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NO BECT IN HEAVEN.

BY MRS. EB. H. J. CLEAVELAND,

Talking of sects till late one eve,

Of the various doctrines the saints believe,

That night I stood in a troubled dream,
By the side of a darkly flowing stream.

And a “Churchman” dowh to the river eame,

When I heard a strange voice call his name ;

But the aged father did not mind,
And his long gown floated out behind,

“Good father, stop; when you cross this tide,
You maust leave your robes on the other side.”

As down to the stream his way he took,

His pale hands clasping a gilt-edged book.

“I'm bound for Heaven, and when I'm there,

I shall want my book of Common Prayer;

I put on a starry crown,

And thou
Yl;uiw lost withoat my gown.”

I shall fee

And the poor old father tried in vain
A single step in the flood to gain.
[ saw him again on the other side,
And no one BSaedns. Iogibe DISSIUI wpug

His dress of" a sober hue was made ;

Then he fixed his eyes on the shining track,
Bat his gown was heavy and held bim back,

BwwiHausg of Commons, Mr. Clay introduce”
Whether he belonged to *“the Church ™ or not.
Then down to the river a Quaker strayed ;

“My coat and my hat must be all of grey—

L1 caonot go any other way.”

And staidly, solemnly waded in;

Aund his broad-brimmed hat he puiled down

tight, ;
Over his forehead so cold and white,

A moment he silently sighed over that,
Went quietly sajling—away—away,

And none of the angels questioned him
About the width of his beaver’s brim.

Then he buttoned his coat straight up to his chin,

But a strong wind carried away his hat:

And then, as he gazed to the farther shore,
His ‘coat slipped off, and was seen no more.

As he went into heaven, his suit of grey

HOW THE MINISTER COMFORTED HIS
CHILDREN.

The busy village of Frieden looked as bright as
the morning suushine always made it. It was a
new village, that had been made by a few years’
ran upon the mines ; but already it wore a pictu-
resque and solRr air, that was owing partly to the
houses being built of wood and painted with a
rich deep brown, and partly to its comfortable ir-
regalarity and its care to avoid having the appear-
ance of a street. The smoke curled at a handred
points ont of the thick beech wood, and a hun-
dred mazy paths were worn over the grass. . A
group of raofs might be sometimes seen Across a
meadow, or a clearing with children pllying be-
fore the doors, and at one angle the buildings
approached so closely to the rough ratted moun-
tain road that they made almost a street cerner.
Yet idle and- vagrant as sach a town might look
now, it was a pushing, energetic place three hun-
dred years ago, and, as the folk said, “as new as
fire.” Men grew rapidly rich in Frieden. The
gossips could tell how Hans—ugly Hans he was
called—had come io one evening with nothing
but a pickaxe over his shoulder, though now they

fars, had been nothing but a lazy cowherd ; and
how Wurtz, the poor orphan boy, had just finish-
ed the great house that stood where the solitary
mill-wheel turned thirty years before.

The Minister used to preach against riches, but
people got rich notwithstanding, and weot to the
great wooden church to feel how rich they were.
And besides, they liked the Minister. He was a
man of great wisdom, simplicity, and love. He
knew them, and preached to them as if he had
been one of themselves. The miners sang his
hymns in their pits and round their smelting
fires; the charcoal bdrners sang them in the
woods ; on Sunday, little groups would come
winding down the hillsides and sing them np to
the very chareh door; and sometimes the Minis-
ter's heart would run over as he heard the lusty,
Joyous way in which they lifted up his psalms in
the service. The Minister's hounse stood at one
end of the village, under the shadow of the squat
wooden spire. The people had built it for him,
" and for many a year the Minister and his wife had
passed Tn and out of the .ivy porch. - The poor
liked them with all their heart; and the rich

Next came Dr. Watts, with a bundlo of Psalms ' could not always forget that they had been poor.

