POETRY. 139

apally timid, and when the morning came was much agitated.
~Before breakfast [ said to my wife, < I feel, C ,as il we
it to hay ~ prayer in the family.  We have all soulsto be saved,
B! need God’s blessing. 1 am sure you will not object to i
o, <he replicd 5 but the tone in which she said it was not en-
mging.  When we rose from the breakfast-table, it secmed to
B: the children had never been so noisy before, and it required an
@it to request them to keepsilenee and be scated,  They did so,
Bt ] felt that their eyes were fixed wonderingly uponme. 1 took
§: lree Bible from the shelf and sat down.” T wished to preface
service with some remarks, but T could not trust my voice, and
g pened the book and 1ead the first chapter thut presented itself.
Bien knelt, and with faltering voice began to address the Creator.
tmy hesitation scon passed off. 1 knev not why it was, but
ng the performance of this serviee, my scul was 6 filled with
Tits of Gods great goodness in permitting me (o approach
e and to place yself and those dear to me ander the shelter of
% nrotecting love, that I forgot the presence of others, and
fored out my heart in supplications for his blessing with as much
Leedom and fervouras 1 had ever done in secret. “When L ar ose,
§cceived my wiie’s eyes were moistened with tears,

B The conllici was over—the duty was entered on—and the
ce which follows the consciousness of having done right, came
o vy heart. Drayer with my beloved ones was no lonﬂcr a
e, but a delightful privilege 5 and ere long I had the satisfac-
ol knowing that the heart of my companion asceaded in full
guan with my own to the throne of grace. I can now speak
v in my family of the value and sw cetness of this service, and
pmany of them | beiieve the Lour of prayer Ias becowe one of
22 nost highly prized of all the day brings us.”

foetry.

TIE LOST SOUTL.
DEATH BED REPENTANCE OF A YOUNG LADY.
My mind has been engaged of late
Reflecting on the fate
Of sinners that are called away
In an unhely state,



