
MY OELY SON 1
" X cannot Y.ltitUolJ iny testimony to your and the

eonntty’B grant Jo«e. tvnen Captain TXarny Maratraxt
fell dead an tlnj nlondy field of Cold fiarltor, V;*-, .Tune
Ist, 1534. * S * » C'jt. IHtf* Letter, June 10th.

Light of my eyes ’ in grief for thee beclouded,
When ahull their ray be calm and clear

again ?

Ah! had their glance been them for aye en-

ehronded ~

With thine, roy *on, on yonder bloody plain.

Alas! the shaft has stricken the eaglo soaring,
Disdainful of the humbler vting below,

That stooped, in truth, ns if the bolt imploring,
in frantic effort to avert the blow.

A few short weeks have passed, yet in their
flowing

They seemed to spread and swoll to ponder-
ous years;

While, every moment, on our minds were
glowing

Thy form, thy looks, reflected in our tears.

For to our monmful'eyes’wherever turning, ~

There rosta‘i,Bome’'preoioua work^of
thine,

Some touching gem that wakes the bosom’s
yearning.

Some fabricated token, sketch, or line.

A marvel ever were thy busy fingers!
In this sad hoar we feel its truth the more,

As round, above, about lis, still there lingers
Something of thine that wins us o’er and o’er.

Thus is eaeh busy waking moment bringing
Fresh, Warm, nay, startling thoughts

of thee, j.

And even when night o’er all her shades are
flinging,

Ofttimes thy voice and form I hear and see.

But when that dream dispelled by morning’s
breaking,

Or sudden thejfragilo scene,
Leave throbbing pulses and the temples aching,

How sinks the soul with thoughts on what
has been.

On what ha* btmi t Hot tears for thee were
gushing

Full fast, my son, from many a manly eye,
When with thy lifeless form thy comrades

ruflhUg,
In “the brief truce," whose moments

Seemed to fly.

From the forefront they sadly, silent, bore

Scooped “in onr lines” thy temporary grave;
Brief spaoe for forms they had, but bending

o’er thee,
Deplored the early fal i en, the good, tbo brave!

Askest thou, Why dwelt upon a dismal story,
Which sadder grows the more ’lis dwelt

upon ?

’Tis, thatmy day is dark, my temples hoary,
And bto I mourn, my first, my only son.

M.

THE &LASB DECANTEE,

AH A, h. 0. B. STORY.

“There is one thing we have not j
got,” said a newly-married wife, wiping
down the shelf of her small, snug closet,
which seemed pretty well stocked with
necessaries and comforts.

“What is it, Fanny ?” asked James,
her husband.

“A deeanter. Wo have nothing to
put liquor ia. We must have, I think,
a decanter.” A decanter was more of a
“must have” then than now; and James
drew some change from his pocket,
which, on oounting over, was not enough
for the purchase.

“ I would buy a good one,” said Fan-
ny, “while I was about it; not thin
glass that will break easily. A hand-
some cut-glass one will be cheaper in
the end.”

James thought he should finish a
piece of work by noon, the wages of
which would not only buy the decanter,
but fill it also; and ho went out to his
work. It was a neat, new two-story
house this young couple lived in, built
by James himself, in “odd moments,”
he said; for James’ joinery was in good
demand, and he was rarely out of em-
ployment. There was a patch of ground
round it, with vegetables enough for
summer eating, and a few for harvest.
They were a well brought up, industri-
trious, happy couple, with half a pew at

\ church, and sometimes a seat at the
\ prayer-meeting, useful and promising,
\ withgood prospects before them.
\ A few nights after, when James came
home, he drew out from Ids jacket the
best-looking decanter to be found at
Hobbs’, he said, and held it up betwixt
Fanny and the candle. It was filled.
“Let’s try it,” said James. “Hobbs
said it was the very best. Hand me a
tumbler, Fanny.”

