrath. o



SCRIPTURE- CHARACTERS. 195

© SWEEPING THE HOUSE. °
" The neat cottage-mother sweeps her house ; she delights
to make it comfortable for her *husband and children.
While she is thus etployed, she mayd recall a solemn
parable of our Lord, which speaks of our hearts as a hous¢
that must be prepared—read it in Luke xi. 25. It is sweet
{o prepare a house for beloved guests ; but what Christian
would bear to think of sweeping and garnishing her heart as
2 house for Satan? Yet, if it is empty—if Chriss bt not
there="if only outside sins are swept away—if it is decked
and trimmed with self-x;ighteousness and pride,—it is the
very heart in which'Satan.will delight. «“The evil spirit
takes to him seven other spirit} more wicked than himself ;
they dwell there, and the laststate of that heart is worse
than the first.” -

SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. IV.
ABIGAIL THE CARMELITESS.

Tne réch ];romise of an eastern spring laughed on the
plains, and ‘blayed over the hills of Judea. Verdure and
beauty were on the paseures of Carmel, iy which roved the
flocks and herds of the weulthy.bﬁt ¢hurlish Nabal. The
time of sheep-shearing was come, ‘and already the farmer
could and did réfkon on the increase to his goods from
the heavy fleeces which were pagsing through the hahds of
his men. Hard by—wanderers without a home, hiding in

“the wilderness from the malice ¢f kingeSaul—was a smalk
band of armed men, with David, <he anointe&’su.cceswr‘
to the throne, at their head. Cpnsc'yaus of the aid nnd‘
protection he and his follqwers had willingly given ‘dowing
the winter ta.the herdsmen of,Naba], David despatched a
few of Lis yonng men fo ask for a supply of food, of
which they stood ‘greatly fir need, gently éminding Nabal .
of past services to his servants and propersy.’ But neither
reverence to David, nor gratitude for,hjs protection; found
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a place in the breast of Nnbal aml the messengers were
repulsed with insvlent contempt. Did we not know that
the holiest saint,if left*fur an instant to himself, may be
the vilest sinner,fwe should marvek at the thirst for ven-
geance shown by David when hé had received the answer
of Nabal. Alas, alas! for the best of the Lord’s people,
if grace does not prevent and fol!ow them, and withhold
them from smmng
Nubel had a'treusure, lent him by the Lord, of far
greater value than all -his worldly possessions. Abigail,
his wife, was & woman of a good understanding, and of &
beautiful countenance; and may we not add, that she had
the wisdom that ‘cometh from above? It needs no exer-
cise of fancy to picture to ourselves the domestic life of
Abigail ; the,pen of ipspiration has distinetly traced it.
Beauty,- rank, and wealth were hers; attendants bowed
. around her; she had the rare gift of wisdom ; but was the
 married life of Abigail a happy one? Ceuld there be one
feeling in common between her and the churlish drunkard
" she called her kusband? Heavy and hard to beat was the
cross which marked the lot of the wife of Nabhl, yet, from
her character, we feel sure that she did not sit still and
repine ; that she did not pour her sorrows into the ears of
gossiping female friends; that she did not, by neglect, or
retaliation, or bitter words, aggravate hé&r trouble. No—
nobly' and faithfully she .performed her duties, drawing
strength from the Mighty One to bear and forbear. May
we not believe that love tg their mistress, ds well as a trust
in her }visdom, and a desire to save the house of Nabal
" from the threatened, storm of David’s vengeance, prompted
“her.servants to inform her immediately of what had passed,
and entreat her protection and assistince, and.she promptly
took measures for averting the danger. . Just so.should
the wife and miother ever meei the dark hoeur, whether of
loss or difficulty, thet hangs over her household, thus
proving hercelf the belp-meet of man.
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" A PAGE FOR OUR BOYS.

‘Tz other side of the great sea, tn a land where & num-
ber of cows are kept, a little boy was seeh one afternoon,
when he bad returned fron? school, hastening to the pasture .
to fetch his mother’s cow. As he was passing a stream of
Water, there came a number of idle, ill-looking, big boys, who
hailed little Runt, and urged him to join them in stealing.
some apples from a gardea. “No,” said tife lad, pramptly,
“] e®mot steal.”’ ¢ Well,” rejoined the wicked party,
“but you have got to, so come along.”” ¢ No,” still cried
the dear boy, “1 will nof steal for anybody:’ " Then they
threatened to  duck him,”” but*the threat did not frighten
Runt. Then they dragged him to the river, and, in cruel
sport, plunged him in. But the heroic bqy still cried,
“No, I will not steal,” while the water was gurgling in his
throat. Again-and again they tried to°turn him from the
good prmciples he had learned at home gnd in the Sab-
bath school, but in vain. The cries of the dear boy grew
fainter amd famter, and he was drowned. Hz courp DIE,
BUT HE WOUED NOT STEAL!

A lad who stood neaw much frighteneg, tock up poor
Runt’s little coat, and ran to te]l the® dreadful tale. The
agomsed parents did not find the® little boy till the mext
morting, and whe Shall teld their angunish as they bent
oyer the form of this loving and promising boy. ‘

. Poor Runt was very fond of the Bible, and he loved his
‘Saviour too, and-his seat wassnevgr vacant in the Sabbath
school. Mothers wept over the tale of poor Iﬁmt and
hoped their-boys would stand as ﬁrmly to the nrecepts of
the Bible, and strong mgn wept over the martyr-child,
saying, « God. be praited Yor he lad.” 'And now, good
and rich people are raisiug} for hima monamgnt that .his
name may be petpetuatetli—but his recobd is on highe
Boys! Sabbathtschool boys! boys of pieus’ mothers! it
is far better to suffpr than td steal. &6‘3 yow had"mueh
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better suffer from the hands of wicked lads, than disobey
the great God, who can’ cast soul and body into that direfal
place where the fire is fot quenched.

SEARCHING FOR A NEAT YOUNG SERVANT.-

. “WegLL, dear mamma, we called on Mrs. Rolls, of the
shop, who says thatsshe knows of two girls in the village
whose mothers would be glad for you to engage tuem to
assist Jane in the kitchen. One is the daughter of Jane
Williams—she- ig just fifteen. The other is little Mary
Fenn, who is rather younger.* I do not think, dear,
that Jane Williams® girl would at all do for us; the poor

child has had no oppottunity of learning good habits.”
“Is not her mother a respectable woman, mamma?”’ “In
some sense she may be called so, my dear; but she is not
a woman at all likely to send out danghters fit for-respect-
able situations. Her children’s clothes are nexther ragged
nor dirty, certainly ; but they never look even orethe Sab-
bath, as if they had been folded neatly, or kept with care ;
nor are they put on with the least neatness. Set Mary
Williams by the side of Hannah Ellis, whose parents are
poorer, and the family larger, and little Hannah’s clean
skin, smooth hair, ang well-kept clothmr&y though not 4t all
better than Mary’s, yet giye the child quite another appear-
ance. Go into Mrs. Williams’ house, examine all it contains,
syou will find npthing well kapt, and well cared for. Her
husband’™s Sunday coatsdoes not look as if a brush had ever
touched it, If yoy es call upon her, she will-very likely tell
you. that the house 1 in a sad mgss, for she has been very
busy all day. 1 should rigt wish ta go inte the kitchen,
;md, ﬁndmo-en thus, to be told by the little girl that she is
mg to put things right, but that she has been very bnsy 3

.1 should like her to be busy daily, but-untidy never.”
« A.n& 1 am suare, qamma, that Janc, would not like it,
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for she is always tldy, and 80 are her places on her busiest
days.” Yes, Jane was taught good halits when a child,
and she knows their value. Her gbor mother brought up
her children in a cottege, with one roonf below, and two
above; and I never saw, efen on washing and baking days,,
any untidiness. Jane would willingly teach a young girl
ghything useful ; but she would say, and justiy too, that
the mother should bring them up to gapd habits, which are
easily learned, and are as useful in a cottage s i’ a mansidn.”
“L¥tle Mary Pattison, down the lane, I should think,
mamma, has been well taught by her mother. Iremember
how pleased papa was oné day, to see the Jittle' Trof scrape
her shoes so nicely before she came in at the cottage-door.
She is only four years old.” ¢ Yes, she has a tidy mother,
who keeps a tidy house. You Agver saw g scraper at
Mrs. Williams’ door ; and your papa has remarked, when.he
called on her, that he was obliged to cafry all the dirt his
‘boots had broughj from the lanes in with Jim, for want of
it.”  ““Mrs, Woodrell said that she had sent away her girl
because she made as much dirt as she cleaned in the
course of tRe day, mamma.” “I dare say she did, and
made dirt, too, that shescould not clean; for when a sger-
vant drops the coals and cinderg abolt, and treads them
underfoot, she soon carries this dirt into the carpets.
Theu; Mrs. Wooduhl's girl wpuld setethe pots and kettles
about the floor, and the smut fromy them, with the droppmg
from the dish-pan, and the tallow from the candlesticks,
made her wonder how it was shat the kitghen was so soon
dirty. Iler mistress tried to teach°bet better w‘ys, but
the poor girl.had been so long accustomed to the melts in
which she had been broul,bt up ; an({ besldes thls, she
could not be brpught- ta® see "that, ’she was wantmg in these
things, hut thought her.misfress too partxcnlar If mothers
did bat think of these things while their chllden are young, e
how much better they might dos for themsélves in the
warld—for I considey that an dbedient, hgnest, and tqﬂ:hﬁ_xl.
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pervant is one of our greates'f blessings.” I think, Jenny
Felton’s girls are not likely to be such blessings to any one,
for their poor mother feaches them to tell lies as soon as
they can speal almost.” ¢ Yes, and before they can
~speak; and an awful account lers will be, when speaking
in this world shall be no more.” E.C.

