fechnical and Bibliographic

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be bibliographically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual methed of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Covar title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographigques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que blaue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations/
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material/
Relié avec d'autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de I'ombre ou de la
distorsion le long de la marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may appear
within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming/

It se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d'une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n’ont
pas été fitmées.

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X 14X 18X

Nt

hniques et bibliographiques

L’tastitut a micrafilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il

fui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire qui sont peut-tre uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

Showthrough/
Transparence
Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de |'impression

Continuous pagination/
Pagination continue

Includes index({es)/
Comprend un (des) index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

D Title page of issue/
Page de titre de ia livraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de la livraison

Masthead/
Gérérique (périodiques) de la livraison

22X 26X 30X

\

12X 16X

20X

24X 28X 32X




X
**ALL THY CHILDRES SHALL BE TAUGHT OF THE LORD.”

PPN s

Vor. VIIL]

SAVING THE FRUIT.

Teachers do not know what they
lose who are careless in visiting their
scholars, The teacher is asower, and
if he be at all in carnest, he will be
anxivus to know how it farves with the
seed he scatters, and will wateh with
decpest interest the first tokens of life-
But where is the field of observation
in the Sabbath elass 2 Certainly not
there. )

While increasing docility, attention,
and reverence will mark the birth of
grace in the heart,it is in the homes of
his scholars that the teacher is to seck
for the evidence of smecéd, There
hidden principles and dispositions act
themselves out, and there any change
in the ruling, moving springs of the
will must soonest manifest itself.

There is scarcely a number of a
teacher's magazine that dves nol en-
force the necessity of visiting; scarcely
an address is given on the subject of
Sunday Schools, or the report of a
Sunday School Society published, that
does not ring t'1e changes on the same
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subject; but the constant reiteration of
the complaint, that teachers are remiss
in this duty, made by visitors and su-
perintendents, shows how necessary it
isth:t, by line upon line, precept upon
precept, teachers should be reminded
that diligence in visiting, besides being
a most material clement of success, will
bring ground of cncouragement and
cunsulation, and afford subject for
praise.  The following little incident,
which occurred to myself many years
ago, may, perhaps, illustrate what 1
have said, and place it in 2 more forci-
ble light than naked argument :—

It is now many years ago, at a time
that I was conductor of a large Sunday
School, that, rather late on a fine sum-
mer evening, I sot out in company with
an assistant teacher, to visit absentees.
In the course of our visitations, we en-
tered a parrow lane in one of the
poorer districts of Glasgow. The gold-
en light of a summer's sunset. that
flamed from the clouds, scarcely spared
ita ray of light, but left it in prems-
ture darkness, We reached the door

‘of a humble Gwelling, and failing to
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obtain admission after repeated knocks,
we tried the lateh, which yiolded to
our touch, and we entered a small
rour, the window of which only ad-
mitted so much light as to +how us
that it Lore marks of poverty andl
wretchedness, At first it seemed asif
its inmates  had deserted it: but a wo-
man who was in bed, and seemingly
under illness, gave a faint reply to our
iuquiries, when we went to pursue our
visitations in the neighborhood.  We
afterwards obtained some information
respecting the family we had just vis-
sted.  The father, wio, although earn-
ing vespeetable wages, spent these at
the public bouse, and nct only when
intoaicated, but when sober, was the
tevror of the neighborbood ; he was a
man of violenee; and report laid to his
charge the darkest erimes.  The wo-
man who took charge of his family
was not his lawful wie; she was the
<hild of respoctable parents; she had
enjoyed the benetit of a good and‘ re-
ligiuus education, and had been a Sun-
dav Sehool teacher herself; but all had
becen ineffevtual bamiers in the way of
solf-will aud headstrong passion.  Tn
an agony of sclfreproach, she had
made an attempt upon her life; and it
was from the offects of the opium with
which she had sought to perpetrate
the rash act that she was now suffer-
ing. . .
Some months after this, I had again
oceasion to visit the same house, in
eonsequence of the absence of the boy,
who was one of my Sunday scholais.
He was a meck, quiet little boy, of
pbout six years old, perhaps, and, in
the midst of a crowd of other children,
goarcely noticed. The plants of God's
Jauting are too Jowly to rear their
sads among the tares, whose ranker
growth often overshadows and conceals
them. The child had been absent for
soma Sabbaths; and on calling to en-
quire tho causeof his absence, I found
.bim dying from tho effects of measels.

