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A Mother's Last Prayer.
BY MRS. ANN STEPHENS.

¢ First our flowers die—and then

Qur hopes, and then our fears—and when
These are dead the debt is due,

Dust claims dust—and we die t00.”

I was very young, scarcely beyond
the verge of infancy ; the last and most
helpless of the three little girls who
were gathered around my poor mo-
ther’s death bed. When [ look on
the chain of my varied existence—
that woof of gold and iron woven so
strangely together—the remembrauce
of that young ueing who perished so
early and so-gentiy from the bosom of
her [family, forms the first sad link
whicih ever gives forth a thrill of fune-
ral music when my heart turus to it—
music which becones more deep-toned
and solemn as that chaiu is strengthen-
cd by thought, and bound together by
the events of successive years. The
first human being that I can remem-
ber was my invalid mother, moving
languidly about her home, with the
paleness of disease sitting on her beau-
tiful features, and a deep crimson spot
burning with painful brightness in
either cheek. I remember that her
step became unsteady, and her voice
fainter and more gentle day-by-day,
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till at last she sunk jo her bed, and we
were called upon to witness herspint
go forth to the presence of Jehovah.
They took me to her couch, and told
me to look upon my mother before she
died. Their words had no meaning
to me then, but the whisper in which
they were spoken thrilled painfully
through my infant heart, and I felt that
something terrible was about to hap-
pen. Pale, troubled faces were around
that death pillow—stern men, with sad,
heavy eyes—women overwhelmed with
tears and sympathy, and children that
huddled together shuddering and
weeping, they knew not wherefore.

Filled with wonder and awe I crept
to my mother, and burying my brow
in the mass of vich brown hair that
floated over her pillow, heavy with the
damp of death, bat still lustrous in
spite of disease. I trembled and,
sobbed without knowing why, save
that all around me was full of grief
and lamentation.  She murmured, and
placed her pale hand on my head. My
little heart swelled, but 1 lay motion-
less and filled with awe. Her lips
moved, and a voice tremulous and very
low came faintly over them. Those
words, broken and sweet as they were,
left the first dear impression that ever
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not into temptation, but deliver her
from evil” This was my mother'’s
last prayer! in thatimperfect sentence
her gentle voice went out forever.—
Young as I was, that prayer had enter-
ed my heart with a solemn strength.
1 raised my head from its beautiful
resting-place, and gazed awe-stricken
upon the face of my mother. O, how
an hour had changed! The crimson
flush was quenched in her cheeks, a
moisture lay upon her forehead, and
the grey mysterious shadows of death
were ¢.ealing over each thin feature,
yet aer lips still moved, and her deep
blue eyes were bent on me, surcharged
with spiritual brightness, as if they
would have left one of their vivid, un-
eartkly rays, as the seal of her death-
bed covenant. Slowly as the sun-
beams pale at nightfall from the leaves
of a flower, went out the star-like fire
of her eyes; a mist came over them,
softly as the dews might fall upon that
flower, and she was dead.- Even then
I knew not the meaning of the solemn
change 1 had witnessed. but when
they bore me forth from my mother’s
death-bed, my heart was filled with
fear and misgiving.

All were overwhelmed with the
weight of their own sorrow, and I was
permitted to wander around my deso-
lated ,home unchecked and forgotten.
1 stood wondering by as they shrouded
my mother, and smoothed the long
hair over her pale forehead. Silently
I watched them spread the winding-
sheeteand fold those small pale hands
over her bosom, but when they closed
the blinds, and went forth, my little
heart swelled with a sense of uukind-
ness in shutting out the sunshine, and
the sweet sumn.  air which had sc
often called a smile to her lips, when
it came to her bed fragmeat from the
rose thickets, and the white clover-
field, which lay beneath the windows
they so eruelly darkened. The gloom
of that death chamber made me very
sorrowful, but [ went to the bed, torn-
ed down the linen, and laid my hand
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light. It was cold as ice. I drew
back aflrighted, and, stealing from the
roomn sat down alone, wondering and
full of dread.

They buried her beneath a lofty tree
on the high.bank of a river. A water-
fall raises its ecternal anthem near by,
and the sunset flings his last golden
shadows among the long grass that
shelters her. 1 remember it all; the
grave with its newly broken sod—the
coffin placed on its brink. The cler-
gyman with his black surplice sweep-
ing the earth, and the concourse of
neighbours gatheredaround that grave,
each lifting his hat reverently as the
solemn hymn swelled on the air,
answered by the lofty anthem surg-
ing up from the waterfall, and the
breeze rustling through the dense
boughs of that gloomy tree.

Then came the grating of the coffin
as it was lowered into its narrow bed,
the dull; hollow sound of the falling
earth, and those most solemn words of
“dust to dust, and ashes to ashes.”
With mournful distinctness were all
these things impressed on my young
mind, but my mother’s last prayer is
written more forcibly than all, in char-
acters that but deepen with maturity.
It has lingered about my heart a bles-
sing and a safeguard, pervading it with
a music that cannot die. Many times,
when the heedlessuess of youth would
have led me into error, has that sweet
voice, now hushed for ever, intermingl-
ed with my thoughts, and like the rosy
Hinks of fairv chain, drawn me Tor
my purpose. Oft when my brow has
been wreathed with flowers for the
festival, when my cheek has been
flushed, and my eyes have sparkled
with anticipated pleasure, have I
caught the reflection of those eyes in
the mirror, and thought of the look
which rested upon me when my mo-
ther died—that broken supplication to
Heaven has come back to my memory,
the clustering roses have been torn from
my head ; sad, gentle memories have
drank the unnatural glow from my

cavessingly on the pale face which lay | checks, and my thoughts have heen



SABBATH SCHOOL RECORD.

carried back to my lost parent, and | jo
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stificd, when in the moraing we as-

from her, up to the Heaven she in- certained that tie distnihers of our

habits.-—The festival, with all its at-
tractions, have been lust in gentle re-
flection, and I have been ¢ delivered
from temptations.”

Again, when the sparkling wine
cup has almost bathed my lips, amid
merriment and smwiles and music, has
the last sad prayer of my mother seem-
ed to mingle with its ruby contents,
and I have put away the goblet that 1
might not be *“led into temptation,”
When my hand has rested in that of
the dishonorable, and trembled at the
touch of him who saysiv his heart there
is no God, as that vuice scemed to flow
with its luring accents, I have listened
to it, and fled as from the serpent of
my native forests.

