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BIBLE LESSQONS.

Sunday, February l4th, 1864.

Read=Acts xxv, 13=27 : Paul brought before Agrip-
pa. 1 Samuey v, 1=11: The ark brought into the
camnp of Isracl,

Recite=1satan lill, 5, 6.

Sunday, February 21st, 1864,

Read==Acts Xxvi 1=14 : Paul's defence betore Agrip-
w, 1 Samusn dv, 12-22: The ark taken by the
hilistines, ¥

Recite=1 Joux i, 1, 2, 12,

FOUND ON THE BATTLE-FIELD,

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN,

Little Ulrich got up, one cold morning in the
late autumn, from the heap of straw that he call.
ed his bed. A miserable hovel on the outskirts
of a poor little town was his home, and of this
they had only one room on the ground floor, of
which a few broken articles of furniture, that had
evidently been once bandsome, were the only
conveniences, .

The little fellow—for he was not yet ten years
o'd—stufled into the cracked stove the fow shav-
ings he had gathered the day before, watched
until the flames reared and kindled into a com-
fortable fire, and then set on an earthen porrin-
ger, into which he had put the mixture of flour
and water that was to make his invalid mother's
morning meal.

By the time his arrangements were all made
the poor boy was almost stifl' with the cold, but
the beat of the flame, and his own warm breath,
which he blew on his hands, somewhat warmed
them, and at last he began to feel quite right
again. Darting now to one side of the room,
where it was still perfectly dark, he kneeled
down and oflered up earnestly his simple prayer;
then seizing a heavy distafl' he brought it back
to the stove, laid it down, and going quietly oat
of the door to the pump in the yard, he washed
his face, head, and bands well with the icy water.
This done he again returned to his distafl, and
sitting down beside the bed he drew qut fibres
from the rich golden flax and wrapped the fine
threads about it, and showed himself _no mean

Presently the mother awoke and called his
nawme. It was but a breath of sound, but he
heard it, and in an instant was at her side. A
few words ot kind inquiry, and the boy handed
her the food he bad prepared, at sight of which
her eyes brightened with gratitude, aud while
she ate it the child made his own meal of thejdry
crust, the remains of yesterday's meal, soaked in
& cup ol water.

“ My own dear boy !" said the r woman,
pointing to her little porringer, after she had
eaten from it a few mouthfuls, “ where did you
get the flour for so much of this delicious por-
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Jrawing up his bare feet from the cold earth.
en (loor, and tucking them under him, the boy
smilvd and pointed to his spinning-wheel.—
“ Mother,” said le,#* has not God said that if
we will but trust him, bread shall be given and
water shall be sure ¥ And don't we trust in him
and ask him every day tohelpus? You know
that the merchant who has given me this work
has been very slow in paying for it ; but yester-
day, just as the last spoonful of the *flour was
used, he sent me part of the money he owed us
aud promised to pay the rest to-morrow, So
you sce that we shall have plenty for some days
to come, and I think it is God who has sent it.”

The poor mother, however, knew much better
how far the rich merchunt's * to-morrow” was to
be trusted than her hopeful boy did. SBurround.
ed by luxury, he had no idea what * want"
meant, and to him it seemed a matter of perfect
indifferance whuther the pittance were paid now
or & month bence, * Such a trifle,” he said to
himsclf, *cannot. make much diffcience any
way." Yet that trifle swas their all,

Gazing upon the bright though sad face of the
child, whose rich black locks now hung in tangl.
ed masses over his broad pale brow, oﬁo asked :
“ And, Ulrich, if the merchant should not find
it convenient to pay you to-day or to-morrow for
the flax you bave spun for him, will you not
have to go hungr{ to bed Y—=for you have given
me all, and that hard crust cannot surely satis-
fy your young lﬂmtite.”

t:’lricb closed his lips resolutely and made no
reply.

Ulrich, my child!
starve 7™

“Nol" rerliod Ulrich* beg ! There is no
degradation in doing that for my mother !