Tied nicely up in his aged arms,
And hymns as many, a very wise thing,

Beyond the occasional rudeness of a charchwar-
i den, and once or twice the pavie fear of a failare

That the people in Heaven, “ all round,” might ! in the mines, lifc had been easy and sweet to the

sing.

Bat I thought he heaved an anxious oggh,
b

As he saw that the river ran broad an
And looked rather surprised, as ove by o

The Psalms and Hymos in the waves went down.

And after him, with his MSS.,
Came Wesley, the pattern of godliness;

igh ;

ne,

Bat he cried, “ Dear me, what shall I do?

The water has soaked them through and

through.”

And there on the river, far and wide,
Away they went down the swollen tide,

Down' to the stream together came;
But as they stopped
1 saw one saint from the other shrink.

H,z'w you attained to life’s great end "
“T'hus, with a few dréps on my brow.”

“Bat 1 have been dipped, as you'll see me now ;

“ And I really think it will bardly do,
As I'm ‘ close communion,’ to cross with

Apart
But at last together they entered in.

And now, when the river was rolling on,
A Presbyterian church went down ;

And the saint astonished, passed thro alone,
Without his manascripts, up to the tb:glha. ;

Then, gravely ;ralking. two saints by name,

at the river’s brink,

“ Sprinkled or plunged, may I ask you, friend, -

you ;

You're bound, I know, to the realms of bliss,
But you must go that way, and I'll go this.”

Then straightway planging with all his might,
Away to the left—his friend to the right,
they went from’ this world of sin,

Of women there seemed an innumerable throng,
But the men I could count as they passed along.

Aund concerning the road they could never agree,
The old way or the new, which could it be,

| good man. Teo many of his parishioners woukl
still sit on the alehouse bench ; rough oaths
would still be heard from rougher men ; but there
were more readers for the little library he had
collected with_ infinite pains io the Town Hall,
'more households where God was feared ; the mis-
conduct came from strangers who had not settled

wn to the ways of the place, and the quiet of

e dark woods and solemn hills that brooded
over Frieden seem.d to have crept into the sim-
ple daily ways of ils le.

Theu the Minister's wife sickened and died ;
the bier passed out through the tangled ivy ; and
from his window the Minister could look down
on the soft swell of grass where he bad baried
his beart, and watch the shedding of the baw-
thoro blossoms and the whirl of the withered
leaves.

It was two years since then. The sun shone
before every door, the blue smoke rose softly over
the trees, the children laughed and raced as they
tradged to school, the tinkling of the cowbells
dropped merrily down from the upland pastures,
and blaff, cheery voices came and went over the
hillsides. Ouly the Minister’s house was sad and
still.  “ We will visit the grave to-day, my child-
ren,” the Minister had said, and had calied them
into his little study, Great books, in well stamp-
ed pigskin bindings, lay on the oaken table and
on the window settle. On the wall a portrait of
Martin Luther, by Lucas Cranach, hung opposite
another portrait, with the sweetest eye and a gen-
tle mouth. The painter had spent a week once
in the parsonage, and had left behind him in re-
membrance this sketch of its mistress. Under-
neath it was framed a copy of verses on marriage,
written in a cramped and delicate hand, one of
her husband’s poems that she had copied, and
that he had found among her papel\ Six of the
children sat themselves round the‘room; the
Minister took the seventh upon his knee. Before
him lay the first German Bible, open at the
eleventh chapter of John. “She is not dead, but

g held in August 1859, thé followlng
“::ut following

ts were shown : —

ofices | For have ye

| And if ever one of the

- | What troubles she met with on the way,

ed to pass to the other side,

0 Lo eross over the swelling tide,
| A voice arose from the brethren then :

* Let no one speak but the ‘holy meny

uwot heard the words of Paal,

® | How she lon
§iades

| Bat

4 mm side by side

from the moving crowd.

paused 5
That both would lead to the river's brink.
And 4 sound of murmuring long and loud,
| Came ever u

“ You're in the old way, and I'm in the new,

That is the false, and this is the true ;"
That is the false, and is the true.”
Bat. th brethren ouly seemed to speak,

Modest the sisters walked, and meek,
 chanced to say

¢ 0, let the women keep

silence all 1
5yl 'fhmlo’ u{ s

‘iJln, i

‘would talk oh till the h

i

yet,
ing tide
the way Was one,

side.

