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THE CHRISTIAN M{RROR. °*

THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

THE POCKEL BIBLE;
oR
€ IS LIVING KINDNESS CHANG 3PH NoT.”’
(Concluded.)

Foua years elapsed, anl nothing was heard of
Caarlss Grant.  Synetians during the sscon | year
of his absence a runor ceached vs thiat a saip,
supposed Lo be the , which sailed from ,
amd on board of winen Chiwies w s <uposed 10 be,
wads burasd at sza, and that but twa or three only
0i the cr:w were s1ved, and it aman ¢ thean was
a youms mw of trznwnzof G ave Balths ru-
moe, Laod s nat contra hict do wai not co;_n!irmed,
an | anotier perioJ of wac itainty andanxiety fel
1o tie [ of the lo v¢-strizken aud heart-saddened
mother an-! sister of the ahsent bav, .

At lengtit the frieads of Mrs, Geant were pain-
ed to prreeive a visidle change in her health.
Tue indications of that too fital malady—co1-
sw.uption, were tao apparent to be mistaken. s
approach was indeed slow and insidious, an- for
a lime was kept at hay by the kind and assiduous
attention of cur village physician; but medical
prescription at lenzth lost its power, and she b:-
came at first confined to.the house—then to her
room—and finally to her bed.

I often visited hery as did other friends. [er
room was no longer the abode of zlvam and sor-
row, She had for some woaths been makinz pro-
gress in resignation to the will of Gol § and, thoueli!
her feeble tabernacle was shaken, and waslikely’
10 be dissolved throuzh years of anxiety aud affic-
tion, yet her fsaith seemed lo acquire more and
more strength, and lo fasten with a fiun holl
upon the divine promises.

One day, as [ satconversing with her, she al-
luded to the faithfulness of Gad, and expressed
lier nuwavering contidence in Him. She said it
had been her desite to acquiesce in the Divine
will, and she hoped that she should be able to do
s0, whatever it mizht be, in relation 10 herself or
her absent son. But, continued she, [ have pray-
¢d long and fervently that [ may once wmore see him
—see him & true penitent—and [ cannot relin-
quish the belief that God will hear and answet.

1 was about to’say something which mizhit tend
to soothe her, in case her hopes were nol realized,
as | inust confess Isaw little present reason to ex-
pect they would be; when she stopped me, and
observed, ¢« You mnay think me presumntuous, but
my faith must enjoy its hold on the Divine pro-
mises. Has not God said, ¢ Call upon me in the
day of trouble, and I will answer thee, aud thou
shalt glority me?* | have called—yes, I have
called, by day and by night, and t3od has seemed
to help me. Has he excited such strong, such
intense emotions for nothing? Has he enabled
me to wrestle so with him, only to be disappoint-
e¢d? I am aware that.probabilities are all app4-
rently against me. I must soun fail; this heact
will soon cease beating, and the narrow bouse be
iy restinz-place, but I stil have confidence in
the faithfulness of iny heavenly Father. What
though I see no immediate prospect of the retnin
ol wy poor boy, I believe that [ shall vet press
that child to my tiosom. Years since, I wrote in
a pocket Bible I gave him, ¢ His lovin =kindne s
changes not,”” and do you think it will fail aow 77

¢+ I confiss I adired the steady faith of ‘the
mother—a faith strong in the Lord and in the
power of his might; and yet it seemea scarcely,
possinfe that her hopes should be realizad. At
length my faith faltered, for it was apparent that
her houy of depatiure was not far distant.

That nizht two or three female friends, fearful
of her failure before morning, off-red to stay with
the mother of Alice. This the fatter checrfuly
assented to, thongh she had decided not to leave
her mother. The necessary arrangements for the
night were made, and at an esily hour all was
silent in and around the humble « ottage.

It was a glorious night abroad —clear, soft, mikd,
—just such a nizht as a saint might well choose
in which to take its departure aud soar to the tem-
ple above. The poet must have had some such
night in vision when he penned those beautiful
lines :

¢: The moon awakes, and from her maiden face
Shedding her cloudy locks, looks meekly forth,
And, with her sirgin siara, walls in the heavens —
Walks nightly there, conversing as she walks,

Of purity, and holiness, and Ged.>?