I'ho sick mother started, and raised herself in
her bed.” “Beg? You, Ulrich, beg ? And
for we, who is not'wee * Ulrich, 1 am not
your mother "

The boy turned his dark eyes n ber in

blank astonishment, and slmost for breath.,
“ Was he all alone, then ? mr hé not even

a mother 7"

What are you to do

\

—

was dead and buried. Wae wore travelling in a
smiall wagon that we had hired for the purpose,
and providentially the old lady, knowing the dif-
ficulties of uminr along in those times, had left
a small roll of gold pieces to defray the expen-
ses of odr journey in case weo should arrive too
late, The contents of the roll amounted to
about one hundied thalers, and were to us a
must acceptable gift, The kind-hearted master
of the house in which the auit had dwelt hand.
ed us the little package immediately, and beg-
ged earnestly that we would remain as his guests
for a t'ay or two, to recover from the fatigucs ol
our journey and the shock we had received on
our arrival, This invitation we gladly accepted,
and after a stay of two days, we were just about
setting out to return home, when we heard that
a severe battle was expected to take ‘;)hce short.
ly, and our kind entertather again advised us to
delay our departure a little longer, until we
could hear something more difinite on the sub-
juct,

’ “ My sainted* husband thought diﬂ‘urcmlr,
however, and determined to hurry on asirapidly
as possible to Hamburg, where emgloyghm had
been offered him in a branch of the same mor-
cantile house, and where we were now to live
We met plenty of soldiers on the road, but they
did not molest us; our passes were good, and
they allowed us to come and go as we liked,—
On the second morning, however, in a little

a distance the roar of cannon, and soon found
that unless we very much hastened our
movements we should be shut in between the
contending armies, which were rapidly approach-
ing each other. : S

“ I became now extremely anxious, and beg-
ged my poor husband, with tears, to hurry on in
an entirely different direction; but he thought
that our most prudent course would be to await
where we were the result. He thought that
perbaps the engagement might not take place
as near our present position as seemed probable,
and thus the difliculty would not be as great for
us as we now feared. The sound of the firing,
however, came nearer, and presently a large
body of cavalry rushed by us at full speed, can-
nons and powder wagons came after them, and
then regiment after regiment of foot-soldiers,
the whole followed by a troop of idlers and
bangers on—all ¥renchmen,

% They were not long in showing their inten.
tions. Establishiug themselves in the houses
of the little town, they soon arranged their bat.
teries around it and the ponderous wagons, on
which the heavy pieces were drawii § and the
glint of the bayonets in the hands of the artillery
wet the eyve everywhere, The frightened towns.
folk took refuge in their cellars, where, though
the roar ot the guns and the noise of the battle
came fearfully to them, their lives were toler-
ably safe. 'l'yhc struggle did not last long: in
less than an hour the French were routed, and
again fled ; the Prussians and  Austrians follow-
ed them, and in alittle while the town was again
as still as ever. We crept out of our cellar,
and for a wonder found our horse unharmed in the
stall, and our wagon untouched where we left
it. * Now,' said my busband to me, ‘““is our
time to move—~now the road is open before us."”

“ The horse was soon harnessed to the vehicle
and we started, the roar of battle souuding far
behind us,

“ Our way led directly over the battle-field,
and, O merciful Father | never again lot my liv-
ing eyes rest upon such a scene as was that day
spread out before them !  Kven close up to the
town lay the wounded and the dead promiscu-
ously heaped together, and the further we went
the more fearful it besame, Alas! what astate
of things! Dead and mangled men covering
the down-trodden grain, that they were delugin
with their still warm blood ! The butehere
victims lay in rows as they had fallen, rank alter
rank—men and horses all together—nothing but
murder, blood, and destruction! It made us
faint to look about us, and my husband had to
use the greatest care in guiding our horse, lest
we should pass over the body of some poor fel.
low who was still alive. Even upon the high-
road, broken-down cannons, erushed ammunition
wagons, dead horses, and wmoen lined ever{”uop
of the way, and while 1 held my hands before
my eyes to shut out the sight, it made my very
soul sick to hear the groans and cries and pray-
ers to which 1 tried in vain to close my ears |

