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= BIBLE LESSONS.
- Sunday, November 27th, 1864.

Ra&ﬂ—x.rxn xi. 1-13: Prayer. 1 SamueL xxv. 18~ quilts to his satislaction, and then was down

31: Abigail's entreaty with David.
Recite=Hanaxvx ii. 1820,
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Sunday, December” 4th, 1864,

Read—LUXE xi. 14-26: The dumb speak. 1 Sam- be desired. At a side-door a strong man ap-

UEL XXV, 32-44: Abigail becomes David's wite,
Recite=Joux xvii. 24-26. o
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BUSTER AND BARBY JIM.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “ THE BLUE FLAG,” ETC.

“ With God all things are possible.”
CuarreEr XI. Turg TemrrTED.

Mr. Jillard had heen selling some of his fine
cattle. - He had been paid in gold.” Buster had
seen the money counted out on the kitchen-ta.
ble. Ile knew where it was locked up for safe
keeping. He knew where the key of the cor
ner cupboard was hidder in a teacup on a
high shell in the pantry. Sad, sad knowledge
for Buster.. Why was it that it baunted him
after he lay down to sleep? Why did the glim-
mer of the gold continually glitter betore his
eyes? lle jumped up and thrust his head out
into the cool air to calm his fevered brain. He
but saw how low was the window, how easy to
jump fom it and be far away betore the morn.
ing light.  With that bag ot gold, what might
he not do for Baby Jim ¥ Once his own master,
he would take charge ot his little brother, and
teach bim 1o lead an hones' Christian lite.

So whispered the tempter, and Buster listen-
ed, listened till in tancy he had the treasure in
his hahds and was speeding over the field with
his ill-gotten gains. The sins of his youth had
risen up to claim Buster as their victim. Would
he fall 7 b

Ah, there was One stronger than the great
adversary on the side of the tempted boy.

There was a power mightier than the force of
old babits, or the deceitful allurement of doin
evil that good might come. One who had sut-
fercd being tempted, was able to succor him
when he was tempted. He had a High priest
who is touched with a feeling of our infirmities,
andthe therefore dared to cogme boldly to the

throne of grace to find helpfin his time of | but she thinks his arm will grow right on again,

need. -

Buster turned quickly from the window and
threw bimself upon his knees. “ God be merci-
ful to me a sinner. Christ save me. Help, or
1 perish,” he cried in the anguish of his spirit.

Deep and sincere was his repentance for hay-
ing allowed lis mind to be sullied even for a
moment by such guilty thoughts. Now tor the
first time he realized how great had been his
want of faith in feeling that he must take
charge of his brother in person, or else all
would go wrong. He saw that safer far would
be Baby Jim in the keeping of a merciful Sa.
viour, than under the most watchtul care of his
weak and tempted brother. To that Saviour
he now committed bim in perfect trust. Ilay-
ing cast his care on Him who is ready to bear
all our burdens, Buster lay down to sleep, more
calm and hopeful than he had been for many
a long day.

—— i ——

Cuartir XII.  Busixess 1y Tows.

Buster was roused the rext morning at an
early bour by an unusual stir in the house.
Mrs. Jillard might be heard flying hither and
thither, and there was a lumbering sound, as ot
heavy articies being moved, while the farmer
and his wife were deep in earnest conversation.

“ Now, Buster, up with you, and be down as
quick as you can,” said Mr. Jillard's voice at
the foot of the stawrs. ** We must be ofl for town
as soon as we can. I have business to do there,
and shall want you with me.”

Buster was not to go on horseback this day.
Mr. Jillard’s long wagon was put in requisition
for the trip, and Buster Was promised the

leasure of driving a pair for the first time in
{:is life. The bag of gold was brought out, and
Buster soon concluded that to deposit this treas-
ure in the bank wasthe object of the trip. Mrs.

Jillard favored her good husband with wmany part- no trellis too slender for him to climb.
ing injunctions, such as, * Be careful. Remem-' told that if he fell, there would be nobody to
ber you are not a, woman" This last caution'cry; and if be sacceeded, a golden reward was

Buster could not help thinking was J)arti,cularly
inappropriate, when he remembered how easy

it bad been to rob a ceitain honest ‘'woman on at his side, even grown men would not so have

her first trip to the city.