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS

0 BE PLACED ON THE TOILET, AND THE QUESTIONS ANSWERED
EVERY NIGHT.
Did I.this morn drvontly pray
For God’s protection through the day?
And did I read His sacred word,
To make my iife therewith accord ?
Did I, for any purpose, try
To hide the truth, or tell a lie?
- Did I, to all who came my way,
Due courtesy «nd kindness pay’:
Or if distress my aid implored, ‘
Did I with joy that aid afford ? o
Did I my thoughts with prudence guide,
Checking ill-humour, an¥er, pride ?
Did I from every word refrain,
That could give any creature pain?
Did [ with cheerfulopatience bear
The little ills we all must bear?
And did I, when the day was v’er,
God’s watchful care again implore?

NOTICES OF BOOKS.
Merey for AUl. Loncon: Ward. )

‘& phin statement of simple truthe; useful to the young.
The Mysterions Marrizge. Fondon: Clark and Go.

The fifth volume of * The Ran shd Reéad lefary A book to
smuse the mult'wude Common eharacters brought into sunlight.
Rinstrated Temperance Hapd-Bills. London: Cash,

On pnpernmade of stiaw, Good—useful—cheap.
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THE REARER AMONG TIE HOUSEHOLDS.
(Read atyz Maternal Meeti.}y.)

“ There is a Reapef whose namé is Death,
And with his sickle keen
Ile reaps the bearded grain at a breath,
And the flowers that grow between. 5
" Since we last met as a maternal bapd, some of us have
been ggde to understand the meaning of the often-used
expression—“a vale of tears;” afflictions, personal and
relative, have causcd useto take our stand-peint, looking
back over the past} and foewaxd to the future ; while our
eyes, dim with sorrow, have almost forgotten at times to
admire the beauties around us, in this’still beautiful world.
The golden Darvest, too, Las claim®d your sttentién, and
gleaning the precious grain has prevented many of you
from cnjoying the usual time for gleaning knowledge. But
while you have been variously engaged and%eparated, there
has been a Reaper busy=among the flowers and blossoms of
our homes angl hearts.
¢ Shall I have nought that js fuir ?”” saith he,
¢ Havce nought but the bearded .gmm ?
Though the breath of these flowgrs is sweet to nie,
I lel give them all back again.
M y Lord hag’need of' thse ﬂow eiets guy,”
The Reaper said, and smileg ;
¢ Dear tokens of the earth are thoy,
Where Hc was once a glnld ’? .

Oh! what lmve we looked onesinee last we m&? We
have scen disease, desolation, and death——anxwus,f‘aces and
streaming cycs—parents and childzen wceL)lng over their
lcad. The litgic chitdull®of {ffe and joyous glee, has
been laid| in his last cold DL#d, and the pllonn‘ of sgventy
summers has falleri 2midst us.» We have seelfconsumptlon-
flush the chéek, and bleach the skin; and wany wept thas
the blight should fal] on the fidwer so Dprgmisingsand_fair —

YOL. VI
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¢ But not in pruelty, not in wrath,
The'Reaper came that day;

*Twas an ang®l visited the green ear..,
Ang took our flower away.”

Again—the Reapef came to the home of a mother, who
was among the very first to meet us, years long ago, in this
place, when we formed our maternal band. From suffér-
ing, deep and long, we can easily imagine that but for the
dear” ones around Ker, she would have been glad to fly
away, and enter on an eternal rest; but while th¢ Chris-
tian mother could exclaim—¢ I have long waited for thy
salvation, O 'Ldr(l"’ the heart turned to earth again at the
sound of weeping in her thseho]d

We might have thought the dread Reaper would have
passed, over the home of the yourng mother, embracing her
first-born infant; but no—we miss to-night that kindly-
beaming eye that was wont to glisten on us. That young
mother’s eye is closed in 1ts last sleep, never to badisturbed«
by the husband’s sighs, or her infant’s wailing. 'We miss
to-night, too, the younv teacher’s voice, thatewas heard
raising the hymn of praisc. She has sung hef last song on
earth; and, we trust, now jojns the angelic choir in,
sweeping a harp of gold among the blessed. Ah! how
have some of us watéhed the hour-glass of time, walking
together, even to the gatesof the l'ai.d where the dread
Reaper hides the spoilg of earth. We have gone to the
parting-place—the turf-bound roof, wherc none may enter,
and return, tp tell the  secget of their resting-place, be at
woful-ob happy ; bute—

¢ They were, and having been they ars!
Earth but contains their mouldering dust!
Their’ dnathloss shirits) near_or far,
With oufs musf fly to meet the Just
*Thoy knowest not but they "hover. ficar,
Witness of every secret deed
Which, sh u‘umm human eye or enr’
Tbe sirifs of the dead may beed ”

.
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True, indeed, « dust to dust” hgs been pronounced but
to the soul that had Jesus for a leader, “the terrors of the
vale of death were but shadows, alld freed from the fetters
of flesh, the bright spfnt has gone to the realms of lxght
and love, and perfect knowledge; fof

¢ The soul retains
One blessed trophy, if its span belolv
Secured the palm of Christ’s atoning love,
For that shall win an entrance, When it'stands
- «-eA pilgrim at heaven’s gate.”

Now, busy mother, rest awhile, before we commence

thoughts on
THE YOUNG &EACHER. '
T have a great work to doin the morning.”’

The entrance of the Reaper, Taath, into she household
can never be anything but a stern and terrible event, how-
ever it may come, and whosoever may be his victim ; nor is .
it always®casy to read a lesson of grace and goodness in
that which sorcly tries, and embarrasses us. No chasten-
ing for the present seems joyous, however assured we wmay
be that it will afterwards bear the fruits of righteousness.
Yet it is the privilegeof the bercaved Christian to say,
even smiling through his tears, ¢ <the Lord gave, and the
Lord has taken away, blessed be Hxs name still.”

The dear young“friend whg has just been carried to the
tomb by her fellow-teachers was—as you know—trained
from early youth to walk in the narrow road, and all her
. dssociations of carly youth ware of things tending heaven-”
"ward. From a child there was ssontething nbou? the con-
stitution of her-mind differing from her fellowss a cast of,
melancholy pervaded her whole llfe even to the last days,
when she lad,numberdl slventfen spmmers. There was
never segn in her the joyofis, gleesome spmt ¢f childheod
and youth ; shc walked the path of life lik€ one who saw
the journey short, with a shadows vale ab the end: Her
mind was of no comynon ordef, and to hgr, acqt!ring’know-
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ledge of any kind was pnly amusement; but,-while pur-
suing it with her young companions, there was ever the
same still, sombre atmosphere around her, and a melancholy
shade rested on her intellectual brov. We find, now, that
the impression on her mind ever was that she would be
laid in an early grave. Iler leiters to fricnds, while absent
from home, breathed the same spirit, and “ passing away ™"’
seemed to have been written on her heart. Soon it was
cndcnt“thg spoiler had nestled in her life-blood, mtheunv
the rose upon her maiden check ; yet ever and andi’giving
back the hectic fever-flush, as 1f in mockery, to shadow
forth her dcparh,d health. Duruw her illuess she had
decp scarchings ‘of heart, ‘and hLer fears were sometimes
great, lest she should take a step, not only in the dark,
but into the dark. Yet the same spirit of reserve—living so
much within herseif—characterised dear Elizabeth, living
and dying. When asked if there were any points relating
to doctrine, or ,the Atonemcnt that caused her anxiety,
she replied, that all was clear to her ; that her fear was not
of the willingness of the Saviour fo redeem lm', but her
meetness for eternity, adding—*I know I must go soon.’
She one day requested a deaw young friend to make a -
purchase, which shé fuight present to her heloved father,
saying, ““ Let it be sOmething that will not wear out, that
he may always remenber me.” The %mrclmse was madc;
and When asked, a day or two after, if she had presented it,
she replied, ¢ No, not yct; 1 must wait till I am more
* happy, as he wilk feel my loes deeply.” < He will, dear,”
a friend\repliéd “but if -he has a good hope that you m‘e‘
gone to @ heavenlv home, he w111 bow to the will of Lis
Gud.” Looking up, with her Deautiful bright eyes glisten-
ing with tears, she gnsweied, * Olf, yes, I know ;- but if he
has npt that hqpe when I ami gone, he will soon follow me
«to the gravg for this thowht wouldl ‘break his heart.”
But the happier season. did come, whensshe presented it,
saying, “¥am hnppy now!’”
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After much anuety, and sleepless nights, on account of
“her fears, as ; she told a friend, she se¢med to rest on the
promise of Jésus being with het in tlxe dark valley ; the
burden was removeds and the couutcnance, which before
was clouded, now beamé&d very brightly, and she said, €1
was afraid to go alone into the dark valley, but I am more
*happy now on this point; and I am astonished,”s she
added, « to find how many sweet passages of Scripture and
wverses of hymns that I learned wlen *a child,s btit had
forgeteen, now come back to comfort me; and what a good
thing this is, as I am now unable to read, nor can I listen
to my friends rcadmw to me for any length of time.”
Then smilingly slte ndde& “Since the cloud has been re-
moved, I love ev erybody so much more.”

