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with yellow curls, who says if he can only see 
you, he is sure you will not be sorry, and he 
won't keep you a moment.” ‘Oh, well, let 
him come,’ said the beautiful singer, with a 
smile, ‘I can never refuse children.’ Little 
Pierre came in, his hat under his arm, and in 
his hand alittle roll of paper. With a manhi- 
ness unusual for a child, he walked straight 
to Madame M , and bowing, said, ‘1 
came to see you because my mother is very 
sick, and we are too poor to get food and me- 
dicine. | thought that perhaps if you would 
sing only my little song at some of your grand 
concerts, maybe some publisher would by it 
for a small sum, and so I conld get food and 
medicine for my mother.” The beautiful wo- 
man rose from her seat—very tall and stately 
she was; she took the litle roll from his 
hand, and lightly hummed the air.“ Did you 
compose it I’ she asked ; ‘you achild? And 
the words? Wonderful little genius! Would 
vou like to come to my concert? she asked, 
after a few moments of thought. * Oh. yes’ 

and the boy’s blue eyes grew liquid with hap. 
piness; ‘ but l could'nt leave my mother.” *1 
will send somebody to take care of your mo- 
ther for the evening, and here is a crown, 
with which do you go and get food and medi- 
cine. Here is also one of my tickets; come 
to night; that will adpit you to a seat near 
me; my good httle fellow, your mother has a 
treasure in you.” Almost beside himself with 
Joy, Pierre bought some oranges, aud many a 
little luxury besidss, and carried them home 
to the poor invalid, telling her, not without 
tears, of his good fortune. 

. » » * * * 

“Never in his life had Pierre been in such 
a grand plac®9 I'he music, clashing and roll- 
ing, the myriad lights, the beauty, the lishing 
of diamonds and rustling of siiks, bewildered 
his eves aud brain. At last she came—and 
the child sat with his glance rivetted upon her 
glorious face. Could he believe that the grand 
lady, all blazing with jewels, and whom every- 
body seemed to worship, would really sing his 

song? Breathless he waited ; the band, the 
whole band struck up a little plaintive melo- 
dy; he knew it, and clapped his hauds for 
Jy. And oh, how she sung 1! It was so 
simple, so mournful, 80 soul-subduing—many 
a bright eye dimmed with tears, and naught 
could be heard but the touching words of that 
little song—oh, so touching! Pierre walked 
home as if he were moving on the air. What 
eared he for monev now? = The greatest pri- 
ma donna in all Europe had sung his litle 
song, and thousands had wept at his grief. 
‘The next day he was frightened at a visit 
from Madame M——-. She laid her hand on 
his yellow curles, and turning to the sick wo- 
man said, ‘ Your litle boy, madame, has 
brought you a fortune. 1 was offered this 
morning, by the best publishers in London, 
£300 for his little song; and after he has re- 
alized a certain amount for the sale, little 

Pierre, here, is toshare the profits. Madame 
thank God that your son has a gift from Hea- 
ven.’ The noble hearted singer and the poor 
woman wept together. As tq Pierre, always 
mindful of Him who watches over the tried 
and tempted, he knelt down by his mother’s 
bedside, and uttered a simple but eloquent 
prayer, asking God's blessing on the kind lady 
who had deigned 10 notice their affliction. 
Avod the memory of that prayer made the 
singer even more tender-hearted; and she, 
who was the idol of England’s nobility, like 
the world’s great Master, went about doing 
good. And in her early happy death, when 
the grave-damps gathered over her brow, and 
her eyes grew dim, he who stood by her bed, 
his bright face clothed in the mourning of 
sighs and tears, and smoothed her pillow, and 
lightened her last moments by his undying af- 
fection, was the litile Pierre of former days— 
now rich, accomplished, and the most talented 
cemposer of the day. All honour to those 
great hearts, who, from their high stations, 
send down bounty unto the widow and the fa- 
(herless child 

Value of Religious Newspapers. 