8 0F orowes o

Or, “I'm in the old wx}.and you're in the new,

ed curious dream, .
ey stood b "& borders of the stream,
s 1 thoog

it, the two ways met,

A Gl g et

|0 Godz * Dear Fatber,

Asdabos = n s
face against the wall. He was strmggling to com-
mand himself. “I have brought you here, dear
children, to speak to you abouat your mether, and
that you may never forget her, nor think when
we walk to the grave that she is there only : for
she is with Jesus and all the saints.

“Youar dear mother left behind her the testi-
mouy of every one in this congregation, that she
was a God-fearing, faithful, and Christian woman,
who loved and honoured the Son of God, his
Word, and his servants. You know as well as'
that she never avoided a sermon, and carried her
Psalter with her to the chureh, and read it eager-
ly at home. Moreover, she would speak of what
a{g beard, and indeed wrote out with her own
band all the sermon of the Lord at the Supper,
and the fifteenth chapter of First Corinthians,
which I baye laid aside as a treasure for you, my
dear little daughter, that you may think of yoar
dear mother, who nursed yon but six days. O
what a busy Learer she was! The text that was
expounded she always had open before her. And

my sou, will think of -this, that after dinner

she read the entire Bible aload to me, in her
clear, simple way, three times. ' <

1 must recall for you, children, what I have

heard she said when hér parcnts had proposed a

husband to her; for she in_her own room

. - ——— — —  ——— —

he, will

took off their caps to him as he passed; and how | h
Dirck, the grocer’s apprentice, was become the |
- [ Bargomaster ; and the old gentlemen, muffled in

sleepeth,” he said as his eye fell upon the page
st —sswant |

rayed |
%mm that hath | |

God | no
g ﬁa‘ﬁ‘“’
; .: At b A b

courage and joy disappeared, and she was filled
with Jying thoughts. Like a true prophetess,
she often aunounced to me her death, and pas-
sionately forted me, and always said, ‘ You
are more uséful Irere to God, his Church, and our
children, thaw I,’ until at last she lay abed with
thee, my dafling, and wheun she had rejoiced over
thee. until the.marrow, fell into a burning fever,
that by the will. of Gou earried her away 1n eight
days.. Meanwhile, like a Christian and devout
wife, she itted her affairs to God, and many
times would comfort me, saying, ‘ How can yon
look sot g&hlnot God taken home the beloved
wives of your good friends, and they are not lost.
You will isd me again. You have prayed for
an heir, that our God would leave one of his ser-
vants behind you. And now hath God bestowed
on you and me séven children, in whom you may
sce your and wmine, and my dear father's and
brother's, and your mother's and sister’s likevess,
whom let them be commended to you for Christ’s
sake and mine, for God will be with you and
them, and soon bring us again together.’

“ At last, Aaﬂle_r pain inzfouedog:d ber strength
was weakened, she thanked God who had called
her to the 'qo\vlo'dsu of the ‘Gospel, and kept

15 nd ; and then she blessed me,
Yer cotl into the faithful hands of
the Son of God. When her mother asked herto
whom she would commit her seven little children,
she replied, with an earnest sigh, ‘ To my faithful
God acd my dear husband.”