Again and again, when the throb-
bings of ambition have almost filled
wmv soul, and the praises of my fellow-
men have becomie a precious iucense,
the still small voice of my mbther’s
prayer has trembled over each heart-
string, and kindled it to a more healthy
musie. Ininfaney, youth, and woman-
hood, that prayer has been to mea
holy remembrence—=n sweet thought
full of melody, not the less beautiful
that there is sadness in it.

The Right Hand.
BY ROBERT PAUL, ESQ., EDINBURGI.

I remember residing, during a sum-
mer while yet a child, in rather a soli-
tary place on the sea-shore ; and that
on one occasice our family was
aroused and disturbed at midnight by
a violent knocking at the door of the
house, I remember, also, that my
mother arose from her bed (for my
Jfather was away from us at the time),
and that she called out in a loud and
firm voice, ¢ Who is there?” The
answer was, that some poor ship-
wrecked sailors, not knowing where
they were, sought direction and as-
sistance. My mother, however, was
too prudent and wise to run the risk,
at that hour of the night, of opening
the door. And her caution was fully

repose were not what they represented
themselves to be, but some very sus-
picious and worthless characters, who
were prowling about in ~eareh of prey.

[ have a very strong recollection of
the state of dreadful terror tuto which
we, the children of the family, were
thrown y the cvent; aud especially
by the tnought, which I can vividly
recall as having rushed into my timid
mind, that my futher was not at home.
I had a notion~—natural enough in a
child—that if’ he were but now with
us, all would be safe; but that, He-
cause he was absent, every one of us
should certainly be murdered !

The fsame feeling possessed me in
the later years of my childhood.
When walking with my father in
some country road, if a surly mastiff
or wild-looking cow came across our
path, I can remember how my fearful
heart found courage, during such an
alarm, in clinging to him, and in
strongly and tenderly laying hold of
kis hand. Deep and constant with
me was the impression, that s3 long
as I had hold of my father’s hand, no
mischief could befali me.

Out of this little recollection of
mine, T would fain, my dear young
friends, gather something profitable to
you.

You are in a world of uncertainty
and danger. Worse than thieves of
thisj earth are those who break into
the house and home of your hearts,
and rob you of your peace—of your
souls. More fierce than any beast of
the field is one, who, if he could,
would devour you.

But in the midst of danger, the
children of God have a Father in
heaven, who loves them far more than
any earthly father can do,—who is
never for a moment absent from their
side, and who has all power to protect
and defend them. To Him you may
cleave, and be safe. Take hold of
His right hand, and you are secure,

To take hold of the right hand of
another is at once an acknowledgment
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of our helplessness, and the expression
of our confidence. Hence David says
unto God in the Psalms xvii. 7, O
thou that savest by thy right hand
them which put their trustin thee,
from those that rise up against them;”
xvii. 35, “Thy right hand hath holden
me up;” xx. 6, “ Now [ know that
the Lord saveth his anointed, with the
saving strength of Ais right hand;”
Isiii. 8, « My soul followeth hard af.

ter thee: thy right hanu upholdeth

me;” cviii. 6, “ That thy beloved
may be delivered : save with thy right
hand, and answer me;” exxxviii. 7,
“ Though I walk in the midst of trou-
ble, thy right hand shall save we;”
cxxxix. 10, “If 1 dwell in the utter-
most parts of the sea, thy right hand
shall hold me.” And answering beau-
tifully to all these expressions, we find
God,-—even He ¢ whose right hand
hath spanned the heavens” (Isaiah
xlviii, 18), whose “7ight dand” is ex-
alted, and «doeth valiantly ” (Psalm
cxviii. 15),—saying to every one that
trusteth in him, ¢ Fear thou not, for
T am with thee ;” «I will uphold thee
with the right hand of my righteous-
ness” (Isaiah xli, 10).

But as it was Peter that took the
lame man by ¢he right hand and lifted
him up (Azts iii. 7}, so it is not we
that take hold of God’s right hand, so
much as He that takes hold of ours.
Hence Davia says, Psalm lvxiii. 28,
“ Thou hast holden me by my right
hand.” And in harmony with this,
the Lord says in Isaiah xli. 13, “1 the
Lord thy God will hold tky right
hand, saying unto thee, Fear not: 1
will help thee.”

Dear readers, are ye afraid of God's
wrath beeause of your sins? Grasp
the hand of Jesus, seize it, and press
ity cling to it, and keep it—and give
him yours. Yea, lay hold of him with
both your bhands; say, “I stretch
forth my hands unto thee.” He is the
mau of God's right hand, and will
save you. Be to him, each a Benja-
min, which meaus “thc son of the
right hand.”

God has a right hand, where there
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are pleasures for evermore. But he
has also a left hand. Read Matthew
xxv. 33, 34, 41, and consider this.
You and I shall ere long be cither on
the one hand or the other of the
Judge ; which of them shall it be ?

- To the Wind.

BY MRS, R. A« SEARLES.

“ The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou
hearest the sound thereof, but caust not tell whence
it cometh or wihither 1t goeth; so is every one that
is born of the spirit.”’—BisLE.

Busy wind with sweepiug wing,
Ever stirring, restless thing ;
Whither come you—on your way,
From the dewy caves of day ?
Whither bear your burden on
Over the grassy slope and lawn 2

Whither come you—spicy thing,
From the rusy grot of spring 2
Bearing fragrance on your breath
From the daisy-spangled heath ;
Whither go you—unward now,
Breathing notes of music low ?

Whither come you—(rom the rifi?
Or from out some mossy dell ?
When you fan the fainting air,
Breathing life and freshness there.
Whither go you—tireless sprite,
Onward, onward! day and night ?

Whither come you—sighing breeze,
Sadly moaning throngh the trees ?
Can thy wail & requiem be,

Borne from off the rolling sea—
Bearing on o’er wave and land,
Tidings to some crphan band ?
When you rock the stormy decp;
Or, leap down the craggy steep,
Bursting from that mighty Hand,
Strewing havoc o’er the land,

On thy desolating path—

Then, thou att a thing of wrath!
When the glowing cheek you kiss
Leaving prints of happiness,

Gently stooping from above-—
Now, thou art a thing of love.
Whence come you—or whither go 1
Who, thy secret place may know 1

Thus is he of spirit born,

Meaner tracke he meekiy scarns;
Ever moving to and fro,

O’cr the moral waste below ;
Mystic power around him breathea,
Swaying haman sympathies.