Too weak to sit up, he received mo
with a faint smile of welcome and re.
cognition as he lay in bed. The wo-
man in aitendance gave me s.mo
particnlars vegarding him,  Shortly
before his illnessy, he had come home in
much concern one Sabbath from the
school; the subject of 1he lesson hud
been the nature and necessity of regen-
eration, and the words of the teacher
had gone home to his heart; he re-
turnel anxiously putting the question,
“ What shal} T do to besaved 2 Ha
attended with new interest to the in-
structions he received at the Sunday
Schiool, ere sickness remoyed him from
it; anel there is reason to believe thay
these were not in vain. When 1 saw
him he was two wenk for conversation;
but the faintand broken replies he gave
to my enquiries satisfied mo that a
wark of grace had been done in his
soul. T prayed with himjand as he
had been accustomed to do in the Sun-
day School, 1 heard his lips murmur-
ing the prayer after me. When I
called next day, I learned that he had
died during the night.  Shortly hefore
be breathed his last, he enquired ear-
nestly whether Jesus would receivo
him; and being assured that he would
on 1o account east away any that came
to him, he expressed his desire to goto
him; and on being asked whether he
was not sorry to leave his father and
friends, he, in his owit artless language,
replied, “ A wee hue” A very littlo
after he expired. I could not help
reflecting on the mercy that had
snalched this child from the brink of
perdition, and removed him from
scenes of wickedness that could scarce
have failed to contaminate and destroy
him. He was indeed a brand plucked
out of the fire. The woman who at-
tended him, and who gave me some
particulars of his history, said that the
boy had been in the habit of telling
her,on his return, the substance of
what he had heard at the Sunday
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schoul; and that often the arrow of
comiction had reached her heart, as
the simple words of the child opened
the fountains of memory, and recalled
the recollection of better days, when,
ere shy had been hurried into the
dowuward paths of sin and shawme, she
had been a teachier of others, I was
led to interest myself in her, and made
efforts to get her relations again to re-
ceive her. Her aged mother would
havs welcomed her return; but her
younger sistersy who, felt that she had
brought disgiace on her family, ob-
jected to receive her. However, sho
was induced to abandon her course of
gin, and to c¢nter on a cowrse of well-
doing. Whether her reformation was
permanent, or only temporary, I caunot
say, as soon after I entirely lost sight
of her.  Perhaps merey employed the
humble instrumentality of this child to
bring a sinner to repentance. I can
only say, that no circumstance that oc-
eurred during my career as a teacher
ever produced a more powerful effeet
on my teaching; and from being remiss
in visiting, I became diligent and sys-
tematic in the performance of the duty;
and in the increased efficiency of my
teaching, the cordial reception of the
parents, and the abounding love of my
Sabbath scholars, I received a most
abundant reward. I trust that; his
simple narrative may induce some
careless teachers to begin the regular
performance of a duty that will bring
its own reward— Glasgow S. S. Union
Magazine,
———
MRS. HARRIET BEECHER STOWE ON,
UTTLE CHILDREN,

One cold winter morning, T looked
into a milliner’s shop, and there I saw
a hale, hearty, and well-browned young
fellow from the country, with his long
cart-whip, and a lion shag-coat, hold-
ing up some little maiter, and turning
it ebout in his great fist. And what

do you suppose it was? A baby’s
bonuet! A little, soft, blua satin hoog,
with a swaw's-down border, white as
the frill of rich blond avound the edge.
By his side stood « very pretty woman,
holding, with no small pride, tne baby';
for evidently it was the baby., And
one could read the fact in every glauce,
as they looked at cach other, and at
the little hood, and then at the large,
blue, unconscious eye, and fat, dimg fod
cheeks of the little one. It was evi-
dent that neither of them bhad ever
scen o baby like that before. “But,
really, Mary,” said the young man,
“is not three dollas very high®’
Mary very prudently said nothing, but,
taking the hood, tied it on the little
head, and held up the baby., Tka
man Jcoked and grinned, and, without
another word, down went tho three
dollars, (all the week’s butter came to;?
and as they walked out of the shop, ft
is hard to say which looked the megt
delighted with the bargain, “Ah I
thought I, “a little child shall lead
them”  Ah, these children § .litth
witches ! pretty even in alt thefk
thoughts and absurdities !  winning
even in their sins and iniquities! Sed,
for example, yonder little fellow in?
naughty fit! He has shaken hig lon
curls over his deep blue eyes, the fir
brow is bent in a frown, the rose-leaf
is pushed up in infinite defisnce, and
the white shoulder thrust naughtify
forward. Can any but = child look
pretty, cven in its naughtiness # Then
comes the instant change ; fipshin
smiles and tears, as the good com
back all in a rush, and you aré ovep:
whelmed with protestations, promises,
and kisses. They are irres'stible, tog
these littlo ones, They pull away, thy
scholar’s pen; tumble about his papers;
make somersets over his books? and
what can he do? They tear upnews:
papers; litter the carpets; breg) U
and upset, and then jabber tHeiy unih
telligible English in self-defénde; arid
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what can you do for yourself § «If T
bad a child,” says the preciso man,
“you should see.” IHe does have a
child; and his child tears up his papers,
tumbles over his things, and pulls his
‘noze, like all children ; and what has
the precise man to say for himself ?
'Nothing. Ile is like everybody else :
“a little child shall lead Zim #' Poor
little children, they bring and teach us
human beings more goud than they

ot in return.  How often does the
afant, with its soft check and helpless
hand, awaken a mother from worldhi-
ness and egotism to a whole world of
new and higher feeling! How often
does the moiher repay this by doing
her best to wipe off, even before the
ime, the dew and fresh simplicity of
childhood, and make her daughter too
soon 4 woman of the world, as she has
Deen! The bardened heart of the
-worldly man is touched by the guile-
Jess tones and simple caresses of his
&on but he repays it, in time, by im-
parting to his boy all the crooked tricks,
and bard ways, and callous maxims
which have undone himself. Go to
the gaol, the penitentiary, and find
there the wretched, most sulen, brutal,
and bardened. Then look at your in-
fant son : such to some mother was this
man, That hard hand was soft and
delicate 5 that rough voice was tender
and lisping; fond eyes followed as he
played; and he was rocked as some-
thing holy. There was a time when
his heart, soft and unknown, might
have been opened to questions of his
Maker, and been sealed with the seal
of heaven.  But harsh hands seized it,
and all is over with him for ever, So
of the tender, weeping child,—be is
made the callous, heartless man, or the
sneering sceptic: and the beautiful and
modest,—the shameless and abandon-
ed: and thic is what the world does for
the little. There was a time when
the Divine One stood upon the earth,
aud little children sought to draw near

