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NAZARETH.

Pictures from the Life of Jesus.
Picrure Il

Tre Rivir JomDAN; OR, THE
PRrReACHER OF THE WILDERNESS.

All Judea was astir. From east to
westy from north to south, the rumours
spread of & strange preacher who, in
the garb of the-ancieat propbets, pro-
claimed a ecoming Saviour and a wond-
rous change. Thebusy citizens of Je-
- rogalem, the quiet labourers of the

country parts, heard alike of the wild
son of the desert, and from all quar-
ters—from village homes, and country
towns, and naisy city streets—from the
city of David and from despised Naza-
reth—crowds daily came; and from
the rising to the setting of the sun, the
people thronged the'valley of the Jor-
dan to see the wonderful wae, and lis-
ten to the wonderful words he uttered.

The deep valley of the Jordan, with
its grey lofty mountains shadowing it

N
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on both sides, presented a strange scene
of bustie and excitement. Day after
day, and all day long, the people came
and went—the young and the old, the
rich and the poor, whole families to-
gether. It seemed as if every beast of
burden had been made use of for that
time—Jong-necked camels, dromeda-
ries, and mules—and thousands trudg-
ing bravely on foot; over the wide-
spreading plain of Jericho—over the
grey high hills—issuing from the
groves of palm trees every day, and all
day long. We fancy we can almost
hear the murmue now of that vast mul-
titude—the tramp of many feet, the
thou nd voices that suddenly are
hushed and stilled, and then burst
forth afresh, the questions that are ask-
ed, the answers that are given, the
criee and groans that sometimes are
heard as the words of the strange
preacher fall on the guilty consciences
of the throng—piercing, burning words,
like a shower of fiery darts. We fan-
¢y we can hear that terrible voice that
wakes up every echo, and that, standing
in the Jordan stream, with his robe of
camel’s hair, and leathern girdle, we

- can see the baptist preaching to the
crowds about him—every day and all
day long.

Far away the people stretching on
every side, swaying to and fro, and
clustering together wherever men can
cluster, People of all ranks and con-
ditions are there—~—the hated publican
or tax-gatherer, who grinds the faces
of the poor ; the haughty Pharisee, with
his long robes, his stately step, and his
proud look ; the rough soldier, who has
seen many a hard fight, and who boast-
eth that he knows no fear; the wily
lawyer, and the doubting Sadducee.
John has a word for all, as they gather
round, each man feels the power of the
words he utters.

The brighs sun is shining over the
mountains of Moab, the river on its
course casts back its ray, and looks
silver ; the strips of verdure on the
rocks are green and pleasant to the
sight, the tall palms cast a cooling sha-

dow, but the wonted quiteness is gone,
From the grey dawn, crowds have been
gathering, and now, though we can
hear his voice, we cannot, for the press,
come nigh the preacher, but from the
people round about we hear strange
stories of the baptist. One old man
tells how he remembers well the day
when with the crowd of worshippersin
the outer court of the Temple, he saw
Zecharias the priest, the father of the
Baptist, come forth, and when every
head was bent, and ye! nc word of
blessing heard, he ventured to look up,
and saw the aged priest tmotioning
with his hands, but dumb, quite dumt
~—speechless as the brazen altar. We
hear the story of how it afterwards
came out thatan angel had appeared to
Zecharias and foretold the birth of
John ; and how, when the child was
born, and was to be circumecised, the
dumb priest had motioned for a writ-
ing-table, and had written ¢ Ais name is
John ;” and how, in that very hour,
his tongue was loosed, and he spake
as before. The old man remembers
all about it, though more thar thirty
years have passed.

Others can tell us how strange a life
the child has led, and how strange a
life the man nowleads—far away from
towns aud cities, alone with God; so
strange.a life, that many have said he
must have a devil ; bug devils do not
l}i)x'each righteousness, John the Baptist

oes.

We notice a Pharisee, ever loved to
have the chief place at the synagogue,
to let men know his piety by praying
at the corners of the streets, and hav-
ing Bible texts fastened on his head-
dress, but who now is walking with
his eyes cast down. They tell us he
was wont to boast that the muliitude
who crowded to John’s preaching went
but to look on a reed shaken by the
wind-——that presently he came himself,
and stood on Jordan’s bank as proud-
iy as in the symagogue on Sabbath
days, but that, when ~he heard the
great fiery words of the 'maun of God,

be trembled and wept like a child
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Many a rough soldier, and many a
crafty lawyer, and many a siern Sad.
ducee, bave come to scoff, but stopped
to pray ; and many have fouud out
that the prophet Isaiah meant John the
Baptist, by the voice that should ery
in the wilderness to prepare the way of
the Lord; and that Malachi meant
uone other but he, but Eljjah the pro-
phet, who should come befure the great
day of Jehovah.

How bright the sun shines on the
clear waters of the Jordan, for we are

nearer now, and we can see it winding]

onward far away ! How strange the
preacher looks, with his rough robe
and fine sagacious face—how strange
the throng that listen to his words ! ma-
ny a nan goes down into the water at
the voice of him who preaches the bap.-
tism of repentance. One weuld not
ensily forget the scene. When the Is-
raelites passed over and clustered
round the ark—when Elijah smote the
waters and divided them in twain—
when Naaman the leper dipped in its
waters seven times, and his flesh came
again as the flesh of a little child, it
was a strange and wonderful scene,
but not one half so strange as Johu the
Baptist preaching on its banks and
baptising in its waters.

John the Baptist, as stern and true
as old Elijah, stands there, and to the
eager throng cries out, Repent! He
fears God, and nothing beside. His
thoughts are on God, eternity, and
judgment ; and life and death, and hea-
ven and hell, and what are all the
crowns, and thrones, and riches of the
world to him? ° You might guess by
those strong words of his, by his earn.
est glance, by the sound of his voice,
that he was sent of God.” What does
he say ? N

“ O Generation of vipers, who hath
warned you to flee from the wrath ‘to
come?? how is it that you, whe all
your lifetime have been the eucwmies of
God, who have broken his laws, des-
pised his rule, refused his .merey,
slighted his promises,scorned his threat-

enings, should now fly from she cOm-[

ing judgment, from the anger of the
great God, and the death that never
dies? Repentance is no eusy matter ;
old things must pass away, all things
become new, hard hearts must grow
soft, stubborn wills must be subdued,
* Bring forth, therefore, fruits worthy
of repentance, and think not to say
within yourselves, We have Abraham
to our father, for God is able of these
stones to raise up children unto Abra-
ham. The axe i3 laid to the root of
the trees; every tree which bringeth
not forth good fruit is hewn down and
cast into the fire,”

We hear the questions that are ask-
ed by those about—What shall we do %
Be charitable, be upright, be honest,
be contented. He that hath two coats,
let him impart to him that hath none;
and he that hath meat, let him do like-
wise. Do violence to no mau, accuse
none falsely. We hear the busy mur-
mur—“ Is this the Christ?”" The
throng that look upon him begin to

Ahink that in him they see their long

expected King and Saviour. John has
heard the ytestion, and answers say-
ing, * lindeed baptize you with water;
one mightier than I cometh, the latch.
et of whose shoe I am not worthy to
unloose ; he shall baptize you with the
Holy Ghost and with fire.”

