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MY IOTIIBK'S GIVB.
It was thirteen year's aince my mothei la

Ideatb, 'when, after a long a"sence from my
native village, 1 staod beside the sacred

mudb:ne:th:'bich 1 had iseen beri

changes had corne over me. My childiâh
years had passed away, and wîth ti-m bad
passed my youthful character.. The world
wua altered toc; and as I stuod at my
mother's grave, 1 could hardiy realise that
1 was the samne thoughiless, happy crea-
1 ur-, whc>se cheek she bail ea latten kissed
lin nerexceassoftenderness. But tbe aried
!events of thirteen years bad not effaced

It seemed as if 1 had seen her yesterday
as if the blessed sourid of ber voice was
jeven then in my ear. The gay dreams af
my infancy and cbildhood were brought
back so distinctly to my mind, that bad it
not been for one bitter rtcollection, the
tears 1 siied wvould have been gentie and
refreshing. The circurnstance may seemn
ja trifiincg one ; but the thought of il even
now agonizes my heart; and 1 relate it,

fitat those childrer. wvho hadve parents ta
ýý1ove tbem. may Learn to value them as
they ought.
JiMy mother had been ili a long ttrne, and
[b1 ad become s0 murb accusiorned tu her

palIe lace and weak voice, that 1 %% aq iiot
I rigbitened at thern as childrert usually are.
iAt first, it is truc, 1 had sùbt;ed vîolently,
for tbeyld me sie wouid die; butvheii,
day after day, I retuied fiom scliou'i, and
fo-and ber the saine, 1 began to believe site
iwould always be spared ta me.

One day when I had lost my place ini
the class, and dorie r.ny %vork wrong sîde

1outward, I came borne discouraged and
fretful. 1 went int my mother's cham-
ber. Site wa.s paler than usual, but sbe
met me voitli the same aflectionate srnile
that always welcomed my return. Alas!
when 1 look back tbrough the lapse of
thirteen years, 1 think my heart must bave
been stone not to bave been melted by it.

She requested me ta go down stairs, and
bring ber a glass of water. I pettisbly
asked wby she did not cali the maid tu do
it. Witb a look of mild reproacit, whicb
I shiail neyer forge1 if ive ta be a bun-
dred years aid, she said ccand wvîll flot my
tdaugitter bring a glass of water fe~r ber poor
sick mother ?"1

1 went and brought tbe ivater, but 1 did
1not do il kindly. Jnstead of srn:ling and
kissin g ber, as 1 was won-IL to do, I set the
glass down very quick, and left the room,
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Afler playing a sbort sime, I went to
bed, witb aut bidding My motheq "«Good
night."1 But wben alone in my raom, in'
darkness sud silence, I remerabered bow~
pale site looked, and hiow ber voice trem-1
bled when sbe saaîds Will not my daugh-I
ter bring a glass of water for her poor sicki
rnother V'I could not sleep ; and 1 stole
ittoher chamber taask forgiveness. Sbt
had just sunk irito arn uneasy elumber; and
tbey told me 1 must not awakcn her. 1
did flot tell any one what troubled me, but
stale back ta rny bed, resol ved ta rise early
in te morning, and te!l her how sorry 1
was for my conduct

Thte Sun îvas shirting itrigblly wheni 1
,-2voke, and, hurrying an my clothes, 1
hasted ta rny mother*s room.

She was dead ! She ne ver spoke tome
re ; never smiled upon me again. And

when 1 touched the hand that used ta rest
lapon my head int blessing, it was so cold it
made me slart. 1 bowed down at ber side,
and sobbed in !Iw bitternese ot my heart.
1 thought then 1 %vished I couild die, and
be butied with ber ; and old as 1 now amn

r5 wot iewr, were they mine to
give, coîuld my motter but have lived ta
tell me site fcngare my c'ildish ingrat-
luile.

But 1 cannaI cali her back ; arnd when I
stand by hier grave, ard whenever 1 think
of lier mnanifold kiAîness, the memory of
tbat reproacbful look she gave me will
ii bite like a serpent, and sting like an
adder."1- LChildrens' Fricnd.

TB3AOXMis) 0OKZVBK.
I3rampton, July 10, 1849.

Sir,-Snce the reccila of-y aur Jl> number,
cantaining a notire of E benezer Sabbatli
School, Oweçns Sound. 1 amn constraxncd ta
exprcss a wist. fur ita succeus, and would
hope ltat in sueedin"numbcrs of your In.
tcrcaîing periodical, I may hecar of more of
such schoola springing up throughiout Canada.
1 agrec witb «.he writrof the arble in queliton
tni dcploring the apathy of the clergy as shown
b>' iosi of thcm to rte weilbeîng of such
avorks or love. Sectariar. differencet arc a
great hindcrance to the pragresa or vital reli.
gian, but o3clf.satiabed ignorance is e compictc i
barrier, in many places, to impravemcnt.
Alloiw me ta offer a few hintz suggrcted b>'
what 1 havc obmrved in tis country'. The
meinory sl to mucit taled to the total exclu-
sion of the utrderaîanding an-d practical be-ir.
ing af the îlo>' truuhs contained in the teste'l
upon the heatt an-d condect. It i. far- easiert
ta learri b>' rote, a laundred verses, titan ta act
upon une. 61My son give me thy beart," i
nesther (clt riar acted upon. Thero la a pride
in geuting and repesîing a chapter in the