“ On the seventh day, when she felt the weak-
ness of ber head, she said, * O God, if it were thy
will, I would willingly fall asleep, soft and still.
Dear Lord Jesus, comfort me by thy Spirit, and
uphold me by thy Word, and receive me in a
happy hour, as thou didst receive the sgirit of St.
Steplicn.” Thereupon she lay sone hours, and
died ont like a candle. God grant her, and all
faithful souls, joy in the kingdom of heaven, and
a speedy resurrection ; and vouchsafe also to me
and all mine such a blessed and Christian death !
Amen,

“ [ relate all this so that you may not carry a
doubt that your dear mother is departed in God,
aud lives in God, in blessed rest and peace, and
that you may vot do her the dishonour and
shagae of fancying that we should redeem her out
of purgatory. It is a poor honour to the dead
when their beirs beliéve them to be prisoned,
wicked, and tormented folk. God preserve all
saiuts from such honour ! Our mother is at peace,
has everlasting light, and lives in God. We be-
lieve that, because of (God's Word, and her own
confession and happy "departare ; and therefore
we will net do the blood of ;the Son of God, and
our dear mother, the dishonour of thinking that
Christ's blood has beeb fost to her and is power-
less, and that she is & tortured and imprisoned
mother. For it must come to great dishonoor of
the Son of God and his precious blood and per-
fect sacrifice, if we set about. redeeming a beE: -
ing man from sio and pain by human works and
sacrifices. The Son of God has ¢ome into the
world; to lead sinners to ntance, and to save
all from guilt and pain who hold to Him by a
personal faith.. Wherefore, whosoever would be-
think himself of other megiator, ransom, offering,
aod intercession, is robbing the Lord Jesus of his
divine glory.,

“ This sure apd comfortable doctrine you are
to preserve all your life, and to hold all contrary
doctrines in abhorrence, Whoso believeth in the
Lord Jesus, and by the mercy of God is sprinkled
with the blood of the Son of God,-and renewed
through the Holy Ghost, and abideth in faith by
the Word of God, and in patience and in a good
conscience, he is happy, and hath eternal life, and
doth not come into. condemnation, nor dare suffer
aught more after death. For the blessed angels
carry such faithful souls into the bosom of Jesus,
as they carried Lazarus. But whoso dieth in
guilt, and unbelief, and contempt of God’s Word,
and withont brotherly love and a good conscience,
is tormented under the wrath of God, and can
find no ransom.  Wherefore it is the greatest ho-
nour that a husband can show a believing wife, or
a child its believing mother, not to doubt of her
salvation, and therefore so to live always that we
may appear with honour at the last day, before
God and our kindred.

“ And now, since you have often heard how
children should love and honour their parents, I
will tell you how you ought to love and honour
your dear mother, and my true ¢ompanion, now
passed into the grave and the hidden life.

“Greater honour and obedienee you cannot
show to your dear mother tham, before all things,
to fear, love, and trust your heavenly Father, who
has created yon, and given you body and life

bonour and eall upon His beloved and obedient
Sou, who hath redeemed vou from death by His
precious blood, and hath. made you children of
God ; and that by the Holy Spirit you obey the
most worthy Gospel, and willingly learn in éod's
Word, and trpy with a true heart, and be diligent
in stady as baptized and sanctified children and
royal priests of our dear Father in heaven. For
this is pleasing to our blessed God, and to the
blessed angels, and to all the host of heaven, and
to your dearest mother, as Solomon saith, ‘ Thy
father and thy mother shall be glad, and she that
bare thee sball rejoice.’ You can give no

joy aad hopour 10 e who am yet in this mortal
and sioful life, than when you walk blameless,
and are pious and industrigus.  Shall it not then
g;‘)ve j»y and comfort to 8 sainted mother, when
she knows it in_God, or hears from the blessed
angels, or at the last day will learn it, by your'

commendation from the Son of God, that after
hier death you have remained steadfast Chris-
tians ¢ x A i