And this is the stern true man who
i3 to die—to be shut up in prison by
the wicked Herod—that head of his to
fall by the headsman's sword,

And so the day proceeds. The poe-
ple are still listening—many groups are
on the mountain side as the twilight
draws near ; but one who has heard the
preacher’s voice has come to his bap.
tism. Itis a stranger from Nazareth
of Galilee—ah no, it is no stranger, for
we fecognise in him the &hild who,
eighteen years before, had talked with
the doctors in the Temple. [t is Je-
sus, uow about thirty years old, who
has pasta peaceful, labouring life, at
Nazareth, all that time,

e Y
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The History of a Plant.

CHAPTER 115.—WHAT MAKES THE
SEED SPBOUT.

INSIDE the seed thers is, as you
have seen, a “little plant,” with the
“food” it will want, before it can nour-
ish itself by its own roout and leaves.
It is not the miniatureof the full-grown
plant ; nor has it all its parts wrapped
up, ready to be unfolded, when it
grows. [t is quite different from what
the full-grown plant will be; the * sged-
leaves” are not of the same shape as
those which come afterwards. The
bud between them, however closely
yon may look at it, shows you nothing
at all of the stem, and leaves, and flow-
ers, which grow out of it, and there
is only a place where a root might be.
The ycung caterpillar is not more dif-

_ferent from the butterfly than the “little
pfant” in the seedis from the perfect
one.

If you were to see several different
kinds of ¢ seed-plants” together, you

could scarcely tell one kind from an-

other. And if some of them were
cut open, and put under a microscope,
which weuld make them look so much
larger, as to show you the exceedingly
small cells, of which they are made up
(like the inside of a buil-rush), you
would wonder, indeed, how theyshould
become different plants when fully
grown, and not be all alike. The real
difference is in the life that is in them,
—and ¢kat is the work of God in each
seed ; and it is shown as plainly there,
-if we 'will but see it, as it was when Je-
sus, by the same almighty power, made
the blind to see, the deaf to hear, and
the dead to live again. For God's
works are all miracles when we right-
ly regard them.

But what s it that wakes up this
sleeping life, and makes the “littie
plant? sprout,and using up the stores
of ¢ foed” provided for it, begin to
grow into a reel plant, with perfect
parts, according to its kind? Whait
causes this? This is what I shall tell
you about now ; and, as it is-a very
curious tale, I hope you will &ry to un-

derstand it ; and I will make ii as sim-
pleas I can, for I wish you to know
what God does in the History of a
Plant, from the beginning to the end,

Ishall speak only of the “sprouting”
of the seed in this chapter, and you
must remember this, because there are
other causes than those Ishall mention
here, which have to do with the place
and the manner cof the life and growth
of the plant. These are the four:
things upon which the sprouting of
the seed depends-—air, moisture, heat,
and light. There must be a certair
guantity, or a particular kind, of each,
or the *seed-plant” cannot begin to
grow, ‘

A particular kind and quantity of
atr is the first thing wanted. Perbaps
you did not know theré were different
kinds of air ; but you have seen the gas-
lamps lighted in the evening,and have
noticed the bright flames which some-
times burst out from the side of a
piece of coal between the bars of the
fire-grate, and have heard them called
“gas” Gas which is burned in the
lamps, and which makes the flames in
the grate, is akind ofair. The air we
breathe, and which is so clear and
beautiful, is a mixture of three diffe-
rent kinds of airs or gases. Onekind
we may call “life-supporting gas,” for.
if we cannot get that, we die. The
Hame of a caodle or lamp, or of the
fire, would go out if there were none
of this gas to support it. Neither of
the other kinds of gas, mixed in the
air we breathe, can support life: but
hereis a wonder—if they were not
mixed with the other, as they are, i¢
would not long support our lives.
And this will shew you why. 1If a
lighted candle were put into a place
where only the ¢ life-supporting gas”
was, and no other mixed with it, the
flame would immediately grow long
and broad, and brilliant sparks would
shoet out on every side, and tn @ very
short time the whole would e quite
burnt out!

There is but a very small quantity
of one of the other kinds of gas in the
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air we breathe ; and though to breathe
that unmixed would kill us, it is the
most nourihing food to growing
plants. 1 shall soon speak of this a-
gain, and of th2 other kind on which
they feed too, Ishall haveto tell you
afterwards. It is the * life-supporting
gas” that the seed wants at first, and if
it cannot have it, it will not sprout.
You } now that gardeners tell you not
to bury the seeds you plant in your

garden too deeply ; for, if you do, they
will not ©“ come ups” and to see that
the mould over them is light, because
if it is so close that the air cannot get
to them, you might as well not have
planted them at all—they will not
grow. And whena hole or ditch is
dug, and the earth thrown out of it
left long enough, plants will often
spring on it, of a different kind from
those usually growing round ; theseeds

of which had been so covered up, that
none of the air they needed to set them
growing, could reach them. Seeds
will grow without being put info the
ground at all, if they have the other
things necessary for their sprouting.

The second of those things is mois-
ture. How much plants depend upon
this, you do not need to be told ; it is
as much wanted for the awakening
of the lifeof the seed. I remember
that one spring, when no rain fell for
vearly two months, the barley-corns
lay between the hard, dry clods in the
fields, for six weeks and more, just as if
they had beea on the granary-floor all
the time. Different kinds of seeds re-
quire different quantities of moisture ;
those of the plants which grow in the
deserts of Africa need little indeed ;
and those of our common field-plants
would be drowned by the quantity the
seeds of water-plants require.

Did you ever hear that waler is a
mixture of two kinds of azr? Oune of
them is the *life-supporting” kind;
the other ia & kind that will burn!
This will hint to you some more of the
wonders of the works of God; but I
must not stay to tell you about them

now, as I have others to relate. Wheh
the seed is planted, it soaks up the
moisture near it, like a sponge; but it
is not because it is thirsty. You have
not forgotten that, beside the “ little
plant,” there is a store of provision for
it, in the seed. The water is needed,
first of all, to enable the “ seed-plant™
toget at its *food;” it unlocks the
larder for it ! nay, more, it prepares the
food for it; and so i3 housekeeper, cook,
and nurse, all at oncé! The¢life-sup~
porting gas” in the water, also, helps
to make the seed sprout, just as that
in the air we breathe does; and you
shall bear gbout that very soon.