The dear girl requested her mether to cut, off her beauti-
ful hair, saying, ““Somc of my friends may like some of it,
and it is better to cut it off Jbefore I am dead.”” A short
time bgfore her death, a touching sceic was witnessed by
her dying bed. She asked for ‘the hair, which was placed
before Yer; and with all the composure of one making
ready for Adittle journey, she separated the locks with her
thin hands, trembling Jike an aspen-leaf, then tied them
tastefully with brown ribbon, and Presenting to the wecping
friends around her a portion, siic 18id aside scveral of these
mementoes of logc} naming, the friegds to whom they were
to be given. Looking up, she said, T should like%o sing
‘now, but do not weep!” Alas! none of that circle corld,
. keep back the tears. Onc i;nend said,  We cannot begia, °
dear; and as you used to compenge for u¥at ovt Maternal,
Meetings, per]mps you can begin now?” Thc dying glrf
smiled, saying, «I do udt think I codld now ; and peghaps
I had better not try,” ‘No a,her heart was in tunc for
singing by that bed .of depth.” During the last mght she
spent on earth, -she coum?'hear with plegsdre” the hymps
read, beginning—
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¢ Lord, what is life? ’ns llkc 'y ﬂower, N
'l‘hat .)lossoms, gud is gone;

We see it ﬂourhh for an hour,
With all its beauty on,

But dedth comes like a wintry day,

And cuts the blooming flower away.”

And another, co'mmencmg—

¢ Sweet is the passage to the tomb,
Whea Jesus leads the way ;

A moment’s interval of gloom,
And then eternal day.”

She then spoke of angels, as probably hovering near,
and said she had'“*a great work to do in the morning.”
All who knew her, and understood her character, supposed
by this that she mtcndo.l calmly to bid farewcll to her
friends, savmw aword to e.wh as she had told a friend that
she would send a message to her fcllow-teachers. But,
alas! the Reaper came so suddenly, that no interckange of
words could pass, " and all that the weeping friends could do,
‘after she had said, “Raise me higher, father!”’s—was to
speak of Jesus, and to commend the departiay spirit to
Hiw. The physical sufferings werg great for a short time,
but soon she qmetl_y Lreuthed her spirit forth, on the arm
of her dear father.  One tear only was seen to pass down
the fair young cheek as the Reaper took her to the sirit-
land.

Sabbath-school teachers! think of the words of thé

" Qdying Elizabeth, Tou huve “ @ great work to do: ’—work
. for yourséyes ; work (O vour class ; work for your friends ;
‘work for the world !

Mothers ! " remember how precious to this dear girl were
the words of truth storedin he’ mind.in carlv youth; and
act upon the impression that" you too, have “a great work to

, 4o’ Oh! thifle'not overit. ife and eternal-death hang
onit. Iow often are we admonished by our household
sorrows that, all i.i’esh Is grass, and earthly things but like a
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mist; that joys are but ds dreams, and our hopes for carth
. like a passimg shadow ; for a moment we listen to sweet
music, but ére we ask the sgain to swell again, the
. minstrel’s hand has lqgst its skill—the flufe-like voice is silent
to the sons of men. With the melanch:)ly Kirke White we ,
say—
‘“ What is tlfis passing scene?
A peevish April day ! '
A little sun, a little rain, .
Aud then night sweeps along the plain,
And all things fade away.
Man (soon discussed)
Yields 8p his trust,
And all Lis h8pes audefears lic with hem in the dust.

¢ The most beloved on earth
Not long survives to;day,
So music past is obsolete—
And yet "twas swcet, "twus passing sweet; -
But now ’tis gone away !
Thus does the shade
In memory fade,*
When in forsakefl tomb the form beloved is laid.” .
Yet dseve hope to rccognise again, in beauty and per-
fection, the dear familjar faces we have loved on earth, and
talk with them of storms and sorfows past and praise Him
who has done all things well, dp in that better clime, where
allsthe children pf‘redecmiyg mercy, of every age and name
and nation, shall form one hap family—where allsshall be
" of onc heart and one soul, sha?'surround one family board
join in one song of praise tg the Lamb, and go out no mpred
for ever! With the blessed conipgny etermlly'shut in. Let
us press onward to this home—gathermg

THE ims& HQME

A YOTHER, who was 1rr£dverse and trylugcnrcumstances,
was one day telling her little children that she hoped tRey*
would soon have more comforfs and a Better horge. The

M 2
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elder of the children, about seven'years of age, looked ear-
nestly at her, and with eyes heaming with Drightness said,
« Are we going to heaven,sthen? for I think, dear mother,
that is the best honde.”
Christian mothers! frequently tulk to your little ones
* about heaven, and let them see that you think heaven is
the hest home, by not being too anxious about worldly
concerns, and living as strangers and pilgrims. We know
how delightful it is; after a season of absence from our dear
children, to return home to them again, O, will it got be
. delightful indeed to be with them
“In that Leautiful pluce He is gone to prcpme
For all who are washed and {or given'’
And have not many mothers who read this children already
gathered thuc, ¢

“ Lor of such is the kingdom of heaven.”
M. L. E.

IIOME DUTIES.

' Have mothers more than their share in thg,dzltics of
domestic life ? .

This is an interesting and very important question, and
we have no hesitation in answering, “ We think they have.”
Let us look at the bearings of it., We first find our embryo
wife and mother a domestlc servant ina respectable family,
where, by her diligence, faithfulness, and good nature, she
“hag -secured theu' confidence and esteem.  She enjoys the
comforts g prmleges of ibe fiousehold, and is cowpara-
tivdy a stranger to its carcs and anxieties. She has little
CXperu,ne.e ot the difficulties of laying out money to the
best advanta"c, and none as tp how that money is provided.
Under these cireymstdnces aomﬁ‘rlung is looling in the
dlstance A ybung man makes, Jis appearance, .and ‘all at
once a new set of ideas takes possession of the miud of our
.!ervant. P Nothmo' now.Alits before her but happmess in

2



HOME DUTIES. 209

prospect, and it jis with some difficulty she can sober her
mind to common~place duties., She‘can see none of the
vexations, none of the trials «hat await her. The one
absorbing idea is, she is going to be mirricd.
In due time, married sheis, Now soon the mists begine
to clear away; realities take their place. The first thing'
* that strikes her, and gives a chill to her fondly cherighed
hopes, is the scanty dimensions of her new home,—perhaps
* a half, a third, a quarter of a housey in % neisy, djrty neigh-
Syourkood, is all she can call her own. The bare walls, the
crazy chair, the untidy bed, form a sad contrast to what shes
has been accustomed.® There is an integnal struggle. She
has gained the flrst vict8ry--she is determined ¢o take the
"thing by the right handle, and make the best of it. Noble
girl!  Thou art worthy of a good compamon May he prove
so, and may the blessings of heaven rest upon you both.
At once, without any preparation, our wife has to enter
upon the duties of her new position. There is much to e
done, and the means but scafty. Her first endeavour is
to undprstand her *duties; her- next, zealously to fulfil
them. ®&he comforts of her husband demand prompt
attention; his breakfyst must be ready, and everything is
strange around her. She knows noswhere to put her hand
upon anything she wants. e eomes, and is gone again
before she had time to mad(e any arrangements for dinner ;
but it must be done, and’ she is ready at the timse; thus
* called upon not only to think but to act, and’ this requires
no little wisdom. Perhaps the hisband now imagines thab¥
he is relieved from all anm:ty‘, and e*:pedts eybrything tp
be dene as pmmptly and as well as if his young wife had
had the experience of years. Happily for him} in thig cadk,
he s not doomed tQ disapposntment ; she is cqual to the
oceasion, an'l there fs lagge plosped of gheir being happy
togetlier. . But.stop, youlf man, the dufysi# ndt all on gne
side; if your wife is expected to do her dury, so are you.
The whole burden must not be t}n-m upon Yer skoulders, .
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Above all things, you must encourage her by your presence
and your smiles. You must talk over your duties together.
Listen with a confiding lowe to her suggestions; meet her
wishes as far as you can; and show ker that as you have
- had sufficient confidence 4n her to make her your wife, you
“can trust your affairs in her hands. Let your home be
untp you that place of all others in which you wish to be -
found. It is clean and tidy—there is comfort—and the
smiles of your happy swife give you a cheerful welcome.
Not that we wish to insinuate you are not at full liberty .
.go where you please; but it must be in harmony with the
new obligation you. have voluntarily taken upon yourself.

M. B.

PAGE TOR OUR YOUNG FRIENDS.
THE WAY A LITTLE GIRL SPENDS HER DAY.