to Him. But hash human beings
stood between Ilim and them, forbid.
ding their approach. Al ! has it al-
ways been so? - Do not even we, with
our hard and unsubdued fecling, or
worldly and unseriptural habits” and
maxims, stand like a dark sereen be.
tween our child and its Saviour, and
keep, even from the choice bud of our
heart, the radiance which miglit unfold
it for paradise” % Suffer children to
come unto Me, and forbid them nat?
is still the voice of the Son of God;
but the cold workl still eloses around
and forbids. When, of olil, disciples
would question their Lord of the high-
er mysteries of His kingdom, He took
a child, and set him: in the midst, as a
sign of him who would be greatest in
the kingdom of heaven. That gentle
Teacher still acts the little ehild In the
midst of us.  Wouldst thou know, O
})m‘ent, what is that fath which unlocks
heaven?  Go not to wrangling polem-
ies, or creeds, or forms of theology;
but draw to thy bosom thy little one,
read in that clear and trusting eye the
lesson of eternal life.  Be only to thy
God as thy child is to thee, and all is
done.  Blessed shalt thou be indeed :
“3 little child shall lead thee.”

THE THOUGHTFUL BOY AND HIS SISTER,

It was a bright summer afternoon,
and Thomas was sittiug in the porch
with his sister Mary. ~ Thomas had
been away from home for several weeks,
and now he had just come Lack.—
Mary was very glad to see him ; so
they were sitting together and talking
very busily.

“I suppose, Thomas,” said Mary,
“that you have had a good time. I
shall be glad when it comes my turn
to go and see grandmamma ; wont you
tell me all about how it looks there,
Tommy, and how you enjoyed your-
self 7

Thomas—~In the first place, Mary
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you haow how much I thought of
going, L never can tell you how many
times I dieamed of my journey, or how
much I wanted to beoff.  Threo weeks
seaed a great while in pasing away;
but they did pass away at last, and [
went on board the steambuoat with
uncle IHemry, It was a beautitul
morning when we left the whaf, you
know, aad T never felt <o glad in all
wy life 5 but after you and papa went
away, and the boat was but a little
way from the wharf, a man came run-
ning with a little boy, and seemed
greatly disappointed when he found
himself too Late.  He eailed loudly tor
them to put back; but the boat kept
on Ler way, which male him very
angry., e shook his umbrella at the
buaty and the boat puffed smoke at him,
Some of the passengers Jaughed, and
others felt sorry for the poor man, —
Formy own pat, T felt worse for the
little Loy thau for the man,  He look-
ed o disappointed, and seemed just
ready to ery; and no wondery for the
cook told aunt Addy that the little
buy's mother was very ill in the ladies’
cabin,  \unt went below to see her,
and T talked witiy uncle about the man
aud the little boy.  Uncle said that in
almost all cases when people were too
late, the fault was their own. T told
uncle that sotetimes people had not
time for dving what they had to do;
but he said that everybody had time
enough to do all that was given them
to do, but that the great fault with
soine was, that they did nothing at the
right tima. I thought that uncle was
riaht, Mary, for I ranembered that
day when I lost aride to see the Plas-
ter Mills.

Mary—1 never really knew how
vou came to be too late, Tonnmy.

Thomas.—Why it was the most
foolish reason in the world. T bad
two bads to weed in the garden, and
they should have been done before
breakfast ; but T was uvaccountably

sleepy that morning, Tt is true thot T
had but little sleep after it was tine,
for me to get up, but I lay and dezed,;
though 1 couldn’tsleep 1 was think-,
ing all the while of my beds in tle
garden, while T was lying lazily upon,
my bed in the chamber.” I dieamad,
that I was up and doing, that tho,
weeds came up by the roots almust be-
fore I touched them, and my task was
done; then 1 would start and open my
eyes, and think, “I ouglt to get up
aud go to work, but I am so slecpy;”
so I would sink away and drean the,
same over again. At last the bell rang,
and it scerned to me louder than thun-
der. T sprang to the floor, and dressed
myself without opening my eyes, 2ad
then tumbled down stairs, you kuow,
when T came into the breaktast room.
Mury—1L 1cmember that, and wis,
afrail that you had broken your neek.
Thomas.—1 told futher, after bre:k-
fust, T had been invited to go with aparty
to the Plaster Mills, and 1 wasto
mect them at the tura of tho road—
Father said. “ Very well, my son, T
hope you will be in time; this morn-
ing has Leen as long as other wornin 33,
and all the time Lelonged to you” —,
Sure enough; but what had I done
with it?, I went to work now, but the,
weeds didn’t come up of themselves, as.
they had done in iy sleep. I worked,
hawd, though, and in a great hurry,
and after a time my tak was done,—
Then I washed myself and ran-every
step of the way to tho turn.  Theie I,
found Jue Saunders, who told me that,
the carriage had been gone about ten
minutes; that they had waited a qnar-
ter of an hor, but went off at last,
saying that T was always behiud the

“time.

Mury—How provoking I—but it
tanght you somet: ing, Tomay.

Thomas.—Yex, and it waz a good
lesson ; the man who ran afier the
steamboat told the lesson to me over
again, and [ wean to ook out for be-
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ing too fate. Our boat-ride was very

casant, and we came to the landing
very soon after dark. Then we took
¢he forty-boat, and crossed a portion of
Passamaquoddy Bay. Away off tothe
l?ﬁ, as we wore crossing, I saw a beau-
tiful green island, with the moonbeams
upon its tail trees.  Uncle told me that
it was “Campo Bella," and belonged
€0 her Majesty the Queen of England's
dominions. Aunt Addy then pointed
to the grove where the moonbeams
wero resting so brightly, and told me,
that nestled away in its very bosom was
a littlo church, where we would go
gome pleasant Sabbath and attend ser-
vice. I was quite tired of the steam-
bost before we left it, but it was de-
ligntful Yo be upon the bay in that
ferry-boat: there was such a soft light
upon the waters, and the islands looked
&0 beautiful. 1 told uncle that it made
me think of what poor old Mr. Jason
said just before he died.