“ For the ‘of 'children, and whatever is

done in true knowledge and heartfelt trust of the
Soi of God, and afterthe will of our Father in
heaven, is. kept. no seeret, but God and ali the
heaveuly hosts see it and magnify it, and rejoice
’hopo'"'(hm'é)gh J;I:;}un ,n,t.:ing evil n‘;
main_secret : but God and our angels sce it, an
L wesd b, 1.
_ “Moreover, you will do your muther great ho-
nout and gladuess, if with “yoar heart you lovo
thily honour me, her dearest husband and
ven as she did w
. You may |

~with all vaonr heart to lave and | ofl tk

noured my friends, was retiring, genial and pure,
and my most faithful chancellor of the exchequer.
I meation these facts for the sake of the little
ones who did not know their mother, or cannot
recall her, that you may have her moral and vir-
tuous example always before your eyes. If, as I
hope to God and daily sigh and pray, you remain
thas amor.g each other and to me, you will best
honour your mother as bescemeth pious children,
and when I am taken away from you, God will
be with you as He was with me, who, after my
father’s death, was a poor orphan among stran-
gers, and whomn He hath graciously kept and
blessed for now eight and thirty years. For Ilis
gentle goodness and rich mercies have been §reat
and innumerable, as Jacob saith. He is the God
of the widow and the orphan, as the Holy Serip-
tures testify, and as many times I bave proved ;
and He will be father and mother to you, if yon
continue to obey him and me, and will follow
your dear mother’s virtuous example. And verily
you do owe this honour and fidelity to your mo-
ther, not only for the sake of God's command-
ment, but because she bore you near her heart,
and with pain and anxiety bronght you into this
world, and with motherly fidelity brought you np
in the fear and admonition of the Lord, as long

fidelity, and will often think with yourself: *Se
that 1 may be kept an obedient child to my de-
parted motfer, abd may not grieve her, I will
direct my way in the name of Christ, that I may
rejoin my mother at the last day with all Chris-
tian and childlike obedience.

(Conclusion in our next.)

> - o —

THE OLD FOLKS AT HOME.

BY REV. JOHN TODD, D. D.

I am now thinking of an aged couple who are
called “ the old folks,” who have lived together,
Lusband and wife, in the same house over fifty
ryears. They came there young, sanguine, and
utterly noable to conceive what they would pass
through in fifty years, or indeed that there could
be an end to half a century. They have reared
carefully and properly educated a large family of
children, These have all gone from them now,
have families of their own, and are filling, cach,
ao important place in society, and some of them
high posts of influence.

hey are all members of Christ's ehurch in
the order of their parents. And so “ the old
folks™ are left alone, just as the; started in life.
They have long worn glasses ; but at the hour of
family worship they take each a Bible, and read
in course alternately two verses, just as they did
when they read with their children. Then they
sing the old hymus, though the voices are not so
sweet, or the pipes of the organ as perfect as
formerly. They live, it is plain; from incidental
remarks, in the past, the present, and the future.

There are certain things that they seldom
speak of, even to one another. They keep all the
playthings which their children once used, osten-
sibly for their grandchildren when they come to
visit them ; but the forms that they sce playing
with them are those- of their own dear children
who have gone from them, but who left their image
in their memory. The little books, and even tge
little shoes, of their bright and early dead, are
carefully laid up, and though they never speak
of them, each knows that they are precious mo-
mentoes of the

reful taey are of each other.
have all burned out, the beau-
t of life have all passed away, and
| the rich harvests of time have all been garnered.
Bat no lovers could be more tender toward each
other. If either is absent, the time is anxiously
measured till the return ; and the footstep on the
threshold may not be elastic as it returns, yet the
ear that hears it and the heart that hears it are
awake, They seem to understand each other’s
thoughts without words, and each feels that life
would not be life without the other. They think
over the past much and often, and realize that
they have together toiled, and together struggled
and shared all the burdens and sorrows o% life.
Every memory of the past is equally vivid to each.
They don’t say much about their separation, so
certain, to leave one or the othet so desolate, but
it is plaio they think much about it ; and from
hints occasionally dropped, it is evident that each
is contriving and planning how the other can be
made comfortable when thus left alone, each ex-
pecting to be the first to die.