It was no temptation to Buster now to see the and longingly had his thoughts turned towards
bag of gold counted over once more before his the lost companion of his chiidhood. Baby Jim
eyes. lle did not covet one single dollar of it. had found the way of transgressors hard indeed,

He was thinkful that the miserable suggestions with few rays of sunshine to cheer the dreary
of the conrauewd enemy were not again present- path. ;

to his mind. He had placed his little brether in
the care of One who can command the riches of were some precious thing. He had fallen among
the earth for Lis wise purposes, and make even God's true children, w

kings do his bidding,

Mrs. Jillard at the last moment came stagger- cared for as if sent by the Crucified himself
ing under the burden of a monstrous buudle, ** Inasmuch as ye bave done it unto one of the
which she rollell in ou the clean straw in the least of these my brethren,

wagon. .
Buster wondered much what it could contain

but he asked no questions, sure that Mr. Jillard was yet left them of ministering to %
e

would only give him a mysterious joking ans- sities, who while on earth had bot-wh
wer, Hicks Jillard did not like to have even his sacred head. .

his Mrs. Jillard too curious as to his plans and

P od'm'tl.

traight to the bank drove the farmer, assoon” fort from Mrs. Jillard's kind, cheerful face i

as he entered the town. When the money wa

deposited, beturned bis horees’ heads towards kitchen, he claimed a little more attention. Ile
the railioad dépdi, and then stood anxiously raised himself at once to be taken into Buster's

awaiting the arrival of the train.

g | said Buster warmly.,

«| what sorrow and disappointment he would have

“ Company coming to our house ?” Buster
ventured to inquire.

* May-be,” was the laconic answer,

There was the welcome whistle at last, then
the black locomotive was seen far down the
narrow valley through which the road was built.
Hicks Jillard jumped into the wagon, untied the
bundle and arranged some pillows and bed-

again in a moment, so as to be at bhis place
when the train fairly stopped.

Anxiously he passed his eye along the line
cf cars; at length he seemed tu see the object

peared carrying a crippled boy. Buster needed
no prompting now. He sprang to rcceive the
precious burden in his arms, excluimiog, * Ba-
by Jim! I should have known him anywhere,”

The poor little fellow dropped bis head upon
Buster's shoulder, and cried like a baby.

“ You know me, do n't you? You know
Buster ?  You ha'n't forgot me ?” said the big
brother in appealing tones.

“ All right,” murmured little Jim, clinging
the closer to the stout arms that held him.

“ Here, lay him in here. I've got it all rea.
dy,” raid Mr. Jillard, moving towards the wag-
on. *“Ithought yon 'd like the job 1 had for
you, Buster.”

The meeting of the brothers had been worth
more to licks Jillard than the bag of gold be
(had Iaid by that morning. He charged his
memory to store away a perfect picture of it
for Mrs. Jillard.

Baby Jim did not want to lie on that good
soft bed. lHe liked best to be held firmly by
the only being in the wide world who bad ever
loved him. It was not until he was in a sound
sleep that his head was gently placed on the
pillow, and he was covered up as carelully as
if he were the heir apparent of a throne,

Buster had no worSs in which to thank Mr.
Jillard for his kindness, though he vainly tried
to express the deep gratitude he felt.

“Don't say a word, boy,” said the honest
farmer ; “ I meant it from the first, but I did n't
dare to tell you, for fear it could n't be. |
was n't sure he could be moved, or there 'd be
any body to bring him. The Asylum folks,
however, stick at nothing that's for the good of
the boys. God bless them.”

“ You ‘Il have a blessing too, sir, that's sure,”

1

“1 hav' o't done any thing. It was more
Mrs. Jillard. Ske’s hankered after that little
chep ever since she heard about him. She's an
idea that her Dolly's sweet milk will fetch him
up, and straighten him out ; and I do n't know

if she once gets the care of him. The nigl ts
the talked about it to me,and planned over it !
Why, she’s got a mattress all fixed up for the
set'ee in the kitchen, and she means to have
bim there all day, where she can look after
him, she says. A'n't she a woman, now ?" .