.lz!ary.—And what was that, Tom-
)

yThomas.—Father and T went to sce
him, you know. Ile had suffered so
much, that father thought he might
be impatient to be gone, but Mr. Jason
gaid, “© no, I have had a rough time
upon Yife's sen. My bark has been
tempest-tossed, and well nigh wrecked ;
bat now T have entered a calm, deep
xiver, there is not a ripple upon the
smooth waters; now I am going stea-
dily along to the beautiful land that
Hes in full view., Why should I be
inpatient ¢”

Tor the rest of the conversation be-
tween Thomas and his sister, we must
veqor to the volume in the Methodist
8 S. Library entitled, * Thomas, the
T-houghtful Boy,” Library B, No. 147,

THE BETTER LAND.

A father and mother were living
with their two chililven on a desert is-
Tand in the midst of the ocean, on

which they had been shipwrecked.—
Roots and vegetables served them for
food ; a spring supplied them with
waler, and a cavern in the rock with
a dwelling. Storm and tempest often
raged fearfully on the island.

The children could not remember
how they had reached tho island ; they
knew nothing of the vast continent;
bread, milk, fruit, and whatever other
luxury is yielded there, were things
unknown to them,

T'here landed one day upon the is-
land, four Moors in a small boat. The
pavents felt great joy, and hoped now
to be reseued from their troubles; Lut
the buat was too small to take them
all over together to the adjoining land,
so the father determined to risk the
passage first,

Mother and children wept when he
embarked in the boat with its fiail
planks, and the four black men wero
about to take him away. But he said,
“Weep not! It is better yonder; and

ou will all scon follow.”

When the little boat refurned and
took away the mother, the children
wept still more. But she also said,
“Weep not ! In the better land wo
shall all meet again.”

At last came the boat to take away
the twochildren. They were fiighten-
ed at the black men, and shnddered at
the fearful sea over which they had to
pass. With fear and trembling they
drew near the land, Bt how rejoiced
they were when their parents apjreared
upon the shore, offered them their
hands, led them into the shade of lofty
palm-trees, and regaled them upon the
flowery tarf with milk, honey, and de-
licious fruits.  “O ! how groundless
was our fear I” said the children; “ we
ought not to have feared, but to have
rejoiced, when the black men came to
take us away to the better land.”

“Dear children,” said their father,
“aur voyage fiom the desert iNand to
this beautiful country, conveys to us @
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still higher meaning. There is ap-
pointed for us a still longer voyage to
a much more benutiful country. The
whole earth, on which we dwell, is like
an island.  The land here ig indeed,
a noble ono in our eyes, although only
a fuint shadow of heaven. The pas-
sage hither over the stormy ses is—
death 5 that little boat rese:nbles the
bier, upon which men in black apparel
shall at some time carry us forth—
But when that hour strikes, then we,
myself, your mother, or you, must leave
this world. So fear not. Death is
for pious men who have loved God,
and have done his will, nothing ebe
but a voyage to the better land.”

“ Expectant of eternal peace,

The Christian feels Death’s terrors cease;

And, lel by Gol’s paternal hand,
Mounts upwa.d to the better land,”

MY FIRST LIE,

1 shall never forget my first lie, al-
though it happened wnen I wasa very
little girl. My younger sister had a
farthing, with which she wished to
buy a fig; and, being too ill to go down
to the shop herself, she engaged me to
go. Accordingly | went. As] was
returning, with the fig nicely done up
in a small paper, suddenly the thought
occurred to e, that 1 should like to
look at the fig. So I very carefully
opened the paper, when the fig looked
so very tempting, I thought [ could
not help tasting it a little at one end.
I had scarcely despatched that bit, be-
fore I wanted it all; and, without much
more thought, I ate up the whole fig!
Then, when the fig was all gone, and
I had nothing to do but to think, I be-

n to feel very uucomfortable : I stood
disgraced before myself. I thought
of running away off somewhere, I did
not exactly know where, but from
whence I should never come back. Tt
was long before I reached home: and
1 went as quickly as T could, and told
my sister that I had lost the farthing.

I remember sho eried sadly; but I
went direetly out into the garden, and
tried to think of something else,—but
invain, My own guilt stared mo stea-
dily in the face, and I was wretched.
Although it wanted « fow minutes
to our dinner-hour, yet it seemed very
long to me. I wasanxious tome event
might interveqe between e and the
lie I had told. I wandered about the
garden with a very heavy spivit I
thought I would give worlds if it had
not happened. When the dinner-hour

“came, 1 wasseated in my high chair,

at my father’s side, when my sister
male her appearance, erying, and look-
ink very much grieved. My father
immediately inquired what the matter
was.  Then my mother stated the
story; the conclusion of which was,
that 1 had “lost the farthing” I can
never forget the look of kind, perfectly
unsuspecting confidence with which
my father turned to me, and, with his
large Dblue eyes full in my face, said,
% Whereabouts d.d you lose the farth-
ing? Perhaps we can find it again”’
Not fur a single instant could I brave
that tone and that look; but, bursting
into tears, I sereamed out, “ 0! I did
not Jose the farthing : 1 ate up the fig "
A silence, as of the grave, ensued.  No
one spoke. In an mstant I secemed to
Le separated at an immense distance
from all the rest of the family. A
great gulf yawned between us, A
sense of’ luneliness and desolation came
over me, the impresion of which, I
presine, will go with me forever, I
left the table; and all that afternoon,
the next day, and during the week,
ny feelings were melaucholy in the
extreme.  But, as time wore away,
and my father and mother, brother and
sisters, rec.ived me back to their love
and favour, my s;irits recovered their
wonted wne. The whole event left
an indelible impression on my mind
and beart. It convineed me that “the
way of the trangiessois is hard.”
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POPISH SUFPERSTITION.,

One day this week, a poor boy came
secking work at the door of a spinning-
factory.

