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Sunday, July 2st, 1861. 

Read—MAtr. xv. 21-39 : The woman of great faith, 
GENESIS 3.: The fall of man and the promise of a 
Saviour. 

Recite—MATTHEW XV. 4-6, 

Reod—Marr. xvi. 1-17 : Reproof of the Pharisees 

and their doctrines. GENEsis vi.: The depravity 

of the world. 

«Recite—M raw xv, 21, 22, 5 

« Fedafch the Feriptures.”” 
Write down what vou suppose to be the answers to 

‘the following questions. 

57. When did the first persecution against Christ 

and his kingdom commence ? 

"58. Give a scriptural description of the beds used 
ih Shushan palace. 

Answers to questions given last week : — 

“55. Solomon's Temple excepted, the Roysl Palace 
yas the most magnificent ery it was called 

“the Gate,” 3 Sam. xv. 2; Est. ii. 19. , 

56. By computation it appears he was seventy- 

seven years old. Hosea xii. 12. 

Spm 

BY STEPHEN A. DOUGLAS, 

The following lines wlich we cut from an ex- 

change paper, are attribued to the late Senator 

Douglas. They have poctic beauty aside from 

the melancholy association with a name so distin- 

guished. 

- Bury me in the morning, mother— 
0, let me have the hght 

- Of one bright day on my grave, mother, 
Ere vou leave me alone with the night; 

* Al6ue in the night of the grave, mother, 
"Tis a thought of terrible fear— 
And you will be here alone, mother, 

And stars will be shining here. 
So bury me in the Fr mother, 
And let me have the light 

. Of one bright day on my grave, mother, 
Ere I'm alone with the night. 

You tell of the Saviour’s love, mother ; 
I feel it is ni my heart— 

But O, from this beautiful world, mother, 
"Tis hard for the young to part ! 

Forever to part, when here, mother, 
The soul 1s fain to stay ; 

For the grave is deep and dark, mother, 
. And heaven seems far away. 

n bury me in the morning, mother, 
““And Tet me have the light 
Of one bright day on my grave, mother, 
Ere I'm alone with the night. 

No Mansion to go to. 

Many years ago you might have noticed, in 
one of our large cities, a sorrow-stricken young 
man, with a lady leaning upon his arm, making 
their way through the crowd and onward, enter- 
ing sh handsome house on——street. They 
ascend silently, to a chamber in the third story, 
in the northwest cormer of the house. The 
room is ious and airy, the furniture all rich 
and elegant, but the room darkened to the som- 
breness of twilight, for a sick man lies stretched 
upon the couch. He is ing for breath, yet 
be is fully conscious of ah that - ing around passing 

“The y man who has just entered is his 
eldest son. .. In that same room are a group of 
younger children, from Anna, the child of seven, 
upward to the eldest brother. The wife of the 
sick man, the mother of the children, is well 
nigh in ber grief, for it has come upon 
ber if an unexpected moment. Two weeks ago 
her husband was the strong, active man of busi- 
A ne prosperous in them 

These two weeks, how quickly have they been 
numbered! The shght illness, the feeble, palor- 
struck frame, then the deep-seated fever, and 
the mastery of disease, these have brought the 
strong one to the of the grave, and he hs 
summenéd his family together that, in as brief a 

. manner as possible, he may dispose of his proper- 
ty to them. 

“ Henry must have the house on street, 
and half the ownership of ——block; Adaan 
gd; Jatees the block of houses in——Place; 

aria, the house on——street. Wife and Anna 
must ramain here and——" 
But the father can no farther, Chok- 

ing with emotion, and his great weakness, have 
overcome him ; be falls back, draws his arms 
across his eyes, and remains silent. Dear little 
Anna, his pet, his Sarton: she comprehends but 
slightly the meaning of their doings, but her 

rt 18 for her father. Tie bs going to 
- SA rs es Ass bos where is 

is mot a religious f ly: they Bave been 
gm isi other, but Ih 

world. 3 

THE CHRIST¥AN 'MESSBNGRE. 
to pr a place for ith, and nobody in the 
wide universe could give him a heavenly mansi- 

on. Are there not many, very many, in. his 

condition ? 
Reader, have you a house where you are go- 

ing?" 

