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advantages in obtaining wealth, places his son
in a funnly whego God i3 not feared, and among
nsgociateas whose wfluence is adverso to religion,
does not watch over the soul ofhis child. o
says, by his nctions, that wealth is preferable to
sijvation.  How many sons of Christan parents
have hocomo ecareless, irreligious, and, in somo
caues, hosule to religion, in conscquence of the
influences to which they wero delibesately exe.
posed by their parents, that they might gaina
portion of the wealth that perishes in tho using !

‘Those parents who permit and encourago
their chuldren to assuciate with the Jovers of
pleusure, who would prepare them to receive the
adnntation of those who are devoted to the fol-
lies of 1ime, do not feel a deep concern for the
souls of their cluldren,  No soul was ever made
bester by the foolish talking of the fashionable
party, and * giddy mazes” of the dance.

‘I'hose parents wito are so immersed in the
cares of business, that they have no time to
attend to their cluldren, do not watch for their
souig. ** 1 wish,” eaid one,* to engage a porson
to take the entiro charge of my sons: 1 am wile
ling to pay any price 10 a compotent peraeti.——
My business will not allow me to givo them my
care.”

What was lis husiiess 1 An extensivo manu-
factory. o had tune to watch over his spine
dles, but no time to watch over the souls of his
children!

*I'hose parents who do not watch over the souls
of thetr children, have no caro for their own
souls. Ho who docs not care for his own soul,
cannat of course be a Christian parent.  But the
fact that he 18 not a Chrstian, does not render
hite less responaible for the neglect of the soul
of lus chnld,  God did not give children to such
a pazent that he nnght lead them, by his cxam-
ple, totho gates of eternal death,  But this is
what ho will do, if God in sovereign mercy do
not interpose.

Unconverted parents sometimes fecl on this
subject.  Would that they would so frel, that
they might be led to right action. I do not
wish my child 10 bo Jost, if I am lost mysell,”
said an impenitent mother 10 one who spoke to
her respecting her son.  And there aro many
who have feclt in the same way. \Why then
fhould they throw tho powerful weight of paren-
tal examplo intothe scale of ruin 2 Why say to
their cluldren that God is not to be feared, and
Heavea is not to be won 1= DLres. Lanner.

SELECTIONS FOR THE YOUNG.

TIIC 1OY AT THE DYRE.

Tt is said that a little boy in Iolland was re-
turaing one vight from a vallage to which he had
bicen sent hy his father on an errand, when he
noticed the water trickling through anasrow open-
ing in thedyke. He stopped and thought what the
consequenct would be it the hole was not closed.
He kuew, for ho had often heard his father tell,
the sad disasiers which happened from such small
bieginnings, how in a few hoursthe opening would
become bigger and bigger, and let in the mighty
tnass of waters pressing on the dyke, until the
whole defence baing washed away, the rolling
dashing, angry waters would sweep on to tho
next village, desiroying lifo and property, and
every thing in its way. Should he tun homeo
and alann the villagers, i* would be datk before
they could arrive, and tho holo might cven then
be so large as 1o defy all attempts to closo it.

Prompted by these thoughts, he seated him-
9¢lf on the hank of the canal, stopped tho open-
ing with his hand, and patiently waited tho ap-
proach of somo villager, But no ono came.—
Hour afier hour rolled slowly by, yet there xat
the heroie boy, in cold and darkncss, shivering,
wet, aud tired, bt stomtly pressing his haud
against tho dangerous breach.  All night he
stayed at his post. At last the morning broke.
A cletgyman walking up tiio casal heard =

groan, and looked around to soe where it came
from. *“Why are you here, my child, 1" he
asked, scoing the boy, and surprised at his
strango positivn. * I am keeping back the water,
sir, and saving the village from being drowned,”
answered tho child, with lips o benumbed with
culd that he could scarcely speak.  “I'ho aston-
ished minister relieved the boy, The dyke was
closed, and the danger which threatened hund-
reds of hves wasprevented,

 Heroic hoy! \What a noblo spirit of self-de-
votodness ho showed,” every one will exclain.—
A hieroic boy he indeed was; and what was it
that gustained him through that lonesomo night ?
Why, when his teoth chattered, his limbs trem-
bled, and his heart was wrung with anxiety, did
ho not fly 1o his safe and warm home? What
thought bound himn 10 hisscat ! Was it not tho
responsibility of hie position? Did he not de-
termino to brace all the fasigue, the dangor, tho
datkness, and the cold, in thinking what the
consequences would be if should foreake it 3
Hismind pictured tho quiet homes and beauti-
ful farins of the people inundated by the flovd of
waters, and hie determined to stay at his post or
to die.

Now, there is a sease in which every person,
overy boy and gurl, occupies a posution of ar
weightier responsibility than that of the hule
Hollander on that dark and lonesome night ; for,
by the good or bad influenco which you do, and
shall exert, you may be the means of trning a
tido of wretchedness and eternal ruin, or a pure
stream of gladness and tho goodness on tho
world. God has given you somewhere a post of
duty to occupy, and you cannot get above or be-
low your ubligations to be faithful in it. Youaro
responsible for leaving vour work undone, as
well as having it badly done. You cannot cx-
cuso yourself by saying, [ am nobody; I dont
cxert any influence ;" for there is nobody somean
or obscuro that he has not some influence, and
you have it whether you will or no, and you ate
responsibla fur the consequence of that influence,
whatever it is. ‘I'ake your stand before tho
world, then, with a determination 1o devote your
influcnee 10 vitwe, 1o humanity, 10 God. f.et
the chidren begin life, and grow up with these
solid principles of actian, to fear and to honour
God, ta be truc to your conscience, and 1o do all
the good you can.  Then will your path indeed
Le like that of the just, which “ shineth more and
more unto the perlect day.”"—Chris. Tieas.