“ Suddenly my husband ex®aimed : * Greta,
sce there I' 1 looked up in terror, and saw a
little child scarce two years old, running wee
ing and screaming amid that scene of death, call.
ing * Papa!" * Mama ! and its little hands and
rich dress red with the blood of the murdered
bodies it was trying 1o turn over in search of a
parent’s face. Assoon as he saw us he came
running toward us asking for bis papa and ma-
ma; and when he found we could not restore
them 10 him he burst again into a wild ery of
grief. I took the ittle creature in my arms
and with some difficulty quieted him. At last he
foll asleep in wy lap. * What shall we do with
him ?' 1 askel,

“* Leave him in the next town,' said my hus-
band ; * where his relatives, even if his parents

She read his thoughts and taking in here his
g:ld .ai(‘l' trel}:l.t"ng and, as be now leaned ovori

r, said : * Listen to me my more than ch
and 1 will tell you all about 1. Lo,

“ It is now about seven years since | was trave
eling with my husband toward Dresden, where
an aged aunt of Lis lived. It was during those
du:sml wars with France, that so desolated our
beautiful fatbetland, and the old lady had writ.
ten to bim to beg that in the disorder

state of the .

: ooumr{‘:. would come to her, for she was afraid
ger

to live alone. Arranging his swmall affairg’
he was book-keeper to a mercantile house in
ulda, we set out as soon as possible ; but before
we could succeed in reaching her, the kind old

-
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are dead, will most probably come to look for
him, His dress shows they are great folks.—
The town overseers are bound to take care of
him until he is claimed, and 1 hope it won't be
long before he is.

% We were three hours from the next town,
and on the way we questioned every one we met
but no ope knew anything about him. In the
town they seemed shy about receiving him, and
we could not leave him in rhe streets, so | made
up my mind to take him with us. To this my
husband readily consented, and we left with the

r authorities our name and address, in case
nquiry was made for him, On the way we
uestioned him, but all we could get was that

fatber’s name was * papa,’ and his motber's

THE CHRISTIAN MESSENGER.

aunt.' il-o had Been to him like a second mother

town where we stopped over night, we heard at

‘mama ;' but he chattered a good deal about a
coach, and his papa's horse, and hLis own pony
that he was to have when he was old enough;
and mdny other things, that, with his handsome
dress, showed his family to be one of wealth if
not of rank. In Hamburg we renewed our in- |
quiries, and advertised for months, but never
was the least notice taken of it.

“ That, Ulrich, is all the tule. You were that
child. The clothes you wore, d small miniature,
and a rich gold chain by which it was hung
about J'our neck, I have carefully kept. You
are old enough now to take care of them your-
selt, and you will find them in that chest.—
Thrown, as you seemed to be, by God himself,
upon my care, I have tried to do for you the
best I could ; and while my Franz lived we did
very well ; but oh, my dear boy , in the ¢roubles
that have since brought us to this pinching pove
ortf. a thourand times have you repaid me for
all "

She stopped exhausted, and the boy could
only hold her toil-hardened, withered hand in his,
and water it with tears.  But frond that hour he
redoubled his efforts to supply her with comtorts.
By a mercitul Providence the gratetul boy was,
not long after, restored to his equally grateful
parents ; and in the ease and luxury in which
old Greta Volkshim ended her days, she realiz.
ed the truth of God's faithful promise : * He
who giveth to one of these little ones a cup of
cold water in my name, shall by no means lose
his reward."—Exchange.
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INFLUENCE OF HYMNS.