A rirree girl was one day writing to her father, who
had Dbeen a missionary, aud she deseribes to him the
manner in which she spends her days.® 1 rise,” said she,
¢ at half-past five, and spend half-an-hour in drpssing and
in my devotions. Between six and seven I dress my little
brother and sister, and study. At seven, we have break-
fast. Then we have family worship ; then get ready for
school. When I return from school we«line ; then I clgar
off the table, and wipc the (hshes ; and then I spend half-
an-lour in reuding the Bible and prayer. I then take care
+of the little children, and do errands for my thother until

five. From five: to six, I walk, sew, knit, or study ; and
from six till seven we have supper and family worship.
Fhen 1o stully till eight. - At cight, I go with the other
children to my mother’s ropm fgt a quarter of an hour, to
attend to her insfyuctions. They I go to bed.”

“ What anindustrious little ga'l I” you.will say.- Yes,
dear young friends ; and although you may not be able to
arrange, your day just. as this little maiden did, still we
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advise you, by all means,'to portion out the hours of the
-day, as mce‘ly as you can, for your various studies and
dutics; but Be sure to give a pq:‘uon off the morning and
evening, at least, to,the study of thd Scrierures and
praver. Life is very uncertain, even to'the young. You
may die To-pay. Live, therefore, cvery day as though you
*knew it would be the last day you have to spend on egrth.

TIE CHILD'S BEST®FRIEND. «

« Jang,” said a little girl, running into a room where her
clder sister sat at wosk, ‘Jane, I have got a splinter
in my finger; please take it out.’ 2Go away, child,”
answered Jane ; ““ do not interrupt me when I amn busy. I
have no time to attend to you.” Tears filled the child’s
eyes as she looked up and said, ‘““Jesus Chidst never spoke
50 ; 1le always had time !’ Yes, little girl, Jesus is always
kind. He has always time to attend to your smallest wané.
Tle is Cver listening. He is never weasy. Ileis a friend
at all times.  Are you in sorrow? Goto Jesus. Are you
sick ? tp to Jesus?  Are you fiendless? Go to Jesus.
Are you afraid you may be Jost? Go to Jesus. Ife can
give you a new heart,®and wipe a}} your®tears away. Oh,
yes, dear little child, go to Jesus., Make haste,—go Now.
Ile is waiting to listen and to bless.

A DAY WITII TIIE COTTAGER'S WIrFE ANB
HER BIBLE.—No.-I¥, .,
WASIIING AND DRESSING THE mmm’. B
How Helpless the babe lies on ifs motherds lap! Yet
how its very helplessnes® endears it.  Just because il is so
helpless how tender]y e leandles it. ,She breathes no
word" of repreach for thed érouble it costy, hem It is this
tenderness for the helpless little onc Go8 has set fortlt” as
the image of His own loye. **Gan & & woman fgrget’ hes
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sucking child, that she should not have compassion on the
son of her womb! Yea, they may forget, yet will I not-
forget thee.” (Ist. xlix. ,15.) How, then, can a mother,

who knows her own pity for her bake, distrust the love of
her God, or shrink from resting all her own weakness and
helplessness on Him ?

NURSING THE INFANT.
““As newborn babes desire the sincerc milk of the word,

that they may grow thercby.” (1 Pet.ii.2.) Offer that
babe, nestling so happily in its mother’s bosom, any damty,
however temEtlng—wﬂl it turn its little head, or loosen its
fond grasp? The child has what it wants—it is happy ;
yet more—it is nourished ; it grows thereby. May not
its mother, as she bends over it, think, ““Isthe word of my
God thus dear to me? Do I enjoy it as well as read it?
Do I grow thereby? If my babe continued to receive
nourishment and yet gained no strength, I should know all
was not right. My soul often receives the nourishment of
God’s word. Is it gaining any spiritval strength 7"’

“SHE WILL NOT WAKE.”

¢ SuE will not waké!”—said the little child,
As e stood by the émpty bed ;

‘When no longer the form of his mother dear

'\y as reposing therv, and she could not near
The words that her 1 aby said.

¢ Get up, mamma ! it is morning now,
Mamma, you have slept' good while.”

Doub.ful and anxious I vaw him stand,

And he pulled the clothes with his little hand,,
‘Looked upward and tried to smile

As Lie said once more, \’uth an earnest voice,
“ Mammk, it i§ time fo righ 3’

But nd @nswer came to his I?‘t‘emng enre,’

And his hebrt grew sick, and the gushing tears
Rolled fasu from the bnby’s eyes.
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< She will not wake #’—safd the little child,

As ke sohbed on his sister’s breast ;
While she wept as she told him their mother’ssbed
Was low in the home of the &lent ddad,

And she couldenot arise from her rest.

< They lifted her gontly away Trom this bed,
When she ceased from her moanings of pain,
And the form of ofir own darling mother they hid, .
Her sweet face they concealed by the dark coffin-lid,
So we never shall see her again, .

& Oh! they bore her away from the children she loved,
And she stirred not—she asked not to stay ;
And I saw when they lowered her far fram our sight,
In the lone, digrrow grave, wherc it always is night,
And the darkness breaks never away.” :
Then those children went to their mother’s grave,
And they called on their Mother’s name ;
But their wailing voices were all unheard, .
For the mould beneath them was all unstirred,
o And no sound of answer came.
L]
Oh! fearfully calm is the s]a‘:cp of death,
ohe awoke not—nor rose from her bed ;
Anddecause the dead have a ““ dull cold ear,”
They heard not the step of their mother dear,
Returning fronf the dead. -
H. B.

FEMALE SCRIPTURE CH.AR:\C’I:ERS.—Noo v,
’ ABIGAIL TUE CARM.ELITBSS.

HastiLy Abigail prepared a eupplyeof ¢food, , fruit, aifd
wine, and, laying aside the restrdints of castefn ‘life, shef
resolved to meet David, and Dy presents gnd remon;

rances, if' possible, to tarn away his apger. It needed
some cburage, and ‘trtist i G , for, a weak and beautiful
womar to encounter that Wil and Iavﬂess‘,ﬁ)nn‘l, gxasperated
as they were b); Nabal’s *folly, and thirstit.ng’for revenge.
We know not Which to admire the gost «in the address of
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this noble-minded woman wheii she met David; her
earncst pleading for her unworthy husband; or ‘the holy.
bolduess with whigh she ‘§pt Defore David the sinfulness of
his purpose,—nevér in the least degrec overstepping the
, modesty of the wolnan, or the respect of the subject. Let
+ us’ pausc for a few moments, and gather some wuseful
lessons from her words and conduct. .
Is Abigail’s cross an uncommon one? Alas! no; not
even in Christian England. Hence our newspapers bring
reports of divorce and separation bills in the higher 2r1
. middle classes, and details of brutal violence at which the
heart sickens, .of{exl eading in murder, amongst the lower
classes. Hence al$ the miserable homes, tattered wives,
half naked, neglected families, which force themsclves upon
our cvery-day path in our towns and villages. Do these
pages mect tht eye of auy woman now passing through
this heavy trial? My sister, we affectionately point to
Abigail as an cxample. Plead for your husband before
the King of kingg, as carnsstly, as lovingly as she did to
David. Her prayer might have failed of success; yours,
« if made in faith, cannot fail of a gracious answer, sooner or
later. Iave you ever tried this way to reform your hus-
band? If not, begin it to-day. 1f you have, and no
answer is come, yet pray.on, the promise is sure. Ile
turncth not away the prayer of thc poer destitute sinner.
Look ynto yourscif, and sec what wants mending tkere.
Don’t seek human sympathy, but go for that, and grace-
», and strength, to God alone.

. RECOLL ECTIOl\: S OF CHILDHOOD.—Mo. VII.

A'crear and good man, when (ielivering a publiclectu: -,
said, « 'Woman’s influcnce st nould the mifds of youth,
and thus imprgvg the world.  If}* he continued, I possess
anly excellence of character, I owe it all to my early train-
ing. Ip thefirst place,-my mother gave me a good physical
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education ; and then she caltivated my moral feelings, and
taught me tothink. 1 OWE EVERYTHING To MY MOTHER !
Here wasa great man, of whom sgme offthe best and wisest
were glad to ask insteuction, laying all his honours on the
altar of filial piety, and‘ascribing all his excellences to the
INFLUENCE OF 11s MotnER! What, a responsibility such
*influence imposes on uy!  We know not where to rest our
pen, while we gather the thoughts and feelings of .the
‘sterner sex, as they bear testimonyeo ¥arly leaghing, and
1iiermal influence and love. We will sclect a few of the
shortest among the many. Listen to an extract from the
Ietter of a son who had a pious mother,:—

“1 am about,” hc writes, “to embark upon the mighty
ocean, for the benefit of my heultlx, which has been sacrificed
to an unwarrantable ambition ior-hlemry ateainments. As I
have but a fuint prospect of recovery, or even of living to
return to my friends, I wish to leave behind me a tribute of
affectian and gratitude to the memory of my cxcellent mother.
Having passed through the most® critical ahd dangerous period
of humun existence, n'ml the triuls incident to college life, and
Laving fnzul. the opportunity of three or four years’ experieuce .
and observation of mankind, I find itexceedingly interesting and
instructive to look baclke and trace the influgnce of maternal love
and tenderness, which was exer tcd oMy in my childhood and
infancy ; for, alas! it was my wisfortune to be deprived of this
best of carthlv fijends at thg age of twelve ; but the influence
of my mother’s instructions ‘and eam’nplc wxll 1 trus, be felt
and joyfully recognised throngho®t eternity. .

