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own Son for youl {las he not bLeen piving, and giving to you ever
rince? Do you not hope hr will keep giving ! Do you not every day
azk h"m\ to keep giving, natil at last he shall gve you heaven wihi all us
oys

! Tited of gwing! and you a Christian too ! Why, mv brather, [ am
ticed of not wvtng.  With Cheiet the Great Giver betge me, wathy the
thought of ali he has gnen and w giving we, watn s teameny—and
who tore competent than he to teatfy on the sulyret of giving J—that
wqt ig wnte Bleseed to gove thaa teeeee,” et the thought of what good
I mny do by giving, and what joy 1 may gain by it when {ere the ft
of all in Leavea, 1 antmore than ever gesolved to give, and give, and
etve, il I die lmJour. of Miss.

— ——

THE CROWN JEWEL, ORR, THE MISER.

The jewel gleamed bright in {ix rare setting, and the Mirer exulted
in his precions treneure  Little cated ho that the king was enllecting
mare gems for s crown. It is mine,” ho said, “and 1 will heep
it bright, and it shall not tarnish, T shall not part with my precious
jowol. T shall gloat over my bright guld, and exult in my eparklivg
gem for ever.”

So said tho Miser, But hatk? thero is a knocking without ; and
tho gom is clasped convulsively. Who dares to intrudo upon the Mi.
ser's oyl It is ono with haggard chierk and tottering limb ; and tho
Miscr criee, “ who art thow, and what duet thon want 1°

* My nanc is Sickunese, I nm sent with graving tools from tho king,
to preparo a jowel for his crown.™

“ How should T have a jowel fit for tho Royal Diadem?  Nay, friend,
thou must go further on.  Riop ot hore,  Go to the unext city, or tho
next mreet, or to my near neighbour: but stop not here”

*The commision has gono forth, and 1 sco a gem gparkling in thy
bosom.”

« Tako that one, or that one, but not this, Oh! terriblo one.”

0 Nay 5 but "tis this ono 1 must have

«T will give theo mine own lifs, but I cannoet give thee this”

“Nay, but [ may not spare, nor stop 1o ask thee leave”

And Sickness nupacked his graving tools 3 and the hammer knocked
off the little angles, and the chisel smoothed the faces of the stone,
and it shone out brighter and brighter, and the raro sctting looked dim-
mer and wore dim, as tho stone omitted little flashes of brilliancy ;
and tho Miscr's oyos wero suffused with tears for tho beauniful gold; and
ho heeded not that the stone eparkled ever birichiter in the fading scting 3
and ever and anon ho cried bitterly, ** epato, sparo my jewel 7 and ho lis-
tened not to the voice of tho stranger which said continuaily, I am pol-
ishing tho gem for tho Royal crown” But every stroke of tho hatnmer,
and every acrape of tho chiscl, struck and geated on the Miser's heare;
and truly it wons more than an echo in that Rearl, for another of the king’s
messcngers, whose nume wcas AMiction, waa eren then at work with thut
Jewel aleo,

Soon Sickncss said, [ have finished. My miasion is fulfilled, and

goin is ready to be taken away. ‘Tho messenger is ¢li so at hand.”

As ho spoke, tho air grow cold, and darkness spread around. ‘The
Miser wrapped closer around him his rags of wretchedness, as ho felt
his idol slipping from his grasp; and ho was chilled fo tho lieart, when
tho messenger 1aid his cold hand on tho jewel, But ho spake cut
fiercely, nud said, * who and what ast thou, terrible stranger, and why
dost thou come hither I

*“My namo is Death. T am tho king's messenger, and my palo horso
waits without. I amcomo for the jewel.”  And the Miscr started to his
feet to wrestlo with Death. ¢ Nay, Death,” said he, ¢ take not my
jewol from me. Tako any jowel but mine.”

 Thy jewel,” sayestthou? It is tho king’s, and he hath need of it.
"Tis now too precious for thy keeping.”

“ I will go with theo, Oh Death! but sparo tho jowel—tho jewel ! 1
cannot part with that.  "Thou muat spare the jewel.”

« T sparo not. Wounldest thou rebel against the king, and rob him of
his own1” Death was strongor than tho Miser, and wrenched tho
jowel from his grasp; and thero romained nothing to him but the
rifled setting.  And tho Yier wrapped himself up in his cloak of sorrow,
while Death sped away on ;Sn pale horse with tho inestitnable jewel pur-
chascd ‘at so costly & prico, that tho sons of the morning wondered with
an oxceeding great and everlasting wonder.

Little heeded tho Miser that tho daylight streamed in. His eycs
were covered with his cloak ; and he sat and moaved, till an echo in
his heart (it might bo from tho voico of Death a8 he passed our)
whispered, * T will come for theo too, when thou art polished ; but not
yet.—Thou art not yot fit to bo placed beside the Royal gem thou
art bereft of” And hark! thore is another voice sweet and gentle, yet
withal %0 peneirating as to reach his car and thall his heart, cven
through the many folds in which the Miscr satshrouded : But assuredly
thou shalt agsin placo thy jewel in thy bosom: for what ia His is yours ;
for all things ave yours, whether lifo or death. I.ook up, and see!
the gem sparkles in the Rodeemer's crown. And yet thou shalt seco
it sparkle in its golden sectting, whon that shall have been purified
from all its dross—when the most fine gold shall nover becomo dim
any more for ever—when this mortal shall have put on immortality.”