Heat is the third necessary for the
seed’s beginning to grow. Neither air
nor moisture can cause it to sprout,
without more or less warmth. But
very different quantities are required
by different kinds, some being frozen,
and some burnt up, and therefore nao-
able to grow, where others find
enough, or not more than enough
heat. But when I speak to you about
the countries in which the various
classes and kinds of plants are found, I
shall mention this; and then you will
see how beautifully each has.its place,
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appointed it; and you will learn why
hothouses and canservatories are used,
in this country, for some plants.

The last thing wanted for the sprout-
ing of the seed is light; and a par-
ticular kind, as well as a certain quan-
tity, is necessary. What I mean by a
« particular kind” of light, I willtry to
explain. You all have seen the rain-
bow ; the beautiful arch which appears
opposite to the sun, when he shines
whilst it is raining, There are seven
colours in it,—red, orange, vellow,
green, blue, indigo, and violet. You
have seen the same colours, too, on the
wall, or the floor, when the sun has
shone through a piece of glass, cut like
those bung on a chandelier. The
bright, whitc sunshine, is made up of
light of those seven colours; and we
know this, because, if wetake as much
of ench of those colours, as there is of
it in proportion to the others in the
rainbow, and mix them altogether, we
have white!

But this is notall. You will think
this chapter is full of marvels ; and so
it is! Beside the light which is of these
seven different colours, thereare, in the
sunlight, other kinds, which have not
any colour, and so cannot be seen, nor
help us t6 see anything ; exceptin the
~ sun-pictures which they actuallymake!
Perhaps you have seen some of these
pictures, — likenesses, landscapes,
copies of painted pictures, aad
others,~which the sunlight has drawn.
Those kinds of light, and the light of
a blue colour, help very much in the
sprouting of the seed : I cannot make
you understand Aow ; but this will
show you thatit is so. It bas been
noticed that these kinds of light are
most plentiful in spring, and next that,
in autumnsand it is in spring, that
most seed begins to grow, and almost
all the rest in autumn. But the light
must nhot fall directly upon the seed, or
it will scarcely sprout at all.

And I will tell you how these four,
—aiv,, Mojsture, warmth, and light,
wake upthe little -« seed-plant” into
life. Wearmth and moisture begin the

work, soaking the seed; and swellin

up both the plant and its food, till its
coverings break, and the air can get to
them. There is in the “food” of the
plant much that is useful only for keep-
ing both it and the plant itself safely ;
as soon as the air and the warer reach
it, it draws the “life-supporting gas”
from both, which mixesit, and forms
another kind of gas, the same that I
told you was the chief food of young
plants, and it sends this out; in fact,
the seed, or the « seed-plant,” breathes,
just as we do. If sunlight shines
brightly upon the seed, it cannot
breathe easily ; but those kinds I spoke
of can reach it, through the mould or
dead leaves lying over it; and they
belp it to breathe. Andin this way it
begins to grow; for the water can now
turr the ¢ food” into sugar, and make
it fit for its nurseling, which sends out
a root and alittle bud, and hefore long
it has fixed itself in the ground, and is
able to take care of itself.— Teacliers

Offering.

Kaffir Children and the Hyenas.

The Mambukis build their huts in
the shape of a bee-hive, The ground be-
hind them is thrown up so as to form
a wall, while, in the front, about 3 or
4 feet from the door, it is hollowed
out into a kind of pit, where the calves
dre placed for the night, to protect
them from the weather and from
beasts of prey. One would expect,
when the hyenas break in, that they
would content themselves with the
‘¢alves, especially as the natives always
have a fire burning at their feet during
the night; but instead of this, the hun-
gry beasts spring over the fold, and,
without caring for the fires, they drag
the childten from under the sheep-
skins, where they aresleeping. They
do this, however, in so careful and
quiet a nianuer, that often the mother -
does not find out her loss until she
hears the screams of her poor babe, as
it is dragged away, or torn in. pieces
by the jaws of the wild heast. You
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wauld be quite tired if I were to tell
you all the cases of this kind which I
have known about.
only mention oue or iwo.

get from them the help and safety
which her own parents had denied her.

I will therefore) With this desire she set out, and,
| though she had many miles to travel,

The first I will relate happened to a  over rocky ground, and through moun-

grandson of the king, Dapa.
ten yearsold. Before this, the hyenas
had scized his younger brother, and
had torn a piece out of his cheek. On
the next night they again broke intothe
hut, and dragged a second child away,
and, in the morning, only a small part
of his body was found. On third visit,
they seized the boy I have named by
the left shoulder, and dragged him
nearly a mile, before the poor child
could be snatched from their jaws.
Part of his thigh was already torn off,
but happily, the bone was not broken.
He was brought to us for help, and,
by daily care, through the blessing of
Ged, he was perfectly cured. J

Another case of the kind was that
of alittle girl, of eight years old. She
bad Jaid herself on the ground in the
cool of the evening, when all at once
she was surrounded by not less than
four of these ravenous beasts. Iu a
few moments, one of the hyeaas seized
the poor child by the head, a second
by the shoulder, and the two others
by the thighs. The villagers, hearing
her cries, ran with all their might to
save her, and, happily, they were able
to drag her from their jaws, but she
was so much torn and injured, that it
appeared to them too late. In a.few
days, however, they tried all their skill
in surgery, but it would not do, and
from fever and from the flies the girl
assumed so frightful an appearance,
that they at length determined to get
rid of her, and they leftit to her choice,
either to be put to death by the young
people of the village, or to go into the
waads to die, or become the prey of
wild beasts.

The poor child chose to gointo the
woods ; for she hoped that she might
reach the mission station. She had
never been there, indeed, but yet she
had heard of the kindness of the Mis-
sionaries, and:thought that she might

He was | tain ravines, she nevertheless reached

our station. When she came, her ap-
pearance was frightful, from the inju.
ries and sufferings which she had borne,
She was almost naked. There were
fourteen large wounds on her body
and head. The hyenas had torn her
mouth almost from ear to ear, while
a large part of the scalp had been
stripped away from the skull; but
through the mercy of God. ve soon
had the pleasure of seeing the fright-
ful wounds clase up, and, by great care
and attention, she got quite well, and
scarcely any marks of the injuries are
to be seen.

When she had recovered, she would
not go back to, her father, who bad
cruelly driven her from his hut, to
seek her death in the forest. We there-
fore kept her at our station, and gave
her instruction, in which she made
good progress. Her gratitude was
great, but we didnot know that she
was under religious impressions, until
one day, as 1 was walking among the
bushes surrounding our house, I heard
some one engaged in ferveat prayer.
1 stopped to listen. It was the voice
of a child. I went towards the spot
from which the sound came, and dis.
covered my little patient in a solitary
place in the wood, kneeling on the
ground, and pouring out her soul to
God, where, as she supposed, no eye
saw her, but his alone. 1 felt, dear
young friends, how sweet and pleasant
it is to be the means of doing good to
the afflicted. Here God has made me
the humble instrument of saving both
the body and the soul of one who was
now glorifying God in the darkest parts
of the earth. Who would not delight
ir and support tlie work of Missions?
It is Heaven's testimony, in these latter
days, to the sure fulfilment of <all his
promises ; and happy are all they who
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go “ to the help of the lord against the
mighty !”