Troublesome Children. 
When you get tired of their noite, just think 

what the change would be should it come to a 
total silence. Nature makes & provision for 
strerigthening the children’s lungs by exercise. 
Babies cannot laugh so as to get much éxercise 
in this way. but we never heard of one that could 
not ery. Crying, shouting, screaming, are na- 
ture’s lung exercise, and if you do not wish for 
it in the parlor, pray have a place devoted to it 
and do not debar the girls from it, with the no- 
tion that it is improper for them to laugh, jump, 
cry, scream, and run races in the open air. Af 
ter a while one gets used to this juvenile music, 
and can even write and think more consecutive- 

ly with it than without it, provided it does not 
run into objurgatory forms. We remember a 
boy that used to go to school past our study-win- 
dow, and he generally made a continuous stream 
of roar to the school-house and back again.— 
We supposed at first he had been nearly mur- 
dered by some one, and had wasted considerable 
compassion on the wrongs of infant innocence ; 
but, on inquiring into his case, found him in per- 

fectly good condition. The truth was, that the 
poor little fellow had no mirthfulness in his com- 
position, therefore couldn’ laugh and shout, and 

so nature, in her wise compensations, had given 

him more largely the faculty of roaring. He 
seemed to thrive ae it, and we believe is still 
doing well. Laughing and hallooing, however 
are to be preferred, unless a child shows a decid- 
ed incapacity for those exercises. 
Our eye alights just now u the following 

touching little serap, written by an English . la- 
bouror, whose child had been killed by the fall- 
ing of a beam :— 

« Sweet, laughing child ! the cottage door 
Stands free and open now ; 

But oh ! its sunshine gilds no more 

are reverently around. Idanot under- interested, self-sacrificing love. * We are as 

the words, but I am told that they are the good as ray she said ; “ we both know that 

word of God, and I believe it. The long chap- our Saviour loves us, and we ‘love Him, and 

ter ends, and then we all kneel down, and the. want to love Him better.” 
good man prays. 1 fall asleep with my head in| It seems scarcely ni to add, that when 

the chair, and the next morning;remember noth- a few weeks later the afflicted one entered into 

ing of the way in which I wentto bed. After rest; in the full assurance of salvation through 

breakfast the Bible is taken down, and the good the blood of the Lamb, her faithful and devoted 

man prays again; and again and again is the friend was not left friendless. Five houses were 

worship repeated juroug all the days of many | thrown open to receive her, but she preferred 

Iden years. e pleasant converse of the | returning to her original sitbation, where she had 

reside, the simple songs of home, the words of been treated with uniform kindness and con- 

¢ticouragement as I bend over my school tasks, | sideration.—W. § R. 

the kiss as 1 lie down to rest, the patient bearing | c———— ith the freaks of. tl ature, the tl ' : ded 

with the freaks of. my restiess n gentle Anqriculture, &e. 
counsels mingled with reproofs and approvals, 

the sympathy that meets and assuages ever IER Ted JANETC nit axing: : 

sorrow and sweetness ch ps maces 5 all 
a 

these return to me amid the responsibilities 

which press upon me now, and Ifeel as if I had Value of shelter for Sheep 

once lived in heaven, and straying, had lost my| ww TH. Tadd, one of the best farmers of the 

Well the good man grew old and weary, and State of Obie, who has given especial attention 

fell asleep at last with blessings on his lips for to sheep, gives the following careful estimate in 

me. Some of those who called him" father lie | the Ohio Farmer, of the value of shelter to sheep 

side by side with him in the samé calm sleep. | gagoested by the remark of a neighbor, that “ It 
The others are scattered and dwell in new homes and the old house and barn and orchard have won't pay to build shelter for sheep.” This neigh- 

into the sion of strange s, who have bor kept 1000 head and lost many animals, and 

[earned or are learning to look upon them as T|1t was from his losses that a part of this estimate 

do now. Lost, hc mcd le. behind, that | is made : 

home is mine ¥, as truly as it ever Was,| (.; ne make some very low estimates in re- 

for have I not brought it away with me,” and | ono to the loss occadontd by this treatment 
shown it to you ? It was the home of my boy- 

hood. In it I found my first mental food, and nds of wool nit ho om A a riots 

by it 3 - 4 om — rps Ta er they would have shorn three pounds had they 

BOTTOWS, it has been a pereunial fountain of de- cis gpd ge ig ig 108% 

Hight hos anid lon feast: i 3) be ga I pounds ; 1,000 pounds in 30 years, at 40 cents 

rose at the gate blocms for me now. The land-| P*" pound, $12,000. It is & very bw estiniate, 
Seats comer whew 1'sameion #0, aid I-heat the counting sheep at the lowest common price, that 

BT eh 20. oun fom Hom. wials. sasmary. | S7PK0C1,000 shorn shows: vik S008 worth 
: y of surplus stock to sell each year; this in 30 

makes immortal.—Dr. J. G. Holland. years amounts to $135,000, Feed saved by shel- 
ter, say $200 each year, worth, in 30 years, $6, 
000 ; simple interest at 6 per cent on amount 
saved in 30 years, $30,680; difference of the 

value of the flock on hand at the end of 30 years 

$1,000 ; value of shelters to the proprietor at 

+
 

pe
. 