“ When he was speaking to the man
stationed there, a string was seen round
his neck, and he was a-ked what that
was fur,  The buy pulled out from
under his waisteont a little piece of
leather sewed up and attached to a
string, aying it had been biest by the
priest.  On being asked what it was
tor, he replied it was to heep him from
having the worms, and that he had
paid sixpence for it.

. The poor little fellow had also got
a small medal suspended in like man-
ner, which he said was given him by
ono of the holy fathers to keep him
from sinning.

The youthful readers of this state-
ment will easily guess that the poor
boy had just come from a Popish dis-
wriet, and will, T hope, be led to pity
and pray for those who are beguiled
and blinded by such deplorabile tricke-
ries; and, if they have been favoured
with an education in a DProtestant
Sunday school, while they smile at
such imposition, will be heartily thauk-
ful that they have been better tanght.

May I not hope too, that they will -

not delay to seck tor better sifl guard
from sin than a trumpery medal blest
by a Rowish priest t—Early Days.

THE GEOLOGIST AND THE FARMER.

There lived in the wost of England,
a few years since, an enthusiastice ge-
ologist, a Chairman of tho Quarter
Ressions. A farmer, who had seen
him presiding on the Bench, oy 2rtook
bim shortly afterwards, wlile seated
by the roudside on a heap of stones,
which he was busily breaking in search
of fossils. The farmer reined up his
Lorse, gazed at him for a moment,
shook his head in commisseration of
the mutability of human-things, and
then exclaimed, in mingled tones of
pity and surprise, “ What, Sir! be you
come to this aready?’ That there
could be philosophy in stones, had
never crossed the mind of the farmer
in his most contemplative mood.—
They were constautly in his thoughts,
but always under the aspect of hard
materials admirably adapted to employ
paupers and mend roads. He would
soouer have expected bricrs and this-
tles to yield him corn, than that quar-
ries should supply instruction to a Ma-
gistrato.

«TEERE IS MANY A SLIP DEIWEEN
THE CUP AND THE LIP.”

This warns us not to place too san-
guine 2 dependence on projects yet to
be completed, and is equivalent to the
well-known admonition of “Do not
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count  your chickens before they are
hatehed.”  This was the moral attached
to that tale of the unfortunate dairy
maid, who Jet fall her basket of exps,
whilo practiving an air to bo put on
with the new dress that was to be

e
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hought with the money produced by
the chickens. This also’ puts down
castle-buildiug, in all its varieties, and
despises those men who never made a
fortune anywhere else but on paper.

———r
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WISE CHI

The following is from one of the let-
ters of Brrant the poet, who has been
travelling in Greece the past winter.—
Dr. IIill, of whom he speaks, is an

American missionary :—

“While at Athens, we visited the
school in Dr. Hill's hiouse, of which his
lady was the founder, and had the
prineipal management.  The nmmber
of pupils is about three hundrel. We
were eondueted through the different
rooms by a Greek lady, edneated at
the school, who spoke English with
great neatness as well as flueney, and
with just enough of a forcign accent
to remind us that it was not her native
language,  The first department, or

LDREN.

inrant school, as it is called, contained,
I should think, fifty or sixty children,
of remarkably intelligent physiognomy.
“These little ereatures, said the Greek
laly, ¢sometimes neglect their work,
but never thirle-sons,”  ¢Ofter a Greek
¢l saild Dr. Il ¢a toy or a book,
aud he invariably chooses the book.—
11 prefins the book to anything else
vou could give him, sweetmeats or
coing, no matter what the value of the
coin you offer may be.’”

These young Greeks scem to think
as did Solomon, that “wisdom is bet
ter than rubies.”

Would that all American childre »
thought so too!
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KNUD IVERSON,

Who is Kuud Iverson 7 Iitherto
hie has beon altagether unknown to
fame, but his name will henceforth be
cnrolled among those whose m.mory
we lova to chrish.

On the 10tk of August lasy, a
company of buys in Chicago endeavour-
od to force Kuud Iversun ta go with
them into the gardon of Mr. Elston,
of that city, tostes} fruit. He persisted
ia his refussl to go with them.  They
threatened to duck him in the river un-
t'ss he consented, but he remained
firm. His termentors then foreed him
inw the water, and fiendishly drowned
kim, because he would not  steal.—
"There was the trae hero, and the gen-
vine spint ot a wrriyr. The Demo-
«ratic Press of Chicago furuishes the

following
him:——

“His father is oncof onr most wor-
thy and estimable Nuorwegian citizens.
He is a memb rof the Evangelicul
Linth ran Church, of which Rev. Paul
Anderson is pastor.  This little son,
though but *en yeurs of age, had given
such trae evidences of piety, he was so
intelligent and cousi-tent in every re-
spoct, that he had also been udmiited
as a member of the same Church,—
His seat in the Sabbath echosl wes
never vacant, and his lessons were
always learued.  Such was this noble
buy.”