The Hindoo;Goddess Bhawani. .

The fame of the goddess Bhawani is
second to that of no god or goddessin
Western India. What is she like?
You would find in the temple where
she is worshipped, a stone itnage about
three feet high, dressed like a woman
in India wear. . This is Bhawani. But
let us go to the temple early in the
morning, and see what the priests are
doing to this idol, which they teach the
people to trust in.  First they batheit,
then they apply paint to the body and
limbs, to giveit beauty ; after this they
dress it, and then bring it its food.
Do you suppose it eats the food which
they bring it? Place some food by the
stone post at yourdoor ; it willsoon be
gone, but has the post eat it? The
food disappears which is set before

Bhawani ; what becomes of it? The
! priests could teil.

Some days she is made to fast, and
again she has food enough for two days,
, Twice a year she is put to sleep for
jnine days. During this term no wor-
shipper must molest her. What a god
that is to worship, that sleeps nine days
together! Why, what would a poor
worshipper do,who was in distress, and
could not wait for help? How great-
ly they are to be pitied, who trust i-,
sucha “liel” But there is some-
thing belonging to her worship which
is still worse. Many parents Conse.
crate their daughters, when in their
childhood, to her service. These are
never permiited %o have families of
their own. They can have no sweet
home. They become miserable out-
casts, How sad is their condition,
How unlike they are to those, whose
parents consecrate:them to that Sa.
viour who said “ Suffé the little chil-
dren 10 come unto me?”

The Runaway’s Return.
FOR BOYS WHO ivANT TO GO TO SEA.

WELL | here am 1, after my night's
walk, onee more in the village where I
was born. The sun is up now, and
shining brightly. Things appear the
same, and yet different. How is it?
There was a big tree used to stand at
that corner ; and where is Carver’sjcot-
tage? Three days ago I landed at

For ten long,years have I been sailing
about on the sea, and wandering ehout
on the land. How things come over
me! Iama mannow ;but, for all that,
I could sit down and cry like a child.

It seems but as yesterday since I ran
away from home. It was the worst
day’s work that I everdid. Igot upip
xthe morning at sunrise, while my fatp.

Portsmouth, It was on my birthday.

er and mother were aslcep.  Manyapd
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iany a time had I been unkind to my
dear mother, and undutiful to my fath-
er; and the day before, he had told me
how wrong I was. He éspoke kindly
and in sorrow, but my pride would
not bearit. I thought I would leave
home.~—What isit that makes me trem-
ble so now ?

My fatber coughed as I crept along
by his door, and 1 thought thatI heard
my mother speak to him ; se Istood a
moment with my little bundte in my
hand, holding my breath. He cough-
ed again. I have seemed to hear that
cough in every quarter of the world.

When I had unlocked the door, my
heart failed me; for my sister had kiss-
ed me over-night, and told me she
had something to tell me in the morn-
ing. Iknew what it was< she had
been knitting me & pair of garters to
give me on my birthday. I turped
back, opened the door of her little
room, and looked at her; but my tears
fell on the bed-clothes, and I was
afraid it would wake her. Half blind-
ed, I groped down-stairs.

Just as I had gently closed the door,
the casement rattled above my head.
1 looked up, and there was my mother.
She spoke to me, and when { did not
answer, she cried out loud to me.
That ery has rung in my ears ever
since—ay, in my very dreams.

As I hurried away, I felt, I suppose,

as Cain felt when he had murdered

his brother. My father, my wmother,
and my sister, had been kind to me;
bat I have been unkind to them, and
in leaving them thus, I feltas if I was
murdering them all,

Had 1 been arobber, I could not
bave felt more guilty, But what dol
say that for? I wasarobber! Iwas
robbing them of their peace. I was
stealing that from them that the whole
world could not make up to them ; yet
on I went. Oh that I could bring
back that hour !

The hills look as purple as they did
when I used to climb up them. The
rooks are cawing among the high elm-
trees by the church. 1 wonder whe-

ther they are the same rooks! There’s
a shivering comes over me a8 I get
nearer home. Home! 1 feel that
there’s no home for me.

Here is the corner of the hedge, and
the old seat ; but my fac.er is not sit-
ing there.  There is the pateh of
ground thmt my sister calied her gar-
den, but sheis not walking init. And
yonder is the bed-room window; my
mother’s not looking out of it now.
That cry ! that ery!

I see how it is. There are none of
them here, or things would not look
as they do. Father would not let the
weeds grow in that fashion, nor the
thatch fall in ; and my mother and my
sister never stuffed that straw through
the broken panes.

I'll rap at the door, any how. How
hollowitsounds! Nobody stirs. All
is as silent as the grave. I'll peep in
at the window. It's an empty house,
that’s clear. Ten long years! How
could I expect it to be otherwise! I
can bear hard work, and hunger and
thirst ;bat I cant bear this.

The elderberry is in blossom as it
was when I ran away; apd the rose-
tree as fresh as ever, running up to the
window that my mother opened to
call after me. I could callafter her now,
loud enough to be heard a mile, if I
thought she would hear me.

It’s of no use stopping here! I'll
cross the churchyard, and see if the
clerk lives where he did; but he
wouldn't know me. My cheek was like
the rose when I went away ; but the
sun has made it of another colour.
Thisisanew gate. How narrow the
path is between the graves! it used to
be wider, at least I thought s0; no
matter! The old sun.dial, I see,
is standing there yet. .

The last time I was in that e¢hurch,
my father wae with me : and the text
was, “ My son, hear the instruction of
thy father, and forsake not the law of
thy mother” (Pro.i. 8.) Oh! what a
curse do we bring upon vs when we
despise God's holy Word !

My uncle lies under the yew-tree
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there, and he had a gravestone, Here
itis. It’s writen all over now, quite
to the bottom : © In MEdMORY OF HUM-
pHREY Havcrorr.” But whatis the
name under? Warter Havcrort 7

My father ! my father! “ And Marv,|

ais Wire,” Oh! my mother! and
are you both gone? God’s hand ‘is
heavy upon me! I feelit in my heart
and soul!

Aud there’s another name yet, and
it’s freshly cut—* EsTuER HAavYCROFT,
Tyeir DaveaTER AGED 247 My
father! my mother! and my sister!
Why did not the sea swallow me up
when [ was wrecked? I deserved it!
What is the world to me now ! I feel,
bitterly feel, the sin of disobedience ;
the words come home to me now:
¢ The eye that mocketh at his father,

“gnd déspiseth to obey his mother, the
"faveds of the valley shall pick it out,
hnd the young eagles shall eat it”
(Prov. xxx. 17).