TIE TWO sNGELS.

Litle Carl lay dangerously ill. The night
Tamp burned upon the table, but the fever of the
boy burned more fiercely. On his checks were
wmplanted dark red roses, s lips were parched
with tharst, and lus eyes Dad lost their grateful
fustre.

Beside the bed knelt lus mother.  Three days
and mights she had been sileatly praving and
weeping; and now, for the fiest titne, slumbier
had stolen upon her weasied brow, and she laid
her head upon the pitlow before which she knelt.

Tho day belore, the physician said that litllo
Carl must soon close his eyes, and sec his mo-
ther no morc. Now, Carl was a gentle and
pious child, and with folded hands prayed,
+ Abba, dear Father, let me not yet die!”
Upon his bed lay a picture,—~the present of his
lately deceased father. It was the picture of the
child ateelf, in attntude of prayer, and below was
written :—

« Atba dear Father,
Oh! make me now a child of light,
T'uat 1 may be an angel white.”

On tho nght and left of the pictare stood a pair
of lovely angele, whom Catl always ook delight
in beho'ding, and his mother told him that he
would ala be like anc of theso angels,  His dim
cyo rested on thent as hie prayed his “ Ahba,
deary” he loved themn so well, and would have

been content to die, if ho could anly take them
and his ** dear mammas” along with him.

‘I'he flame in the dying lamp stood quivering,
now leaping off, now returning to its socket, os
if loath to leavo it,—truo imago of the soul of
man. This night it scemed to say, “ Dear Carl,
shall we not fall asleep together 1 ‘I'he unstea-
dy flamo at length oxpired, but the picturo upon
Carl'a bed grow saddenty bright wuli masvelious
splendour, and from tho adorned borders out
stepped the two angels Jike corporcal bengs.
1o dreamed. ‘Thoy secined to grow larger and
larger, their apparcl shonoe hike thousands of
softly glittering stars, and their eyes were of ce-
lestial brilliancy. They placed themselves beside
the bed of Carl, and looked on him with a friendly
look as only angols hiave. At first the palochild
trembled, but ho soon recognised his belaved,
and stroked their chieeks. ¢ Must I indeed dio 7
he asked ; * will you tako moto heaven? Yes,
let o go with you, but let me take dear mamma
with me, for withvut her I cannot be happy in
your home.”

* No, thou shalt not yet dio,” answered one
of the angels; “but on somo futuro day wo
shall seo theco again, then thou shalt go with
us.”

Thereupon the two angols 1ose, and ascended
a golden ladder, which carried them up high as
as upon the golden rays of the sun. Witk
mournful looks Carl saw them disappear ahove
tho clouds. But the clouds parted again, and thoe
angels returned, bringing a beautiful book, such
as Carl had never sccn before.  “This thoy gave
him, and said: « Thy Father in heaven sendeth
thee this book ; there sre great truths in it ; these
thou shall proclaim to thy fellow-creatures, bah
on this and on that side of the sea, in countries
far and wide. That thon mayest do these things,
thou shalt live”

*Oh! the excelient and beautitul hook !
cricd Carl, and pressed it to his heart. But the
angel kiesed his brow ; « Wao shall sce thee again
at some future day,” they said, and departed.

Many years had passed away, when a man
lay upon his death-bed, far away in China. llis
hair had not yet turned white, his strength was
great and his word mighty. He had wandered
thousands of miles to proclaim tho Wozd of God
amang the heathen. He had endured great
fatigue, and undergone many hardships, but he
had brought many te the worship of the true and
only living God. ‘This was consolation in his
dying hours. No father, no mother, no wife, no
children, stood around him to weep, But he
was happy, for ho was about 10 teturn to his
heavenly Father.

A3 the evening approached, he prayed onco
moy, for his eyo was declining with the setung
sun. le slumbered again. On a sudden the
reom brightened as from the lusiro of the noon-
day sun. Onco more he opened his cyes, and
lo!there stood the angels of his infancy.—
“ Forty summers have passed,” said they, “ since
we saw thee last. At ihat umo we promised to
se0 thee again ; and we have come now to take
thee to our home, for thou hast done crough.
Thou shalt’rest, and appear before Him whom
that hast mado known on canth”  And the an-
gels iaid their hands upon his eyes, and tho holy
book upon his heart. His body they left 1o rest
on earth, but his soul they curried up 10 the land
of joy and bliss.

The people of the earth called him Carl Guis-
1aff, but in heaven he is known asone of thie
most {aithful sons of God.—Chrie. Treas.

SAYINGS OF THE AFFLICTED.

My afilictions are fewer than my sine, and
lighter than my deserts.

My atllictions are as much e fruit of God's
iove, as any of the hountics of hia providenes

It gives no pleasure o God to wee v suffer.
“ Ho docs not afflict witlingle™ It T am in
heaviness there is n need for i



