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Louths” Department, 

BIBLE LESSONS. 

Sunday, June 14th, 1868. 

Concert. Or Review of the past three mouth’s | 
lessons, : 

Sunday, June 21th, 1868. 
MATTHEW iv, 18-22: MARK i. 16-20: Luxe v. 1-11: 

Call of Simon Peter and Andrew and of James 
and Jobn with the miraculous draughts of fishes. 

Recite—~MATTHEW x. 37-39. 
EE a RE ——— 

- Poor Matt: or, the Cloundcd 

Intellect. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 

cHAPTER IIL 

Matt came back under the shelter of the 
boat, and lay down, and drew part of a sal 
over him, and fell into a sound sleep ; perhaps 
he had slept little during the past night, and 
now that this gloom and terror were melted 
away in the sunshine of hope aod peace, be 
could no longer sit waking under the cloudy 
sky. 
The lady sat by him, partly sheltered a'so by 

the boat. She looked out over the purple sea, 
still troubled, heaving and bare, for not a boat 
rode at anchor near the dangerous rocky beach ; 
not a vessel ventured near enough to be seen 
from its sandy reaches, 

At length the clouds broke; it began to rain 
hard ; and not without a great eflort did she 
succeed in waking the boy. [lis opened his 
eyes at last with a smile, The pouring rain 
and the gloomy sky were nothing to him; the 
high but warm wind did not trouble bim ; bis 
thoughts, whatever they may have beer, could 
not be related to his benefactress ; he was com. 
torted, but he only showed it by his face and by 
bis tranquil rovements. : 
They reached thecottage. There was trouble 

and sorrow within ; quite enough of both to ac- 
count for the boy’s having been left to wander 
out by himself on that stormy day. The poor 
old grandtather was worse ; and Mary Goddard, 
the boy’s aunt, came to the door, her eyes red 
and her face disfigured with weeping. The 
lady could not stay then; but in less than a 
week she came again and inquired after the old 
man, i 

¢ Ab, dear heart! it seems bard to lose poor 
father exclaimed Mary, when ber visitor was 
seated, and bad asked a sympathizing question 
as to the old wan’s health. 

‘ [s be so very ill that there is no hope?’ 
asked the lady. : 

* The doctor does not say,” replied the davugh- 
ter, * but when a man is past eighty what can 
one expect? Would you like to see him, 
ma'am 7’ : 
The visitor assented, and was taken upa 

ladder into a comfortable room in the roof. 
The aged fisherman, with his rugged face and 

hard hands, lay helplessly on his clean bed ; but 
his eyes were still bright, and “his voice 
strong. 

. * Pur a chair, Polly,” he said to his daughter. 
“I take this kind, ma’am. Here I am, you see, 
a disabled old bulk. I bave made a many voy- 
ages in my time, when 1 was in the king's 
service,” kere a fit of coughing forced him to 
stop. 

; When he had ceased to cough, the visitor 
said, ‘ Yes, you have passed a busy life, my 
friend ; and what a mercy it is that God gives 
you a tew days of quiet and leisure at the end 
of ir, to think of the last voyage,—the entrance, 
we way hope, into an eternal haven. Do you 
think of that last voyage? Do you pray to 
God to have mercy on you for Christ's sake, 
and grant you an entrance to that haven of 
rest ?’ 
The old man assented reverently and heartily, 

and then said, * Mary, the lady bas pever a 
chair ; 1 told you to set the chair for ber. A 
good daughter she has always been to me, 
ma'am! Her poor mother died. when 1 was in 
the Atalante, Captain Hickey ; you've heard of 
him, ina'am ? The discipline he maintained! 
He was the finest captain in the servjce.’ 

“1 never heard of him,’ replied the visitor. 
* He lost his ship in a sea fog off Halifax har- 

bor. He bad despatches aboard, aud he made 
up his mind they should be delivered. He 
fired a fog-signal gun in hopes it would be 
answered trom ibe lighthouse on Cape Sambro, 
but by a sad mischance it happened thai the 
Barossa, that was likewise lost in this fog, an- 
swered it; and the unfortunate Atlalante was 
steered according to that gun. She struck; 
and in less than a quarter of an hour we was 
all out of her, every officer, man, and boy, many 
on us not half clothed ; and there wasn’t a mast, 
nor a beam, nor a bit of broken spar, to be seen 
of ber. She filed and heeled over; and al- 
most before we could cut the pinnace from the 
boom, she parted in two between the main and 
mizen masts, and the swell sucked ber in, guns, 
and stores, and all.’ 