'_‘F‘A =

1t was just such a night, and Alice Bad risen
from her seat; and to hide her emotions, as her
dear parent breathed more heavily, hadd ‘gons to
the window, the cartain of which she drew aside,
and was standing leaning her arm on the sash,
1o the distance, just beyond the gate, she descried,
as she thouzht, the fizure of a man who scemed
L) be approaching. Fur a moment she starteq
back, but again looked, and his hand was on-the
lateh.  Tue gate was opened with great caution,
and the stranzer approached slowly towards the
house. Presently a geatle knock was heard at
the kitchen door. It was impossible for Alice to
suanan courage to -attend tothe stranger herself ;
but she whispzred to tie nurse, who upon unlock-
ing the door inquived the veasan for so late and
unsensonahle an inteusion.

¢ Doas Mis. Grant still reside here 72 inquired
the - tranger in a kiad but earnest tone.

« Sae does,” replied the nurse ; but she is
danzevously ill, and we fear cannot live many
hours : you cannot see her,”

¢ Gracious heavens ! exclaimed the stranger,
and 83 audible wers the words pronounced that
the sonnd fell on the ears of Alice, and her beart
beat with strong and distressing emotions,

¢ I must see her,” continu :d the stran zer, ¢ do
notdeny me,nadam,jnick—quick!’? and he gent-
ly pressad open the door, still held by the sur-
prised and even tertilied nuarse.

Alice listened to the svunds without bzing able
to decide their impoit 5 but at length fearing that
her mother might be dis ucbed, she stole softly ount
of the room for the purpose of ascertaining what
the stranger wished.

¢ Alice—Muss Alice!? said the nurse as she
approached,

But before she had finished what she was at-
tempting lo say,the stranger inquired,with a coun-
tenance wild with emotion, ¢ [s this Alice Graut?”
and the vext moment he sgwooned and Iell on the
tloor. )

¢ Miss Alice,” ex:laimed the agitated nurse,
¢ what does al} this mean ?—who can this be 7—
what shall we do 27

Alice herself slood amazed ; but as the Jizht fell
apoyy the features of the apparently lifeless stran-
zer, & thonght flashed across ber mind, and the
fallowing moment she was neatly falling beside
bim.

% Nursz,” said she, ¢ sofily but quickly hand
ine some water.” This she applied liverally to
the temples of the steanger, who slowly recover—
ed bis consciousness, and a1 length sat up. e
lovkzd round, and presently listened his eyes
most intentty and iaquiringly on the pale and
motionless Alice. ¢ Yes, yes,” he exclaimed,
¢t is she; it is—it is my own beloved Alice 1

¢ Charles—Charles—my brother I”* uttered Al-
ice, as she {ell upon his bosom. ¢ Q. heaven be
praised ! Charles, is it—is it yon 7—00, mother
—mother !”

The sound of voices reached the dying moather,
and she inquired, ¢ Alice, my child,—what—
what did 1 hear, Alice ??

Alice, ssarcely able to stand, hastened to her
bedside, and taking her woth.a?s hand, already
cold with death, spoke in accents tremulous—for
her whoie frame was agitated—tremulous, but
kind.

* What did } hear, Alice 2’ the mother softly
whispered. ¢ 1 thought I heard something, I
thonght he had come.  Did [ dream, Alice 2%

“ Mother, dear mother,® rai Alice,potiing her
face close to the cold face of her dying parent, and
scarcely able todraw a breath, ¢ whom did you
think had come 2°2°

« Why, Charles ; it seemed as if he had come,
Bat I dreamti—did [, Alice 7”

¢ Mother,” said Alice, ¢ could you see him?
could you sustain it if you could see him ?”

¢ Surely, child; why I long to see him; and
T did think I stould see him once mare bLefore
died .

At this instant the doar softly opened, and
Chatles approached, cautiously—inquiringly.

¢ Mother,” said Alice, & here—can you look
up? do you know whe this is 2% '

¢ Who is it, Alice—who is it ?*? inquired the
half wild but still conscious mother,

¢ Mother,” softly whispered Charles, as.he
kneeled down z2ud kissed her cold cheek,—+¢ Mo-
ther !—my dear mother 1 OB, will you —can you
forzive your long-lost but penitent, broken-heart-
ed child?”?