But yet I recollect how my dear fa-
ther and mother used to point us to the
Lamb of God which taketh away the
sin of the worid. “ There is no re-
fuge beside,” said my mother; < Christ
is able and willing to save.” I paid but
little attention to these words once:
oh, may I never forget them now !

The days are Shortening.

«“ How short the daysare getting !”
«How soon it isdark! < Winter
nights will soon be here!”—are ex-
pressions that may now be heard all ov-
er the country, from both young and
old.

Let all our readers corefully and
prayerfully read over that beantiful
chapter in the Bible, the last in Ecelesi-
astes. and they will see that a lesson

may be learned from the “short days,” |-

If they do not undevstand the meaning
of the © windows being darkened,” aud
the “broken pitcher,” let them ask
their parents and teachers for an ex-
planation.

Whethier we think of it or not, our
days are shortening. Letus then im-
prove évery hour that God is pleased

tolend us, for our life will soon be end.
ed, and eternity begun.

Our wasting lives grow shorter still,
As days and months increase 3

Anlevery beating pulse we tell,
Leaves but the number less.

The year rolls round, and steals away
The breath which firstit gave ;

Whate’er we do, whate’er we be,
We're travelling to the grave.

——

Remember the Sabbath,
It’s God’s holy day;

Remember the Sabbath
Is no time to play.

Romember the Sabbath -
Is hallowed by prayer ;
Remeniber the Sabbath,
‘o Gua ¢ house repair.

Remember the Sabbath,
Gud's holy word learn ;

Remember the Sabbath,
And bless its return.

“ Why Does the Sun Go Down ?

WRITTEN BY THOMAS RAGG, ADDRESSED TO A
CHILD, ON HIS ASKING THE ABOVE QUXSTION,

¢ Why does tho sun go down 2
Thy infant lips exclaim, :
As thou gazest on the departing orb,
While heaven seems wrapt in flume.
It goes to cheer another sphere,
Make other hills look bright,
And chase away {rom distant realms,
The hovering shades of night.
« Why docs the sun go down 7
Perchance thou saon may’st say,
As the fond bright dreams of childhood’s years
Are vanishing away. ,
Those fairy dreams desert thee now,
And their magic charms are riven,
To show the earth is at best but dark
And light proceeds from heaven.

“ Why does the sun go down 2"
Perhaps thou may'st whisper too,
As the waimer beams of youth{ul love

Are fitting fast fromn view,
To bid thee fix thy heast on things
Beyond the gulf of time,
And never expect endaring bliss,
In the earth’s ungenial clime.
“ Why does the sun go down 1"
Thon mey’st ask in decper gloom, .
When the hand that writes these versas
Is laid in the silent tomb; |
And, O may heaver this ssered truth
Stamp deep on thy busom thea—
1t does but quiet the scens awhile,
In glory to riss azain! ’
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Dying Girls
(Communicsted by a Glasgow Cily Mission.
ary.)

« VistTED a girl about twelve years of
age, who has been confined to bed for
about six months. [ found her very
ill, obviously dying. On approaching
her bedside, I made a few remarks on
the kindness of Jesus, and said to her,
¢« You will much need the kind arm of
Jesus to be around you in. the hour of
death. ¢ Yes,’ she said, and with the
unsuspecting confidence of childhood,
¢ have that kind arm around me. I
said, ¢ Are you notafraidtodie?” ‘O
no,’ she replied. ¢ Why are you not
afraid to die?’ ¢ Because I love Jesus,
and Jesus loves me.” ¢But are you
aot sorry that your bedy shall be laid
in the cold, lonesome grave ; and that
you will be separated from your friends
and companions?’ ¢No, I shall be
with the Saviour in.glory.” ¢But are
you sure you_shall get to heaven?’
¢OQyes’ “Why? ¢BecauseJesuslov-
ed me and died for me, and I love
him.’ I then said, * We may never
meet again in this world” With a
smile on her countenance, she said,
¢ But we shall meet in heaven. She
then exhorted her parents to love the
Saviour, and attend the meetings on
Sabbath. About fifteen minutesafter
this touching conversation, she breath-
ed her last, and fell asleep, I trust, in
Jesus. I have vegularly visited this
little girl for the last eight months,
and often when enduring the severest
bodily distress; and have ever found
her patient and resigned, with her Tes-
tament in her hand, inquiringafter the
Saviour. Beforeshe became closely
confined to bed, wher we had a pray.
er meeting in the land, she was carri-
ed in her chair to the apartment in
which we met, and with devout atten-
tion listened to all that was said of the
Saviour she evidently loved so well.”

“ Seventy-Times-Seven.”
The favorite lesson among little boya
aid girls is usually arithmetic. Here

isasum. Let somelittle child reck-
on it up. But why choose this num-
ber? What isthere specialin seven-
ty-times-seven? Let us see. Peter
once askeq the Lord Jesus a question
which we should wish had been asked,
If Peter had uot done so. * Lord,
kow often shall my brother sin against
me, and I forgive him? Till seven
times?”  Perhaps he thought that
was a great many. Now mark the ans-
wer: it is very weighty. I say unto
you, not until seven times, but untilaev-
enty-times-seven.” As much as to say,
you must feep on forgiving, It leaves
us no room to harbor ill-feeling
against any body.

When people get angry,and will not
speak to each other, or talk against
or try in any way to injure each other,
or lay up ‘“hard thoughts” against
their neighbors, or are bitter and
backbiting, they forget this rule; and
to forget it is a very serious thing,
when we remember that petition in the
Lord's prayer, asking Gad to “forgive
us our sins as we forgive those who sin
against us.”

e

The Bird Missed and the Boy Hit,

A few Sabbath morrings ago, Tho-
mas Bungay and John Moore, of Plait-
ford, near Sherborne, took their guns,
and went to shoot birds. They
ought to have been worshipping God.
In the sanctuary they would have been
safe; but they went astray and broke the
Sabbath, by seeking little birds, that
they wmight rob them of their lives by
blowing them to pieces with powder
and shot. They both fired at the
same bird. The conteuts of John
Moore's gun lodged in Thomas Bun-
gay’sside. He fell down and died.
The shot had entered his heart. He
was o corpse! See then, reader, how
“the wicked is driven away in his
wickedness.”> Happy is be who, like
the righteous man, * hath hope in bis
death.”
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Charity Repaid.

A poor beggar in France on receiv-
ing a tract, met with a light that never
shone on his darkened understanding
before. That one short sentence fell on
his mind—¢ God is love;” he felt the
blessed truth—the almighty love of the
infinite and eternal God,the love of God
that mitigates the sorrows of men and
communicates joy. He was too feeble
to work, and therefore lived upon the
alms which his charitable neighbours
bestowed on him. The love of God
made him feel the same love to his fel-
lowmen. He said, “I cannot repay
those generous benefactors who supply
my wants ; I have nothing to give; yet
1 can read to them this tract; and if it
makes them 2s bappy as it has made
mne, I shall have communicated tothem
a better blessing than all their charities
have bestowed cn me.”” Heread that
tract. One Roman Catholic after an-
other listened to it with wonder; and
the result is, that an evangelical church
has been gathered in that commune, as
the vesult otthat beggar’s labours among
his former benefactors.