“ Oh, no, James,” replied his wife,
“it is not for us; it is for company or
sickness. Let us save it. ”

“You have had.a large washing; a
little will do you good, and I should, not
Object to tastingso he put two 01‘

three spoonfuls of their best sugar into
a tumbler, poured out,p, suitable quanti-
ty of Holland gin, and added some hot
water from the singing tea-kettle.
“Excellent toddy,” said James, stirring
and offering it to his wife.

“Ho, James, you drink first,” an-
swered she; “I like the leavings best;”
and Fanny folded her clothes, while
James sipped the smoking beverage.
“ It Beems to me, you have not left
much,” said Fanny, smiling, and taking
her turn at the tumbler, “ but it is as
much as I want;” and she leisurely
finished the remainder.

This was the first glass of toddy from
the new decanter; and as James and
Fanny sat there by their warm hearth,
they did not see the coil of a serpent in

the bottom of the tumbler. Perhaps a
microscope was needed to discern it, but
it was there.

By-and-by a baby was bom in the
house. Happy father and mother, with
their plump little one, who filled their
hearts with a new joy. Fanny was
happy; only as the months went by,
once in a while a fear took hold of her,
a strange fear, that made her shudder.
What was it ? Had she caught a glimpse
of the serpent? Ah, among all the in-
creasing wants of the little household,
there was nothing which oftener needed
filling than the glass decanter !

One day, on hearing her husband’s
step outside, she arose with baby sleeping
in her arms, tip-toed into the storc-closet,
andsnatching the decanterfrom the shelf,
thrust it into a small cupboard below,
and turned the key. Back she went
with a trembling heart. -James soon
after came in. .First lie played with
baby, then he went to the store-closet,
and Fanny heard the closet door creak.
“What will James think?” thought
Fanny, anxiously and much afraid. She
laid baby down, and tried to busy her-
self with dinner. Presently her hus-
band passed through the kitchen without
speaking. Dinner ready, 6he rang the
bell. James came in and took a seat by
the fire. Baby crept towards him, but
he took no notice of it.

“Are you sick, James'?” asked Fan-
ny.

“Not very,” answered he, sulkily.
“ You have taken cold,’’ she said, with

affectionate earnestness: “it is very
raw. Let me make you a bowl of sage-
tea.”

“ Sage-tea!” growled her husband,
angrily. “ I don’t want any old wo-
man’s nostrums.” He rested his elbows
on his knees, and put his head between
his hands. Fanny pitied him.

“What will you have, James ?” asked
Fan'ny. “Shall I get ready something
hot?”

“ Is there anything in the house?” he
asked, eagerly turning his face towards
her, with an asking look. “ I think it
would make me feel better.”

“Well, poor James is sick,” thought
Fanny, trying hard to feel there was no
harm in unlocking the little cupboard,
and offering that cup to her husband’s
lips which a few moments before she
was so anxious to save him from. Poor
Fanny wanted firmness. The contents
of the decanter were soon emptied, and
James' took it away to be refilled. It
did not come back the next day, or the
next, or the next. The tumblers were
clean and dry, and through the livelong
week showed no marks of sugar, gin, or
toddy. “ James sees his danger, and he
has put the decanter away,” thought
Fanny, with a thankful heart. A heavy
weight seemed lifted from her, and again
..ska. the house

James had a small poultry-yard, whict
not only kept a supply of eggs for his
family, but made an occasional trade for
the neighbors. One day about this
time Fanny went to the barn to get a
newly-laid egg lor James’s favorite pud-
ding. She and the little boy loved to
hunt for eggs. Among the hay she
found a new hole, which, quite likely,
led to a new nest. Down she thrust her
hand'and grasped at something. Fanny
started and turned pale, and shrank
back trembling. It was not a hen, or
chicken, or egg she touched, but some-
thing that took her strength away, and
she felt like lying down to die. A ser-
pent? It was the glass decanter which
she had pulled out, hid away there half
filled—with what ? Rum ! Fanny for-
got her eggs, her pudding, her child, as
she sat there and cried as if her heart
would break.

