A CILULD OVER THE FALLS.

'wo or three woeks since, a party of
little children were playing by the brink

of tho Niagara River. ‘Thero wasa
boat partly drawn up on the slore, and
the children in their play were jumping
in and outof it, when it suddenly slipped
out into the waves. bearing ono little boy
with it toward the foaming rapids,

It was tha sabbath, and the Churches
were just coming out, when the alarm
was given that a child was going over
the Falls, ‘I'he poor mother of the little
boy reached the shorg among the first,
and saw her darling child dritting out in
the rapids. A goo:l swimmer might then
have saved him, but the only man near
her could not swin, and before others
came, he wus beyoud the roach of aid.
‘T'he little fellow stood up in the bout,
and stretched out his arms toward his
mother, calling, **Mamma, mamma, take
me; 1 want to come to you, mamma ;"
while the poor {rantic mother ran scream-
ing and shricking along tho shore, be-
seeching those near to save her child.

But nothing could be done; it wase

eless case. A thrill of horror ran
through the crowd, as the boat struck a
rock, and was upset. and the little fellow
was seen no move till his body was pick-
ed up some miles below the Falls.

After hearing an_account of this sad
event, which came from one who witnes-
sed it, I saw, in my mind’s eye, another
seene far more sad and terrible, and
which should cause in our heartsa deeper
and more iniense interest than did this
scene at Niagara.

I see hundreds of immprial beings
drifting down the rapids of time toward
the fearful precipice over which they
will plnnge into cternity. Heedless of
approaching danger, they are hurried on,
till suddenly they strike an unseen rock,
disappear, and are secon nomore. There
is a time when they might be saved, if
friends aro to put forth all their ecfforts ;

There is o strong Arm

+=  stretched out, upon which
= you may seize, and be drawn

i Irom those waves, and your
feet placed firmly upon the

8y ¢ Rock of Ages”  'T'here,
ey .
o and there alone, you will

be sale; the billows may
dash and feam around you,
but thoy ean never disturb that ¢ firm
toundation,” or harm him who rests his
hopes thercon. O seek that Rock in
time, for the dreadiul precipice is just
belore you, and you know not at what
moment you may strike an unscen rock,
and dissappear {from human sight for
ever l—American Messenger.

1 IIAVE LOST I'T.

¢1 have lost it 3 said Charles, as he
came into the house, with a very sad
i countenance. *¢ \What have you lost 7’
asked his futher.

¢ My knife—that beautiful knife that
uncle Philip gave me. 1 have looked
,every whero for it, and | can’t find it,

and 1 shall never see it again.”

¢« Didn’t you sco it under the barn ??
said his futher.

¢ Under the barn!  Ts it likely that
my knife is under the barn?”

¢ No I dont think it is ; but as you
said you had looked évery where for it,
you must have looked under the barn.”

¢« I didn’t mean every where.”

¢ knew you did not; but you said
so. Boys should always say what they
meaan. Have you looked in your
pockets ?”

¢¢ No, sir, but I have fel¢ in them.”

¢I knew a boy once, who made a
great outery about loosing his pencil,
and when he was made lo unload his
pockets he found it.”’

Charles well knew who that boy was,
and proceeded to imitate his example.
He had a foolish habit, which some con-
tract, of stuffing his pockets with a great
varicty of useless or unnecessary th-ngs.
He began to unload one pocket. ile
first took out some birch-bark, then
i a leather string, then a ball of twine,
"then a piece of Indian rubber, then o
: crooked stick, then a small gimblet,

then a quantity of tow, then two or three
. knife-handles without blades, then a fish

but those who stand by seem not to see ' line, then some parched corn and beach-

the danger, and raise not the warning
voice. Ohow sirange! how unaccoun-

. huts mingled together.

It was pretty
| plain that it was not there ; so he pro-
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¢ There, now unload all your pockets
into the basket, if it will hold their con-
tents.”

] guess it will pretty nearly,” said
Charles, proceeding to deposite one thing
after another in tho basket, till his pock-
cts were enpty.

“There,” said his father, * don’t you
feel lighter now 17

“ 1 think 1 do some, sir.”

% Well, keep lighter, then, and do not
make yoursell a walking curiosity-shop.
Youhave abasket to keep your things in.”

 I'm glad I haven’t lost iny knife.”

] am alraid you have lost something
more valuablg.’?

¢ When, sir 1?

¢ This morning 1

'This morning, sir. IHaveI lostany
thing this merning, sir ¥

“1 am afraid you have. Indeed I
know you have.”

¢ What is it, sir ?”?

“Try if you can’t find it out your-
self.”?

Charles could not think of anything
that he had lost that wmorning. Ile con-
cluded his father must mean time, and
yet he had been quite busy all the mor-
ning.

I will tell you some things which hap-
pened that morning, and perhaps-you
will understand that was the lossto which
Mr. Neal alluded. Two boys were pas-
sing on their way to the village, and fell
into some dispute which ended in their
coming to blows just in front of Mr.
Neal’s house. He saw them and called
t-them to desist, unless they both wished
to test the strength of his arm. They
stopped ; one of them went on, and the
other sat down on a large stoue by the
wayside, and wept. Mr. Neal went out
to him, and asked if he was hurt, and he
said he was not.

¢Js he hurt?” said Charles as his
father came in.

«He says he is not.”

“«What is he crying for, then, if he
isn’t hurt ¥

¢« Perhaps he feels bad because he gave
way to his passion so fur as to come fo
blows with his companion. Perhaps
you had better go and talk with him
about it.”?

¢« 1 don’t like to talk with boys that
fight.,”

Mr, Neal was called away at that mo-
| ment, and said no more to his son about
! the matter till evening. He then had
| it in his thoughts, when he said, *[ am

tablo is this apathy 7 I their danger was: ceeded to unload another pocket, which | afraid you have lost something far more

to be seen as plainly as was that of the
child drifting towards the cataract, what
efforts would be made, what sbrieks, what
prayers, what warnings to them, what
cries 10 Gud for deliverance !

1f, my young friend, you have not
given your heart to the Saviouy, il you
are not in reality a Christian 5 cven
though all may seem smooth and pleasent
around you, you arc suroly and certainly
drifting on, and will soon be in the fear-
ful rapids. But, remember, that you are
not yet beyond the rcach of safety.

t was filled with a similar variety of ar-
ticles. 1In the course of this process he

{ came upon the lost knife.

. I have found it,” he cried out, and

| proceeded to refill his pockets.

| “Stop,” said his father; ** go to the

| corn-house, and get a corn-basket.”

{ Charles went for the basket, wonder-

i ing what his father wanted with it, but
asked no questions. He was accustomed

to obey his father without questionings
and gainsuyings. Ho brought the bas-
own.

ket and set it

valuable.,””  What was it? It was an

}opportuuily of doing good. To loose a
{ & valuable knife is a misfortune, but to
loose an opportunity of doing good is a
far greater one.  If Charles had gone
and talked kindly to the hoy, he might
have excried a strong influence for good
over his mind. Charles should have
been willing to talk with a boy whe
fought, provided there wasan opportuni-
ty of doing him good. Whatever you
may loose mnever loose and opportunity
of doing good. .