Beginning and Ending;
OR, THE HISTORY OF THOUSANDS.

- 1 have heard my dear mother say, that
when I was a little baby, she thought me
ker finest child. I was the pet of the
family—1 was caressed and pampered by
my fond, but too indulgent parents.
Before I conld well walk I was treated
with the ¢sweet’ from the bottom of my
father’s glass. When I was a little older, 1
was fond of silting on his kuee, and he
frequently gave me a little of theliguor
from his glass, in a spoon, My dear
mother would gently chide him with—
¢ Don’t, John, it will do him harm.’ To
this he would smilingly reply, ¢ This little
sup won’t hust him—bless him ¥

hen 1 became a schoo:-boy I was at
times unwell, and my affectionate mother
would pour ir: me 2 glass of wine from
the decanter. At first 1 did not like it;
bot as 1 was told it would make me
¢strong,’ I got to like it. When I left
sshool and home, to go out as an appren-
tice, my pious mother wept over me, and
among other good advice, urged me ¢ never

to go to a public house or theatre.” Por
a long time I could not be prevailed upon
to act contrary to her wishes, but, alas!
the love for liquor had been implanted
within me! Some of my shopmates at
lenglh overcame my scruples, and I cross-
ed the fata] threshold. 1 reasoned thus:
¢ My parents taught me that these drinks
were good; I cannot get them here
except at the public-house, sutely it cau-
not be wrong then to go and purchase
them.” From the public-house to the
theatre was an eatly passage. Step by
step I fell. Little did my fond mother
think, when she rocked me in my little
cot, that her child would find a home in a
prison cell. Little did my indulgent
father dream, when he placed the first
drop of sweetened poison to my childish
lips, that he was sowing the seeds of m
ruin! My days are now nearly ended—
my wicked career is neatly closed—[
bave grown up to manhood, but by a
course of intemperance have added sin to
sin. Hope for the future [ have not—I
shall soon die, A Poor DRUNEARD.
—~—Sunday School Advocate.

‘Why is the Sky so brightly Blue.

Why is the sky so brightly blue ?
Sweet motier tell me this I pray;

While stare s0 gaily shibing through,
Make night more beaatiful than day.

Say ! arc they spirits’ eyes which gaze
With rad:iant lustre here below,

To lure us with their trembling rays
From carth born ecencs of guilt and woe 7

Or do the friends so long departed,
Within their lastrons orbit dwell,

And bend they o'cr the broken hearted
‘Whose breeste with hopelessanguish swalf 2

1 love not much the nvon-day sun,
Al glorious though his radiance be 5
But when his earthly course is run,
Then night is beautifut to me.
The west wind murmuring through the trees,
Strains of such silvery sweetness woko;
That moving onward- with the breeze
Methought some gentle angel spoke.

The flowera breathe round their odars rarc
Heaven’s lamps in cloudiess ether move,
And the hushed stillness of the air,
Allures the heart to peace and love.
Sweet mother! should thy gentle breast
Pillow my head when death is nigh,
Oh! waep not! for eternal rest
Must noeds bo sweet in yonder sky.

H.B. K
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Chinese Tradition of the Deluge.

In an address lately delivered in
Dublin, by Dr. Gutzlaff, among other
things, he made the following stute-
ment :—

% Let them now look to the east of
Asia, and there on its shores, washed
by the Pacific, they would find China,
an ancient nation, which has retained
its customs for over 2,000 years, with
a strictness and attachment that would
do honor to better things. In fact, the
Chinese had a continual history, even
from the deluge up to the present time ;
they had writers in all times and all
circumstances, and they had a language
which, in its essential parts, had under-
gone very littlo change for the past two
thousand years.

¢ Chinese history stated that there
was at one time a great deluge, when
the waters rose to the heavens, and
that the empire was then converted into
a swamp, which a king, called Shun,
got drained by means of canals, whose
mouth opened into the seas and rivers.
The date of this event only differed a
féw years from that generally assigned
to the deloge. It was a confirmation
of the truth of Holy Seripture, that so
distant a nation as the Chinese, who
did not krow from the Bible of the oc-
currence of the great water-fall, should
yet record the same event as that spoken
of in Holy Writ. There were also
many such coincidences in the Indian
sacred books; all tending to prove !the
accurateness of the history of ancient
times, as recorded in the Seriptures.”

Not ashamed of Jesus,

THE Rev. Mr. Saffery, in lately ad-
dressing a meeting in Glasgow, men-
tioned the foliowing fact, which had
occurred to himself; when passing from
York to London in an Exhibition train
of 700 persons. At the dead of the
night, a person in an adjoining carriage
comuenced singingan exceedingly pro-
fane song. He got through one verse,
whereupon two or three voices, faint
and feeble, began to sing that beauti-
fu) bymn, © All praise to Thee, my

God, this night 7 When they had got
into the second line fifty persons had
joined the tune, and at length not less
than 500, The effect was spirit-stir-
ing ; and fervour wasfelt even by those
who had not joined in"the chorus of
praise. ‘I'women in the carriage a-
long with him who had been betting,
were affected to tears. One of them
said such a thing could not have been
heard anywhere but in thiz country.
He did not believe that all who joined
in the chorus were Christians, or even
knew the hymn that was sung; but
the few that commenced it were Chris-
tians; and it was matter of deep
thanksgiving and joy to find that in
such an assemblage at the dead hour
of night, there was to be found so ma-.
ny voices instantly responsive to the
religious feeling of the few whoin that
impressive mapner drowned the voice
of the impious’ blasphemer.

Durham Union Sabbath School.

The examination of tHe above sthool
took place on Thursday last, in presence
of 2 large number of the parents and friends.
The Rev. William Brethour, having very
kindly accepted an invitation, was present,
and examined the several classes; and
expressed himself highly satisfied with
the correctness of their answers, and the
progress the school had made under the
very excellent manner in which the su~
perintendent, Mr. A. McEachern, had
conducted it. At the close, the parents,
teachers, and children were addressed by
the Rev. Mr. Brethour; D. X. Lighthall,
Esq., Registrar of the County ; Alexander
Montgomery and the Superintendant.
Afterwards the children were plentifully
supplied with cakes, apples, &c., and a
collection taken up in aid of the funds of
the Canada Sunday School Union. Al
separated, not only satisfied, but with a
determination to renew exertion in bebalf
of the Sunday School.

Durham, Ormstown, Jan. 3, 1853.