And when they think of the future, even car-
rying their thoughts into heaven, they seem to

have an unexpressed fear that heaven will not be

—- — = v weeeme v wmews

nothing more than old acquaintances! It scems
as if they must carry something of the tender
feeling which the sorrows and the experience of
life have given them, into that world, and as if
they most go hand in hand foféver ! And the
thought that they mast soon separate, and the
one must be left to walk alune in the rooms, sit
alone at the old table, knecl alone at the altar of
God, go alone to the house of the Lord, gives an
inexpressible tenderness to their treatment of each
other. They never, even in the days of youthful
courtship, lived more in each other’s thoughts
than now. ’

Time have covered the rough places of life over
which they have walked, and years bave healed
the wounds they bave suffered, leaving only
scars ; but.the rough winds of life have only bow-
ed their heads, and you sec not the sturdy oak,
but the soft, weeping willow. Memory brings up
pictures of the past, some of them recalling sor-
rows heavy as humanity can ‘bear, but mellows
them down in her own golden light ; and hope
comes still, not to sing of earth, as she once did,
but of heaven and the cver-opening future. And
faith, showing nothing to the eye, contrives to ex-
ert his power over them, by mingling his voice
in the songs of hope!’

They will not be with each other long ; but
while they do Jive, no part of their life hus been
more fall of tender regard, genuine respect, unaf-
fected kindness, or deeper love. The young world

it d ;an’t understand ** the old folks;” but for myself, -
never

out into their dwelling without seeing
some of the most purified, refined and exalted
8 of human natare, which to me are inimita-
beautiful. And if what I have said shall lead

'| my reader to feel more kindly towards those who

are all aronnd us known as “ the old folks,” 1

| sball have gained my object ia writiug. Let me

that few are more repulsive to a refin-
heart than to have such a as | have de-

| seribed called * theold foiks” by way of derision. |1

i

a8 God.left her to me.  You will-not her |

THE EARLY HOME OF JESUS.

| Four miles sotth of the strong Greek city of
Sephoris, hidden away among gentle hills, then
covered from the base to the crown with vine-
yards and fig-trees, lay a natural nest or basin' of
rich red and white earth, star-like in shape, about
a ‘mile in width, and wondrously fertile. Along
the scarred and chalky slope of the highest of
these hills spread a small and lovely village,
which, in a land where every stone seemed to have
a story, is remarkab'e as having had no public
history and no distinguishable pative name. No
great road led up to this sunny nook. No traffic
came into it, no legions marched throuwgh’it,
Trade, war, adventure, pleasure, pomp passéd by
it, flowing from west to east, from east to west,
along the Roman road. But the meadows wero
aglow with wheat and barley.” Near the low
ground ran a belt of gardeus; fenced with loose
stones, in which myriads of green flags, red po-
megranates, and golden citrous ripenéd in the
summer sun. High up the slopes, which were
lined and planted like the Rhine at Bingen, hubg
vintages of purple grapes. In the plain, among
the corn and beveath the mulberry trees and figs,
shone daisies, poppies, talips, .lil.ios, npd avemones,

Low down on . the hillside sprang a.well,
water, bubbling; plentiful, and sweet ; and above
this fotintain of in a long street ntn@:gg
from the fountain to the synagogue, rose the
homesteads of many shepherds, craftsmen, and
vinedressers. It was a lovely and humble place,
of which no poet, no ruler, no historian of Israel
had ever yet taken note. No Rachel had been
met and kissed ioto love at this: well ; no Rath
bad gathered up the sheaves of barley in yon
fields ; no tower bad been built for observation
on this height ; no camp had been pitched for
battle in that vale. That One who would become
dearer to the fancies of men than either Ruth or
Rachel then walked through these fields, drew
water at this spring, passed up and down the
lanes of this hamlet, no seer could have then sur-
mised. The place was more than obscare. The
Arab may have pitched his black tent by the
well, the. magistrate of Sephoris must have known
the village, but the hamlet was never mentioned
by the Jewish soribes. In the Bible, in the Tal-
mud, in the writings of Josephus, we search in
vain for any records of this sacred place. Like
its happy neighbors, Nain and Endor, it was the
abode of husbandmen and oil-pressers, whose
lives were spent in the synagogue and the olivé-
grove, away from the bright Greek cities snd the
busy Roman roads.  No doubt it h&d once beeh
possessed of either an Arab or a Hebrew mame,
but we do not know that name except in its Hel-
lenie form., ; ) Yo e