¢ My mother was devotedly pious ; while her children were
young, she followed the pucgpts of Solomoy by training thrend™
in ‘the way they. should go,” Jeaving the }csul&to-the powey
and goodness of a merciful God. Iler prayers wcre almolt
ceaseles; H “and as soon asther children began to 1Bp, she taught
them to employ their mfant brea;h in prayer and prmse th their
Redeetner,

4 Never shall I forget g 'qeue vslndl patsed in, my mother’s
closet, the cveninl before I left the paterm’d.roof togo dou,
distant aéademy. Although but,eleven years of age, I .well
remember the voice and spiritewith whith she fervgntlyeddressed .
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the throne of grace, for the protection aqd prosperlty of her
son. This—her last blessing—which she “prénounced with *
streaming eyes and melting heart rings in my*ears, as if the
sweet accents still thercdaxpon her faltering lips.

¢ After my mother’s death,as I mcreased in years her coun-
sels began to be better 'understood, and were more highly
.lpprecmted butas youth advanced, temptations and allurements
“were nften placed in my path ; so that'I have more than once’
been forced, as it were, into the very snares of death. My
mothen’s instructions. were, however, so deeply rooted in my.
mind, thatthey could not lose their hold upon my heart apd
conscience. Often, when T cume near joining in some Tash or
wicked design, this thought has come over me,—perhaps the
spirit of my sahftcd.lpothcr now knows my thoughts, and secs
my actions ; and if ghe were upon clirth, how would she feel in
view of my ¥anger!

¢ This thoufvht has often 'thhho]d me from a ruinous course.
While o membex of collegeythe enticements to sin, by means of
trifling and wicked companions, became almost irresistible ; hut
the restraining grace of God, through the medium of 2 mother’s
undymg lovc, closed the door of my heart ugainst the ad:nission
of vice, and withheld my feet4rom going in thc pnthwnv of the
destroyer. I confess it was wrong, but t'hc fact is undeniable,

« that I was often more influenced by the reflection thag the eye of
my mother rested upon me, than from a sense of the omni-
presence of the Dexy In maturer yeurs, this same impression
has followed me in the €arfous walks of life, till I have become
convinced that the precepts ‘and examples of purents have an
influence far beyond our highest thoughts atid couceptions. «

“ Abgut two years since, Ihdpe and trust, the prayers of
my dear mother wereansweredfor her only son, in his conversion
_to God. . I have no doubt, in the retribution of cternity, she will
enr\;y " the rcwnrd o} heor ﬂuthlplnqs on carth.”

Y Itis tlme' to rest our pen. ¢

».THE MOTHER AND HER LITTLE SON..

«Moruzr!” seid at little “bog who had only numbered
three summery, c“what does it ‘Aiean to gwc your heart to
God?” The mother put down her sewing, and, looking
at her bay, sgid, & Cha‘.he, do you love anybody "’ With
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a look of surprisg the child answered, I love you; I love
my father, and my sister, and Ienry.” ¢ Then you give
your heart to your father, to €lenryfto your sister, and
to me; and you shdw that lové®by dging all you can for
us, and obeying our commands.’* The child’s face logked
bright with a new thought. * And you-dught,” eontinued’
the mother, “to love' God best, becanse Ie gave yom your
father and mother, and all your friends and comforts » and
I gave you His dear Son Jesus Christ,’who game from
‘n®aven to die, that you may live for ever.” “I do want to
give my heart to Him, mother,—how shall I do it !’ The
mother taught him %o tell Jesus hig.waiits, and led him
by her e\ample into tht gdod way. “lis childslife did not
disappoint her hopes. He always tried to live like Jesus.
Charles is now onc of the besteof men, and he says he had
one of the hest of mothers.

SATURDAY NIGIIT.

Wiesr blessed t.lliugs Saturday nights are, and what
would TRe world do without them? Those breathing
moments in the tgamping march of life; those little
twilights in the broad and dazZling glare of noon, when
pale yesterdays look beautiful through the shadows, and
faces “ changed® long ago smile swectly again in the
hush; when one remcembers & the old folks at home,” ‘and
the old-fashioned fire, and the old arm-chair, and the little
brother that died, and thelittle sister that was * transingede”

Saturday night makes people, humarr stt§ their hegpts,
to beating .softly, as they used to do before" the wiild
turncd them into wdr.drums,’ aud jarred them tg pi"eces
with, tattoos. The lcdger Jpoes with® a clash; the iron-
doored vaults come tewith a bafig; o°p goes the shutters
with a will; cliek goes’ﬂw key in the logke °It is Saturda
night, dnd business breathes free agam Homeward, hot!’
The door that has beer ajar al? the weel gemtly closes
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behind him. The world is shut out; shut in,.rather.
Here are his treasures after. all, and not in tlge vault, and
not in the book—sa e the“ecord in the old family Bible—
and not in the Bank, TH® dim and dusty shops are swept
ap, the hammer is thrown down, the apron is doffed, and
‘Labour hastens with a light step homeward-bound.

“ Satarday night! Oh, Lizzic, to-morrow Sunday-school
again,” said little Jack. “How I do like Saturday night ;
my face sq clean, my best clothes all put ready for me vn
my chair, my Bible and hymn-book all ready in my bag,
and mother says I know my lesson well, and teacher will
pat my head, and sey I am a good boy. Saturday night,
T am glad you are cone!”

 Saturday night!” feeb]y murmurs the lanrrulshmg
invalid, as she turns wearily upon her couch. “And is
there another to come?”

““Saturday night!” whispers the weeper above the
dylug; “and it is Sunday to-morrow, and—to-morrow ! ”’

OVERCOME EVIL WITH GOOD.

Mz. Savery, whp was considered 5 very excellent man
among the Quakers, wao a tanner, and having had some
hides stolen from him one night, he caused the following
advertisement to appear in the newspaper :—* Whoever
stole a quantity of hides on the fifth of the present month,
is hereby informed that the owner has a sincere desire to be
ks friend ; if poverty temipted him to this false step, the
owner will geep the whgle transaction secret, and will
gladlv put him in the way of obtaining moncy by means
more hkeny to bring hira peace of mind.”

This’ singular advertisemen. attreted considerable atten-
tion, but the culpri alokic knew %ao had the kind offer.
‘When he read it his heart melted*Wwithin him, and he was
filled” with sorrew. A few nights afterwards, ‘as the
Janner’s family weré abdat to retire, they heard a timid
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knock, and, opemng the door, beheld a mun standing there
with hides on his shoulder. s Without, looking up, he said,
“T have brought these back, Mr Sagery ; where shall I
put them?” < 'Wdit till T get a lantem, and I will go to
the barn with thee,” réplied the good man.

When they returned from the barn, they found the
Quaker’s wife had made ready some supper, which she
desired the fallen man to cat, s#ying, It will be good for
tifec.” e turned his back towards her, and did ffot speak
‘for sbme time. At length he said, in a choked voice, * It
is the first time I ever stole anything, and I have felt ver$
bad about it evgr since. I'm sure I never thou«rht I should
come to this ; but I took t6 drinking’and quy'rellmg, and
since I began to go down hill everybody gives me a kick.
You are the first man that has, ever offered me a helping
band. Itis the first time I was ever a thief.” ¢ Let it
be the last, my friend,” said Mr. Savery. < Thou art
yourts, and may make up lost time., Promise me thou
wilt not drink intpxicating l'iquor for a year, and I will
employ thee to-morrew on good wages.”

The promise was made and kept, and master and man
went on well togesher till the death of the man, proving
that good may overcome cvil, ‘

FRAGMENTS FOR SPARE MOMENTS.

HEAVEN,
Those who would go to heaven when they die, must egia
the journey on earth.
RICHES.
Riches are but likeé the leaves of a tree, beaﬂtxgul for a
season’; but when wmter s storms arie, they fall off and
are blown~ away. '

“DOING GOOD.
Usefulness is confined to nq station ;,and it is astonishing
how much good may be done, anfl what meg be Yffected by
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limited means, united with benevolence of heaft and activity
of mind, Where tl;n'ere is & wili there is a way.

HEAVENLY TRADING.

It was asked, ““What'is time?’” The reply was glven,
*Time is the principal, and the use we make of it is the
interest.”

A WONDERFUL BOOK.

What 2 book that #ould be that came up fully to fhe
requirements of cverybody, and contained nothing at Which
‘anybody could take exceptions.

‘c

L)

H

“ DR, WATHON, BISIIOP OF LLANDAFF.

“I owe it to my mother,” said Dr. Watson, “and I
mention it with ,filial piety,* for imbuing my young mind
with principles of religion which have never forsaken me.”
“ Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he
is old he will not dgpart from it.”

NOTICES OF BOOKS.