————

M. M. Braithwaite, Unionville, Mark-
ham, is informed that in all cases when 2
parcel of Records, from four and npwards,
when sent to one person, thereby not
needing to be opened by the postmaster,
cost only about one copper each of post-
age.
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Little Ann ; or the Ticket Prayer,

Having been requested to call on a
sick mau, I knocked at his door, which
was opened by his little girl, a child of|
four years of age. [ asked where her
mother was,

* Please, ma‘am, she is gone to the
shop,” was the reply, “and I am to
take careof father till she comes back.”
The sick man was poor and in the last
stage of consumption. After a brief
conversation I proposed to pray with
him, telling the child to remain quiet.

“ Ann will not interrupt you,” said
he, “sheis taught to obey.” As 1
turned round, after prayer, I saw little!
Ann still on her knees, her hands {old-
ed together, and her cheeks wet with
tears.

After this interview, Ann never neg-}
Jected theduty of praying for her fa-
ther, and after his death she became
one of my Sunday scholars- The
sweetness of her disposition soon won
the affection of hér school-fellows.
Frequent illn€ss interrupted the regu
larity of her attendance ; but when she
was well enough she always came, and
her companions jnyfully welcomed her,
always saying, ** Here comes Ann.”

Hearing oneday that my little schol-
ar was suffering from an abzcess, I call-
ed to see her. As soon as I entered
the house, her mother said, “ She is a
naughty child, ma’am. She has been|
playiog in the street when I bade her
keep within doors, and as soon as [
chid her, she scbbed so thatI thought

.she would hurt hersell, and so I sent|
her to bed.”

« [s she more composed now 1”1
asked.

¢ Yes,” replied the mother, “ ¥ went
up stairs softly, a few minutes ago, and
saw Ann on her knees, and when she
had ended her prayer, I asked her
what she had been saying to God.
¢ Dear mother,” said she, ¢ I wanted
to .ask God to give me anotber heart,
and [ did not know what words to say,
so 1just read this reward ticket, which !
was given me last Sunday.” These
words were * Create in me 1 clean

heart, O God, and renew a right spi.
rit within me.> I took the card from
my child’s hand o read it, and bade
her be watchful Jest she should dis.
obey again. She then begged Iwould
forgive her and give her a kiss, and
let her have the ticket, as she meant
to keep it for her own,”

Atter this Ann became very fear-
ful of doing wrong. At six years of
age she was taken seriously ill, and
suffered much pain, but was patient
and submissive under her trial. She
was unable to swallow or to speak,
but she prayed to him who hears the
prayer of the heart. I saw this dear
child the «day before she died. She
pointed with her finger to the second
verse of her favorite hymn,

“ Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helpless soul un Thee,
Leave, O leave me not alone,
Siill support and comfort me.”

With these lines on her mind she
fell aslzep in Jesus. The following
weelt one of her playmates led me to
her grave, saying, “ Ann’s body is
buried here, but her spirit is above.”
o Th’ey that seek me early shall find
me.’ :

B ]

Irish Stories.
The following notice of the Irish Bjble schools

 Will interest those whose kindly sympathies

have been awakened in behall of the children
attending these schools, will prove that the
sced has been sowvn fa good ground & is al-
ready bearing fruit upward, and will add the
highest inducements to the.continuance and ex-
tension of thataid so greatly needed, that in
many cases those to whom the bounty comes,
are after the household of faith.

¢ These poor things arc supported on the 3
Ib. of stirabout given in school, with an addi-
tional § 1o. In mnearly all the schoolhouses,
three or four of these forlorn ones sleep on the
fluoor ; others are.dispersed among the converts
to whom a trifle is paid for sheltering them;
and, in many instances, the unbought compas-
sion of their poor neighbours provides for themn
a home. ’

‘The traits of characters and historics of the
school children were most beautiful ; and, as a
specimen, [ gave a few {tom Miss D’Arcy’s
school, which has always Geen sn interesting
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one. The elder girlsare particularly pleasing in
their manners and appearanse ; many of these,
when the school was established three years
go persisted in coming to it, though certain
that harsh treatment daily awaited them on
their return home. Qne whose nice expression
made me ask avout her, used to be severely
beaten by her father ; but grace was given ber
to hold fast that which was good, and to adorn
the doctrine she had learnt to believe i as the
truth of God. This little light shone mildly but
clearly amid the gloom of her futher’s cabin;
and, ere he died, she was permitted to rej ice
in the belief that he had received the Light of
Life. Two girls were pointed out to me, wh,
when the mother of 2 third was dying, went,
for several nights, to be compuny to their com.
perion during her, night watches.  Dreary
must have been the hours thus spent, as far as
outward circumstances were concerned. The
cabin had been partly unrovfed. a small por-
tion of ths thatch was propped up, and beneath
its shelter lay the dying woman. In the dark
chill night and drenching rain did these poor
children seek to fulfil the law of love, and share
the suffering they could not mitigate. 1 notic-
ed two little boys in the school, and on enquir-
ing how they came to be there, was told, that
their cahin was near to the school; as the girls
passed it, these little things used to stand at the
door and curse.them. There is something pe-
culiarly awful i hearing such hornd Iangua%e
from the rosy lips of childhved. Every Sab-
bath after service, when the weather permitted,
a number of the Fakeeragh girls went to a
quist nook on the hillside ; there, with the ev-
erlasting mountains atound them, the blue sky
above, and the wide sea before them, they prais.
ed God who made the heavens, and the earth,
and the sea, and who loved them and washed
them in his own bleod: “and the Lord heark-
ened and heard, and a book of remembrance
was kept before the Lord.”” By dint of gentie
kindness, the little boys were coaxed to join the
party, and learned to sing. 'Gradually the en-
mity which had been instilled into their hearts
wore away. They learned texts, and listened
10 Bible stories, which so excited their desire
to attend the once hated school, that they gave
their parents no peace till they permitted them
to po. Their father was very bigotted, and
long refused ; but as the children wept alf day
about it, he at last consented, though with such
il will, that, as he afterwards said “ It was all
1 coutd do to restrain myseif from running a
knife through every Jumper I met.” ‘fhe
Word of God from the lips of his children was
eventually sent home with power to his heart;
and this man is now one of the most intelligent
and consistent of the converis. I must not
forget one litile hero in the Sellerna Schaol,
who, because he had heen taunted with going
to school merely to get the stirabout, had for
months ( ¥ believe) come and gone without
touching it, though really needing the addition-
al food.  Pride might make 2 dr1crmined child
do this fora feiv days; but & higher principle

&

and o higher tone of character was needed to
enable him to persevere in such a piece of splf-
denial. I the stirabout were to be discontinu-
ed, T am certain havdly any would leave the
school as long as their strength stoud out,
They are very fond of singing ; and when the
teachers are good singers, they snon learn to sing
very sweetly, Their parents delight in hearing
them ; and, by this means, much precicus Gos-
pel seed is wafted along the mountain-sides on
the wings of sacred song. It was very sweot
to hear some well known hymn-tune, such as
the ¢ Heppv land,” or ¢ O ! that will be Jay.
ful,”? coming from one knew not where, till
among the vocks, or along the road, little bahds
might be seen cheerfully wending ‘their home-
ward way. There could be no doubt as 10 the
truthfulness of the ready snswer always given
when asked if they were happier since they
had gove to school. ‘V'bey finew they were,
and they knew why ; for the entrance of God’s
Word giveth light. © Blessed are the people
who know the Joyful sound.

