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A TALE OF SUNDAY.
The sabb il was made for man, an not mun for the sub-
bath "B g, Manx 1, 27,
Continucd,

Hans, in a moment, made up his mind that he
must have harn for ins friend—he doved hun at once.
The very contrast of their vatures amd churacters
made him love him.  He soon mde up to him, and
o s frank, gond-natured way addressed hith ; and
the other sunling mnst kindl§ replied. Neither

- &

“s:emed everto thinke that the gther came from the
val village 5 the generasity f the one,~and the
gentleness of the otﬁwr, came at once to “the sanme
conclusion. They were friends 1 a moment, and
belore an huur was over cach knew the otheds
rune and istory.  Llans thus learnt that Froae
(that is, Frederick) Herschen was the younger sou
of a comfortable mhabitant of Lichten, and that e
wubd be every day duning the summer tending hes
father’s flock, ‘'ms was dehghtful news. And in
tuth every day their affection inacreased ; ans
bwed Fritz because he was so wild, and he loved
Hans because he was such a line generous fellow.
The week went on most pleasantly ; but at iis
riose there scemed to be a change ia both. ¢ Why/
wked Fritz on Saturday afteraogn, with good-nature.
auxiety, *why, my dear lans, are you not to-day 1
your usuai good spuits? - Bscause,’ he repled.
‘lo-morrow is the sabbath-day.” ¢ And you, bown
comes i, tell me, that you are so much gayer thaa
wsval to-day ¥ ¢ For the same reason,” answere.
Pz, “because to-morrow is Sunday.’ ¢ Do you not
lwe thie Sunday ?* I—I—dread it was the reply
The oilier opened wide his cyes, and seemed to usk
what he could iean. ¢ ‘To-morrow, continued
tans, ¢ [ shall not be allowed to look upon the
green fi:lds and craggy mountains which 1 love so
much, or to hear the birds sing, or to bask in the
sun, or be fanned by ‘the breeze) ¢No! Friz
mierrupted him, ¢but will you not sec something
better and more lovely—the rich and holy altar,
with the smiling mmage of God’s mother over it 7
will you not yourself sing +Glory’ with the angels ?
will not the hghts of the sancieary and its fragrant
weense make up for the sun and breeze 2 It was
now Hans’s turn io fook amazed. ‘Friz! he
exclaimed, ‘I do not understand what you are talk-
ing about. What have these things to do with the
sebbath 2 with four sermons fram De Grabstimme.
and two lectures at home, besides prayer? Wo to
me to-morrow if I should so far forget myself as to
sing a note ; nay, wo to me if I shall uuluckily hap-
pen to smile.  Farewell, Fritz, tll Monday morning
if to-murcow does not-kill me.? < A Sunday without
asmile !’ tnought poor Fritz, ¢what can he mean ?
Surely man was not made for such sabbaths os
that - . ) -
The next morning came ; and it had scarcely
lawned before Hans was aroused from deep slcep,
ind a’pleasant dream about His new friefid, by the

severe voice of his father, who standing by his
hed was scolding him for not bewg aiready up.
¢ And now, llans,” he continued, *as you have
begun the Loid’s day by indolence and gross neg-
lect, fet me .warn jou buw vou countinue . For
this last weck | have observed each evening when
you returned home, an increased leyity and
thoughtlessness, arising from | know not what
cause.  Puat them away fiom you this day of ho y
rest, and beware how you protene its sacreduess
by light conversation; unseemly gaiety, or vain
taughter.  Let me this day, under pan of wmy
must seitous displeasure, see you exaet in every
religious duty, and serous and grave as the day
requites,  Quick, arise, and let us bLegn our
moraing worship.”  The puor boy was in no mocd
for laughing or beinyg gay, and rose qu:te in the
humour for as melancholy a sabbath as his father
could desire. It began with long family prayers
and a long lesson ; this was immedrately followed
by a long sermon at chureh, on amost gloomny sub-
jeet.  Alter a silent meal, a sevond serviee with
auother sermon on the hortors of popery. But
here Hans began tuwardly to rebel. For when he
heard all sorts of ternible things about poo. Catho-
.ics, as their blood-ihusuness and cruelty to Pro-
testants, be refused to behieve what last Sunday he
would have boine at least patiently ; for now he
appired 1t all not to a certain ideal puppet called
“a papist,” but to his own dear litde triend Fruz,
and his owa experience gave the hie to sentence
after sentence ; and at last he began to consider
that the whole sermon was a libel on his compa-
nion, and apersonal insult to himself ; and he grew
very restless, and began to moyve impatiently, when
a dask glance from s father’s eye, and a hard
grasp of his hand, effectually quieted him.

It will be seen that he had not courage to
tell his fath- ¢ of his new acquaintance. He well
knew it would have been iustantly cut short.  But
Fiitz had no secicts for bis pareurs, and had tolg
them ali f1om the begianing. At fust they were
alarmed ; but when they bad consu.ted their goud
patish priest, Mr. Gutenherz, and he Lad been
sattsiie d {1um the good bo)’s account that lus young
friend put lus religion m no danger, he was per-
witted to continge lis cumpanion-lup.

But to return to Duakel : llans got during din-
ner a severe lecture, which eif ctually spoilt his
appetite, for his conduct in church : though in
truth his appetite mas not_over keen with confine-
ment all day, for victuals cooked the day before.
I'or Gotileb never allowed work of uny sort to be
done on the Sunday in his house. Two more
services in church, with a dismal sermon in each,
and long duty ut home, sent him at last thosoughly
worn out to bed. Yet he. did not require hig