We must now pass over several years
of Fanny’s liie; sorrowful years they
grew to be. Many children were born
to the Farmers. The two oldest died,
and the mother wept bitter tears. But
greater sorrow was in store for her; as
her husband went, step by step, down,
down, down, until he lost his fine, manly
look, neglected his work, was no longer
seen at church, and everything within
and without his house showed the mourn-
ful tokens of a ruined home.

So things went on till Silas, the sec-
ond son, was twelve years old. A fine
lad was he. Two years before, Silas
went to live in a gentleman’s family;
when, the gentleman dying, he came
home to seek other employment. It
was not long before Hobbs had his eye
on him—Hobbs the dram-seller,Whose
little shop at the corner had manufac-
tured more hard drinkers than any shop
.in the county, making its owner rich on
other men’s sins. “A smart little fel-
low,” said Hobbs, with his eye on Silas,
“ and I can get him for nothing,” chuck-
ling over the long account run up against
the Farmer estate. He concluded to go
over and talk with his mother about it.

“A fine lad that Silas ofyours,” said
Hobbs, seating himself in a chair which
his custom-work had made rickety.

“Silas is a good boy,” replied his
:mother, sadly—“a good boy.”

“Well,” proceeded Hobbs, with a lit-
tle creditable embarrassment, “perhaps
you know there is ah account against
your hnsband, which, maybe, you will
like Silas to help wipe off.”

“ I did not know therewere any honest
debts there,” said Fanny, a faint color
mounted into her pale face as she thought
of the wicked enticements he used to
keep his victims.

“Your husband can remember, I
suppose!” exclaimed Hobbs, angrily,
“ and if I am not paid soon, you must
take the consequences.”

With a house still over her head,
Fanny had contrived to get along. She
feared at no distant day it might be
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urunk away, and she might well dread
a creditor like Hobbs. The poor moth-
er was cowed.

“I will talk with Silas about it,” she
said, humbly. “What would you al-
low him ?”

“ Oh, I slia’n't be hard,” said the
hard old man; “send the boy to me;”
and Hobbs was not sorry to leave. He
could meet the frightful oaths and reel-
ing idiocy of the wretched man who fre-
quented his bar, but the presence of a
stricken woman alarmed his conscience.

When Silas came home his mother
told him.

“Never, mother, never!” exclaimed
Silas ;

“ never will I go and deal rum
to my father, or anybody’s father. No
liquor shall pass through my hands.
Why, mother, I am a soldier in the eoM
water army.”

“If father gives you the decanter,
you’d have to go and buy some,” said
his brother-

“ Never!” repeated Silas.
“ Then father would beat you,” said

little Fanny, shrinking.
“I would be licked to death rather

than break my pledge,” said Silas. .
“ Obey your parents,” said his moth-

er ; for the mother’s spirit was altogeth-
er crushed, and she wasready to counsel
and compromise rather than rouse the
brutal rage of the husband and father,
Silas did. not believe in compromising
with wickedness, but he said nothing, j

That evening James Farmer came
home, and told, Silas to run down to
Hobbs’ and bring home the decanter.
His mother trembled, but Silas took
his cap and walked away. He entered
the shop as the, old man was filling it.

“You,are Silas Farmer, I suppose.
Well, I want you in my shop,” said
Hobbs, in a tone which he meant to be
pleasant.

“I came for the decanter,” said the
boy..

“And I want you in my shop,” cried
the old man, testily, putting it on the
counter.

“I cannot come, sir,” replied Silas,
firmly. “ I am a soldier in the cold
water army, and I cannot serve in the
shop where my father was made a drunk-
ard.”

Without stopping further, Silas seized
the decanter and went off, not home-
ward, no, no, for he was a soldier in the
cold water army. lie ran to a neigh-
boring well. On the green grass which
grew around it—for everything looks;!
fresh and green where pure water is—?
lie poured out the. destroying liquor.;
Drawing up a bucket of water, he cares?
fully rinsed the decanter; then filling?
it with water, fresh and sparkling, }m
bottled it up and went home.

“Father,” said the brave boy,
jing the bedroom where his enfeebled .