Now he routs a thousand foes—
Now he mnclts for other’s wnes;
Now with drooping pilorim weeps,
Now his brow with gladness steeps ;
Ever changing, still the same,

Hid with Christ his sccret name.

—N. W, Christian Advocate.
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A Sabbath-Truant. iyou have not come! Dear reader, it
Look at th at boy. Whet is he do- “is astn‘xepfki.nd Sabbalh:school teach-
ing? He is playing truant from the ‘ers as it is 'of parents,—if you behave
Sabbath-schaol. It isa Sabbath eve-to them with carelessness‘(.)r neglec't,
ning in summer. Alick has been care- | you will perhaps repent of it when it
less and idie all the week.  And this; is too late.
afternoon he has not been in church ;:
he has taken up with some wicked boys, , “ Remember I am with you, and the
and he has been away with them ramb- | good Lord over all.”
ling in the ‘vouds, catebing birds‘andw They came in the night of sickness
cutting sticks, breaking the holy Sab- 1and fear, those gentle S vds of s60the

ba;l;. K it is time f hool.  H ling. When fhe fever-touch was on the
¢ knows it is time for school. € weary frame, and the very heart was
saw all the boys and girls gathering to- E faint. “Iam with you.” Fow cheer-
gether, and he slipt away out of the j5¢ is the thought that the strong one
house, lest his mgtlner shngld tell him ton whom we in our weakness lean,
to g{o.lhBSutbll))e t;}s d;aterlmmleild not ttlwill not fail us,hthat the loving eve
go to the Sabbath-school. e cannot. keeps vigil in the time of darkness,
say h|§ lessons 5 and will be afraid to leven as in the light of joy,~—that the
Ioo’]l.‘{hhls teach?r in the face. } true heart, beats inksympalhy with all
e ways of transgressors are hard. j odr wants, our weakuvess, and our sor-
Here is the picture of a poor boy who | row. Bl:t if so sooth’ing be such
is setting at nought God’s holy com- | memory of mortal love, and watcheare,
maxr:dn:ient. Sabbath-cohol gih}?“; in;;(‘px}lessibly dear the thm];ght,
teader, are you a Sabbath-scholar 2 that a Higher power—a more sleep-
Be sure 1hat you are regularand punc-  less eye—an aim of greater strength
tual in attending the school. Let no-| —a love which is above all others, en-
thing hinder you, except illness, or|circles both. The Lord of heaven and

some other necessary cause.

Think of the trouble and paios your
teacher takes, in trying to do you good.
Perhaps he prays for you, and visits
you when you are sick, and pleads
with you when you are alone, to be
reconciled to God. Perhaps he spends
time late at night, when he ought to be

earth, who heareth the young ravens
when they ery, is even our keeper, our
Father, and our Friend.

I Oh! when the night of despair
seems closing upon us, when sickness
jand sorrow are nigh—when even the
lwinged angel comes hovering o’er—
when the waters of life are cold and

asleep,—preparing lessens to interest)troubled—though the waves zre about
you at the class on the Sabbath ; and|to overwhelm and we turn shuddering
then, when he goes to meet you, think- {rom the deep waters, let us not fear
ing be has something to say that willlas those without hope, for rayless
be sure to iaterest you, he finds that:though our way may seem, a bright
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atar is shining down upon it—the star
of God's love.

Remembering this, strength comes
again, and hope is brighter than the
worning, to all who trust in God's
dear love, and those whom He hath
given,

e

My Native Land.

* Before all lands in Flast or West,
[ love my native lund the best,
With God's best gifts are teeming. ”

Fo the mind of the aged and weary
traveller, * My native land,” are words
ever calling up the tenderest reminis-
cences. His mind delights to wander
far back into the past, reviewing the
scenes of his early days, recollections
of which sweep o’er his heart with
such irresistible foree, thai, seeking
no longer to restrain nature’s course,
he weeps—his bosom throbs with ir.
repressible emotions, and the longing
desire to behold once.more his * native
land” pervades, and fills with antici-
pated joy his soul. Where’er the
country that claims his birth be situ-
ated, in the scorching tropic ov freez.-
ing Arctic, in the sunny South or chill-
ing North, his affections still cluster
around it as their centre.

To the wandering [talian no zephyrs
are wafted so balmy as those which
fan his far-off cloudless jand. The
Scotsman boasts the romantic and im-.
perishable grandeur of his highland
home. The son of Erin ne’er sees
place so fair or spot so green as his
own Emerald Isle. Nor ever hears
the honest Switzer inusic more thrill-
ing, entrancing, and soul-subduing
than those simple strains, every note
of which is endured by vivid associa-
tions and pleasing memories, of his
picturesque and beautiful country.—
Huge icebergs, extensive glaciers,
eternal snows, unbroken solitudes are
the feelander’s pride.

Dwells there a man on the face of
the earth whose sodl has never been
drawn by invisible yet powerful tiesto
Jiis native land~—the place of his na-
rtivity—nhis earliest home, whers tend-
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cd by a father’s care and 2 mother’s
love, he has been nurtured. educatod
and prepared to take his partin the
ever-rolling battle of life. The state
of such an one is vividly portrayed in
the following lines of Sir Walter
Scott :—
¢ Breathes thgre the man, with soul so dead,
Who never to himself hath said,
‘This is my own—my native land !
Whose heart has ne’er within him burned,
As home his footsteps he hath turned,
From wanderig on a foreign strand !
If such there be, go, mark hun well;
For him no minstrét rapturcs swell ;
High though bis utles, proua his name,
Boundless his wealth as wish can claim,
Despite those titles, power and pelf,
‘The wretch, concentrated all in self,
Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
And, doubly dying, shall go down
T'o the vile dust, {roin whence he sprung,
Unwept, unhonourod, and unsung.

——————

Little Ellen.

Some years since while residing in
the city of Philadelphia, I went out one
morning 1o visit some sick persons in a
part of the city which was almost en-
tirely inhabited by people of the lowest
and poorest class.