It is proges d to erect a monns
mrnt to vis memory,  Me, Nathon C.
E'y, of New York, hes contributed ten

paragraph in relation to
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dollars toward the object, and it will
doubtless go up.  Who will say that

75

Honour to the name
He was willing to

obey the truth ?
of Koud lversun !

children are too young to lgve and die rather than sinagainst God,

+

]

£

MAKE READY! TAKE AIM ! FIRE!

Such were the rousing orders which,
inmy boyhood, [ used to hear at the
“ musters” in Massachuseits. O those
military parades ! What nonsense !
Such affabis were necessary to provide
for the defense of the country, wore
they 2 Those general trainings did
more to demoralize and to deteriorate
the country than —Well, I did not take
up my pen to write an article against
the militia systeny, so let that matter
pass.  But soma good can be gleaned,
if we are determined upon it, from
things that are evil.

Make ready ! Yes if we would
sccomplish anything of importance, we
must make ready. Thus we are in-
structed in Proverbs. « Prepare thy
work without, and make it fit for thy-
self in the field ; and afterward build
thy house.”

Take aim ! Every youth must
have some definite object in view con-
stantly if he would do good. To work
without aimis to wase strength.—
Random effrts are often worse than
o efforis,

Fire! After making ready and
taking deliberate and right aim, one
may so “fire” as to do great execution
in the ranks of the enemy of all right-
cousness. Young man, seek not the
marshal field, but enlist as a soldier of
the Prince of Peace—the Captain of
our salvation. In the bloodless con-
ffict in which he wishes you to engage,
you mu-t be subject to salutary disci-
pline; you must act sysiematically—
vou must then keep up a well-directed
fire with the arrows of truth, against
cvery system of evil.— Fouth's Cab.

NEGRO WIT.

There is a tradition that one of the
old Esquires in Malden, Massachusetts,
had a slave who had been in the family
until he was about seventy years of age.
Perceiving that there was not much
waork left for the old man, the Esquire
took him one dar, and made a some-
what pampous address, to the follow-
ing cffect:—+You have heen a faith-
ful servant to me, and my father before
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me. T have long been thinking what
I should do to reward you for your ser-
vices. I give you your freedom. You
are your own master; you are your
own man”  Upon this the old Negro

GUARDIAN.

shook bis grisly head, and with a sly
glance, showing that lie saw through
his master's intentions, quickly replied,
% No, nof Massa: you cat de meat, and
pow you must eat de bone.”

MORYE
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. WHO WILL PUT FLOWERS ON fY GRAVE 9

Duing the past year a sweet little
{air-hatred boy, named Arthur, when
less than thiee years old, Just his dear
futher by « long and most painful ill-
ness. e wasthe darting of his father’s
heart, and almost his constant com-
panion.  For some weeks Lefore his
-departure, confident that the world was
fast fading away, aad that his dading
children would suwon be bereft of his
love and protecting eare, he bequeath-
ol the litle (a precious legacy) to his
mother—the  child’s grandmother—
with a request that she would diseip-
Hue his young mind, and bring him
ap for usefulness and happiness.  And
to the Lord’s keeping he commended
them, praying that they might meet in
heaven to part no more.

Bending beneath the chastening rad,
the afflicted friends Inid the remains of
the the departed in our Gieenwoud
Cewctery.

Arthur often ashed if his dear father
was an angel now—if he was in bea-
vens anmd expresid a wish to be taken
to hitn.  In a litde time he was per-
mitted to accompany his grandmother
to see where his futher was Jaid. The
beautiful child tiipped lightly on be-
side her, carrying in his hand a little
basket of Lright flowers and myrtle for
a hewt-offering there.  “Flowers for
dear papa’s grave,” said he to one ke
met.  Both kuelt beside the newly-
made; and the Loy, clasping his little
hands, repeated afier his ecmpanion,
¢ Q, Lord ! bless my dear papa in hea-
ven, and keep me a good child, that T
may be an angel with him there for-
ever! Amen But he.was too young
to understand why His father should
be baried there, aud still Le in ieaven,

Many and frequent were the visits
of those berea ed anes to that Tialiow ed
spot.  They seeined to enjoy a mclan-
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choly pleasure in placing myrtle and
flowering shrubs to beautify the lnst
resting-place of the departed. The
tiny hands were busy in that Iabour of
fove. O, what a useful lesson may be
learned by communing with our own
souls in a burying-ground! The un-
certainty of life—the certainty of death
—the necessity of peparation for a
never-ending eternity. Truly “it is
better to go to the house of mourning
than to the house of feasting.”

One day, while engaged with his

playthings at home, little Arthar in- -

quired: * Grandma, who will put flow-
ers on my grave ¥ Iow touching
the question ! how solemn the thought!
«Who will put flowers on my grave?”
How soon may we be ealled to eterni-
ty! What kind friend may witness

our departure, and when we shall be,

known no more upon carth, and shall
bo forgotten by the busy world, may
cherish love for our memory, and put
flowers on our grave? The young,
the beautiful, the light-hearted are in
our midst; but they are not teo young,
nor too beautiful, nor too joyous to be
summoned to the presence of the Most
High, and their Lodies to rest in the
quiet grave. Who shall scatier fresh
flowers over the little slecpers?

Let us all, whether aged, middle-
aged, or young, seck, by prayer to our
Theavenly Father, and faith in his holy
word, so to live that wo may welcone
the messenger that calls us henee; for
we know not who shall be called first
—we know not “who shall put flowers
on our grave.,"— Well-Spring.

NEDDY NAYLOR AND JOHN-
NY JOHNSON.

