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HALF AN HOUR "IN ‘BAD COM-
PANY.

A youth was once unintentionally

.thrown into the tothpany of some half

dozen young men of very immoral char-

acter.  Their language, their jests, were
-of thelotestorder. Indecentexpressions,
vulgar anecdotes, hLeart-defiling oaths
characterized their conversation. It was
csident there was no thougit of God in
all their hearts,

He left them and went to his room.—
1t was time for retiring to rest. He
upened his Bible axd astempted to read
ita sacred pages; but he could not con-
fine his thoughts. The low, vulgar anec-
dotes of that godless party were continual-
ly flitting across his mind. ‘Their hallow
mockery of God still rung in his car; the
thought that perbaps there was o God,
no heaven, no hell, disturbed his hitherto
pleasant evening meditations; but that
kind, friendly voice within, the lives and
death-beds of parents whom he had loved
only to lose, told bLim too plainly there
was s God above, of tender aud forgiving
merey; there was a heaven of bliss and
joy; there was a lake whose waves of fire
end brimstone were never quiet. HMe
knelt down to pray, and the profane jests
of that God-rejecting company intruded
themsclves upon his thoughts; he retired
to rest, they haunted Lis slumbers; he
awoke in the morning—they" lingered in
his mind,  Year ofter year hod passed
uway, but that half Lour in the company
of the profane, the wicked, still cxerts its
injurious influcnce upon the heart of the
voung man, It will never leave him.—
\Vheorever, he goes, whatever he doos, it
will remain in bis mind to the last day of
his life. It may bo forgotten for a time,
but like a serpent concealed in a bed of
violets, it will again come up to pollute
his best and purest thoughts, ta poison
- Lis sweetest affections.

My dear young friends, particularly
Loys, wiite this as your motto upon the
fiv-leaves of your books—write it upon
the walls of your room—write it in your
ropy-books—write it on your hearts—
keep out of bad company.

A WORD TO BOYS.
. Some onc has said: * Boys, did you
cver think that this great world, with all
its wealth aad wo, with all its mines and
mountains, oceans, scas, and rivers, with
all its shipping,. its stcamboats, railroads,

and magnetic telographs, with all its mil-
lions of men, and all the science and pro-
gress of ages, will soon be given over to
the hands of the boys of the prescnt age—
boys Jike you, assembled in schoolrooms,
or playing without them, on both sides of
the Atlantic? Believe it, and look
abroad upon your inheritance, und get
ready to enter upon its posscssion. ‘The
kings, presidcnts, governors, statcsmen,
philosopkers, ministers, teachers, men of
the future, all are boys, whose feet, like
yours, cannot rcach the floor, when seat-

‘ed on the benches upon which they are

learning to master the monosyllubles of
their respective languages.” .

Boys, be making ready to act well your
part.  Become good scholars. Read only
what is instructive. Spend mo time with
novels. Study science and government,
and the history of the world, Study ag-
riculture and mechanism. DBecome as
neaely as possible perfect in the occupa-
tion you may choose. Learn prudence
and self-control. Have decision of cha-
racter. Take the Bible for your guide.—
Become familiar with its teachings, and
cbserve them. Seek wisdom and pros-
perity from your Ilcavenly Father. As
you grow in stature, in bodily strength,
and in years, grow in picty, in intelligence,
in caution, in activity, in firmncss, and in
charity. Aspire to be men of the noblest
cheraeter.  R.solve to be useful, and we
trust you will be happy. Cherish the
feeling that you were born to receive good
and to do good. DBe manly in spirit and
in act.

HOLD ON'!

Tiold on to your tonguc when you are
just ready to swear, lie, or speak harshly
or use any improper word. Hold on to
your hands when you are about zeady to
strike, pinch, scratch, steal, or do any
improper act. Hold ca to your foot when
you are on the point of kicking, running
away from study, or pursuing the path of
error, shame, or crime.  Held on to your
temper when you are angry, elcited, or
imposed upon, or others are angry about
you. Hold on-to your heart when evil
asgociates seck your company, and invite
you to join in their games, mirth, and
revelry. Hold on to your good name at
all times, for it is more value to you than
gold, bigh places, or fashionable attire.
Hold on to the treth, for it will eerve
well, and do you good throughout eternity.

Hold on to your virtue—it is above ul}
price to you, in all times and places.—
Hold on to your good character, for it is,
und ever will be, your best wealth.

THYE ADOPTED SON.

A mother buried her little boy, He
was three years old, and a darling boy to
his parents, 1lis mother’s hcart was al-
mest bioken  Like poor Rachel of old,
she almost refused to be comforted. God
took her little boy, and she knew he bad
a right to take him, but she wished he
had tuken her also.  Yet God knew best.

One day, her husbaxd thought he would
bring home something to comfort her.—
What was it? Another little Loy, just
the age of the little boy who dizd. He
had no- father or mother; he was an or-
phan : he had no mother, and this poor
mother had no little son; the good man
hoped they would be mother and son o
each other, When shefirst saw him, she
looked and Jooked at him, and then, with
a tear in her eye, told Sophy to take him
away, and give him some supper.

Sophy gave him some supper, and after
supper she took him to bed with heg.—
‘“ Are you my mamma ' asked the little
boy, when Sophy lay down by his side.
“ No,” said Sophy, *¢ but I shall love you
dearly, I know.” ¢ Then pe not found
my dead mamma,” said the little boy;
‘“mans said ¥ see my mamma dis place.”
“ Not your dead mamma,” said Sophy.
“ Dead mamma under ground,” said the
little boy ; “ but manssay I see my mam-
ma dis place.” ¢ Perhaps you wil,” said
Sophy, * to-morrow, or some tima” I
wish to.morrow would come,” said the
little boy. * You must go to slcep now,”
said Sophy.

The little boy clasped his hands to-
gether upon his $reast, shut bis eves, and
said wftly,—

“Lord Jesus, take me to thy breast,
And bless me, that I may be blest:
Botb when 1 wake and when I sleep,
Thy little lamb in safety keep.”

The next morning, after ULreakfast,
Philly—~for the little boy’s name was
Philip+bad the blocks to play with in
the sitting J0om ; they ‘were the very
blocks the little boy who dicd used -to
play with. Towser, the great black dog,
came in and smelled him all over, and
then lay down beside him, with his nose
between his fore paws, looking a him.
The lady was in the room. She was sit-



