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dron.  You stond in need of a coat for evefy day
wear; and I am at a loss to know where wo shall
get money to meot all these e¢xpenses.  What are
we to do?”

«Be not distressed about this my goed wife,”
responded the schoolmaster, ¢ God will provide.—
In this commune there aro families much warse
off than ours. Remember the words of the can-
* ticle i—

¢t Loved objects of thy watchful care,
Oh Lord ! wo trusting look to thee,

Tor bread wo mako an humble prayer,
Relievo us in our misery 3

Tather! to theo thy children ery,
And litlo will their wants supply.”

Whilst they were engaged in this conversation,
o knock was heard at the door, and seon after the
curats entered the room ; the children who were
at wozk, rose up, and respectfully saluted their
pastor.

“ ] have just been to visit a sick person,’and as I
found myselt n vour neighbemhood, [ thought
I would give you a call. But what is the
m::]tter ?=~You appear to me to be extremely
sad.”

“T would mention to no one but yourself the
subject of our troubles,” replied Froderic ¢hereis
what makes us sad ; and he pointed to his nine
children.

“1 understand you my friead ; but for this, there
is a remedy. Come and see me this evening,and 1
will give you some bushelsof wheat to make brcad
for your children ; T would give you some money
dut I am unabla to do so—my purse is exhausted.
—This is all between ourselves. Adieu—I leave
you.

The good family was made quite happy, and
testified their gratitude to the worthy curate i the
liveliest manner. ¢ With this wheat,” smd Her-
mann,  we shall be able to make out till harvest,
and then we shall have plenty of bread. How
good the Lord is! He sends us assistance at the
very moment when we have most need of it. Let
us then thank Him with our whole heart, and al-
ways put our trust in Him.”

Some time after the children were attacked
with the scarlet fever, and received the most soli-
citous attentions from their mother, who passed
many sleepless nights by their bed. Her husband
aided her all he could, and often supplied her place
that she might obtain a little repose. But other
trials came to harrass this interesting family ; the
waut of money often caused the tears to stream
down the mow careworn cheeks of Theresa.—
These sufferings were not without advantage to

the children : for they learned, during these days of

trial, how to appreciate the tenderness of their pa-

xt'ints, and one day €atharine sid to her mo-
er i—

« My dear mother,- I shall never furget all Jhat
you nave done for me, and I shall always cndea-
vour, by my obedience and industry, to evince my
gratitude for your goodness and affection. 1 shall
likewiso engaga my brothers and sisters to love
you more. Now I feel the value of health, and I
shall pray to God, not to afilict you_ any more with
sickness, that you may not have so much trou-
ble.”

At length the harvest came and spread abun-
dance over the country., The school master, by
degrees ameliorated his condition, and got his bu-
siness 1n better train  happiness ence more entered
into the bosom of hie family, and their days glided
on calmly, amid plenty and content,

(7o be continued.)

A RECENT DIALOGUE HELD IN BOSTON.

Scene—e parlor—clegantly furnished. Dcacon
Bile sitting in an arm chair on one side of the
fire place, reading a book, and Mrs. Decacon
Bile in a rocking-chair on the other side rcad-
ing another book—-children in different parts of
the raom.

Bnter Mary (a pious Irish girl lately arrived in
the country and well instructed. )

Mary—Please Ma’amm, may I go out this even-
ing?

Mrs. Deacon B—Why, Mary, this is Saturday
night—why do you wish to go out Saturday night?
Where do you want to go ?

Mary—To confession, ma’am. .
Mr. Deacon B—(looking fire over his spectacles,
and contracting his face into rasps)—Wretched girl!

confess your sins to aman?

Mary —(trembling }—1Is that wrong, sir?

Mr. Deacon B—Yes, you poor deluded crea-
ture.

Mary—I thought, sir, we were commanded to
confess our sins one to another.

Deacon B—Do you think that man can forgive
sins?

Mary—Yes, sir, if God should give him the
power.

Deacon B—But did God ever give such power
to any man?

Mary—1I believe he did sir, if the Apostles were
men.

Deacon B—But you poor ignorant child—does it
not say in this precious book~—who can forgive sins
but God only? -

Mary—(blushing deeply }—Yes,sir; but I thought
it was only the Pharisees who crycified our Lord
who said that, T