“ And to think she lete me call her mothep!
I wish I might be a right son to her,” (s
Buster. '

“ And you will. And so will he too. He 'll
serve her for a daughter in the house, where
she can see him all the time and have some-
body to talk to. My Mrs. Jiilard likes a good
listener,” said Hicks, with a funny quirk of his
mouth.

Buster thought of his moment of temptation
the night before, the terrible struggle that had |
| sént him trembling to his knees. Ab, if he had
yielded, where now would have been the cheer
ful prospect that was opening before him ?

brought upon the friends who had so kindly
sheliered hip. How sure would have been his
own utter lalling back into wickedness and
misery.,

With devout thanksgiving, Buster silently
‘ {,:falwd the God who had watched over him in

is hour of peril, and brought him off conquer-
or, though the enemy of souls had striven to
drag hiw ‘down to eternal death.

Cuarter Xl1ll. CoxcrLusiON.

Suffering and weakness made Baby Jim seem
even smaller and younger to hss brother's eyes
‘than when they parted. Rough companions
‘and hard usage had been his lot since then.
His life had been risked as of Jittle value,
where older villains would not willingly trust
their own necks. No ledge along a house was
thought too narrow for him to find a footing,

He was

rrumised him, still promised bim, though as yet
e had harely daily bread. While Buster was

 treated Baby Jim. The boy knew it, and often

Now he was to be nursed and petted as if he

0 count every suffurer
| as the peculiar charge of Christ, to be loved and

ye bave done it
|unto me,” were heart-appreciated words to Mr.
y and Mrs. Jillard, and they vejoiced that a way

i8 neces-
to lay

L |
- e |

All day long Baby Jim would lie quietly on
| bis easy ccuch, taking a sort of reflected com-

s but when the farmer and Buster came into the

l arms, where be chiefly loved to find himself ; and
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where the tenderest morsels and the fairest fruit
were always selected for him.

For Mr. Jillard’s quizzical smile and playful
greeting Baby Jim bad a quiet twinkle of the
eye, that told the farmer's fun was welcome,
though it won no spoken response. ;
Jim pained slowly but constantly in bodily
strength, though as yet he pave no sign of that
true, inward progress which was most at his
brothers’ heart, When approached on religious
subjects, he was pertinaciously silent, and Bus-
ter at length despairingly said to Mr. Jillard,
“Ido n't believe he'll ever come right. 1 am
all discouraged about him.” Mr. Jillard's reply
was prompt and plain. * You do act, Buster,
as if you had to -be on the ridge-pole, or else
the Louse would blow down. You 've got noth-
ing to do with making Jim a Chnstian. You've
asﬁed the Lord 10 do it, and are sure he "Il hear
you; but it will be in His time and way.
What more do you want? Here your brother
bas all day long a Christian woman to watch ;
where will you find her equal ? He sees the
working of the thing. Then the 1ible is read
in bis ears ev'ry morning, and our pravers are
going up for him, where he can’t help but hear
them. g’ou and I must do what we can by way
of making our religion show it is the real thing
in us, and that will be sure to tell. 1 don™
mind your now and then trying to persuade him ;
that is all natural and right, if you believe you
are on the true track; butdon’t keep at him
all the time. Do jour duty and trust the Lord.
The sun do n't dart up like a shooting star ; the
wheat do n't make the air whiz with its fast
growing. The begt works go on slowly. 1've
great hopes for that boy. le's been brought
through a great deal, and 1 believe there's a
white robe for him and Q, place in the many
mapsions, though we cant see it yet.”