¢« Charles ! my dear Chatles! isitindeed you 7

S
said the now nearly speechless mother, at the same
time endeavoring to put her win and feeble acy,
aroundhis neck, ¢ My dear boy, you hiave cone -
yes, § said you would cone—you have ; yes 1
can now praise God |  One question, Charles, an |
I die in peace,—Is my bay a penitent 27

¢ Mother,’” 81id Cuarles, his tears nearly chak-
ing his utterance, ¢ that Bible and a mothey;
prayers have saved me. 1 have come, and in
season, to ask forziveness. ¢ Father, 1 have sig-
ned against heaven and in thy sizht, an) an g,
more worthy (o be called thy son.” Mother, my
dear mother, and will you forgive me als)

¢ Eaough—enough,”” said the deputing ma-
ther; ¢ yes, it i3 enouzh!” her countennee
beaming, as it were, with seraphic juy.

1 am nsaily throrzh; but go, my sorv—gn,
my dear Alice, and punlish it to tae nothars of
the land, what I have found true—and will cou-
tinue true as lons a3 praying mothers exist,—

¢ His loving-kindnzss changes not.?

For a few moments following it was thouzht
thatstie kad ceased o breathe; but she revivel
suliciontly to press once more gently the kandsof
Cnarles and Alice ; and then she was heard sing-
ing, in a faint and scarcely andible tone, those
beauliful lines which she had often expressed a
wish that she thight have occasion to sins:

¢ Soon I shall pass the gloomy vale,
Soon all my mortad powers must fail ;
Oh may my last expiring breath
s loving kinduess sing in death !"*

The prayer was answered. ¢ His loving-kind-
ness” were the last sounds which were heard,
‘They ceased hare oaly Lo be resumnad, and to he
sung hy the glorlied and trivinghant saint befors
the throne of God.

AN AFTERNOON WALK.

Tue spirit of the injunction, ¢ Whataver thy han!
findeth to do, do it with thy mizht,” is far from
being rightly apprehendeddif we wait till the urgent
clains of our duty crowd about us so that they al-
most impel us to action. To learn the lesson a-
iizht, we mnust have a heart, an eve and ear alert
10 seize upon that which may aff:ct ourown or
others® temporal and eternal weltare,

We must ceasa from turning on the pivot of
selfishness, and cease from wrapping ahout our-
selves merely the mantle of certain formsanid cer-
emonies of relizion, as if its f 1ds woult cover the
broad principle of chmity. Even when nothing
ont sin an-l degradation pres=nt themselves to ou
view, there are chords of fecling that may b
reeched, and a conscience is there that may
ronced and and enlightened.

But alas! how much of life is spent and min!
wasted on we 00 not whit—1ihoushts, feelings and
perceptions hardly detined 3 and when our winds
are aclive, often the veriest trifles of dress, fur-
nitare, change of plans, or perchance some mai-
bid feeling of fancied or resl wronyg int-nded v3,
may occupy thonghts during many a walk ot avo-
cation that might be otherwise wore usefully di-
rected. |

An‘incident, although of a common, every day
occurrence, induced tnis train of thouzht, and we
merely give it as an evidence that in our daily
paths we have constantly the power to scatter the
goud seed. . ’

It was a beautiful spring afternoon, and many
had strolled forth eager 1o catch the warm breath
of our tardy season : and as we turned from the
wore general throng inte one of the broad opes
streets jn the npper pait of our city, we cauzht
the sound of a lady’s voice calling from an open
window, ¢ Come lo me, little boy,?” and tarning
roundy we saw a group of little boys standing 0
perfectly still thal we came at once to the cob
clusion that some unusuil commotion must have
preceded such a calin) As we crossed over nearihe
children who werestanding in the middle of U
street, a_sentleman, who froimn a distance had oh-
observed the whole scene, hastily walked uptod
stont boy of eight of nine, and shaking bim smart-
by by the collar, asked him how he dared abus®
the litule boy of four or tive who stood heside hi ul
As soon as the boy couldl release himself from the
firm grasp of the gentleman, he ran blubbering
away, and at each step dropping from his basket
the sticks he bad just gathered. By Lhis time the
lady who firsi-altracted our notice came frow her
house, and thanking the gentleman for bis inter-
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ference, went ap to the fittle ragged urchin who




