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. (FOR THE INSTRUCTOR)
Sir,—1n locking ever an old manuscript, 1
fonnd the following article— which, wiili se-

veral others, are at your service.
J. A,

PIOTS CONTENTMENT

As a poor, pious man wassitting by his
Jittle fire one cold evening, with his wife—
and children, he said to them,¢-1 have been
thioking a great deal to day alout tiat part
of Seripture, ¢*The son of man hath net
where tolay his head.” How wonderful itis
that we, who are so sinful, unworthy aud
heipless. should be more fovoured than He was.
‘s It is wonderful indced, father,”” said the
cldcst girl, *ior though our house is small,
“and our victuals scanty, con:pared with the

" houses and way of living of many persons, yet
. it seems that Jesus Chiist was not so well

pronded for as weare.” ¢lam glad to hear

you speak in that way, Sarah,” said the wife 3

how happy we are ail inour little dwelling this
. cold night, and, 2s soon as we wish, we have
_ beds to rest ourselves vpon 3 there, sharp and
piercing as the frost is, aud bleak and stormy
as the wind blows, weshall h¢ comfortable ard
warm 3 and yet, the Son of nan, as your fa.
_ther has just told us, ¢+had not whereto lay
hls head.”® O that this thought may mzke vs
thankfx.l for our many mercies. ¢* Thomas™
nld the fathers “éreach that hymn which our

3 mm'ster-gave you Jast Sabbath at the Sabbath
“"School, and let us all join in singing it.”

_ 'The whole company, father, mother; and chil-
"dren, then, with a glow of sacred love and
pleasure, sung the bymn entitled, ¢¢ The
Son of man hath not where to lay his head.”

What happiness in this poor conteated and
¢+ .pious family. They approach their God with
> tipraises on their lips, for having given them
~".a place where they can lay theirhead. fow

much more, then,ought those persons who live
in stately dwellings,

T

sing praises to their’

Creator l‘urlmvmg bestowed on them so many
blessings,

TUHE BEAUTY OF RELIGION.

We are too apt to forget the responsibilitics
and commands of our holy religion. The
world hulds out to the erring footyto the cheat-
ingr ¢y2, to the eager hand, many a bright
lure, the runl nature of which the mind does
not pfause to balance and considery and which
teads us onward and still onward over many a
quaking bog and treacherous morzss, and fi-
nally leaves us to wander in darknessand hope~
less misery.  flow much of evil and distress
should we escape if we always carefully kept in
view the great truths and obligations of our
xehgxon ! What pangs of a remorsc{ul spirit,
what reproaches of an uncasy conscience, what
torlures of an anguished mind, should we cs-
cape if we always walked in the path prescrib-
ed by religion, and alwaysjobserved the re-
str. + it has so clearly and forcibiy prescri-
bed to us! Regard them as we choose,
whether we rcceive or rejecty seck or avoid,
assent or deny, the realities of heaven remain
unalterable.  Virtue in this life has its own
reward, and crime is visited with iis proper
punishment 3 and, reasoning from amlogy,
and beliesing in the Scriptures, the beauty of
virtue will be liereafter erowned with reward,
and the defermity of vice wilh bo,.pum::..ud
with disgrace and infamy.

P

TSR LLANEOUS,

A SKETCH

A mother was kaceling in deep hush of even-

nglut the couch of twvo infunts whose rosy aris
were twined in a mutual embrace. A slum-
ber, soft as the moonlight that fell though the
fattice over them like a silvery veildeyon their
delicate lips —the sofc bright curls that claster.
cd on their pillow, were slightly stirred by
their gentle and bealthful breathings, and that
smile, which beams from the pure depths of
the fresh glad spirit, yet rtested on their red
lips. The mother looked upon their exceed
ing beauty with a momentary pride, and the




