
I SABBATH SCH

mental desire for protection, witheut
sufficient courage to kneel down in a
steamboat's (:abin and hefore etrangers,
acknovledge- the goodness of God, or
a8k his protecting love.

This wvas the training of somi plous
noffher. Where wvas â5e newv? I{ow
many times bil ber kind hand been
laid on those snnny locks, as she îmad
taught bim to lisp bis prayers. At
beautirul sigit itw~as, that child at prayer
in tbe midst of' the busy, thotightiess
tbrong. He alone in the wvor1dly miii.
titude, draws nigh to beaven. 1 tbank
te maternai love tbat taught him to lisp
bis evening prayer, whether Protestant
or Catholic, wbetber far eh' or nig.-
It did me good, it made me better. 1
could scarceiy refrain from wveeping
then, nor can 1 now, asl1 sec again that
awveet child, in the croôwded tuinult of
a steambont's cabin, bending in devo.
tien before bis Maker.

But a littie wbile before 1 saw a
crowd of' adrniring listeners gathering
about a company of Italian singers in
tbe upper salcon-a ïnotber and two
sens, %vith veices and harps, and violia :
but ilo one beeded, ne one cared for
tbe cbild at prayer.

Wlien tbe little boy bad finished bis
evening devotion, be arose, and kissed
bis father meat affectionately, wbo put
him, inte bis bertlh to rest for tbe niglit.
1 feit a strong desire to speak te hirn,
but deferred it til! morning. Wbea
morning came, the confusion of Ianding
prevented me froni seeing theni agaili.
But, if' ever I meet that boy in bis
bappy youth, in bis'anxious manhood,
in bis declining years, l'Il thank him
fer the influence anti example of' tbat
night's devotien, and bless the name of
the mother that taught iaim te pray.

Scarcely any. passing incident of my
life ever mnade a deeper impression on
my mind. 1 went te my room,-and
thanked God that I had witnessed
it and its influence on m-y heart. Who
train their children te pray, even at
borne?

[QOL RECORD.

And pensively stood by lais tonab;
Whien, lu a low whisper, 1 heard something

Say,
foiv sweetly 1 sleep here alone!

The tempest may roar, and loud tlatnder roll
And gathering storms may arise;

Yet calm are my feelings, at rest is my soul,
Tie tears arc P'li wipcd from my eyes.

Tie cause of my master propell'd mc from
home,

1 bade my companion farewe!I;
I left my sweet children (wao, fo'r me do

nxoUrn),
In far distant regions to dwvell.

1 %vander'd an exile and stranger below,
To publish salvation abrosid;

The trump of the Gospel endcatvor'd tu, blowv,
Inviting poor sinners to God.

But when among sirangers, and far from my
home,

No kindred or relative nigla,
1 met the contagion, and sunk an the tomb,

My spirit to mrans ions on high.

0 tel] my companion and ehildren most dear,
Tu weep not for Josepla, tliotagla gone!

The sanieo band that led nie, tlaroaagh scornes
ditrk and drear,

[las kin<lly condueted me home.

T1UF, IIAPPY DlAN.
Thae hecart, ivlaicli bleeds for otliers' %voeu,

S11a1 frel eauah SeWfS4 sorrow lees;
The breast wvhich hiappiness bestows,

Reflected hiappiness shoi hîes.

Mucli iN A LITTLE.-TiO sui and
substance of the preparatioa needed
for a ceming eternity is, that yeni be-
lieve xvhint tlie Bible tells yeu, and de
wbat tbe Bible bids you.

Th'e fbrms of'thae world disguise men
iwhen abroad. Btat within bis ovnfa.
mii>', every man and chiid is knnwn te
ho wvhat he truly is.

MuE IIITE PILGRIfI.
1 came to thae spot wvlaere the white pîlgrimn

lay,


