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gleain of satisfaction and thankfuliîess
oversprcnd lier pale iritellcctual fea-
turcs. Imtnediatcly after the bene-
diction, the stranger laid down my
IBible) and left the Iiouse without
giving my mother an opportunity shie
mnucx desired, of zonversing w'ith him.
On one of the blarik leaves of the
B-ble we found sonie writing in pencil,
sign«ed IlW.(,." The writer stated
that hoe had been confined to bis
room by sickîicss for the previcus two
veeks. Rie declared his inability to
express bis gratitude to nxy mother,
for tixe interest she had inanifestcd in
bis spiritual welffarc: hie asked to be
remembered in bier prayers, and con-
eluded by stating that hie was an
IEnglislman,and would returni to, bis
native ]and in about ton days.

Years rolled on; tuy miother passed
to hier heaveîîly rest , I grew up to
xnanhood. and the stranger was for-
gotton. .

In the autumn of 18- the sbip
St. George, of wbich I was the mcdi-
cal officer, anchorcd. in ýfable Bav.
Between us and Penguin Island,' 1
observed, a ma..n-of-war which 1 had
seen bef'ore and knew wvell; it was
lier Majesty's brig Ohianticleer, of ton
gCuns, Commander Iorbes, on a sur-
veying expedition. The surgeon of
theC brig, Dr. G-, had been my
preceptor,' and 1l resolved to pay ira
a visit. *After dining with the -un-
room officers, lie pi oposed that on the
following, day, which was the Sabbath,
we should attend meeting in Cape-
towu. "It will renxind us," hoe said,
diof~ old times, when we used to go
arm in armn to churcli in Union street."

Next day, in company with rny
friend, I attended nxorning service at
the Wesleyan chapel. At the conclu-
sion of worship, a gentleman seated
behind nme asked to, look at my Bible.
In a few minutes ho returned it, and
I walked into the street. I was
mounting the stops in front of' the
hotel where I was to dinp, when the
oame gentleman laid bis band on niy

shoulder and beggod to, have a few
minutes' conversation. 'We were
slîown into a private apartmcnt. As
soon as we were seated, lio examined
nmy countenance with great attention
and thon began to sob ; tears rolled
down his cheeks; ho -was evidently
laboring under intense emotion. Rie
appeared to be about thirty-five years
of ago, was taîl and slender, and
neatly dressed, but apparently in bad
health. Hie asked me several ques-
tions-xy name, age, occupation, and
birthplace. lie thon inquired if 1
liad not, wben a boy, many years ago,
invited a drunken Sabbath-breaker
to a seat in Dr. Beatty's ehurch. I
was astonised-the subjeet of my
mother's anxiety and prayers was be-
fore me. Mutual explanations and
congratulation s followed, after which
Alr. C, gave me a short listory of bis
life, fromi the time hoe loft Scotland to,
the day on wbich we met 50, unex-
pectedly in a foreign land.-

Ho was born in the tnwn of Leeds)
in the east-ridiig of Yorkshire, of
highly respectable and religious pa-
rents, who gave 1dmi a good education,
and traiaed him up in the way of
rigbhteousncss. Whcn about flfteen
bis father died, and his mother's
straitencd circuhi stan Ces oblicd her
to, take hini froin sehool, and put him,
to learn a trade, where hoe inibibed al
mianner of evil, became incorrigibly
vicîcus, and broke bis nxother's heart.
Frecd now from ail parental restraint,
be left bis enmployers and travelled to,
Scotland. In thc city of Glasgow hie
had lived and sinned for two years,
when lie ivas arrested in bis career
tlîrough my mother's instruînentality.
fie confessed that, on leavingç the
church, on the first Sabbath, ho wvas
seized with pangs of unutterablo re-
morse. The siglit of a niother ana
lier son worshipping God together,
recalled the happy days of bis own
boyhood, when he went to churcb and
Sunday-school, and when ho aise, had
a mother-a mother whose latter days
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