{ ~Magdeburg is memorable in the story _of

hymns, for it was at the cruel sacking of it by
Tilly that the scbool children marched across
the market-place singing, and so enraged him
that he bid them alrto be slain ; and from that
day, say the chroniclers, fortune departed from
him, nor did he smile again. Other hymns
were more fortunate, for we read of a certain
rough captain who would not bate a crown of
the thirty thousand be levied oft a eaptured
town, till at last the archdeacon summoned the
people together, saying, * Come, my children,
we have no more either audience or grace with
men, lot us plead with God,” and when they
had entered the chureh, and sung a hymn, the
fine was remitted to a thousand. ‘The same
bymn played as merciful a part in another town,
which was to bs burned for contumacy. When
mercy had been asked in vain, the clergymen
marched put with twelve boys to the General's
tent, and sang there before him, when to their
amazemeont, he fell upon the pastor's neck and
embraced him. e had discovered in bim an
old student friend, and spared the place; and
still the afternoon service at Pegan is commence
ed with the memorable hymn that saved it. Of
another, it is said that a famous robber having
been changed himself, sang it among his men,
50 that many of them were changed also.
Rough hearts, indeed, seem often the wmost
susceptible. A major in command of thirty
dragoons entered a quiet vicarage, and de-
manded that within an hour more than the
vicar could give in a- year. To cheor her fu-
ther, one of his daughters took her guitar, and
sang to it one of Gerhardt's hymns.  Presently
the door softly opened ; the officer stood at it,
and motioned her to continue ; and when the
hymn was sung, thanked her for the lesson, or-
dered out the dragoons, and rode off.— Macmil-
lan's Magazine.
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COMFORTABLE,

I married young, My husband was grave,
sincere, and of few words ; | ardent, excitable,
and full of rapture. Oune day some young
friends came in, to whom 1 eagerly showed the
nowly-arrived parlor furniture, among which
was a, spring-bottomed hair-cloth wahogany
rockinﬁ-:.s Wi, a rarer article thun nowadays.
Everything was % spendid,” “ elegant,” * charm-
ing,™ * magnificent,”  Their enthusiastic ejacu-
lations delighted me. At last they went away,
and my bustand came home. “ Oh this chair,”
I exclaimed, throwing myself into it, “is it not
splendid, magnificent, enchanting #*

“ It is very comfortable,” he answered, slowly
and gravely, after .a short pause. * Comfort-
able " 1inly said; “ how cold! Comfortable /
and is that all? Tears rushed to my eyes.
“ We can never, never sympathize. Comforts
able,” I repeated to myselt, * comfortable,”

Dinver came, but | could not regain my
spirits. The meal was unsocial and soon over,
when T escaped to my chamber to Lrood over
our fancied differences of character.  * Com-
fortable | what coldness.”

It was not loug before footsteps were hoard
on the stairs, and m 'huu(ilmnd. \hlmm I had
supposed gone, opeued the door, Lastily brush-
inpnuy wy tears, | looked intently uu’t of the
wg\dow. After opening and taking something
from & drawer without l‘;uking. his silence con-
firming my accurations, he approached me, and
looking as it were straight into my hoart, said
kindly : “ 1 do not find in everyday life any-
thing corresponding to what 1 suppose * magni-
ficent,’ ‘ splendid,” * enchanting,” to mean ; in
fact I do not understand those words as you are
in the habit of using them, for they do not ex-
press things as they really are. In this plain
world.'thg. world of perplexity, trouble, defeat-
ed Mpouh:o can expect little more than to be
comforta And how much does that sum up
of what is within our reach—freedom from ills,
the absence of annoyances, ease, rest, tranquilli-
ty. What then is like the sober certainty of
comfortable? And then he left me to sober
second thoughts, which, like good angels, rush-
ed to the rescue. * How true, and w nd

to make your hustynd so.” After a pretty un-
comfortable afternon, T began to think there
might be something-‘\ery good and substantial
in +being comfortablejaiter all, and 1 was de-
termined to Jook intoje, .
Exaggerated langugge employed on trivial
occasions spoils that sifplicity and singleness of
mind 0 necessary to & vight judgment of our-
selves, ours, and othm\u.- hristian Almanae.

EVERY ONE IN N8 OWN WAY.
A LITTLE MDLE,

“ What, no farther I sad the minute-hand
to the hour-hand of the ting-picce. * Why, |
have been all around the dial since we parted ;
and there are you, just one figare from the place
where 1left you"

“ And yet 1 have done as nuch work in the
time as you have,” answerod thy hour-hand.