_Buster profited by Mr, Jillard's rlain talking.
He remembered the Baby Jim of old—keen and
cautious, slow to come to a conclusion; but
once fixed, not to be easily turned from his pur-

e. He could not expect, in one so diflerent-
r\?sconstituted, the same religious experience he
bad bimselt passed through. He would pray,
and be patient. Yet when Buster felt Baby
Jim’s clinging arms around him, and saw the
small face looking up lovingly to his, 1 his heart

viour's bosom, and look up to the eyes which
“ closed in death to save him.” Such yearnings
are in themselves of the naturd of the truest
prayer, the soul appealing to the present God
‘or the choicest blessings for its denr Gues,
Through the long winter Baby Jim was but
as a tender house plant, needing the most un-
wearied care and attention ; but as the breath
of ‘spring touched the trees and flowers, he too
seemed to revive, His eyes grew brighter, and
a new sirength awoke in his young frame.
When Mrs. Jillard’s boasted hyacinths were in
blossom on the sunny side of the house. little
Jim was able to get out to look at them, and as
be lingered on the doorstep the very pride of
them all was placed in lis bands, There he
sat looking at the rows of full, pink-tinted blos-
soms, while Mrs. Jillard glanced from him to the
flower, her eye falling on them both with equal
satisfaction.

“I'm not pretty, like it,” said Baby Jim, ex-

ressing invo.untarily his feeling of wonder that
gln. Jillard should gaze so lovingly at him.
1he poor, bent, crippled boy, with his pale,
thin, old-looking face, was in truth very unlike
the pure swect flower in its perfection of beaus
ty.
T You dear fellow, it does my heart good to
see you out in the fresh air once more.” said
Mrs. Jillard, and she sat down beside Baby Jim
and put her kind motherly arm about him.
Jim leaned against her as he whispered, “ 1
a'n’t fit to live here with you, after where | 've
lived, and what I've seen, and done myselt too
| an't hke this,” and be pointed again at the
tlower.

“ It grew up out of the dark, dirty ground
God made it so sweet and beautiful, and |
don’t mind if it has an ugly old root all
covered up in the earth. I do n't care where
my Jimmy has lived. 1 leve him, and I think
God is making him one of his own dear children.
Isw's it so, Jimmy ? Tell your mother.”

Baby Jim pressed his one hand against Mrs.
Jillard'’s, and slowly bowed his head two or
three times. She kissed him a fond loving kiss
as she murmured, * Bless you, dear, God bless

oun.”

! Baby Jim rose up slowly, and moved in his
unsteady way round the corner of the house.
Mvrs. Jillard did not follow him. He could go
about safely by himself now, though he never
strayed far from the kind face that bad beamed
80 ¢ eeril{ upon bim through the long winter.

Mrs. Jillards’ clean parlor “was rarely opened.
The green: paper curtaius shut out the ight, and
within all was neatness and darkness. At the
side windows the lilac bushes held their undis-
turbed reign. They bad grown unti! they near-
Iy~ reached the roof, and in the centre of the
cluster of bushes was a shaded spot which Mrs.
Jillard thought only visited by the robins who
had their nests in the shrubbery. Other feet
however found their way to this hidden retreat
for hither Baby Jim quietly erept. He pushed
his way through the outside undergrowth, and
then was lost irom sight,

“ Mother,” said Buster coming quickly up to
to Mrs, Jillard, who was still busy among her
flowers, * Mother, father wants his new kaife.
He bas broken his old one.”

“ Go into the parlor and get it, my boy ; it is
in the little chiminey cupboard, om the left-hand
side,”

Buster fumbled about in the dark room then
.teﬁped to the window to give himself more
light. Sunshine and joy indeed burst upon him

such foy as angels kuow in heaven. There in

it was thus that he t;mk his place at the table, | lifted with the sweet, loving, tender look‘

he yearned to have his brother seek the Sa. grief.
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in it
which Buster knew so well.
From the depths of his softened heart little
Jim was thanking the Lord who had mercitully
broaght him to such a howe, and praying that
he might be made worthy of the lov.ng care be-
stowed upon him.

Buster mechanically snatched the knife, and
then quickly leit the roow. In another moment
a strong arm was round little Jim, #nd the broth-
ers knelt side by side. It was Buser's voice
that spoke the deep gratitude of his soul as he
drew the * lost and found” still closer to his side.
Buster could not linger, duty called him
away. Fast over the ficlds he was soon speed-
ing with a springing, jovous step, and forth on
the air sounded his hywn of jraie:

“ For good is the Lord, inexp essibly M
And we are the work of his hand; "%

His merey and uath from eternity stood,
Aud shall to eternity stand.”

