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ANECDOTES.

THE ONE BOOK. Walter Scott of a new race in Aus-

tralia or South Africa, saying the

In the first article of the lust Ed- (Tt T
inburgh Review, at the close of an same of the Vedas or the Koran ?

admirable po.ragraph, in which-infi- GECRGE WASHINGTON.
dlly el o ssout 0 Gage Wosingon,whon i
A > oSt young, was about to go to sea as a
ot e ot oy o e S ey ing v o
) g ranged, the vessel lay opposite his

his last illness, a few days before gpoes b he liul t h
his death, Sir W, Scott asked Mr. c?;mgrosn sl?gf:’t; ‘tik];uh?mbg?}‘, ax::g

Lockhart toread tohim. Mr.Lock-  pis\whole heart was bent on going.
hart inquired what book he would A fer his trunk had been carried
like. ‘Canyou ask ¥ soid ,Sn' Wal- Gown to the boat, he went to bid ais
ter,-—‘thgre is but Oxg s’ and re= pother farewell, and saw the tears
quested him to read a chapter of the bursting from her eyes. However,
gospel of John. When will an  pe spid nothing to her, but he saw
equal genius, to “’h°‘}1}‘“ the reu!ms that his mother would be distressed
of fiction are as familiar as to him, ;¢ he went, and perhaps never be
say the like of some professed reve- happy again. He just turned round
lation, originating among a race {5 (he servant and said, ¢ Go and
and associated with a history and & (e]] them to fetch my trunk back.”
clime as foreign as those connegted His mother was struck with his de-
with the birth place of the B;bl.e cision,and she said to him, *‘George,
from those of the ancestry of Sir  God has promised to bless the child-

Walter Scott? Can we, by any ren that honor their parents, and I
stretch ol imagination, supposesome  helieve he will bless you.”

P

PCETRY,.

SOMETHING POR LITTLE READERS,  Through the ills thar may betide thee 5

Ask for peace, to"lull to rest

Kaeel, my child, for God is here! Every tumult of thy breast;
Bend in love, but not in fear; Ask in awe, but not in fear;
Kaeel before him now in prayer: Kueel, my child, for God is here !

Thank him for his constaunt care ;
Praise him for his bounties shed
Every moment on thy head ;

EVERY LITTLE HELPS.

Ask for light to know his will ; I am but a child, and ’tis little I know,
Ask for love, thy heart 10 fill But [ will grow wiser as older I grow;
Ask for faith to bear thee on By reading and hearing 1'lt add to my stores
Through the might of Christ, his Son;  And thus what ! have shall be daily made

Ask his Spirit still 1o guide thee more.



