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i well furnished ; for the parents were respectable trades-peo-
ple. We found him strangely altered in one single week,
and his little body was swellen to twice its natural size; f
drapsy had Iaid hold on him, and the doctor despaired of bis
recovery. We inquired about him, and found that all kad
been done that a mother's love could prompt. Butrthere
Wwas one request, oft repeated and as often denied (oh! how
he had begged for that, and begged in-vain);j—%Pray, “
mother, do pray. This was the continued tequest of the
child; but the mother, poor soul! knew not how to pray. P
We Ic:uucd also, how ‘anxious fie had been & see-higReach-
er,—a common thing among the little ones:, but herd.was {|
moure unmistahable anxicty “wbont another wozld; to ‘whieh If
j he was fust hustening ,—no (hildish fancy, but, as the sequel M
proved, intense earnestness about heaven. We\’g;bket“lnm
of ““ geatle Jesus,” gave him a few books, and, promlsing to
come again, departed.
The evening found us once more at the house of Wi]he’

father, a simple-minded man, who did not appear-to- anna-

' tive of this country, and was,alas! ¢ without C8d, and with,
1 out hope in the world.,”  He did not ask us to eneroiit told;
jp us that Willie was dying, and that he had Qeen féx‘ ‘some’
hours inscnsible. e spuke, too, of his child’s: anx:eizy——to\
him altogether ineaplicable.  ©1 Uid not think ‘the-c ();gkfha&’
‘ so much in him,” said he; “he talk of things of s¥hi
‘ his mother know nolhiun ;—nbout Jesus and heaven; and he
!
[
!
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say, ¢ Pray mother ,—\\e dont know how to pray. I hope
he been good buy at sthool, 1 hope he go to heaven.” Never
shall Iforgct that father who thus spoke, while the-tears fast
caursed down his face, of things new and strange- to.him,
and brought to him by one of * those little ones;” and ear-
nestly did we pray that the trial might be sanctified to them
all.

All this ounly increased our interest in the child, and the
father at length said, ¢ Perhaps you would like to see him
once more.” “Indecd we should,” we replied ; but ere we
had well crossed the threshold Wﬂhes sister came down to
say, that Willie had asked for bis teacher, and was now sen-
sible. How strange that the teacher's influence should be so
great !—insensible for hours, and yet to talk of ¢ teacher”
calls back the wandering faculties once more.

A few moments, and we were by the death-bed of Wiilie.
Bight brothers and sisters, and several friends, had gather-
ed there; the mother, worn out with grief and watching,
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