My Little Girl.

I have a bonnie little girl
Who often climbs upon my knee,
And tarvs her blue and eparkling eye
In loving glances unto me.

She twimes her arms around my neck,
A1 d clasps me in her fond embrace;

And now her fingers cateh the pen
With which these simple lines I trace,

fler patti 1 step I love to hear—
The tripping of those little feetm

They bid my heart with love awake,
And quicker with affection beat,

She talks, and laughs, and sits, and ‘runs,
All other children do the sam :;

But then, of all the world, I know
1 still love best her cherished name,

Her gentle heart is full of .love,
Her voice 18 music to my ear—
Her ringing laugh, joy’s galden sound,
More thun fine gold to me is dear.

‘I here never was her bke I'm sure!
Whoever had so blue an eye?
No little girl has ever spoke
Such lovi- g worde~1 scarce know why s

And oft I ask with cernest prayer
That grace may all her soul subduc;

May make her spirit pure and fair,
And all lier inmost heari renew.

And then, when sho and I have pagsed
Lafe’s changing road with trusti ;g heart,
May we unite in heaven above,
There pever, never more te part!

T
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COURSE OF SCRIPTURE LESSONS FOR 1853.
FIRST SERIES.

March 20.—Scripture to be read—Ex, xx. 18-23.  To be committed—Ps. ovi. 19-21°

Subject—The Law given and forgotten.  Prominent topics of the Lesson—

‘People saw thunderings, &c.—expluin from chap. xix.—the law—peoplo fear—

God's design in thus showing his glory, * that ye sin not.” His glory employed

to enforce the conmmand, ye shall not make gods—yet they made gods, chapter

xxxii. Apply Paal. cvi—special. aggravation—thoy mado a calf in Horeb—

woakness of our resolutions—O v be strengthenod with might by the Spirie !

Maxch 2%.—Scripture to be yead—Joshua v. To be committed—Heb. iv. 8,9, Subject

: —Joshua. Prominent topice of the Lessan—Glance over the chapter, for tho
purpose of recalling the prindipal facts of the praceding history—passage of

Jordan~circumeision—the forty years in the wilderness—the passover—the

manna. The angel of the covenant appears to Joshua, as to Foses in the bush.

Another rest than that of Canaen remaineth (feb.’iv.)

April 3.—Seripture to beiread—1 Sam. viii. 1-9. To be committed—Ps. cvi, 14, 15.
Subject—Samucl.  Prominent topics of the Lesson—Samue! the last of the
judges (name some of the vthers)—mmaelf a good man, but his sons not ke

im—the people suffer, and have a right to complain to Samuel—but they pre-

, scribe to God—not only agk a king, but ask in urder that they might be like al}

the nations (% come out from among them,” &c.)—God displeased, y et granted
their prayer—iliustrato by it Psal. cvi. 15—aleo James iv. 3, !

April 10.--Scripture to be recad—2 Sam. xxii. 1-7. ~ To be committed—Rev. v. 9, 10,
Subject—David.  Prominent topics of the Lesson—David when delivered
praistd Ged—so did others, as Moses at the Red Sea—the Psalms of David—
thip the xviii.—his enomies, who—what God was to him, & ruck. &c.—how he,
thongh a king, was'saved-from his cnemies, verse 4. In heaven the redeemed
sing the praise of their Redeemer, Rov. v. v

April 17 ~—Scriptire to be read—1 Kings v. 1-12. 7o be committed—Ps. xliii.-3, 4.
Subject—~Solomon. Prominent lopics of the Leason—Sulomon~—God had given
him peace, and he emplays it in serving God—Tyre und Sidon-—~their situation
on the sea—their greatness then—their meanness now—Hiram’s friendship for
David and Solomon~it was of tho Lord, who has the hearts of all men in his
hand—the treaty—the design of it—the spirit in which it was concluded. The

temple and the altar. - .
SECOND SERIES.

March 20.—Scripture to be read—Luke x. 38-42. To be committed—Prov, ii, 3-6
Subject—The family of Bethany—ibe two portions, Prominent topics of the
Lesson—Bethany, tho chasacterard history ofithe family from John xi. Kind.
ness of all the family—Martha’s excessive carefuiness—NMary, without forget.

* _ ting hospitality, secks firs¢ the kingdom. Sitting at Jesus® feet, this thing alone
needful--good, ever enduring. C .

Mareh 2%.—Scripture to be read—Luke xii. 22-34.  To.be committed—{ Peter v. 6,7,
Subject—God’s carc—the little*flack.  Promenent topics of the Legson—Trust
in God’s care—a lesson from the brutes, from our own frame, from vegetable
lifc—(Solomon’s glory)—Those who know God in. Christ find him & Father—
see Lord's prayer.—If you come to him by the aléur, he is an exceeding joy, Ps.
xliii.~—The litile flock— the Father's love—the treasura in heaven. ’

April 3.—Scripture to be read—Mntt. xit. 14-21.  To be committed—Rom. viii. 37-39.
Subject—Chosen of God—the trust of the Gentiles, &e.  Prominent topics of
the Lesson— Then (v. 13) they plotted his death—in his retirement contioued
the work-~Isa. xlii; 1. Characteristics of Christ, servant, chosen, beloved,
Spirit upon him—gentle in operation, but the effect mighty—trust of the Gentiles,

Aprit £6.—Scripture to be read—Mett. xii. 38-42. To be committed—1Jer, iii. 2022,

’ Subject—The men of Nineveh and the Queen of Sheba. Prominent topics of
the Lesson—Why called adulterous (Jer. iii. 20)—demunding exterial s:igns,
but resisting the power of the word (Luke xvii. 20, 21.) Exerciso in the his-

. tory of Nineveh (Jonah) and Queen of Sheba, 1 Kings x. A groater than So-
iomon is kere. .

April 17.—Scripture to be read—-Matt, xiv.' 1-14. To be committed~-Ps. siii. 8-10.
Subject-——The Baptist's death. Prominent topres of the Lesson—Herod, the
son of the Herod mentivned Mett. ii.— His crime—John’s faithfulness—firmness
of oharacter, sce Luke vii, 24, 25.—Martyrdom of John-the uneaey conscience
of ths musderet.—Jeeus rotircs, Matt, x. 33.—~His compausion and power.