A public dinner was lately given to the 
friends and supporters of the * Patriot” and} 

British Banner” newspapers. The follow- 
ing remarks by the Lord Mayor of Loudon, 
who presided on that occasion, deserve atten- 
tion from supporters of religious papers gene- 
rally :— 
d Our religious societies are very much in- 

debited to the Patriot, British Bammer, and 
other ‘mewspapers, for the nature and amount 
of the prasperity which they no ily 
om Le) is still mote, Bi 3a 1 

greatly advanced. We entertain no exagge- 
rated notions on the subject of religious news- 
papers ; but we are well persuaded, that it is 
a great advantage to society to have newspa- 
pers conducted upon the principle of exclud- 
ing everything that is inimical to religion, and 
of prompting those aims and objects which 
flow from and are supported by religion. We 
deprecate, rather than encourage, the publi- 
cation in newspapers, of long dissertations on 
theological subjects, which, however valuable, 
are better fitted for the pages of a magazine; 
but as I have just said, I see no reason what- 
ever, why not only our own newspapers, but 
all others, should not be conducted on religi- 
ous principles. On the contrary, such princi- 
ples ought to underlie all our acts, whether 
private or public, and especially all that is 
done for the benefit of our country and the 
world. The question, then, comes to this— 
What more can be done by us, to place these 
papers, already so successl/ul and influential, 
in a position of still greater influence and pros- 
perity? If the principle with which I started 
be a correct one—that these journals do lend 
very effectual aid in the promotion of truth, 
benevolence, and religion —it becomes the du- 

ty of every one of us, 1 repeat, to do all that 
we can to extend their means of influencing 
the minds of our countrymen, and the current 
of public events. I will not now go into de- 
tails, because I have no wish to turn this fra. 
ternal social meeting into a purgly business 
affair; bat very greatly desire that all now 
present should separate, with not only an in- 
clination, but a determination to redouble 
their exertions in co operating with the Pa- 
triot and the British Banner. I'he editors, | 
think, deserve our encouragement. Week 
after week they are labouring to enlighten the 
public mind, to correct public opinion where 
itis wrong, and to diffuse right views. The 
editors, then, I say, who are labouring so zea. 
lously and continually for this object, deserve 
our support and encouragement, even though 
they may not in every instance take the same 
views as we ourselves. You will hardly ever 
find that those censors who are sometimes so 
loud in denouncing any little deviation, on the 
part of the editors of a newspaper, from the 
principles which they themselves hold, or from 
the course on any public question which they 
think to be the correct one, have exerted 
themselves in the least degree to extend its 
circulation, or done anything to procure for 
t an inereased measure of support. 1 hope, 
then, that you will all think with me, that we 
ought not to allow tne editors to persevere 
amid every form of discouragement, without 
having our cordial sympathies and our zealous 
help. 

Italy and the Waldenses. 

It accords with the analogies of God's spi- 
ritual providence, as well as with the muld- 
plying signs of the times, to believe that Ro- 
manism in Italy is to find a terrible scourge in 
the Waldenses. It has shed their blood, and 
now they seem destined to give to it blood to 
drink. There is a remarkable providence of 
God in the position of influence which that 
little band of believers has come to occupy in 
relation to all Italy. Religious liberty has 
been secured to them, and is improved by 
them, not only for a rapid increase of num- 
bers, but for the diffusion in many ways, and! 
in spite of Romish vigilance, of the leaven of 
their doctrine through all the Italian States. 
Though what is now doing in Italy is but the 
day of small things, it is a great thing for even 
small things to be done there. Yet, accounts 
from all quarters concur in proving that the 
leaven of truth is spreading to a very encou- 
raging extent. ; 

Considering what is told, and what for pro- 
vidential reasons cannot be told, and how dif- 
fiult it is for us to know all the facts, we may 
reasonably conclude that there are more con- 
versions taking place at present in Italy, in 
proportion to the number of people, than in 
Massachusetts, with all our abundant means 
of grace. It is not for nothing that the spirit 
of Paseeation in Tuscany and the other parts 
of Italy has been roused to such unwonted vi- 
gilance and severity. ‘I'he Word of God is 
taking effect ; and the priesthood know it ; and 
hence their exasperated rage. Thera is a spi- 
jt walking unseen over the mountains and 

valleys of Italy which priestly power cannot 
arrest; and hence the anxiety to discover and 
arrest every visible instrument of that spirit. 
This evangelical influence which has over 
spread Italy, has iis centre and seat of prop . 