A Lesson of Love. 

Not very long ago, a valued friend requested 
me to visit a young woman lodging in an alley 

The gladness of thy brow ! 
Thy merry step hath passed away, | 
Thy laughing sport is hushed for aye. 

“ Thy mother by the fireside sits 
And listens for thy call ; 

And slowly, slowly as she knits, 
Her quiet tears down fall ; 

Her little hindering thing is gone, 
And undisturbed she may work on.” 

— Religious Magazine. 

The Dear Old Home, 

I recall a home long since lett behind in the 
journey of life, and its memory floats back 
over me with a shower of emotions and thoughts 
toward whose precious fall my heart opens itself 
greedily like a thirsty flower. It is a home 
among the mountains, humble and homely, but 
priceless in its wealth of associations. The wa- 
terfall > op. in my ears, as it used to sing 
th h dreamy, M_—— nights. The 
rose at the gate, the patch of tansy under the 
window, the nvighboring orchard, the old elm, 
the grand machinery of storms and showers, the 
little smithy under the hill that flamed with 
strange light through the dull winter evenings, 
the woodpile at door, the ghostly white 
birches on the hill, and the dim blue haze u 
the retiring mountains, all these come back to 
me with an appeal which touches my heart and 
moistens my eyes. I sit again at the doorway 
at summer nightfall, eating my bread and milk, 
looking off upon the darkening landscape, and 
listening to the shots of boys upon the hillside, 
calling or driving hedomae the reluctant 
herds. 1 watch again the devious flight of the 
dusty night-bawk along the twilight sky, and 
So to his wc ng 14 - and the breezy boom 
that accompanies his headlong plunge toward 
the earth. a ’ oy 
Even the old barn, crazy in every timber, and 

gaping at every joint, has charms for me. I try 
again the breathl ss leap from the great beams 
into the hay. 1 sit on the threshold of 
the widely open door-——open to the soft south 
wind of rita watch the cattle, w 
faces look human to me, as they sun them- 
selves and peacefully ruminate, w drop b 
drop the dissolving snow upon the roof dril 
holes through the wasting drifts beneath the 
caves. 

The first little lambs uf the season toddle by 
the side of their dams, and utter their feeble 
bleatings, while the flock nibble at the hayrick, 
or a pair of rival wethers try the strength of 
their skulls in an encounter, half in earnest and 
half in play. The proud old rocoster crows 
upon his dunghill throne, and some delighted 
member of his silly family leaves her nest, and 
tells to her mates, and to mie, that there is ano- 
ther egg in the world. The old horsé whitinies 
in his stall, and calls to me for food. I look 

SEITE [R- catch a glimpse. of 
a thro the di . 

ing cha gave them ~ Somopdasped. ow and eng 

{know not, but sha ad. bm is par of my: 
and wealth, oe 

But Look in the house again, where the life ide wich ppc tw ip adn 

pon | finger in assent 7” 

up | fellow-servants 

| time ; and now I have still some left of my own 

: - the close of 30 vears, $1,000; amount saved, 
wl ev mi Rn who was dying of the most $65, 600. . Per P to B: shelters cost day $3,000 ; 

oy . : additional grain fed, say $400 each ycar, in 30 

The small SUNES So. delicately clean and neal, | coars $12,000 ; interest as above, $16, 560; for 
and on a little table stood a jar adorned with a eeping shelters in repair, $1,000—total $32,- 

few country flowers—the offering of an early | 550" Iiffurence in favor of shelters and good care 
friend. By the bedside stood a pale young| ggg go. Don't look at this as a fancy sketch ; 
woman, with a gentle and sympathizing counten- | {oo oalicy and the only i ae 

pane op re —- et — wg "as it is, that the estimated difference in favor of 

chin of which were covercd by a cambric hand- Bie TF a BA bio particular below the 

kerchief, to veil the ravages which her terrible > 
disease had made. p 

After a few inquiries of the nurse, I spd a| Give your Horses light and air. 
little to the sufferer; and then, remembering ; : s 