1 had completed my businessand was
turning my steps towards home, when
a woman miserably clad, and bearing
the marks of great poverty, approach-
ed me and asked if ' would visit her little
girl who lay sick ia a house near at
hand. I consented to doso,and follow-
ed her into the celler ofan old dirty look-
ing house, groping my way in almost
utter darkness through one room into
another back of it, where no ray of
light was apparent, and whereI was
compelled to pause while my conductor
lighted a bit of taliow candle, and disco-
vered to my view a little girl some six
or seven years of age Iying on a bed of
rags and straw in a corner of the room.
She wasa pretty child, but her flvshed
cuuntenance and parched lips, showed
plainly that disease was busy with her
young frame ; while her emaciated form
as surely indicated that unless she was
soon relieved, the hours of her earthly

existence would be ;eedily numbered.
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As I approached the little sufferer,
her mother spoke to her, and said, “El-
len, I have brought the Doctor to see
you !  The child raised both her
hands and exclaimed, «-O sir, won’t you
try and make me well? Do you think
you can make me well by Saturday 7%

I told her 1 would do all in my pow-
er for her, and added,“ Why do you
wish to be well by Saturday 7 She
replied, ¢ because the next day was Sun-
day. and I want to go to Sabbath
School 1

Her mother told me that a few Sab-
haths previous to her illness she had been
taken to the Sabbath School for the
first time by a kind lady, who found
her in the street, and that she became
deeply interested in the schcol, and
was unwilling to be absent for a single
Sabbath. The mother also said that
Ellen had repeatedly besought her
to get some medicine that would make
her well, because it wou!d grieve her
teacher to have her =o long absent.
The poor woman did not know what
medicine her child netded, and had no
money to procure it had she known, so
that she was unable to comply with
the request of her daughter.

After conversion with Ellen and her
mother a short time, and giving such
directioas as I deemed necessary, [
took my leave, promising to call again
soon.

Fortunately the illness of little Ellen
was of short duration, Sie and her
mother were removed to a better dwell-
ing, where the means used for her recov-
ery were fully blest ; and a few Sabbaths
after while visiting the Sabbath Schools
on St, I saw among the hap-
est of the happy faces there assembled
that of my little patient, Ellen.— Herald
and Journal,

“The Sabbath Breaker.”

In a quiet village, on the shores of 2
beautiful lake, lived a man of some wealth.
He disregarded the Sabbath entirely, and
pursued his business or pleasure as best
suited his convenience. ~He commanced
building a boat, principally for pleasure
excursions on the lake. While he was
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proceeding with the enterprise, which, it
was whispered abroad, would afford oppor-
tunity for Sunday sailing, he wascalled on
by a minister, who inquired about the boat,
and expostulated with him, as the enter-
prise would increase the wildness and im-
morality of their village. ¢ I am afraid,”
said the minister, ¢ your boat will prove a
Sabbath-breaker.”” The man looked him
ia the face, a~d with much assurance said,
¢« Yes, it will; and that’s just what D’ll
name my boat. [’ve been thinking some
time what to call her, and you have just
hit it. I thank you for the suggesion.—
The boat shall be called, ¢ The Sabbatk
Breaker.’>®> As he said this, he bade the
minister good-day, with a chuckle at his
evident surprise and mortification.

The building went on, and especially
on Sabbath. She was soon ready to be
launchied, and was launched on Sabbath,
and named, ¢ The Sabbath-breaker,”
amid the cheers of some twenty or thirty
half-intoxicated men. An old sailor or
two shook their heads at the way she
struck the water ; but the folly usual to
such an cwner hid his eyes to the truth,
She was rigged and fitted for an excur-
sion. She must go out on Sabbath. A
general invitation was given, and numbers
crowded on board. On the streamer was
floating the name in large letters, ¢ The
Sabbath-breaker.”” She put out. Seve-
ral, seized by an indefinite dread, as they
read the name over them, sprang on shore:
others would have done so,but she was off.
She sailed well enough for a while. The
timid felt reassured, and music and mirth
began. But scarcely four hours had
elapsed, when the boat was struck by a
flaw ot wind, which came very suddenly
upon Yer. Confusion reigned on board.—
Scarcely an effort was made. She keeled
almost instantly over, and sank to the
bottom. Noiw, whatan outcry ! But soon
all was over. Forty squls, mostly youths,
had found a watery grave ; and just above
the surface of the lake floated the flag,
bearing the inscription, ¢ The Sabbath-
breaker’ ; proclaiming to all the passers
by, that there is a God in heaven who will
not be despised with impunity,— The Ap-

peal.

Rapides des Chats.

