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idols were exhibited, and a deacription
was given of the customs of the heathen
land from which the wiissionary came, and
there were a great many strange dresses
which he triecgl on in turna.

There was a little Loy way uY
comner of the gallery, whose sou

in one
was in-

tensely working within him as he Lster. .
ed towl this description of what the

heathen suffered, and what the heathen
wore, and of all the opportunities which
God had given to the missionaries to turn
many of them from their dead idols to
serve the living God, and to ‘wait frr His
Son fr-m heaven. And as he lovked and
listened, his little heart beat high within
him. He said within himeself, ““If [ live
I will be a missionary. I will go to the
heathen myself, and I will try to aosome-
thing for them to win them to Christ.”
B( and by, when the mecting wasabout
to close, it was intimated that there was
to be a collection. The little feliow felt
in his pockets, but he had not any:hing.
He had not a single penny. e felt very
sorry, very much ashamed of himself, and
he did not like to go down and pass the
place at the door putting nothing in ; so
he waited up in the corner of the gallery
until all the people had goue, and until
the two men that were standing at tic
door rhould have had time to carry away
the full ptates into the little vo \mi behind,
to count the collection, and with stealthy
step he began to descend the stais.
ut the quick ears of one of the men
heard a step coming, and true to hisduty
the man femained, and when the little
bo% came he held out the plate to him.
his was something he had not expect-
ed, and his little face flushed all over;
but with a quick thought he said to the
ood man, “Hold it a little lower, ~ir.”
he man held it a little lower. ‘‘Lower
still, sir.” He put it down lower yet.
‘“‘Please lay it ou the ground, sir.” The
good man, not knowing what he memt,
put the plate on the ground, and thc ht-
tle fellow stepped into it, and said, *I
have no money, but I will give mysclf :
in God’s name I intend being a mission-
ary.” That was the biggest colle:tion
they had that night.— Rev. S. H. Rolert-
son. M. D,

JESUS LOVER OF MY SOUL.

No doubt, children, you have heard
your dear mothers sing this hymn a great
many times, Sometimes when she rock-
ed dyou to sleep during the hours of pain
and anxiety ; sometimes when rhe was
in great trouble of soul and longed for
sympathy and rest. It is one of the

i most benutiful hymns that was ever
written,  One day Mr. Wesley, the
! author, was sitting by an open window
l looking out over the bright and beauti-
| ful fields. Presently a little bird flitting
about in the sunshiue] attracted his at-
tention. Just shen a Law's caine sweep-

ing down to wards the little bird, The
I 'poor thing, very much frightened,
. was  darting here  and  there,

trying to find some place of refuge. In
" the bright sunuy air, in the leaty trees
I or the green ticlils, there was no hidinﬁ-

%Iace from the fierce grasp of the hawk.

ut seeing an open window and a man
sitting by it, the bird flew, in its extrem-
ity, towards it, and with a beating heart
and quivering wing, found refuge in Mr.
Weasley's bosom.  He sheltered it from
the threatening danger and saved it from
a cruel death.  Mr. Wesley was at that
time suffering from severe trials, and was
feeling the need of refuge in his own time
of trouble as much as did the trembling
little bird that nestled so safely in his
bosom. So he took up his pen and wrote
that sweet hymn—

‘“‘Jesus, lover of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly,
While the billows near me roll,
While the tempest still is high.”

Letter from Miss Morton.

The following is a private letter. "The
writer did not intend it to see printer's
ink. nor did the receciver gend it for pub-
lication. The Editor happened to see it
and appropriated part, about half, of it,
for the children. He only is responsible
its for appearance, but he could not re-
v+ist the temptation of giving the chil-
dren the benefit of it after carefully tak-
ing our anythihg that was of a more pri-
vate character.

. Tunapuna, Nov. Tth, 1854,
My Dear Auntie:—

I got your nice letter of news on the
first day of the month anl was very
pleased for I had not heard a wuid for a
lony time hefore.

i Mr, and Mrs. Grant, and Mr. Gibson
arrived safely on the 2nd inst., Papa saw
them day before yesterday, but we have
not seen them as yet. They sent the
arcel.  The sceds I am delighted with.
ome are planted already, and if it 1
wiil plant some more to-morrow.

There is a good deal of news to tell,
but I hardly kuow where to begin.

First I think was the Laurel Hill riot.