Wal. tion among the feeble people of the 

and have an access to Italian minds that other 
Protestants cannot have. 
Now, therefore, the tables are turned. For- 

merly, Romanism in Italy persecuted and ar- 
rested the Waldenses. Now, God has put into 
tReir hands the instruments by which their 
terrible foe is to be desiroyed in the very seat 
of his own dominion. Now is beginning to 
be realized that word of God—* Fear not, 
thou worm Jacob, and ye men of Israel; 1 
will help thee, saith the Lord. Behold I will 
make thee a sharp threshing instrument hav- 
ing teeth; thou shalt thresh the mountaios, 
and beat them small, and thou shalt make the 
hills as chaff.” 
The Waldenses are a small people, preserv- 

ed by a chain of signal providences; and 
doubtless for future events as remarkable as 
has been their history h'therto. It is a re 
markable providence that has secured to them 
the enjoyment of religious liberty, in a posi- 
tion so near to Rome, from a government pro- 
fessed!ly IlLomish, and while surrounded by 
such powerful Romish influences,—vea, and 
in spite of the ever active remonstrances of 
the Romish court, and of the Pope himself. 
God delights in bringing forth great results 
from small means; and this he is most effec- 
tually doing throush that comparatively insig- 
nificant peopfe. Now he is fulfilling the rest] 
of the promise quoted above to the worm of 
Jacob. ““ When the poor and needy seek wa- 
ter, and there is none, and their tongue fail- 
eth for thirst, [ the Lord will hear them, I the 
God of Israel will not forsake them. [ will 
open rivers in high places, and fountains in 
the midst of the valleys; I will make the wil- 
derness a pool of water, and the dry land 
springs of water : thatthey may see and know 
that the hand of the Lord hath done this, and 
the Holy One of Israel hath created it.’ — 
Puritan Recorder. 

One of Memory’s Leaves. 

Often when twilight throws her mantle over 
earth’s bosom, and sad thoughts steal upon us 
we wander back to childhood’s happy days— 
sweel pause as they were upon life's threshold 
—and we gaze once again upon loved forms, 
long since hidden from us by the cold earth, 
and listen to voices that have joined the an- 
gels in their heavenly anthem. Well do we 
remember the gray-haired sire, in whose arm 
chair we have so often slept when weary with 
the day’s sport, or listened to tales of war and 
bloodshed, till we wondered if the men of ol- 
den time had not hearts made of steel. Then 
we saw the vacant chair, and his voice fell 
upon our ear no more ; they led us out to look 
upon a mound of fresh earth, and said he was 
sleeping beneath it, The sharer of his early 
joys and sorrows, with gentle eye and bowed 
form, upon whose brow the white hair was 
parted, whitened by the frost of nearly three- 
score winters, was quietly sleeping by his side. 
Ere six summers had passed over us, we saw 
a loved one sicken, his step grow more feeble; 
an unnatural fire burned in his eye, and they 
told us he was dying. Well do we remember 
that last scene, just as the day died; one ling- 
ering sunbeam stole sofily in, and lighted up 
his pale, cold features, as though an angel 
smiled and bade him never fear the dark val- 
ley, for the rod and staff upon which he leaned 
would never fail. When the light faded, still, 
calm he lay; not the heart-crushing sobs of 
his widowed and fatberless ones could more 
waken hisslumbers. He was dead ; and then 
came the first deep grief with all its mighti- 
ness, and the world looked dark and lonely. 
We once more looked upon him as ready for 
the grave : then into the dark tomb, where he 
now lies waiting the last trumpet’s sound. 
Again and again have we stood beside that 
lowly grave, where wild flowers have bloomed 
and faded beneath many suns and changing 
moons ; and a deep voice comes to us from 
that sleeping one, which is only heard within 
our heart of hearts, saying, Even now thy 
work is almost done, * Child, come home.” 
T'hat old homestead is forsaken now ; familiar 
paths are grass-grown ; and each time we go 
forth better fitted and strengthened to perform 
our mission and meet life's stern trials and 
heart-sorrows, for it is not for always. We 
have looked upon other scenes in other lands, 
but still, when Eve's first star comes out, or 
the dying leaf is drifted before us, we still 
‘hear that silent voice, Earth is not thy home, 
and sometimes long 10 be at rest. Death has 

we have seen them for the last time; the cir- 

enses. They speak the Italian language, 

cle is broken, the heart bereft of its treasures,|opén to conviction. 
but they are only transplanted to the garden| why sheep in a domesticated state should have 
above, and though left nsasly alone, we re~jhotus ?—Wm. H. Lapp in * Ohio Farmes.” 

ser —— 

member ** He doeth all things we!l,” and if 
we are (aithful, heaven sha!l be ours at last, 
Then shall we mect again »ll the loved ones, 
where no sorrow res's upon the heart, where 
there are no more partings of tears. Oh may 
we so live, that whenever the grim =n ssengzep 
comes to us, he mav find our lamp trimmed 
and burning, and ns even waiting for his ap- 
pearance.—{ New York Recorder. 