The Rapides des Chats are situated
at the Eastern extremity of a magnifi.
cent lake, of the same name, which is
in fact an extension of the river Otta-
wa. Theshores ofthe lake Des Chats
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are woody and generally’flat to the!lonly true mode of conquering Ireland,
northward, with a pebbly or rocky by converting its inhabitants by the
heach ; to the southward they x\re!Spirit, which is the Word of God,
higher, sometimes attaining un eleva--that I would willingly give thousands
tion of 80 ar 100 feet. In extreme of pounds towards the blessed object ;
length it is fifteen miles, and in mean but in very truth I have nothing in
breath about one ; but its northernithe shape of pounds. Surely, Sir, it
shore is deeply indented by severallis a blessed thing to fexd the hungry,
sweeping bays, by which extensive jand at the same time pour the heaven-
points are tormed, sometimes con-!ly light of the Gospel on the benighted
tracting the lake to a width of scarcely isoul. I must earnestly pray the Mas-
« mile, while in others it is three, ter, that mavy efficient workers be
The surface of the waters is prettily'raised up for the work. O that Pro-
studded with occasional islands, richly | testants would but see, that as God
wooded, und so situated as to diversily | has blessed them with liberty to read
most agrecably the natural beauties of the Bible, they are called upon by
the soft, sweet scenery of the lake. Him to send the Light cf the World
The -=alms of the Ottawa are pecu-iinto dark places, and to study how the
liarly glassy and beautiful, and its{call can be best answered! Truly,
waters ave much estcemed for their! when men live at home at ease, they
softness.  Be.ween Government Is-|know little, and care little for those
land and the north shore dash, in swifi|abroad who are destitute of the bless-
and violent eddies, the Rapides deslings they are enjoying. The cause is,
Chats. ‘Fheso rapids are three miles|that although the Bible is free, and
long, and pass amidst a labyrinth ofioften read and even quoted, its spirie
varied islands, until the waters m'ells) not secured by earnest secref prayer.
suddenly precipitated over the fulls of} Public prayer is excellent; but the
the Chats, which are from sixteen to: Author of our religion enjoined, both
twenty feet in height. There are fift by precept and example, the greater
teen or sisteen falls on u curved line | efficacy of private prayer, and never
across the river, regularly divided by, €an He depart from bis own precious
“woody islands, over one of avhich is: promise of sending the Spirit of Truth
effected a portage, in passing from the | 110 the minds of His servants, to
tup to the bottom of the falls.—Se. | ring all His words to their remem-
lected. { bravee as the occupiers requireth.
1&\ hefl‘l one who has enjoyed thg bene-
T - : | fit of constant public means of grace
The Missionary and 8. 8. Record. | at home is deprived of them aff by
Ce e e e coming to this country,and from vari-
MONTREAL, OCTOBER, 18353. ous causes unable to travel in search
- - - of such, then let such take the Bible,
Irish Scripture Reading School Fund. | yeag, study, pray for light, for under-
Though we are entireiy ignorant of | standing, for a meek and patient spirit
the writer of the following letter, yet tc?'l:lccewde ‘“S“‘iﬁ‘io? asl a )'?“'I’g
. . T 1ild, and assure the value of the
ve tal:e much pleasure in giving it a Bible will Le madeyknowu, its secret
place in our columns :— meaning opened, its promises, past,
Respectep Sir,—Enclosed I send|present, and to come, made plain to
two doliars for the Irish Fund, as you | the eye of faith, and so the mountains
mentiored that the money collected|of difficulties removed. “Tiue,the fu-
for it would be remitted to the Parent l ture can only be seen by the eye of
Society in August. I hope this mite! faith, but by it they are seen to be
will be in time. So assured am I of frue, although the times and seasons
the British now being engaged in the!are in God's hand alone.
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Your little Sabbath School and Mis-
sionary Record was sent to us before
we had ever heard of it, and truly it
has been a blessed seed sown by the
wayside. Both to old and young it
has been a trasure, by furnishing many
topies of conversation, suggesting new
ideas, and opening up sources of in-
formation which bave been pursued
to the fountain-head and found #rue,
without doubt, as my family and self
have so experienced, and so have many
others. May your labors be rewarded
a hundred fold in this present life,and
lead You to life everlasting. I do be-
" lisve you have done the amount of
good you have by simply relying on
the unchangeableness of Taith, its
majesty, its purifying tendency, and
its unconquerable strength. You have
avoided the common error of assign.
iag paiticular punishments to particu-
lar sins,—a very dangerous and uun.
» vthy mode of ex,laining what-God
does. [He whose ways are not as
wen's ways, nor his thoughts as men's
thoughts, sends not his thunderbolt as
mnan’s weak hand would direct it. Be-
hold the good men perishing for lack
of food on a hashle shore, where they
had gone to preach Christ crucified,
was God angrv with them because he
sent not the birds to feed them?  Ah,
no; their journal continned till death
bears record of the trath of Christ’s
promised gift to those who, loving
him, do his commands. Heavenly
peace was theirs, and from their dead
bodies shall living waters flow to re-
fresh thirsty souls who are Jonging for
righteousness.

God bless you, Sir.  The writer's
hand is acheing with & rheumatic af-
fection of old date. May yours be
spared for good.

A MEMBER OF THE
E. C. oF ScorLAXD.
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Presbyterian Domestic Missions,

The General Assembiy of the Old
School Presbyterian Church met in
Philadelphia in May last. The Re-
port of the Board of Missions, on
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their Domestic Missions. is a very in-
teresting document, We allude to it
for the purpose of general information
respecting the Church of God, and to
provoke our owp branch of the Chureh
to love and good works. The follow-
ing passage will indicate the extent of
their Domestic Missions :—

“ There were 515 missionaries in
commission, 23 less thar the year pre-
vious ; 838 churches and missionary
stations supplied ; 32 newly-organiz-
ed Churches ; 1,843 persons admitted
on examination, and 1,287 on certifi-
cate : making a total of 2,930. The
number of members in connexion with
missionary Chnrches, 19,966 ; Sab-
bath -schools, 432 ; Sabbath-school
scholars, 19,123, and teachers, 3,12} ;
baptisms, 1,876 ; houses of worship
erected and finished, 45. These re-
turns are more thau one-third shoré of
the real returns, as of our 515 mission-
aries, 130 have failed to send in their
special reports for the Assembly.”

Prorer MissioNn FigLps.—The
Presbyteries of the Presbyteriau
Church answer to our Annnal Con-
ferences, as they administer the mis-
sions within their bouuds as our An-
nual Conferences administer the do-
mestic mizsions within their bounds re-
spectiveiy. 'This leads us to say, our
brethren of the Presbyterian Church
are careful to apply their money and
men where there is a strong probabi.
lity that a self-sustaining Church will
be the fruits of the mission in a rea-
sonable time.  We have long thought
that in our domestic missionary work
we should pay more respect to this than
we have been accustomed to do. We
should not wesken ourselves by too
great diffusion : we should occupy
those places only which we can hold
to advantage, with promise that they
will shortly become self-sustaining
Churches, In this way our domestic
missionary work will be coatinually
passiug into scif-sustaining Churches.
Hear the Presbyterian Board :—

“ The progress of self-sustentaiion
has been most gratifying. Seventy -
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four Churches and missionary fields,
served by fifty-six ministers, have gone
off the Board, by theii own reports, self-
sustaining : a saving for general mis-
sionary purposes of some six thousand
dollars or more. Our Presbyteries
have come up to the work of self-sus-
tentation, and are carrying out the
views and principles of the Assumbly.
‘The Board has done its work during
the year promptly and happily, and
with a very few exceptions, every ap-
plication for aid has been met to the
full amount asked tor.”

RerarioN To THE CHURCH.—The
following paragraphs set forth truly
the relation of the Domestic Missions
to the body of the mature and estab-
lished Church :—

¢« Our Church is found in more or
less strength in every State and Ter-
ritory, with a very few exceptions ;
and the labours of our missionaries
have been faithful and arduous. They
are a noble band of ministers, and are
accomplishing a great work, both for
our Church and our ceuntry. Our
missionaries literally have been the fa-
thers and founders of our Church inall
our past history. What would we
have been withont our missions ?

« While we have had some pleasing
revivals, it has been a year of general
spiritual dearth: a fact cailing for hu-
miliation and earnest return to God on
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China.