Packet of Picture Cards. T oxdon: Nelson.
A very fascinating set of cards, with coloured pictures and verses.
Charming presents for children.

"The Flowgy of the Famidy. *Liondon : *Nelson.
An interesting hook for the yowng.

nghcal Literature. Vol. 1. London: Freeman.
A %ery valugble anu usuful worlt as yresents for our young people.

Medern Flirtations. By Miss SiNcrarr. London: Clarke.
A _pecp at the grorld as it i xs, by one who studies character.

Milton'd Paradise Last anll Rer‘amed"' mtlz Notes, by Rev J.
EpMoNDsON. London Nelspn. “
A beautiful copy of*v :r grcat poet, wil¥ very' mterestmg and valu-
ible notes.

Tiie Gomvent. and the Mange. Lendon: Nelson. .
A pleasing talef truth t_md' error, ustful for our young friends.
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& PACE IN LIFE’S HISTORY.

</ Spirit hath its scars as well as body, sbe and Jching in their season.
The hive of memory incréhseth to every day its cell ”

How often does the mind go back s11dd£nly and unde-
countably, and linger pn some spot in the distant past,
living over again, in all its freshness, sceiies of joy or sorrow
whigh caused us smiles or tears long——lono‘ ago. The

odngr gf a flower, a strain of music, a tone in fhe voice,
the glance of the eye, the song of a bird, or the shape of
the passing cloud, mag at any time recall.the faces and
the forms of those .with whom we once Jrod life’s pathway.
They all come crowding towards us, talking and smiling
as they were wont to do, when our early homes were lighted
up by the sunshine of their brwht spirits. ® .

As we draw near the end of another page of life’s history,
how easxly we can retrace the scenes of each period of time.
‘We stand again by the dying bed,—we hear the last
whisper, we behold the last look, we weep again over thg
beautifal dead,—aye, and we recall, too, the cold glance of
that eye once beaming lovingly on us. 'We hear the mut-
tercd response to out carnest questioning, the pains of
disease, too, and the sorrow foreothers’ woe. Yes; and we
live again those days of dc]lo'ht spent with kindred spirits,
and hear the wofds of sym p"lthy and lové from hears faith-
ful and true. Some of our frietMs read of joy and love and
happiness in the first few lines of this page, and then A
dreadful cloud of sorrow d#ms the evds ajd shats out the
sunshine, and the home is deserfed—desolate—-}ost n
life’s early brightness, .some have peen led sthrongh the
dark valley. Others Mave leen called away Juﬁt as
they had attgined thc lonz-desired quect of their warmest
wishes. Others, af'am who in the cvemng.of their "days
stood logking out for the Pilot to waft th&m’ over the fark
xiver, waving the hand with a shiligg co‘hntenancg saying,

YOL. VII
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“I gladly go to join the family.in the better land.” The
weather-beaten mariner has urged hi¢ way -actoss life’s,
troubled and ever;varying'whters, and has gained the port
where many a resting vdyager has bid him welcome. Ob,
what changes—what “sorrow does this small page record !
Triends, with whom we took swect counsel, gone to a dis-
tant home, to greet us no more till we meet in the land of
perfection.  Ah, many known to us are blotting this page
of life’s history with tears; and hundreds more, who wil}
take a stand-point with us, reading this record, have been
doubtless in circumstances equally painful. ’

Bereaved husbands and motherless families are treading
life’s pathway softly and sadly, with achiig hearts, in sable
garments, who were light-hearted and joyous when the
page commenced. Young mothers are recording with
trembling harrds the hoar when the first-born nursling, so
fondly cherished, was snatched from the maternal bosom
tc be laid in its grassy nest.  Others arc recording past
joys in happy houschold groups, now scattered by circum-
stances over sca and land.

Onc mother writes a touching line on the page. The
youngest of her houschold band—the pet of the family,
while bounding round, her path like a young fawn, was
suddenly smitten by ““the arrow that flieth by day.”
When the sweet little boy felt the stroke, looking up, he
said, “Oh, mother! T hope I shall not die!” Alas, the
shaft was sent by an unerving hand.  Prostrate the young.

_ voyager was laid, writhing in agony, with the mind shrouded
in darkness. Jast' before the end came, a lucid interval
was given, the little lad recognised his heart-stricken
mother. Tbe arms were raised to clasp her, as he was wont
to dc in health and playfulness. One long, last kiss was im-
pressed-on her cheek. Then-came the ship of death, to waft
the precious one tb a more congerial clime. Lovely infants,
and. a youth jus. entering manhood, had been taken from
that home before’, but this was their beautiful Benjamin.
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“¢ Mothers and children are 12id side by side,
Yet none Have saluted, and none kave replied.”

Well-——wel],. what if the cloudof so;row are casl over
our path? What if tHe merry laugh of joy has given place
to the tears of sadness?” What if ‘the mighty occan-wave
of life’s changes has swept resistless aver us? Yet are our
spmts free. We will dash the blighting spray aside, *and
breast the storm. Mother! look on!—look up! There
is a®beacon-star burning with undimtned lustre to Ifght us
on our\vay; there is a voice cheering us onward ; there is
4 hope beguiling us homewards; yes, and sometimes even
danger is forgottgn, an(l sorrow and regrcts fly before its
‘msplrutxons, and " then—oh," soul-checring thought !—our
life is in the hands of our Father, and He cares for us. If
we live, His hand will trace out, way, His,power supply
our wants., Does not light break from above? If the
storm rage,

‘‘ He plants His footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm,”

And then,®seyond the tomb, is the desired haven. Mother!
what are your resolvgs for the coming year? Shall your
wise counsels, your every-day refigion, your Christ-like
example, guide your children and succeeding ages on the
pathway of life, go*that at the end of the journey they may
have a bnght page to read? Oh, so let it be, that you
five not in vain ; but, acting as a'bcacon-hght——-a polar-star,
by which they may steer mto the port of happmnss-—tlwy-
'may meet you yct again, when the §11adow of thg"grave has
passed over you, in the land where there is fulness of j Joy,
and pleasures for everrﬁore. Mother! what *will* be the
next'page of your life’s h)storyf :

As we draw near the bogtom f ourpagp, we are remmded
of some lines by-Herber}lI&nowles, whlch°werc favourjtes
with us tre we had read nrany pages_ of. life’s _history.
Mother! read them.
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1T IS GOOD TO BE HERE..

Methinks jt is gc‘y'] tobe here—
If thou wilt, let us build s—but for, whom ?

Nor Eliastnor’ Moses appear ;
But the shqdows of eve that encompass the gloom,
The abode of the dead and the place of the tomb.

Shall we build to Ambition? Ah, no!
Affrighted, he,shrieketh away ;

“For, see! they would pin him below,
To a small narrow cave, and begirt with cold clay,
To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey.

To Beautx"' Ah, no! she forgets
The charms that she w1e1ded bofore,
‘Nor knows the foul worm, that it frets
The skin which but yesterday fools could adore,
For “the smootliness it lield or the tint which it wore.

Shall we build to the purple of Pride ?
The trappings, which dizen the proud,
Alas! they are all laid aside, |
And here’s neither dress nor adornment allowed,,
But the long winding-sheet, and the fringe offue shroud.

To Richts? Alas! tis in vali.
Who hid, in their" turns have been hid ;

The treaqures are sqnandu'ed a«ram
And here, in the grave, areall metals Togbid,
Bat the tinsel that shone on the dark coffin-lid.

To the Pleasures which mirth can afford—
The revel, the lpugh, apd the jeer?
h, hete is a plgntiful hoard ;
But the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer,
And nofie but the, worm is a reveller here.
L}

Shall we build to A’fechon antl Love?
Ah ! no, they davé withered ofhd died,

or flud, with the spirit afove— -
Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side by side,
Yet none havé saluced, *and none have replied.
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Unto Sorrow? The'dead cannot grieve,
Not a’'sob, not ¢ sigh meets mine ear, o
Whick compassion itself*cquild relieve ;
Ah'! sweetly they slumher, noxﬁope, love, or fear,
Peace, peace is the watclm ord, the only one here.
Unto Death, to whom monarclxs must bow ?
Ah! no, for his empige is known,
And here there are trophies enow ;»
Bencath the cold dead, and around the dark stone,
dre the signs of a sceptre that noneanay disown. ,

®The first tabernacle to Hope we will build,
And look for the sleepers around us to rise ;
The sccond to Flith, which endurgs till fulfilled,
And the third t5the L.mlb of the greatesacrifice, .
‘Who begueathed us them both when He rose to the skies,

\ DAY WITH THE COTTAGER’S WII'E AND
HER BIBLE.—No. V.
TIE CHILDREN'S SREAKFASY.

Tue children are gathered round the table; they look
to their mouher or father for bread—would either of the
parents mock them by offering them a stgpe? “If a son
shall ask bread of any of you that Is e father, will he give
bim a stone 77 “If ye, being evil, lenow how to give good
giftssunto your chitdren, nulch moge will your heavenly
Father give Uis Ioly Spmt to them who ask Him.”—
Luke xi. 11, 13.

WASHING CLOTHES.