¢* That must have been an awtul scene,’ ob- 
served the visitor. ‘It is a great mercy that 
you were preserved in such a danger. Shall | 
read you a chapter in the Bible, now | am 
bere ?’ 

¢ I should take it kind if you would ma’am, 
very kind indeed; for Mr, Green said he 
would not be able to come to-day, and my 
daughter bas no time. 1 could spell a bit over 
myself, but my eyes tail, and I feel strange and 
weak, There was a time when 1 could * band, 

"reef, and steer ”” with the best of them, 1 was 
sated “able seaman” in the Atalante, and for 

- 

The visitor sat down and read several chap- 
ters. ‘The old man listened with pleasure ; his 
face, seamed and brown with long exposure to 
the weather, showed no pallor, but there was a 
look about his eyes that told of a great change, 
—they were dim, and sometimes wandering. 

* | take this visit very kind of you,’ he re. 
peated, when she had done; * and I like what 
you read, it did me good ; and ma'am, I'm much 
obliged to you, and thank you kindly for being 
so good to my poor boy. 

* How do you think he seems, ma’am ?’ asked 
Mary Goddard, when they came down to- 
gether. 

«1 think be is very much altered, Mary. He 
does not look to me as if he would live many 
days.’ 

* Ab, dear heart I’ said the daughter, ‘1 was 
afraid you would say ®0; and though he be so 
old, it seems bard to lose him ; tor a cheerfuller 
and bonester man never walked this worid I’ 

* He seems in a thankful frame of mind now, 
Mary, and was very attentive while I was read- 
ing. 
Yo yes, he is always pleased with whatever 

I do for bim, and says it is a great mercy he 
has time to think of his end; he is vastly 
pleased now when Mr. Green comes to talk 
with him, though at first he did not seem to 
care for it. 
The visitor went away. The rain came down 

all that night and the next day. On the third 
day she went again to the old fisherman's cot- 
tage, and found the old chintz curtain drawn 
across the window in token of mourning. A 
veighbor came out of the next cottage and told 
her that the old man had died that morning at 
daybreak, and that his daughter had walked 
over to a village some miles inland to tell her 
brother and bis wife, 

* Was the old man sensible to the last? 
asked the lady, 

¢ As sensible as you are now, ma'am ; and often 
seemed to me to be praying. Would you like 
to see Matt, ma’am? he is in my house.’ 

* Yes, 1 wish to see him.” What does he 
koow about hisgrandfather 

* Why, ma’am, when bis aunt woke him and 
dressed him this morning, she (old him that he 
would not see his grandfather any more, for 
that God bad sent to fetch him.’ 

¢ He was pot frightened, I hope 7’ 
* O no, ma’am— pleased, wonderfully pleased, 

and said- he wanted to go too. ‘He is a very 
strange child.’ ; 

‘ Very strange, indeed! but in some respects 
I wish we were more like bim.’ 
When Matt saw his friend, it reminded him 

of the great news about his grandfather; and 
be told her that God had sent for him, adding, 
* Matt-wants to go $00.” 

* Matt shall go some day,” she answered, 
soothingly. 

¢ Matt wants to go now,’ replied the boy. 

sat down with him. She tried to explain that 
some day God would certainly send for him; 
for she could only convey to him the notion of 
a change of place, not of death. When Matt 
w& once convinced that he should be sent for 
some day, he was very urgent to know what 
day ; and when, after a great deal of trouble, 
bis friend made him understand that she did not 
know wbat day, but that it might be any day, 
he sat long silent on the sand as if pondering, 
and then got up and began to move towards 
the cottage, 