Love, true Christian love had sought the r
wandering wicked brothers, and brought them
to the feet of Jesus,

And can the depraved children of the city be
so reformed and made useful members of so-
ciety—of the communion of Christ's chureh on
earth, and of the redeemed in heaven ? The
Holy Spirit of power can wash away the dark.
est stains, and purify the foul st heart. “ With
God all things are possible.”  But has this great
and wondertul work ever been accomplished ?
(o ask the benevolent men who labor for such
institutions as we have described, and bear their
cheering reply. Yes, blessed be God, mauvy
such wanderers have been reclaimed : some are
adorning earthly Lomes : some, we trust, are
shining n heavea.

The eternal mansions are opened wide, the
Master's feast is ready. To us comes the mes.
sage, “ Go out quickly into the sireets and lanes
ot the city, and bring in hiber tke poor—that
my house & ay be filled.”

— . . et

The harp in Heaven,

One of the sweetest recollections of my girl
hood is a beautiful reply my mother once made
me, when my heart was swelling with childish

I bad just returned from the house of a weale
thy neighbor, who had kiudly given me the usg
of their piano for a few hours every day, to gratj.
fy my extreme love lor music. Our own cotiage
home looked so plain in contrast ‘with the one |
had just left, and no pianp within its walls, I
laid my head upon the table and pave vent to
my overflowing heart. I telt grieved, and per-
haps a little angry, that we were unable to afe
ford the one thing I desired a! ove all others—a
piano—and cxsvr«md my feelings to my mother.

Never shall 1 forget her sweet, pentle tone, as
she simply replied, * Never mind, daughter, if
you cannot have a piano on earth, you may
have a barp in heaven.” Instantly the whole
currcnt of my feelings was changed. Earthly
things dwindled into insignificance, and the
“harp in heaven,” with its golden strings, be-
came the object of my desire. | fe't reproved
for my repinings agninst the Providence that
bad placed me in a buwble bome, and from that
moment the enjoyment of heaven seemed far to
outweigh all the r!rasuns of earth. That beau-
tiful reply has followed me all my life, or rather,
has gone before me like a briht guiding star—
lifting my thoughts above this transicnt life, and
opening to my spirit’s vision the glorious scenes
in that * land of life and light.” 1 bave a * pi.
ano on earth™ now, but its charm is gone. fu
music no longer gladdens my hea.t zs it once
did, for the ears that, loved i«st to listen to its
sweel tones are now enraptured with the grand
harmonies of heaven. The dear tingers tha' so
often touched its keys, now sweep the golden

gharp strings. O, that » har{ in heaven !, How

my soul longs for one
melod{!

As 1 look upon the de-ar baby fingers in the
cradle near me, 1 think it matters little whether
my child be poor or rich—whether her path be
strewn with thorns or flowers—it she may culy
have a * harp in heaven.”

reath of its rich
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The power of Books.

Henry Ward Beecher, in a recent address on
“The Religious Literature needed for the Fy.
ture,” paid an eloquent tribute to the permanent
ro\ur of books, in contrast with the power of
iving men, which is transitory :

Men die—books don't. Men have the bron-
chitis—books don’t. Men have the dyspepsia—
books don't ! I wish some of them did ! Men
grow weary—books don't. A man, baving worn
out his genius, can never be reproduced. He
lives for his time, but that is the end of bim.
The series begins and ends with one. Bat if a
book wears out, stereotype plates can make an-
other just like it, or a thousand Just like it.
You can multiply that book-man a million times,
and send him all over the world, to speak in a

'{ The unmartyrable books have great advanta

you burn bin, he has a brother to take his pla{?
es

over the frail living speaker, while the speaker,
in enthusiasm and present power, has a great
advantage over books. We need more of bath.
We need more preachers of the Gospel—protes-
sional and lay rnncbeu; but we need, more
than we ever did before, the silent preaching of
the page~the preachify of a Christian litera~
ture ; and it is for thi¥ very purpose that such
associations as this are formed—to spread it, and,
by spreading it, indirectly stimulate the produc-
lion of it

We bave nothing that we can properly call

|
¢

his chosen retreas koelt Baby Jim, his tace up~, of.

our own, but what we bave rezson to be asbamed
A

thousand languages. e never growstired. If .
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