How much soil those garments hgve gathered gmldst the

. dust and wear of life; how many careless spots have been'
made upon “them; still, *offensivé as sthey now are, they
only need- to be washed aud they shall azain be valuable
and fit for use.- Surely, thc codtager tmay now recall that
precious text—¢ They havéeashed their robes, “and made
them white in the blood of tlre Lamb.” | How much SQll
the white garments of our seul gath®r in walkipg through
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this sinful world, and how many a, deep-dyed spot of
guilt do we feel has beesn centracted by some careless walk-
ing that we might hawt avoided! For these garments,
deﬁled as they gre,<here is a washing; let us not rest
while the deep guilt-stains remain upon them ; let them
be brought to the blood of the Lamb, and they shall be
cleansed and made white. '

FEMALE SCRIPTURE CHARACTERS.—No. TV.
ABIGAIL THE CARMELITESS.

Aspicair’s intercession was a'ccepte'd': Her faithful re-
monstrance had brought to David’s soul a sense of his
sinfulness in_seeking revenge. Ilis mauner of receiving
her reproof, so delicately given, exhibited the true features
of the child of Giod. TFrankly he confessed his intended
sin, and humbly and gratefully acknowledged the ~estrain-
ing hand of love, which had sent Abigail to arrest his steps.
"With a glad and thankful spirit Abigail returned to her
home. What a scene awaited her! The Miisband, for
whom she had wndergone so much,xvas occupied in rioting
and feasting, which ¢énded in drunkenness and brute uncon-
sciousness. FPoor Alngaﬂ' Here was another black drop
in her already bitter cvp of sorrow. Wife! are you saying
“ Ay,*such has been, and,is sometimes, my lot, after a day
.of hard work or deep anxiety.” Once more look at Abigail.
With heartfelt Anguish, with heavy and bitter tears, it may
be, she would gaze .on her besotted partner; but no
reproaches, no reviling, passed her lips. We doubt not, that
ere she went to res: that night, her knee was bowed and
her heart was poured fortlf in prayer, more fervently’ than
ever, for the degraded Nabal; ﬁbut ‘his rest was unbroken
by angry wof‘d or even tears, ™. :

.Great was Nal,val’s consternation, when he.awoke from his
wine, t6" leaw from !1i§' wife the near dapger from which he
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had escaped; bug Je do not read of any change in his heart

" and life ‘after this unmerited . mercy on the contrary,
the long-suffering of God towstd him had rug its limit,

and ““ten days after"God smote Nabal that he died.” The
speedy advancement of*Abigail té be the wife of Dayid,«
though strange to English minds, was not ‘at variance with'
Eastern customs. She’was worthy of her exalted position,
and we doubt not that David found her a wise counsellor, as
well as a faithful wife.

May the consideration of the brief but striking history of
Abigail, and the lessons drawn from it, be—so far as they
accord with the word nntl will of God—a source of comfort,

Jhelp and blessmg to some ‘tried sist®r who has a similar
cross to carry, and needs power, wisdom and grace to bear
it as meekly, nobly and prayerfully, as did the wife of
Nabal. L. S, T.

“ MY HALL IS ‘THE HOUSE OF STRANGERS b

Iris srﬂd that old age deadens the sensations, but some
old people seem to poasess hearts as young as their daughters
or grand-daughters, and exhibit all the warmth and energy
of early youth, We now and %then behold bright eyes
beaming upon us’with tenderness jand , affection, sparkling
with love from beneath a brow silvered by the whnters of
more than threescore years and ten; and if you can g.et
them to talk to you of by-gone days, one can easily i imagjine,
while listening to the lively tale, that wehad ']omed them
in their egrly sports, and had journeyed along by'their sxde
to the present day. Some have remarked that s ‘pedple
grow pld, even whey the intedect contifues to be - vigorous
as ever, the thoughts cmtmﬁa]ly reverj to childhood ; and
that ‘even the. mccent inf %spéaking, whic}a atlley had lont,"
again strikes, upon the ear, and they tlnnk of occurrenees
that have lain dormant 4n the secﬂ!t chambgrs of memory.
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since the early days of life. Ah, "how changed is the world
to them since that time ; pften they ask,
- ¢The friends oftny youthful days,
Where aresthey now—oh Where ?
Fled as tj‘le summer’s gladdening rays
When, wintry storms appear.”

How interesting. are the reminiscences we sometimes
read and hear from those who were pacing life’s wilderness
long before we behield'the sun. Listen to the languag of !
one of them :—* Some years ago,” she tells us, ** I'paid a
*visit to my native place, but all things seemed changed in
that dearly-loved kome, save the old church and our pew.
In that old square pew I sat alone, feeliflg sad ; the green
baize linings had grown almost white with age. I looked
on the worn ha}ssocks, where my father and mother had
knelt with their bloommo' sons and daughters all around -
them—all gone now, with their hopes and fears, their
ambitions and expectations. I gazed on the painted witidows
and old monuments, where' often as a'child I used to fix
my gyes while drowsily struggling to give my attention to
‘the sermon. Oh, what had I suffered since 1 last sat
there! My husband and children all-gone to the grave of
a forcign shore. Theold house in its new dress was not
half so agreeable to ‘my*faithful affection as in days past.
The garden, too, they teld me wus lmproved-——lt was cer-
tainly akered, and all the ngw plants and trees very pretty,
np doubt, but they said nothing to me.
~ 41 wandered thropgh the churchyard, beneath the old
trees, ande pqred dver the ,tombstones where slept those with
whom I had often trod the same ground. I shall never
revisit these Scenes mere. * The church has been painted
and beautified. Our seat is ‘imed with crimson cloth, and
filled with well-stuffed ¢ushions a¢d new, plump hassocks.
.The, few old people who remaitd when I paid my last
visit are dead, and ZXepose in, the old churchyard, where the
«sun ever Yeemped to shin® brighter than i any other place,
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at least to me. A Ah, well-a-day, our very dreams become
again the dreams of youth !

“Not long ago I awoke in t@%rs and distress, fancymg
that tall, sharp-nosed governess of ty youth was going to
punish me for a mistake in my lesson. The, room—the fire
—the old harpsichord —were as vividly ptesent to my fancy
"as they could have béen in reality se many years "ago.
I saw my young sisters in their low-cut frocks and dizper

‘ pitdfores. I saw distinctly their Mealthy, motslel, bare
arms, Their stout black leather shoes; their close-cut hair—
I saw the music book, and many of our eld school books—=
the pattern of the paper on the wall, and the' waving boughs
of the trees. I Tieard footsteps which® I recognised to be
my mother’s, and heard her speaking, though I tould not
distinguish the words. I was dyce more a.child,at home,
and when I awoke it was difficult to realise to myself that
I was indeed an old woman, with whom life was well-nigh
over, #nd all those loved ones, who had been before me so
distinctly, long since dead.” ’

Mothers ! what home-scenes will your children have fo
record wii¥n they are grown old, and you are gone to the
grave? Shall they besof happiness—of love—of deep-toned
piety 7 Do you believe they vgill' never—n®, never forget
what you are zow teaching them ! O, let us always bear
in *mind'we are workmg *fm' futuve generations—yea, for
ETERNITY !

HOME DUTIES.—No. H.
¢ Have mgthers more than their share in the duties of domestic
life ?

We. shid Jast month, that vﬂxen a man marries he bnngs
himself voluntanly tnded a new set bf opligations ; he.is no
longer alone 1n the wor-]ﬁ' and at hbert,v\o go wherg he
pleases, ‘he has linked his Yate with gnother mdmdunl
and he is bound o consider how Yar his mmeménts may
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affect her happiness, and be guided accordingly.. He has
no right, for instance, to emigrate to a foreign country, and
compel her to go with km contrary to her wishes. He
has no right even to spend his money'in a way which shall
be. injurious to his wife and family; but this implies no
hardship, it is the"natural result of his new position, and,
rightly viewed, will increase his happiness. Their in-
tercsts are one, and they cannot be happy separate and
apart—they can only be happy together; hence it is evient:
the effort must be a united one, and if they boun pull
~pogether it will be pleasant and easy; each must be willing
to beat and forbear, and the struggle for the mastery, who
is to be head, will come sooner or later. Without any doubt
the man zaust be master in his own house, but, in general,
the wife will have her own way by yielding ; somebody
must yield, and both Scripture and reason point her out as
the person.

My excellent mother used to say, “You lords of the
creation are very jealous of being the head, and you ought
to be so; but the woman is the neck, and the negk turns
the head which way it pleases.”” This is done by yielding;
if it was as hard.as an iron sinew it.would not be able to
move at all; tuerefore we strongly recommend to wives and
mothers never violently to oppose their husbands, it revives
the contest for power,and cauws only end dn wretchedness
whoever is victor, while patient submission will generally
prove victorious.

" "We think we have shown there is a mutual obligation in
oomnjugal ife, to try to make each other happy. If the
father has his trials, so has the mother—his arg out, hers
at home. Ie returne from work jaded and vexed, and
looks to his wife to ease and soothe his troubles, hut he
finds her in the .midst of herfown, and by no easy
mental effort €loes she lay them aside, so as to meet his
lowered brow with a cheerful ‘smile, and hig short answers

'with words ¢f love, and the ionks of kindness; this is
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known to few, but it is one of the noblest and greatest
efforts of our natute ; the w1fe and mother who can do this,
is worth het weight in gold-—xga her price cannot be told.