The Greeks called the town Nazaret .or Nazs-
reth.— The Holy Land,” by W. Hepworth
Dizon. .

* —— e ——
“’CAUSE THEY KILLED HIM.” .

A gentleman in London once told the story :of
the Saviour's sufferings to a crowd of little dirty
boot-blacks who had been rude to him, and, dis-
tributing a little money among them, promised
to see them again. Some time after he met one
of them in the street, but did not recognize him.
The following is the dialogue that-ensued, and
the story of the result of a good man’s “ word
in season :"— '

“ Please, sir, I'm Jack.”

“ Jack—Jack who 1”

“ Only Jack, sir ; please, sir.”

All at once it came across him who the lad
was. ‘I remember you now,” he said. - * Have
you tried to keep your promise to love the -Lord
Jesus, and show how much you love him by
obeying him {” '

“ Yes, sir, I have ; indeed I have,” he answer»
ed with great earnestness. A

Inexpressibly delighted, the gentleman stopped
aud talked to him alittle ; maﬁing an excuse by
lettiﬂg him_clean his shoes. ke X

.* Can your read, Jack ” he asked.

“ Yes, sir ; not over well ; but I can make
to spell ont a ' } .

“ Would you like a Testament ef your own,
where you could read for yourself the story you
heard the other night 1" ira e ot

There was no answer, but half a chuckle of
happiness at the bare idea. There was no pre-
tence about the lad. The dirty little thief td
set his face heavenward. -

“Isee you would like it, Jack,” added his
friend. “ Come to my room at——, to-morrow,
and you shall have one. Good-bye !”

Exactly on the appointed hour on the morrow

dand ~ Svicdido P |
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walked Jack. He had been to some neighboring
pump, poor fellow, and washed . himself; not
clean, but streaky. He had plastered his hair
down meekly in honor of his visit. There was
nothing *taking” about him. He was very ugly’;
and had it not been for a humble, repentant look,
would have been repulsive. That, however, he
was not. - The gentleman shook hands with him,
said he was glad to see him, and made him come
and sit by bhim. Th

“ Jack, why do you want a Testamentf” . | .

“ To read about him you told us of,” .said he, .

-bon‘lz. ¢ o ;
“ Why do you;want to read about hith { Be-
cause yoa love him, is it I .y
Jack nodded ofice, shortly and decisivély.”
There was no doubt about the matter, not a whit.’
“ Why do you love him 1" . 13
Jack was quite silent. His little ordinary fea-
tures moved in a singular way ; his eyes twinkledy
his breast heaved. All at once he dp ~hiss
head on the table, sobbiug. as if his  heart: wonld:
?renk. “ 'Caaso they killed bim,” gasped..poor ;
ack. § i Yenhend Yo woks
It was with some difficulty the gentleman, re-
strained his own tears, 'Th’eyfeﬁeu?tolipfh,_&:'f
Lord’s death ; the clear view which he had of it, -
that it was for him, and that "Ne did .in np way
deserve it—had melted his poor little w: g '
heart as it had never beén

‘.

Taxe My uaxp, Para !—In the dead
writes ove, [ am frequently wakened by
hand stealing out from the crib by my. si
the pleading cry, * Please take my hand
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