A letter from the Rev. Dr. Wiley,
one of the Methodist missiunaries,
dated Fuh-Chau, May 27th, gives the
following intelligence :—

«You will have heard, through our
brethren at Hong-Kong, an account
of the difficulties which have unex-
pectedly arisen at Amoy, and which
threw us in immediate danger here.
‘T'his movement has come upcn us all
very suddenly, and without any pre-
vious indications. As yet the insur-
gents have no counection with the
Northern revolutionary army; but
doubtless the insurrection is only an-
other expression of the rebellious feel-
ing arising throughout the country.
Brother Doty, of Amoy, informs us
that the rebels have addressed a com-
munication to the army in the North,
proposing to join it, and that the im-
mediate object of the movement is the
capture of this province, which they
design to present to the new emperor.

«On the 20th iustant a large part
of their force left Amoy en route for
Fuh-Chau, which, they say, they will
attack by sea and by land. We are
now in daily expectation of their arri-
| val here. The people are considera-
lbly excited, but the authorities have
jsucceeded in persuading them that
;there is no danger of an attack on this
| city, which does much to calm them,
“and which will probably have the good
'effect of keeping things quiet until the

Irebel forces are upun us, when we
. . ‘thiuk we will be in safety. It is

Two new Synods have been orga- scarcely to be expected that all things
mzed by order of the Assembly, chiefly " il pass off so smoothly at Fub-Chau
the fruit of domestic missions—the Sy- . 45 they did at Amoy. This is the pro-
nods of Jowa and {\1‘kansas; and e, vincial city, and is defended by a Tar-
have on the floor of f%"? Assembly this ! tar garrison, which will, of course, pre-
year our first Commissioner from the | sent'some resistance to the rebel troops.
Synod of the Pacific  Welcome the| The people will offer no resistance. As
Pacific! We shake hands across the far aswe can learn, they are in favor of
continent ! Texas has been receiving - the insurrectionary movement, and
accessions of missionaries and minis-' ill be glad when they are placed un-
ters, needed greatly in view of her own ger new masters, though they would
destitutions, and in view of future vpe- |ike the transition to be made without
rations in Mexico, whenever that coun- !4 contest. We must have a battle at
try shall be thrown open to our mis'fFuh-Chau. The contesi will prob-
sionaries.” I ably be short and prineipally confined

the part of ministers and people.
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to the city. All the missionary fami-
lies have concentrated themselves on
the i-land, and ftogether we will await
the attack.

“ We have no indication that cither
party has any wish to interfere with
us. On the contrary, from the rebels
we have positive assurances of their
protection after they have reached the
city ; and our hope is that the present
authorities will be able to keep down
all riotous excitement until the forces
of the rebels come upen the city.
Yet we know not what awaits us. A
severe trial lies before us, and we must
mect it. May God give us grace to
meet it with Christian fortitude and
resignation, and enable us to glorify
him in the midst of these trying times !
We do not vet know to what addi-
tioval means of safety we shall be
obliged to resort. Perhaps we siall
be compelled to resort to the river and
leave our bouses for a few days. God
is with us and givés us his grace, and
enables us with confidence to rest all
‘the consequences with him.

The Waldenses.

Rev. Jeane Pierre Revel, D. D,
Muderator of the Waldensian Synod,
having recently made a brief visit to
the Churches of this country, we take
occasion to put before our readers some
items in relation to that people, which
wo trust will prove interesting.

The doctor came hither on a mission
to the American Churches, from the
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fered for the maintenance of the truth,
and they endeavored, by their wonder-
ful missionary efforts, to keep alive
the tr.th and diffuse it through all the
southern and middle parts of Europe,
penetrating even into Asia Minor,
during centuries before the days of
Huss or Luthex. Tor this purpase
they had a theological school at Pra
@el Tor, in the valley of the Angrog-
na, and nearly in the ceatre of their
country, where they educated their
young ministers, where their synod
often met, and whence their mission-
aries set out, two by two, on foot, on
their long tours, and where they *re-
hearsed upon their returns to the
brethren” the history of their labors,
their triale, and their joys.

A long night of effliction hath been
the lot of these children of the light.
They have, however, for the last one
hundred and sixty years been esempt
from persecutions, but not (till 1848)
from oppression, in many forms. For
the last twenty-five years a great work
of prepavation has been going on
among them, chiefly by the help of
friends iv England and Holland, in the
establishment of primary schools, fe-
male schools, grammar schools, & nor-
mal school, and a college, which has
‘now about eighty-five students and
leight professors. It is a haudsome
"and convenient edifice, has a library
"of several thousand volumes, and a
"good chemical and philosophical ap-
‘paratus.  Mere than four thousand

TasLe or CoriissioN of the Synod ' youth are in these, 156 schools of va-
of which he is Moderator, for the pur- rious grades, and among them are
pose of making known the position 6f many promising young men.

that ancient Charch in the valleys of"

Piedmount, which was, for long ages of . ..

darkness, at once .a suﬁ'nringUChaurch, +John Enox—His Character & Origin.
a testifying Church, and a missionary ~ Of all great men in history there is
Church. They maintained the truth, not one whose character is more sim-
when all the rest of Christendom was| ple and intelligible than that of John
buried in worse than Egyptian dark-{Knox. A plain but massive understan-
ness. They were the impersonation)ding, a courage which uothing could
of their admirable motto and device, | shake, a warm, honestheart, and an in-
—a lamp surrounded by seven stars, | tense hatred and scorn of sin ; these
the whole encircled by the words:|are the qualities which appear in him ;
Lux LUCET IN TENEBitlS, — ¢ The |these, and only these. There may
light shineth in derkness.” They suf. ' have been others, but the occasion did
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not require them, they were not called
into play. The evil which was to be
overcome had no strong intellectual de-
fences ; it was a tyrannical falsehood,
upheld by force; and force of charac-
ter, rather than breadth or subtlety of
thought, was needed to cope with it.