‘ What does Matt want ?* asked his friend. 
The boy looked at his bands, and replied with 

calm and touching simplicity, * Matt must have 
bis bands washed” Why? the lady wondered 
why ; but she said nothing—she only rose and 
followed him, He had found the woman of the 
house when she entered, the mother of little 
Becca, and was explaining to her that his bands 
must be washed ; that Ged would send for Matt 
some day, perhaps it would be that day, and 
that Matt must be ready. 
The woman no sooner understood what he 

meant than she sat down, threw her apron over 
her head, and began to cry bitterly ; but littled 
Becea was willing to indulge the boy's fancy; 
she, accordingly, fetched some water and some 
soap, and carefully washed his hands. But that 
done, he yet stood still, as if expecting some- 
thing more, till she asked bim what he wanted ; 
then be answered, with a kind of glad but 
solemn expectancy, ‘ Matt must bave bis new 
cap on—Matt wants his fur cap.’ 

* No, Matt must not have his best cap,’ an- 
swered the child, * except on Sundays to go to 
church in.’ But Matt entreated in his piteous 
way. and the tears rolled down his cheeks, till 
at last the lady begged tbat bis new cap might 
be fetched ; and when it appeared he was con- 
tented, and went gently out at the door, and 
looked up between the clouds, softly repeating 
that God would send for Matt some day ; per- 
baps ii would be today, and Matt must be 
ready—Matt must always be ready. 

* His poor aunt should have managed better,’ 
said Becca's mother, who had followed them 
out of doors ; ‘she might have known if she 
said God had sent for his grandfather that Matt 
would take her exactly at her word. Howso- 
ever, it's of no use tryirg to explain it to him; 
and least of all trying to make out that it was 
not that but atime blak different, The boy 
must not be contradicted ; that would only con- 
fuse him more ; but,” she adoed, * it does seem 
a gloomy thing that he should always be expect- 
ing hisdeath, and always keeping himself ready 
for it.’ 

* Does it seem a gloomy thing ?* asked the lady. 
‘ Why, yes, ma'am, I'm sure it would quite 

mobe me to be so frequently thinking about 
death.’ 

* Not if you felt that you were ready, and 

His friend took him out on to the sands, and | 

»- 

| upwards of two years I was * captain of the 
 fore-top.”’ 

* But why should one, ma'am,’ answered the 
woman, thoughtlesely, ‘so long before the 
time ?’ ; 

¢ Ab, Mrs, Letts, we cannot tell that it is long 
before the time. Are we not told, * Be ye also 
ready, for in such an hour as ye think not the 
Son of Man cometh ?” 

¢ Yes, ma’am ; and Mr. Green a very little 
time ago preached a Jiscourse on that text, a 
very beautiful discourse it was; but I never 
thought people bad to get ready for death just 
as they get ready for paying their rect, or, as 
one may say, to lay up wood to be ready for 
the winter.’ 

* Why not? Must we not all die, as surely 
as we must pay our rent? Is not death as 
certain to come as winter 7’ 

¢ Yes, sure, ma’am.’ 
‘ Then the only difference in our preparing 

should be, that death being more important 
than those other things which you mentioned, 
we should prepare for it much more earnestly, 
seriously, and constantly.’ 

‘ Yes, ma'am, that's what I meant. We 
should prepare at proper solemn times, on Sun. 
days, when we bave time to think of these 
solemn things, and not be mixing it up with our 
work every day.’ 

* Mrs. Letts, if you bad earned no money as 
yet to pay your rent, and knew it must be paid | 
on a certain day, should you say to yourself] 
“ This is a very serious matter ; I must not 
think of it now that I am busy with my work, 
[ must wait till I bave a quiet hour; for it is 
a very important thing, and not to be thought! 
ot excepting at particular times ?”’ 

* Why, no, ma'am ; of course I should think | 
of it early and late! Well, ma'am, perbaps 
you are right; in short, I am-sure you are: but 
1t is not very easy for poor folks to think about 
religion and death, as much as those who bave 
notbing to do. However, poor Matt bas few 
enough things to think about, and if it pleases 
him to think of being fetched to a better world, | 
why, let him do it)’ ; 
«* O ves, let him do it, replied Matt's friend ; 