Poor Johnny Johnsen, who had
found it to be no jfun to sit on the
dunce’s seat at school, tried bard to
study bis lesson well, But old habits
are like thistley, strongly rooted and
diffieult to pull up, Ieneo Jobnny

found it sore work to apply himself to
his book. No sooner did he get his
primer open and begin to spell out
words, than his mind darted oft to the
sledding parties on Tom Noddle's hill,
or to the skaters on old Nobbs' pond.
Then, forgetting his lesson, he sat and
gazed upon the air, thinking, thinking,
thinking—no, not thinking, but dream-
ing day-dreamns—about everything ex-
cept his lessons.  Presently he started
up and found his primer on the floor.
It had dropped out of his hand with-
out bis knowing it. The sight of the
little dog-cared book put him in mind
of his purpose to be « student, and he
once more bent over his task.

" But his mind would no more stay
on the primer” than a balloon will stay
untied on the ground ; it would go
off on another flight. And once more
the poor primer found its way to the
little dréamenr’s feet.

“It’s no use, I can’t study;” he eried,
when he again came to himself—
“But,” he added thoughtfully, “Neddie
Naylor can 5 and I don’t know why I
can't. I'll go and ask him bow he
does it ,

Upon this heran off to see his friond
Neddie. Xle found him in what he
called his study. It wasa corner of
his mother’s sitting-room, which had a
secretary standing In it, containing the
family library. As John entered the
room, the servant said :

“ Neddie! here is a little boy who
wishes to see you.” ,

Neddie turned round, and after see-
ing who his visitor was, leaped from
his chair and said: )

“Johnny! I'm glad to see youj
T've just finished my lesson for to-
moow; and I'm ready for play, my
boy!”

“I am not come to play with you,
Neddie; I want to talk with you.”

“To talk with me, eh! Well, sit
down, and tell me what you want to
talk about.” !
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% About my lessons”

“ What about your lessons?”

“1 can't get them.” .

% Can't get them, indeed! I know
better than that.  Why, Johnny, you
are as smart as any boy in our school
of your age. Youn can beat many of
the larger boysat play 3 and 1 am sure
it is in you to study, it you only choose
to try.”

L But T have been trying, and [
can't. As soon as I take up my Look
I begin to think of everything, and so
forget to study.”

“That’s because your mind is not
used to study. Now, Johnny, if you
are only determined, yow'll soon get
over that trouble; and until you do,
suppose you stand up while you study,
and keep repeating your lesson over
aloud.”

“I never thought of that. Il try

it. But now I will go with you and
play awhile.”

“ Hadn't you better get your lesson
for to-morrow flrst, Johnuy#’ asked
Neddy.

* Why—jyes—perhaps I had—bus
—T'll let it go this once,” replied John
drawlingly.

“ No, Johnny, dow’t! you must try
now, until you succeed; or you will
never make any improvement. Now
do, Johnny, try to-day.”

Johnny consented, after a little more
resistance, and then ran home.  As for
Neddy, he felt he had done a good
deed, and his heart was full of light
and joy. A few minutes afterwards
he was seen gliding in his skates over
the smooth swmface of old Nobbs
pond. Aud there wasno voice among
the scores of boys congregated there,
that Tang out louder or more merrily
than’his, Neddie played with all his
heart, as he did everything else,

« Mother " asked Neddie, that even-
idg, as he sat down before the cheerful
grate, glowing with health and enjoy-
fnent, ¢ Mother, who was it that ac-

quired so many languages, and whose
statue is in St.Paul’s Cathedral, among
the images of Lugland’s mighty
dead

“Do you mean Sir William Jones,
my son ¢”

“ Yes, mother, that's the name.”

 But what made you think of him
so suddenly, Neddic?”?

%1 was thinking that perhaps, John-
ny Jolinson might become as great a
man as Sir William.”

“What makes you think so? 1
thought Johnny wasthe dunce of your
school.”

“Well, he has been; but, you
know, when young Jones first went to
school at Harrow, he was called dull
But he set to work over his studies,
and soon beat all his fellow students.
I persuaded Johnny to givé up his
play to-night and get his lesson. It
may be his life will take such a turn
from to-night as will result in his be-
coming a great scholar, Who can
tell ¢

“ Tt may be so, my son. But if not,
yon, at least have done your duty.”

Neddie now began to read, which
he continued to do until bed time,—
The next day, to his great gratification,
little Johnny said his lesson without &
single blunder. The muster was as
pleased as he was surprised. He pat-
ted Johnny on the head, and said:

% Well done, Johnny! You will be
a scholar yet, if you keep trying”

This remark made Johnny’s eyes
sparkle, and he said in his heait, “¥ey;
1 will be ascholar iftrying will doit.”

That afternoon, after Neddie had
prepared his lesson for the following
day, he ran down to Johnuy’s home,
He found him surrounded with play-
things, a jumping, merry Andrew in
his hands, and wearing 2 face so jolly
and cheerful, that he looked like an
image of happiness and good nature.
Richard Whittington was not happier
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when hebecame Lord Mayor of Lon-
don, than was Master Johnny in the
midst of his playthings, Secing Ned-
die approach, he snid:

“Neddie, I can enjoy fur now,
because I've found out that I can get
my lessons, It's no.fun to be a dunce;
but it is fun to get your studies, and
then play without fear of the dunce’s
seat before your eyes.”