He was horn at Haddington, in the
year 1505. His family, though not
noble, were solid, substantial landowa-
ers, who for severa] generations, had
held estates in Renfrewshire, perhaps
under the Earls of Bothwell, whose
banner they followed “in the field.
Their history, like that ofother families
of the time, is obscure and not impor-
tant ; and of the father of John, nothing
is known, except that he fought under
the predecessor of the famous Lord
Bothwell, probably of Flodden, and
other of those confused battles, which
answered one high purpose in hard-
ening and steeling the Scotch charac-
ter, but in all other senses were useless
indeed. But itis only by accident that
we know so much as this; and even
the first eight and thirty years of the life
of his son, which he spent as a quiet,
peaceble private person, we are left 1o
gather up what stray hints the after re-
collectioas of his friends could supply,
and which, indeed, amount to almost
nothing. We find that he was at
school at Haddington ; that he after-
wards went to the University of Glas.
gow, where, being a boy of weak con-
stitution, and probably his own wishes
inclining in the same direction, it was
determined to bring him up to be a
priest. He distinguished himselt in
the ordinary way; becoming, among
other things, an accomplished logic lec-
turer ; and, at the right age, like most
of the other Reformers, he was duly or-
dained. But what further befell him
in this capacity is altogether unknown,
and his inward history must be conjec-
tured from what he was when at last
he was called out intc the world, He
must have spent many years in stady ;
for, besides his remarkable knowledge
of the Bible, he knew Greek, Latin,

tngs a very suflicient acquaintance with
istory, Pagan and Christian : he had
read Aristotle and Plato, as well as
many of the Fathers; in fact, what-
ever knowledge was to be obtained
out of books, concerning men and hu-
man things, he had not failed to gather
together, But his chief kuowledge, and
that which made him what he was, was
the knowledge, not of books, but of the
world in which hie lived, and the con-
dition of which must have gradually un-
folded itself to him as he grew to man-
hood. — Westminster Review.

The Liftle Chamber on the Wall*
BY F. A. CRAFTS.

The gay, with mirthful songs end dance,
Will cheer a noble guest;

But undistarbed with empty forms,
Elisha here had rest.

The king rides by in royal state,
As thousands prostrate fall ;

Theédin of fame invadeth not
The chamber on the wall.

No useless furniture adorned
The prophet’s hallowed room,

But still beneath this humble roof
‘The heart reposed at home ;

The table fer the frugal meal,
A chair and bed were all,

Yet calm contentment dwelt within
Tre chamber on the wall,

Upoun that bed a mother laid
The body of her son,
And raised her tearful eyes 1o heaven,
With ** Lord, thy will be done !
Then love restored the spotlese soul,
And rent death’s sombre pall,
And joy unutterable ilum’d
‘T'he chamber on the wall !

Within the rock-built citadel,
Men hide from danger near;
While sleep forsakes a downy bed,
And gives her place to fear;
But what, for harm, by day or night,
Can o1 the good wman fall
The holy cherubim o'cr spread
The chamber on the wall !

Westport, Conn., Aug. 3.

*2 Kings iv. : 8-27.

and French well ; we find in his writ- | —Herald and Journal.
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The Peacock.

Peacocks, in & wild state, though now
rarely found, are sometimes seen, in large
flocks, on the islands of Java and Ceylon.
When this bird was first brought into
Greece, many centaries ago, the people
prized it so highly, that 2 sum equal to
fifty doilars of our money was paid for one
peacock.  When Alexander was in India,
he saw these birds flying wild, in vast
numbers, and was so struck with their
beauty, that he ordered those who killed
or disturbed one of the birds to be severely
punished 5 and in Greece, for some time
after the introduction of the bird into that
country, a large price was paid for the
privilege of seeing it.

The peacock is among the most beauti-

fully dressed birds tn the world, and I am'

sorry to say that he seems to be too well
aware of his veauty himself. He struts
among his companions—I beg pardon of
«ll military men in general, and sundry
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melodious notes, and that, if any of them
are not so charmed, it is owing, unfor-
tunately for them, to their education
shaving been neglected, so that they have
no musical taste. That is the way with
pride, all the world over. It is not con-
tined to any country, or to any race of the
animal creation, or to either sex. The
peacock is not the only creature that is
vain of hic beauty and accomplishments.
You can find this same vanity, if you
search for it with sufficient care, in men
and women, and boys and girls. Baut itlis
a foolish thing, wherever you meet with
it. True merit is not often found ir com-
pany with pride and vanity. I have ge-
nerally found, in my acquaintance with
mankind, that those people were proudest
who had the least to be proud of. It is

among the ranks of the poorest singers

| that one meets with the most self-conceit,

Do you think that Jenny Lind, ¢ the
Swedish Nightingale,” as she is called—
the sweetest singer, probably, on the face

pompous ones in particular—like a general lof the globe~-do you think she is puffed -
at the head of hisbrigade. Buthis voice!|up with pride on account of her talent?
The ravings of a screech owl are more, Not she. She is one of the most humble
tolerable than this music. Idoubtif there | and modest of women. She has too much
is a bird on the face of the globe that could | merit to be conceited.

scream & more frightful solo. And yethe| But I must stop talking in this strain,
seems to consider himself a most excellent { or you will say I am preaching, instead of
singer. Doubtless he supposes that nearly j telling stories about birds.— Woodworth’s
U, -'Vaeo charmed with his soft,lStorics about Birds.
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Horace Walpole.

Horace Walpole was in hig day “ the
glass of fashion, and the mold of form,”
valuable for little besides his epistolary
style, in the material in which his own
nothingness is inclosed, as in amber, till
it has acquired a certain conventional
value. Rank, fortune, humor, were all
his own ; yet he lived for few thirgs
which were not frivolous, and maintain-
ed the contemptible character of a male
gossip. What his thoughts of death
were, the foliowing passage from his
letters will demonstrate :

«T am tired of the world, its politics,
its pursuits, and its pleasures; but it
will cost me some struggles before 1
submit to be tender and careful. Christ!
can I ever submit to the regimen of old
age? Ido not wish to dress up a
withered person, nor drag it about to
public piaces ; but to sit in one’s room,
clothed warmly, expecting visits from
folles 1 do riot wish to see, and tendered
and flattered by relations impatient for
one’s death ! Let the gou. do its worst
ss expeditiously as it can ; it would be
more welcome in my stomach than in
my limbs.”

His letters, writter: at the end of life,
some of which were to Miss Hannah
More, show that, though occasionally
much disgusted at life, religion exerted
no in“~~nce whatever. Indeed, even
in Wi...g to that lady, he omitted no
opportunity of satirizing both piety and
its followers, Yet he confessed himself
a disappointed men, though he could
not forbear to jest at his own approach-
ing desolution. Living and dying, he
was the same heartless and selfish
voluptuary. “1I she be quite content,”
he writes, ¢ with a sprig of rosemary
{the symbolical language of the rosemary
isrememberance : ¢ ’ll remember thee)
Sprigs of it were often thrown upon the
coflin when it had been lowered into
the grave] thrown after me, when the
parson of the parish commits my dust
to dust.”
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Mouths.
From the Child’s Paper.)