Melancholy Occurrence. 
Almost everybody has listened with sadness to 

the plaintive strains and saddenine words of the 
old song, * The Mistletoe Bouoh,” in which the 
story is told of a young bride, who, in playful hu- 
mor on her wedding day, ran to hide from her 
spouse, and was found years afterward, moulder- 
ed to ashes in a chest with a spring lock. It is a 
sorrowful, romantic tale, and has often brought 
tears to the eyes of romantic lovers. A sadder 
tale, however, and one which adds to its own hor 
ror by its reality, has been developed in this city. 
A few days since we called attention to the adver- 
tisement of the loss of a little Spanish girl, an- 
swering to the name of Ventura, whose agonized 
mother was searching throughout the city forher. 
After looking for her in vain for scver:l days, and 
coming to the conclusion that the child was dead, 
she went to a large trunk in her house on Thurs- 
day, for the purpose of procuring some mourning 
apparel, when opening it, what was the mothers 
horror to sce lying there, the decaying remnant of 
her once beautiful little child. The trunk had been 
open on the day the child was lost, and it is sup- 
posed that the inquisitive little one, having seen 
the dresses inside had taken a fancy to them, and 
upon attemping to procure them, had fallen into 
the trunk. “The lid closed with a spring, and the 
child was suffocated. —Alta California. 

Polled Sheep. 

There are two reasons which induced me 
to offer a few remarks to the Farner on the 
subject of Polled Sheep. One is, 1 believe a 
decided advantage may result to the wool- 
growing community from a consideration of 
of the subject. The other is, I am now com- 
pelled to buy horned rams for a cross of blood, 
because I cannot get such polled ones as I de- 
sire that are not nearly allied to my own 
stock. 

I believe that nearly all middle and long- 
wooled Sheep are polled, while the males of 
the finer wooled varieties are usually horned. 

I have for many years regarded horns on 
Sheep in a domesticated state, as not only a 
useless, but a troublesome and expensive ap- 
pendage; and in 13435 fortunately getting hold 
of a very superior polled ram, I commenced 
tortry to breed a Hock which should be horn- 
less. I proceeded by not only selecting poll- 
ed rams, but, so far as practicable, perfect 
polled ewes also; and here let me remark, a 
ewe that appears to she casual observer 10 be 
without horns is not always a perfect poll. 
There mast be a cavity, instead of a fulness, 
where the horns usually attaches, or she can- 
not be depended upon to produce polled lambs 
with certainty, although the sire be polled. 
The result of my eight years’ labor is, [ do 

not now have but one horned ram lamb in 
about ten or twelve; and I do not believe that 
[ have sacrificed one iota in form or consti- 
tution, or, in quality or quantity of wool. 
Some of my objections to horns are briefly 

as follows : 

L. The substance that goes to make horns 
is the same that enters into the composition 
of wool. 

2. If rams are polled you may let all the 
pure blooded ones run entire to the age of qne 
or two years, and then any that are rejected 
as rams will make good wethers as if gelded 
while lambs. 

3. Where horned rams run ia flock in sum~ 
mer they are sure to fight, and if they do not 
kill each other outright, lose the skin about 
the horns, become fly-blown, and without con- 
stant care more or less of them die. 

A gentleman who has been engaged in 
wool-growing over twenty years, and who 

keeps near two thousand sheep, told me he 
annually lost rams enough from these causes 
to pay all his taxes. 

4. Horned rams frequently strike ewes in 
the side, bruising them, loosening their wool, 
and occasionally causing them to cast their 
lambs. 

5. You can shelter and feed about double 
as many polled as horued rams ina given 

ofien come sinee and taken those we loved ;|SP2C€. 
In conclusion, I would say, I am always: 

Has any one a reason 

<