Of cource, this doctrine suited Ned-
die’s ideas.  He joined the joyful

Johnny in his play, and they spent a
right happy hour in each other's
company.  Whether Johuny ever
became equal to Sir William Jones, is
a question I am not fully able to solve;
though T am inclined to think he did
not. Atany rate he has no statue
erected to his memory, either in St.
Paul’s, or Westminster Abbey, or else-
where. Perbaps the world has not
dealt justly towards him, But that jsof
little consequence—be has his reward.

el TR@IMTPIR T e Ee

From the Sunday School Advocate,

THE SABBATH SCHOOL.
BY ¥, J. BAILEY,

How pleasant Is the Sabbath school ¢
With joy we euter there,

Where hittde childrenlearn to sing
“I'he hymu of prawse and prayer.

‘There sacred songs remiund us of
‘I’he ditys when we were young;
Witen we. like thew, at Sabbath school,
‘I'he praise of Jesus sung.

The ol school-house has pass'd away,
Where we, In eatly days, .

First learu’d o lisp with stamum'ring tongue
Our great Creator’s praise.

Yet wem'ry often travels back,
And lingers roun- that spot

For there our hearts expenienced joys
We never have forgot.

Ah! who can iell how many souls
From sin have fouund retease,

By haviug learn'd in Sunday school
The ways of perfect peace.

We'll ever love the Sabbath school,
10s toil we'll treely shace 5)

That God will give 1t great lucrease
shail be our jatest prayec.

Avd when our labours here shall end,
We hope in nobler strains

o sing again our Sabbath songs
Where énaless Sahbath reigus.

Caxprows, N.J., Aug., 1833,

THE LITTLE CHILD'S PRAYER.

—

I am alittle child you sce,
My sirengih is litie too,

Aud yet ! 1ain would saved be s
Lord, teuch we what to do.

My Saviour, hear ; thou, for my good,
Wert plca’scd a child 10 be s v ’

Anud thou didst shed thy precious bloqd
Upon :he cross for nte.

My dearest Saviour tell me how
My thaonkfulness to show,

For all thy love before and now,
Else 1 shall never kuow,

1 think, since-Y so often hear
‘'hat thou dost want my heart,

As thy reward and purchase dear,
‘That thou iu earnest art.

Come, then, and take this heart of mipe—
Come, take meas Iam;

I know that T by right am thine,
‘I'hou loviuy, gracious Lamb.

But I am weak, and nothing can
Without thy Spiritdos

Help we, O thou Alsnighty One,
Hlelp my cowpanions too.

Preserve our little hearts secure
From ev’ry hurt and stain ;

First make them, and then keep them pure,
And shat out all that's vain.

B Y bl
TO-DAY.

Don't tell me of t0;100TTOW 3
Give me 1he man who'll say

That when a good deed's to Ue done,
Let's do the deed to-day !

‘We mae command the present,
If ws act and never waits

But:r 8 the |
‘ ) Of the past, that cowes 100 late {
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SUNDAY SGHOOL LIBRARIES, 4.,
. N SALE AT TUE
Wesleyan Mcthodist Book Room, 9, IWellington Buildings,

King Street East, Torvonto.

‘

COMPRISING,

No 1.—Tux Yourn’s Linraxy.—Consisting of upwards of 560
volumes, carefully selecied from the best libraries in LEurope and
Auwetica : fimly Lalf bound in Moiocco, numbered and lettered ;
sold in quantities fo sutt purchasers.

T Fora hst of prices of the above, see the Catalogue in the
Sunday School Guardian for September, from which a discount
of wne fheelfth will be made to those who purchase and puy for
Lwenty-fize shillings worth at one time.

——

The following will be sold onlyin Libraries, at the annexed
prices nett;

No. 2, containing the first 50 vols. of the Youth’s Library,

cloth backs.eeees viee toeiieoaciiiriccnarecaeanes 98 O
No. 3. containing the second 50 volS.ceeee covean voaneecees 28 9
No. 4, Children’s Library —series A, 100 vols., 32mo. bound
with red morrocco backs and corners, lettered and
NUMDETEH civiit tiitectireae ceesenrenncnsossansnes 38 O
No. 5, Child’s Library, 100 vols. 18 m0..evevvieess vesees 41 3
No. 6,§cing 100 vols. (American Sunday School Union) 0
T T T S ‘een
No. 7, 100vols. do. No. 2, both cloth backS.veses vceeeeueee 50
No. 8, 100 vols. (American Sunday School Union) No. 3, 50 0
No. 9, Child’s Cabinet Librz:.ry, 50 VOlSiseeaae sanenonecens 12 8
Sunday School Hymn Books, per dozen.eeeeevacaes coaee. 5 6
No.  do. Londou edition, r0an c.ceve cveecveeceenvaeees 10 0
Wesleyan Catechism, No. 1, per dozen..ccevee vecenaenees 1 8
Do. do. No.2, « cesversesscsmesass 3 0
0. do. No. 3, e U - I 1]
Spelling Bovks, Nos. 1, 2, &3, tetteesencccancaee 1 8
Reading Books, perdozen...cc.ccieecies veinrencreesees 2 6
Alphabets on Cards, * P | I
I.onking’s Questions on the Gospels....... eeeen ceseees 072
Ruraes’ do. on the AcCtS.ciicenccses cocenveens 073
fierce’s do. on the ACtSecmancamccaimcaninannn 09

Also, a great variety of Tickets, Reward Books, and Books for
Teachers® Librarics.

NOTICE.

The Book Committee being desirous of continuing the circu-
ation of the SUNDAY SCHOOL GU ARDIAN, bave rezolved
toreduce the price to the following scale, viz.:

From 1 to 4 copices to one address, per copy ..... eees 18 3de
10 and upwards do. A0 cieececacsccneannns 0

Payment invariably in advance.

+ ANSON GREEN, Book Stecard.