Up, then, thou sorrowful ‘one ! and bury thy dead out of thy sight;
and look no longer downwards to the grave, but upwards to the Jiving.
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IRagasince,

1o is not here, whom thou geckest 3 he is risen to his Father, and thy
Father  His Father's image shono clear and bright in his puri
soul; and he aven alone was it for his dwilling placo.

Aud the Maser fonnd that with Death whiels had broken, ¢caine Cone
solation oo, to bind up and staunch the bleeding at his heart, and
o may, “ poace, be still)” to his sebiellions thoughts 5 and ho whispered
feebly from benenth lus cloak, it is well 1 oven sa, Father, for so it
svented goud 10 thy sight. Py will be done.—~"T'hou gavest, and thou
hast taken away @ bleased ba thy holy name.” o knew his teeasata

, was safe, whote nether mioth nor tust ean corrupt, and where thioves

cannot break through o steal.  He was a Miser no longer, but a
checeful giver; and he stretchod out his hands that he might bo led as
a littlo child,

THE GODLY MOTIIER,

fn a clasa prayer-meeting, in one of the prominent Theologieal Semi.
naties of our fand, the members related to each other the history of theie
;:on\'crsiml, and the steps by which they were led to prepare for the mia-
alry.

fn these wtaments, the vemark, * [ owe all, under God, 10 & piovs
mother” so ofien occutrred, that the writer was induced to make more
patticular inguiry, wlich led to some very interesting resulte,

AU but tiew had pinus mothers, and most of them plous fathers, Al
wete converted when young 5 some at the ags of ten, none over twenty,
All ntended Sabbatheschool.  All remember with gratitude the nstrue-
tions of their parents, amd many spoke with tanching intetest of the happy
influence which the teachings and prayers of their mothere exerted upon
theta.  Some of these mothers « are fallen asicep,” but others-** pemala
to this present,” and rejoice in this result of their efforts,

‘These facts furnish matters for retlection.  Suppose these parents had
not consectated their sons to God, whete would have been this clase of
young men, now in the active ministry T And i€ other clnsses, and othes
seminuries, furnish similiar statistics, where would have been the theolo-
gical studenta of the land 1 Our seminarics would be empty, many of our
pulpite empty, and the * harvest” would perish for want of ** laboters.”

Chrishian mothers, these facts shiow how much the worll’s salvation, andee
God, depends onyou. Wil you realize it, and act accordingly. You
may not, throngh the agency of the press, leave & name and an inflaence
like Hanaah Nore, or Charlotte Elizabeth ; but you may tranemit a feas
grant remembsanco, you may exert an undying influence, through that
little bny :ow by your side, und now nnder your instruction and coatrol,
T dnly prayer and faith, dedicate him to God. Store his mind with
vseful knowledge.  Aim to fire his soul with zeal for the Saviour's caee,
Mothers, do this, and though your sons come not to eminence, and it be
nat written of you,* Mother's of the wise,” yet it will be recorded in
hieaven of you, ** Mothers of the good.”

Sir Benjamin West attributed his eminence to the sweet kiss of en-
couragement his mother gave him when he ehowed her his first yode at-
temp at drawing ; and it issaid that John Quincy Adams, through his long
and eventful life, never omitied that beautiful little evening prayer his Mo-
ther taught him when a child s ' .

“ Now 1 lay me down tosleep,
1 pray the Lord my soul to keep ;
11 T ehould die before I wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take.”

What an influence God hnsintrusted to you. Dut little of it will find a
vecord on the page of history. Elternity alone will reveal it. Sons
and daughters ¢ afar” will call you * blessed.”

Have you a refractory son, for whom you have offesed fervent prayer
and wept away slevplessnights? - Know that he may yet preach the |o|:
pel.  Follow kim, as did the mother ot Augustine her dissolute son, with
prayers and counsele, and God will bear you. Let not your {gith waver,
{):(l;)pl in this, as in other ihings, the beautiful motto of Charlotte Eliza-

th:

* Victorious faith the pramise sees,
And looks to god alone:
Laugls at impossibilities,
And says 11 suALL BE DONEY

Wit ovant 70 e DoNE WITR TENANTS THAT REFCSE TO Fay THRIK
RENT, AND WILL XoT EVEN BRIXG THaNK-OFFERINGS 1—~How Jamenta-
ble it is to sce consinnily before our eyes; we must observe it—how la.
wmentable it is to see how many sct and talk as though the land they oc-
cupy were their own? forgetting that, though they may hold a writing
conveying it 10 them from government or from some person,—yet forget-
ting that the earth is the Lord's and the fulness thereof ; forgetting that
they are God's tenants, and never bringing him the rent of their ground ;
not paying him the tithes; not even giving him s thank-offering ; not
honoring the Lord with their subetance, and with the first-fruits of a)l
lhe!i{r inc}:ense. . fnd

ow heart-sickening it is to find 50 many in the Church, calli -
selves the children of God, ranking themselves amongst 'tbo‘:lel?h??:o
redeemed, not with corruptible things, as silver and gold, bus with the
precious, priceless blood of the Son of God—how lamentable, how heart-
sickening to see s0 many of these grasping after and clutchiog every thing
that God places in their way ; greedy 1o lay it up for themselves and for
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