But all things here are shifting5—progress is the order of
the day, and our young-wife hardly feel#herself at ease'in her
position before she has to prepare foxnew duties; a little
stranger makes his appearance, and draws largely qn her
time and energies ; a mother’s heart for the first time beats,
- wathinher! With what fondness shec leoks upon that inno-
ctntebabe ; a love is kindled in her heart which is to
thrive and grow as long as life endures; she never ¢
ceasc to love that bdbe, whether it lxves or dies—it is her
first-born. Now'she neds all her enorgles, for in attending
to one imperative duty she is in danger of, neglecting
another. Her babe must be attended to—so must her
houschold and her husband ; "thcy must” all be made to
harmonise ; neither can be neglected without endangering
the peace and happiness of the family. She is now réady
to inquire, How can I do everything 7—simply by doing
one thing at a time. But this is lesson cnough ; if we are
spared we will go a little farther; but in these awful times
(written in the worst days of cholera) we know not what a
day may bring forth. We have qust hesed of five dear
children of one family cominitted to one grave; and in
the same localjt§, three %r‘lothers in perfect health snatched
away in one’week; another went to see her mother, ‘'was
taken ill on the Wednesday, and buried on the Thursday,
even before her husband could drrive. Were those mothers
prepared to die? I don’f know; the im}.ortart guestion is,
Are you? ? .

e e e

ALL’S WELL.
¢ Tyvelve o’uinek at night, andall’s well.”
Favse prophet! Still ahd statue-like af yonder window’
stands the wife. ‘- The clock Has 4old the smal! houfs, yet
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her face is pressed closely against the window-pane, striving
in vain, with straining eye, to pierce th¢ darkiess. She
sees nothing, she hears xiq}llmg but the beating of her
own heart. Now she taLes her seat; gpens a small Bible,
and seeks from it what comfort she may, while tears blister
}he pages. Ther she clasps her hands, and her lips are
tremulous with mute’ supplication.. Hist! There is an
unsteady step in the‘hall ; she knows it! Many a timeand
oft has it trod on her very heart-strings. She glides down
gently to nfect the wanderer. He falls heavily against_ler ;
and in maudlin tones pronounces a name he had long since
forgbtten “to honour.” Oh, all-endur{ng power of womau’s
love! No reproach, 110 upbraldmgx-the slight arm passed
round that Ieeling figure, ouce erect in “ God’s own image.”
With tender words of entreaty, which he is powerless to
resist if he'woule, she leads him in. It is but a repetition
of a thousand such vigils! It is the performance of a vow
with a heroism and patient endurance too common, and
heavenly to pass ufinoticed -by the reglstcnug augcl”
abgve!

«“Arr’s were.,” TFalse prophet! In yonder lurious
room sits one whose curse it was to be fair asg a dream of
Eden. Time was when, those clear e;es looked lovingly
into a mother’s face—when'a grey-haired father laid his
trembling hand with a blessmg o, that suimy Lead ; when
brothers’ and sisterg’ voices b]cnd'etl with her «wn in heart-
music around tiiat happy liearth. Oh! where are they
uoyv” Arc there none to say to the repenting Magdalen,
“Neither dod condemn thee o, and sin no more?”” Must
‘the'gilded fttbr continue to bind the soul that loathes it,
becatuse man is l(m mergiful than Gel?

“ ALf’s wern”’  False prophet!, There lies tho dead
orphan in all the length gnd 1);cadt)t of the greén earth R
there was found yo shcltcrmg nest*'vherc that loncly dove
Sould Yold its wingd when the pm‘ent birds had flown. The
brooding wag was gonep. that covéred it from the cold
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winds of neghect and unkindness. Love was its life, and
so it drooped! *

“Aw’s wein.’  False proghet ! Sin walks the earth
in purple and fine liven; honest pogerty, with tear-bedewed
face, hungers and shivers and thirsts, * while the publican,
stands afar off.”> The widow pleads if’yait to the ermined®
* judge for Jusnce,” and unpumshed of hedven the human
tiger crouches in his lair, and spnngs upon his helpless

' pray! .

o Arr’s wers.,” Ah! yes, all is well! for “He who
seeth the end from the beginning ”* holds evenly the scalgs
of justice. “Dives ’*hall yet beg of & Lazarus.” . Every
_human tear is counted® They shalloyet sparlle as gems
"in the crown of the patient and enduring disciple! When
the clear broad light of etermtg shines upon life’s crooked
paths, we shall see the snares and pitfalls Trom which our
hedge of thorns has fenced us in, and in the maturity of
our fyll-grown faith we shall exultingly say, Father, ot
as I will, but as thou wilt.””—Fanny Fern.

FATHERS AND MOTHERS, .ACT IN UNISON.
No. Le

"I xnew agfoung manavell, who is now a pest to the.
village in which he resides, shenned by all who love virtue
and honesty, and the ringleader of the idlers and mis-
chievous. I knew him when<but a ¥ttle boy,, petted and
indulged by his mother ; by herenever contr:’@dlctod or.at
least, notwith sufficient firmnegs ta be mindeg. 1lis fagher
would have curbed hlmg but his odbupation took Tim from
home for some hours m tb;’ day ; he did what ‘le could
to restrain him whén aél ome, but wa.,always thwarted by
the mother. e grew olda; and older, a'so-more and anore
self-willed. “His fatherpoq\nmes resc.ted to panishment,
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and in one or two cases sent him supp'erless to bed , for mis-
crnduct. After theefamily gvening-meal whs over, the father
s again absent for a shogt 'tlme the mothet would then
bring that boy down to the fire, give him a good supper of the
best she had in thé Louse, let himr stay till his father was
“expected in again, ihd then he would go back up stairs,
knowing his father had this deception practised upon him. ”
The result was what might be anticipated ; the lad disre-
garded his mother- altogether, only making a laugh of her
commands, and unheeding her remonstrances; she did riot
secure his love and estecm, far from it, he only treated her
thh contempt. "

Let parents act insconcert with ach other, and never let ,
the child see that one thinks the other acts improperly.
What one parent commands, the other ought to assist in
having carried‘out ; but never let one counteract an influ-
ence that the other sces necessary. IIow much evil might
be prevented, if parents went hand-in-hand in the menage-
ment of their children, and both governed with firmness,
kindness, and decision, assisting each other to cgrry out
iheir plans for their children’s benefit! Eaelf parent
should endeavour,, by all their wordsand actions, to leave
an impression+<n_the ininds of their children of affection
for the other parent, and & desire to please and obey them ;
and nothing is so calculgted to effect this'as, whatever the
oné enjdins, for the other to make it a matter bf importance

to be done, becausc father or mother said so.
R.T.P.

« CHRIST'MAS IS \JOMING"’

“ Eprra ! Ldlth' oh,. are tyou ,not .glad Christmas is
commo'f Ol } won't. it be niced” 1 could jump, dance,
“run, ‘scream, wheit I think of . Why, cousin, how still
you it! «Dou’t you recnember. hew’ nice it was last year?
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what & beautiful Chrstutas-bo% I had, and what a charm-
ing New-year's-gift. you had?” Yes, Iletty, dear, 1 i
member quite well—so well Qhat I shall never—no, nev
forget.” “Why, degr me, deth I'am ready to give you
not a Christmas-box, but a hard.ﬁox,\for being so tame.
about it, and talking so coldly. Lct see, how many sat*
.round the table? Pa agd Ma, Edward John, Henry, Lucy,
you, and~——oh ! dear, I see you are thinking all the time
- about poor aunty. She was there, tap. . Don’ t ay, dear
" Edith} I forgot all your sorrow; poor aunty, we all loved
her. Why, Edith, look ! look! there is Dr. Blake comin
up the garden. Why, mamma must be sery ill, qr papm
would not send*for him.” ¢ Yecs, dmr IIetLy, 1 fear she
~4s very ill,”” replied the gentle Edith. “The nurse told
me that dear aunt had scarlet fever > «Scarlet fever, Edith !
Oh! how you frighten me ! I hope I am Rot g'omrr to be
motherless, like you, Oh! dear, I fear all my joy will be
turned into sorrow; it will be a sad Christmas, if Qear
mamma is il « & Weamay he ill, too} dear IHetty. My
dear mamma used to say, after papa died so suddenly, e
never MyQw what a day of sorrow to-morrew may be.d
“Oh! Edith, you make me tremble; I will go up softly and
ask nurse all about 1.” ¢ No, deag, don 't’ulease ; we are
told to go up the other way ® pur own rooms. I thmk
uncle is afraid wesmay get the fever "

One week gifer this conversatlon, pom Iletty wis in her
coffin. The fever came and blighted the beautiful, blooming
flower, and the reaper cut it dewn. The lyst wordg sﬁ,e
said were—Oh! where ®m™ goiify 7’8, Ohnstmas is
coming,” but Hetty's seat will e empty as well as Ner
aunt’s.  What if you should be caed away &cfore Chwist-
mas comes ! Will you*have to ask—4Oh ! where? ai 1
going?”
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