¢ 1 believe he is ready whenever it may. please 
the Almighty to summon bim; and the time 
may vot be so long that be will become im- 
patient.’ : 
‘I'm sure a long life is not to be desired for: 

bim,” observed” thc woman; ‘for he suffers a 
great deal in the cold weather.” So saying, she 
brought the boy into her cottage, and the lady 
took her leave. ; a 
The sun was shining pleasantly across the 

level sands as she walked homewards, and each 
cliff cast a clear reflection of its figure at her 
feet, the soft and shining waves broke gently 
on the shore, and the sky was peaceful and 
cloudless, only a flock of white gulls were 
wheeling about in it, serving thus to increase 
its resemblance to its ‘twin deep, the blue 
sea, that was adorned, not far from the horizon, 
with a fleet ot small fishing vessels, whose white 
sails were lovely in the sunshine, 
The lady walked till she came to a large cave 

in the ciiff, about balf a mile from the old fisher- 
man’s cottage : here-she bad sometimes sat with 
Matt, teaching him his plaiting ; and here she 
oow entered and sat down to rest after her long 
walk. - 

Ic was a strange place, more a cleft in the 
rock than an ordinary cave, for it narrowed up 
above to a mere crack, which crack was 
strangely and beautifully festooned with hanging 
ferns of the brightest reen ; for they were con- 

r 

stantly kept moist by the drops of water thas 
filtered through the stone. 
The sun now long enough to shine into the, 

dark cavern and wake iv warm aod cheertul, | 
and to show with clear distinctness the limpets 
than stuck to the rocks which here and there 
protruded from the soft sand which floored it, 
and the little pools of sea-water that lay about 
io stony basins, These basins were rugged, and 
covered witLout with green weeds, and within 
fringed with red and brown dulse and sea- 
weeds, and the tiny little fish were impatiently 
swimming about in them, and small crabs of 
the hermit tribe were dragging their bright 
shell houses along the slippery margins. 

She sat down beside one-of these little rocky 
reservoirs and enjoyed the sunshine and shelter, 
thinking, meanwlile, bow she could further belp 
and teach the podr child who had now so large 
a share of ber sympathy. She decided that it! 
was as well he should be out of the way of his 
relations on the day of the funeral, both for 
their sake and his own; and she accordingly 
resolved to ascertain when it was to take place, 
and bring him there tosit with her till it should 
be over. 

Accordingly, she made her appearance at the 
cottage on the morning of the funeral, and took 
away the boy.’ 

She found him still ‘ ready,’ still prepared and 
expectant, still occupied with the belief that 
God would fetch him, and that perbaps it 
might be ‘to-day.’ 

She took him to the cave, that he might not 
see the mournful cavalcade proceed from the 
cottage poor ; and when be was tired of plaitin 
straw and of looking at the little hod 
fishes swimming about in their brown basins of 
rock, she opened her basket and gave him a 
nice dinner, such as she knew he would like. 

Matt was very happy; and when he had done 
eating, he sat basking in the entrance of the 
cavern, pleased with watching the numerous 
rc ck-pigeons that flew about among the cliffs 
and brashed past with their opalized wings and 
glossy necks, to peck at the seed-corn which 
bis friend threw out to them, 
He made her wash his bands when he had 

finished bis meal, and be had put on his cap, his 
best cap, and was sitting ready. la spite of all 
his pmusement in watching the blue pigeons, he 
was still ready, still conscious of an expected 
summons ; and when the last grain of corn had 

were always desirous to keep yourself ready.’ | been carried up to the young birds in the nest,| 
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and all the sand was imprinted with the feet of 
the pretty parents, he withdrew his eyes from 
the place where they had fluttered and striven, 
and fixed them once more on the open heavens, 

+ Is Matt sorry that his grandfather is gove .’ 
asked his friend. 

Matt answered, * No ;’ and said he wnnted to 
go too; and then in bis imperfect way, partly 
in words and partly by signs, be inquired what 
kind of a place it was where God lives. 

¢ It was never cold,’ she replies; ¢ always 
warm and pleasant. Matt would never cry 
when he got there.’ 

* Would nobody beat Matt there ?” asked the 
child, wistfully ; * wouldn’t Rob beat bim ?’ 

