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THE MISSIONARY AND

- g
;:aud from that moment, he was as anx-
,ious for the departure of the Englishman
iras before he had been for the detention
fiof himselfl and his property. * On his
{'departure, he was accompanied by a
« host of the inhabitants, whose curiosity,

.among them, had not undergone the
. east abatement.—Juw. Miss. Mag.

A BEADTIFUL LITTLE STORY.
A CHILD oF PRAYER.
A few weeks since, in comingdown
:the North River, I was seated in the
icabin of the magnificent steamer Isaac
iNewton, in conversation with some
ifriends. It was becoming late in the
evening, and one after another, seeking

the day, made preparations to retive to
‘their berths,
Iboots and coat lay themselves down to
rest ; others, in the attempt to make it
seem as much like home as possible,
threw off more of their clothing—each

danger dictated.

I had noticed on the deck a fine look-
ing little boy of about six years old, fol-
lowing round a man, evidently his fa-
ther, whose appearance indicated him
to he a foreigner, probably a German-—
a man of medium height, and respect-
able dress.  The child was unusually

{‘although he had been seven weeks

repose from the cares and the toils of

Some, pulling off their:

one 2s his comfort or apprehension of

fair and fine looking, handsomely fea-
tured, with an inteiligent, and affec-
tionate expression of countenance ; and
from under his little German cap fell
his chestnut hair, in thick and beautiful
curls.

After walking about the cabin for a
time, the father and son stopped within
a few feet of where we were seated,
and began preparations for goingto bed.
I watched them.  The father adjusted
and arranged the bed the child was to
occupy, which was an upper berth,
while the little fellow was undressing
himself.  Having finished this, his fa-
ther tied a handkerchief around his
head, to protect his curls, which looked |
asif the sunlight from his young happy
heast always rested there. This done,
Hooked for him to see his resting place ;
but instead of this, he quietly kneeled
down on the floor, put up his little hands
together, so beautifully childliks and
simple, and resting his arms on the
lower berth, against which he knelt,!
be began his vesper prayers.

The father sat down by his side, and ;.
waited the conclusion. Tt was a long!
prayer for a child, but well understoed. !
I could hear the murmuring of his sweet |
voice, but could not distinguish the]
words he spoke. But what a scene!
There were men aroand him—Chsis.
tian men——retiring to rest without
prayer ; or, if praying at all, a kind of
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