that it must seem so easy for one in comparative | History informs us that a certain emperor 

health to speak to her of the goodness of God ;| loved a favorite horse so much that he bad a 

but how much harder it must be for her to be- golden manger made for him. This extrava- 

lieve it,—lying there, hour after hour, in anguish, | gance appears un able in the estimation 

which suffered her scarcely to sleep by night or of many, now-a- days, and yet it is more pardon- 

by day, increasing during the thirteen months able than the ite extreme—meanness in the 

past, and leaving no og of alleviation in the | treatment of the horse. In looking at the con- 

future but by death; 1 thought it best to tell her | struction of a very large por
tion of our horse- 

all that was passing inmy mind. And then stables, I an sometimes led to think that the ob- 

added, “If you can believe that the blessed | ject of the builder must have been to see how 

Saviour, who, when He was «n earth, healed all | widely he dap every principle of 

manner of disease with a touch or-a word, and humanity and expedi ncy—humanity in compell- 

who has the same healing power now, yet with- | ing a patient faithful animal to remain pen- 

holds it from you—does so from some infinitely | ned up in a close, dark filthy nt—expe- 

wise and loving reason ; it would do me gded to diency in thus sacrificing not omly the comiort, 

know it. If it be so, will you just lift up your but the health, and consequently the usefulness 
and value of the animal. 

She raised her pale, transparent hand, and Light is indispensable to the plant and to the 

waved it over her , with an expression in | man,—is it less so to the horse If it is, why ? 

her sunken eyes which almost glorified her face. When the tyrants of the old countries somght to 

I could not help saying to her, when I could | inflict their most fearful punishments, next to 

command my voice enough to speak, * 1 believe | death, confirement in a dark cell was considered 

that one wave of your hand gives more hcnor to the most severe. Is it reasonable that the horse 

vour Saviour in the sight of all the angels of —whose native home is in the desert and wilder- 

heaven than whole years of any little services | ness, where there 1s nothing to obstruct the free 

which He might permit me to render Him, in | light of heaven—is it reasonable, I ask, that he 

comparative health and ease ; because your faith | should not suffer from confinement in our 

is so much more severely tried.” It seemed a ally dark apd gloomy stables? Is it not a " 

new and delightful thought to her, that patience | in a land like ours, where h for a 

having its perfect work would glorify her Savi- moderate sized window can be had for cents 

our. She had just meekly borne it, because it | that a valuable horse should be shut "». af- 

was His will. The tears grolionsd in her eyes, | ter day in a dark stall or stable ? t every 

and she made a sign for her site, and wrote | horse owner's heart, if he has one, answer | 
upon it, * This makes me so happy. How won- Is foul air wholesome for plants? Certainly 

derful and how kind, if He will make glory to|not. Is it wholesome for men ? Most emphati- 

Himself out of such a poor creature as me."— | cally, no! If not. wholesome for plants or men 

Soon after she added, “ He bas taught me to say | can it be for horses ? Theanswer is as emphat- 

of Him, * My Beloved is mine, and 1 am His.— - no! ary 

He has forgiven all my sins. Fe loves mo free- by then are the majority of our stables con- 
ly. He Rill me with peace and joy in believing.’ ” | structed without the slightest to that most 

When her companion came down stairs, I ask- | important feature, ventilation ? In thousands of 

ed her if she tried to go out for a Jistlp fresh air | cases, an animal, than which none other loves the 
sometimes, and had any one to relieve her gcca- | fresh air better, is doomed to confinement for 
sionally of the nursing by night ? days and nights at a time, in a stable, the atmos- 

She said, * I take a ary iin ality 0 got a| phere of which is so foul that a man would die 

little fresh air, now and then ; but I Id not : 
like to leave her for many minutes, nor to be horses are subject, may be traced to th

is unpar- 

sleeping much, while she is suffering.” | 

“Ts she your sister 7" I inquired ed of either common, semse or pe 
“ No, ma'am, we are no relations; we were | bumamty would thus punish one of bis best 

together at a botel at the West | most faithful (riends—the horse. Te 

End. And once, when I was ill, she nursed me| A word in conclusion. rs! if you 

very kindly ; so when is terri le illness came | would have healthy, lively, serviceable horses, 
on her, I could not le oe a ty Miah God will supply it, 

1 eft boo Biya aia 
“ And may I venture to ask, how are you both | 

She had saved a good bit, which lasted some 
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