“ How do you make that out ¥ said the other,.
as he advanced to pass him,

“ No," was the reply, “Your journey all
round, and mine from figure to figre, are vach
an hour's value ; all are not able' to arrive at
the same conclusions with the sahe case and
readiness.  But this is no fault on either side ;
only they who lancy that Lecause hey are al
ways in a bustle, they are doing the work of the
whole world, are mistaken, they pume them-
selved on an importance and_superiofty by no
means belonging to them. It you wew tocreep
like me, the day would last, nobody kiows how
long ; and if 1 were to gallop like you,it would
be over before it had well begun,  Let us each
keep our own pace, and then the busiiess we
are Loth upon will be well done between us.”

“ All right,” said the minuwie-hand in the dise
tance ; * I'm nearly out of hearing now, s keep

again.”
. -— A -

GreAT Preacming~The late Dr. N. W,
Taylor was - wont to relate how, at one tine,
there was a member of the Seminary who seqn.
ed so dull and inapt that he felt compelled, it
of kindness to him and regard for the churche,
to advise bim no longer to look toward the mii.
istry as his calling, but betake himsclf to somm
lain, honest trade. Soon after, the Pro
!‘vuor heard that his un‘ortunate student had
been preaching at a place where he himself had
ofliciated. Meeting a member of his vo:mgn-
tion, he asked, with a little latent amuseniént at
the expected, answer : * You had Mp, e to
rreach for you last Bunday ; how did you like
iim ¥ The parishioner did not recognise the
person with whom he was speaking, and answer-
ed frankly : *“ We liked him well, and much
bétter than we did Dr, Taylor " * Siace that,”
said the Doctor,  “ 1 have been careful about
passing adversely upon the qualifications of
young men for the ministry, or predicting thas

they caunot find a people to be pleased and pro-
fited by them
ConvessionN  srixos Ruevier, — If - your
heart be very grieved, do, 1 pray you, remgmber
that confession is one of the most rapid ways of
getting relief.  While the bavks hold goed the
Inkes swell, let them braak, and the waier s
drained off.  Let a vent be found for the awol-
len tarn up yonder on the mountain, and the
mass of water which might otherwise inundate
the valleys will flow in fertilizing streams.—
When you have a festering wound the surgeon
lets in the lancet and gives you vase. Bo con-
fussion brings peace. Would to God withoat
any Jelay thou who needest a Saviour wouldst
0 t0 him and confess thy sins right plaiuly,—
esus is 1o hard-bearted i{m. no cruel judge, He
loves thee, Awakened siuners, He will love to
hearThat story of thine; and ere thou hast
finished it, He will give the kiss of love snd
say, * | have blotted out thy sins like o cloud,
and like a thick cloud thy transgressions.”
Trust the immense generosity of Jusus infinitely

complete and perfect forgiveness of thy sin,

Tux Histrony or Tuousanvs.— Thousands
of men breathe, move, and live— ofl the
stage of life—are heard of no more. Why?
They do not a particle of good in the wor{d.
and none were blessed by them ws the iostru.
ment of their redemption not a word they
spoke could be reculled, and so they perished ;
their light went out in darkness, and they were
not remembered more than the insect of yester-
day. Will you thus live and die, O man im-
mortal ? Live for something. Do good and
leave behind you & monument of virtue that
the storm of time can unever destroy,

-

Goob Temren is like a sunny day ; it sheds
A brightness over everything. It is asweetener
of toil, and the soother of «finquicwdl. A pre-
served temper is 8 good preserver,

— . < ——

About ten years since thore were living in
Great Falls, N. I, two clergymen whose names
were M'Collum and Hooper. Their ditference
of opinion on creeds did not prevent thew from
being warm friends, Menting on the sidewalk
one summer morning, M'Collum says :

“ Come, Hooper, let's take a walk”

Hooper, looking up st the sky, answered, # |
think I won't ; 1 am afraid it Is going 1o rain,”

“ What 1" replied Mac, “you a Baptist and
alraid of water 7" . .

“ 0, no,” replied Hooper; “ it is not the wa.
ter, but the method of application that 1 object

0"
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“ The best prayers have often more groans
than words.”

“ In times

ise, a
sensible,” they said. “* With all your magnificent
notions, you are very unbappy, and’ are ll&ly
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the sweetest experiences of the love of God."—
Bunyan. ‘
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anything more you have to say till I pak you

tender heart to give thee thy soul's desire, the

of affliction we commonly meet with -
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