¢ No ; when Matt went to be with God; no- 
body would beat him any more.’ 
A gleam of joy stole over the boy's face as he 

sat pondering over these good tidings ; then, 
with a sorrowful sigh, he said, * Rob oiten beats 
Matt now.” But at that moment the soft sourd 
of a tolling bell was beard in the cave, and he 
turned his head to listen. It was the bell for 
his grandfather’s funeral ; and it was touching 
to see him amused and pleased with it, uncon- 
scious what it portended. 
They staid a long time in the cave: the boy 

being amused and diverted by the various things 
bis friend found for him to look at, and by a 
grotto that she had made for him with loose 
scollop shells ; but in the midst of bis pleasure 
that gleam of joy. would often return to his 
face, and be would exultingly repeat that * some 
day be should go to God, and nobody should 
beat him any more.’ ; 
At last, when the sound of the bell bad long 

ceased, and the sun .was shining fall in at the 
mouth of the caverm, his friend took him home 
again ; and finding the mourners already re- 
turned, left him w:th them, and took her leave 
— little thinking, ae she walked across the clifls 
to her residence, that in this life she was to 
behold him no more. 

To be continued. 

Be Courteous, 

“ You kad better mend your ways, and go to 
church,” said one citizen to another, whom be 
met one Sabbath morning. 

“ What matter is it of yours?” was the curt 
reply, with a resolve no: to be scolded into the 
church. 

Soon after thé tones of Mr. Jordan accosted 
him: “ What a beautiful morning ! so pleasant, 
I thought I must get out to church to hear Dr. 
Charon—did you ever hear him? They say he 
is a fine speaker ; suppose you go with me.” 
‘* | have no seat,”’ was the reply. 
“Plenty of room in mine. Come.” The man 

hesitated, but could not resist the politeness ; 
and he went, not only that Sabbath, but he 
became a conscant attendant upon the house of 
God, and that day was the beginning of * bet- 
ter things *’ for himself and his bousehald. 

How 10 wORK FOR CHRIST,—A clergyman 
observing a poor man by the road breaking 
stones with a pickaxe, and kneeling, to get at 
bis work better, made the remark, * Ah, John, 
I wish I could break the stony hearts of my 
hearers as easily as you are breaking those 
stones,” The man replied, * Perhaps, master, 
you do not work on your knees.” 

“ Why do you show favor to your enem’es 
instead of destroying them ?" said a chieftain 
to the Emperor Sigismund. * Do I not destroy 
my enemies by making them my friends 7” was 
the Emperor's noble reply. Kindness is the 
best weapon with which to beat an adversary. 

CABINET ORGANS —The splendid warercoms 
of Mason & Hamlin, 596 Broadway, a.e among 
the most frequented of the musical headquarters 
of the city, and are full of all varieties of the 
Cabinet Organ. Oce needs to pay a personal 
visit in order to obtain even a moderate concep- 
tion of the different styles and sizes offered 10 
the public. Both in their internal construction 
and in tbe beauty cf external workmanship, 
thes Organs are confessedly unequaled by those 
manu'actured are where else. The large sizes 
are especially adapted to the use of churches 
whose congregations cannot afford to purchase 
large organs, while the smaller organs are bet- 
ter fitted for the playing oi accompaniments to 
social vocal music than the piano.—XN. Y. Even. 
ing Post. 

WHAT 18 THE CAUSE CF INFLAMMATION, 
—Simply a violent and vonatural determination 
of the blood to a particular part of the body. 
Equalize the circulation with that poweriul 
vegetable counter-irritant, Radway's Ready Re- 
lief, and a cure is thereby eflected. At the 
firet symptom of local inflammation apply it to 
the inflamed part and give it inwardly, diluted, 
according to the directions. 

Price 25 cents per bottle. Sold by Druggists. 

Farmers and stable men will find it for their 
advantage to administer occasionally Sheridan's 
Cavalry Condition Powders during the spring 
and summer months. By so doing, they can 
prevent distemper in every form, and will cause 
the horse's coat to assume a smooth and glossy 
appearance, 

A fair trial is all that is needed to convince 
people that Blood's Rheumatic Compound, is an 
invaluable remedy and should always be at 
hand. ’ 

Grace's Salve bas stood the trial test, 
And fairly beaten all the rest. 
For felons, warts, for burn or bruise 
It is the very thing to use. 
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