11 is curious to see how many different
kinds of mouths there are, cach adapted
to a different kind of food, the diflerent
ways of taking the food, and the dif-
ferent places where the food is found.

The human mouth has a good set of
100ls for biting and chewing, with the
hands to wait upon it, to prepare and
bring it food. The rough toague, the
broad cutting teeth of the horse, with
his long peck, fit him for browsing in
the pastures, and gathering up his Tood
from the earth. The mouth of a chicken
is a pair of nippers, long, sharp and
bony, to pick up the corn and little
seeds.

The woodpecker's mouth has not only
to find the food, but it has to work pretty
hard for it. It feeds upon the worms
and insects which live in the hollows of
old tices, and they have to be taken out
some way or other. For this purpose it
has a Jong, sharp, hard bill like a mallet,
and with this it chisels and taps and
taps, and was probably very busy get-
ting its dinner, when the poet went out
in the woods and heard him, and wrote
the song,

“The wondpecker taps the hollow beach-tree,

which has made the woodpecker a famous
little bird ever since. He keeps on
working until a hole is deep enough to
reach the poor worm, when he darts out
his tengue and seizes it.  This tongue is
made on purpose, for it is long, sometimes
darted out two or three inches beyond
the bill, and at the ena it is sharp and
long, and sct with litile teeth like a saw,
only running backwards like the barb
of a fish-hook. There is now no escape
for the worm ; itis hooked and drawn
into the woodpecker’s mouth, and made
a meal of.

All this is very curious ; yet very dif-
ferent is the butterfly’s mouth, for the
butterfly eats honey, and the flowers
sometimes stow their honey down in little
cells, quite out of the way. But the but-
terflies have an instrument to work with ;
their tongue is hollow inside like a tube,
made of a great many little rings, moved
by little muscles. When it is not in use, it
is coiled up, so as nct to be in the way ;
but when it is wanted, it is unrolled and
darted down into the bottom of a flower,
and the honey is sucked up through i,
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very much as boys sometiaes suck
cider through a straw.

As you study the mouths of other in-
sects and other birds and other animals,
and the finny tribes, you will find this
wonderful adaptation of the mouth to ob-
taining the proper food. Thuse different
mouths could not have ¢ happened so;”’
they could unot have made lhemselves ;
could they? Does any body seriously
suppose they could have come by chance?
The study of mouths brings out a degree
of skill and contrivance which cou'd
belong only to a great, inselligent, con-
triving mind, and 11 forms a deeply inter-
esting chanter in the great book of God.

Endurance of Pain.
SIR JOHN MOORE,.

A very remarkable difference exists be-
tween persons as to their capability of bear-
ing pain ; generally those of high sensi-
tiveness and intellectuality, whose nerves,
in common parlance, are finely strung,
evince the greatest susceptibility. To them
a scrateh or trifling wound, which others
would scarcely feel, is really a caunse of
acute pain. The late Sir Robert Peel pre-
sented this condition in a marked degree ;
a slight bite from a monkey at the Zoologi-
ca! Gardens, sometime before his death,
caused him to faint ; and, after the sad ac-
cident which took him from among us, it
was found impossible to make a full and
satisfactory examination of the seat of in-
jury, from the exquisite torment which the
slightest movement or handling of the parts
occasioned. Someserious injury had been
inflicted near the collar-bone ; and a forci~
ble contrast to the illustrious statesman is
presented by General Sir John Moore, who,
on the field of Corunna, received his mor~
tal wound in the samesituation. The fol~
lowing is the account given by Sir William
Napier:—

¢ Sir John Moore, while earnestly watch-
ing the result of the fight about the village
of Elvina, was struck on the left breast by
acannonshot. The shock threw him from
his horse with violence, but he rose again
in a sitting posture, his countenance un-
changed, and his steadfast eye still fixed
on the regiments engaged in his front, no
sigh betraying a sensation of pain. In a
few moments, when he was satisfied that
the troops were gaining ground, his coun-
tenance brightened and he suffered himself
to be taken to the rear. Then was seen

the dreadful nature of the hurt, The sbhoul-
der was shattered to pieces, the arm was
hanging by a piece of skin, the ribs over
the heurt were broken and bared of flesh,
and the muscles of the breast torn into long
strips, which were interlaced by their re-
coil from the dragging of theshot. As the
soldiers placed him iv a blanket, hissword
got entangled, and the hiit entered the
wound. Captain Hardinge, (the present
Lord Hardinge,) a staff officer, who hap-~
pened to be near, attempted to take it off,
but the dying man stopped nim, saying,
¢ It is as wellas it is; [ hadratheritshould
go out of the field with me ;? and in that
manner, so becoming a soldier, Moore was
borne from the fight.”

From the spot where he fell the general
I was carried to the town by a party of sol-
I diers ; his blood flowed fast, and the tor-
ture of his wound was great, yet such was
the unshaken firmness of his mind, that
those around him, judging from the resolu-
tion of his countenance that his hurt was
not mortal, expressed a hope of his reco-
very ; heanng this, he looked steadfastly
at the injury for a moment, and then said,
¢ No, I teel that to be impossible.”

Several times he caused his attendants
to stop and turn him round, that he might
behold the field of battle, and when the fir-
ing indicated the advance of the British, he
discovered bis satisfaction and permitted
the bearers to praceed. Being hiought to
his ledgings, the surgeons examined nis
wound, but there was no hope ; the pain
increased, and he spoke with great diffi-
calty. . . His countenance conti-
nued firm, and his thoughts clear; once
only, when he spoke of his mother, he be-
came agitated ; but he often inquired after
the safety of his friends, and the officers of
his staff, and he did not, even in this mo-
ment, forget to recommend those whose
merit had given them claims to promotion.
His strength failed fast, and life was ex-
tinet, when, with an unsubdued spirit, he
exclaimed, ¢ I hope tha people of England
will be satisfied—1 hope my country will
do me justice I’ And so he died.

Important Change—Good News.

We have great pleasure in communicating
to the subscribers and friends of the Record,
that we have effected arrangements by which,
hereafter, they will reccive their papers from

this office FREE OF POSTAGE.