,
_waa Arntlr.gaafo/*.. “ J

iliPrjrought you some good, wholesome
drink, such as God made; and it is all
I could bring you, because I am a sol-
dier in the cold water army.”

“A soldier in what?” asked the
father, looking around with his. bleared
eye.

“In the cold water army, father*
We are fighting against wicked King
Drunkenness; and 0 father, do come
and join our ranks; do, father."

There was something in the almost
agonizing earnestness of his son that
touched James Farmer’s heart. “Do,
father,’’.rang in bis ears the livelong
night. True, ho gruffly motioned the
boy away; but there were other things
that ho could not motion away so easily.
His mind was alert, and he had nothing
to stupify it—nothing to moisten his
parched bps and burning tongue—noth-
ing to quench his craving thirst but the
pure water in his well-filled decanter.
The first object he descried in the grey
early dawn was his decanter.' He
grasped it with his trembling hand. No
hot liquor fumes quickened his senses.
How he longed for a “drink!” Again
he looked at the. decanter. No hope
there; it was only water, water
water. He glared round the room.
How changed everything was in that
once happy room!—everything else but
the glass decanter. And what a long
train misery had it uncorked in his
family! As he looked at it, vipers and
serpents, hissing and stinging, seemed
crawling from it, mocking him with
cruelmockings. That dreadful delirium,
the curse of the drunkard, was creeping
over, the fine, strong frame of James
Farmer. He shouted aloud, “Drink,
drink, drink!”

For days and nights did Fanny and
her son watch by his bed, and bathe his
hot brow and cool his burning tongue
with cold water. .“Do, father,” came
first to his mind when it began to clear
up. “0, my God, help mef” cried the
sick man. “Almighty Saviour, help me
to keep it!” prayed he, as Silas, true to
his soldier duty, brought the cold water
pledge to his father’s bedside. In large,
sprawling letters, James wrote his name,
and the family knelt down, while the
minister prayed for forgivingmercy, and
grace to strengthen him in days to
come.

“ Here, father,” said Silas, going te
the closet when the solemn service was
over, “here is the decanter, filled with
fresh cold water; will you not seal your
pledge to total abstinence by a glass of
this wholesome drink ?”

M
“ Oh, let us smash that decanter,

cried little Fanny.
“And bury the pieces,” added Fred-

dy-
“From our Bight for ever,” said Fan-

ny, the mother.
“ That is all which is left of our first

house keeping, Fanny. Let it stand
always filled with water, a witness of my

reform, as it was the companion of my
fall,” said the penitent father.

So thero it stands, an abiding memo--
rial of sad days bettered and bright-
ened.

ROBIN AND JAMIE.
It was Christmas time. The weather

was cold, and Robin was wrapped in
furs and muffiers for a long ride. She
was very comfortable for the first few
miles, and then her father told her that
she would find something at home wait-
ing for her that would surprise her very
much.

“What is it ?” cried Robin.
“A Christmas Goose,” said herfatlier.

Oh!” said Robin, “ I don’t care for
geme at all!”

When she got home, she found a
round, rosy little baby. Her father
bad called him a Christmas Goose, be-
cause he was horn on Christmas Day.

I will not pretend that he was then
very handsome, or that Robin admired
lnln then quite as much as she after-
wards did. But he had been fixed up
for the occasion of her return. His
dress was as white and as smooth as
dress could be upon such a round little
bill as he was, and his few hairs were
brushed straight up on the top of his
head, so as to show to the best advan-
tage possible- Even then he was a
very great wonder. And to those who
watched him lovingly, he began to im-
prove every day. Soon he learnt to
find the way to his month with his
hands. Then came all sorts of acci-
dents. He was always getting the
wrong things into it.

Once his mother, by mistake, dropped
a penny into her lap. Baby was lying
there, staring at the light, and waving
his little fat arms about in the air.
Presently he began to choke and grow
red in the face. His mother caught
him .up ia the greatest haste, and com-
menced , patting his back; then she
thrust her fingers into his mouth, and
succeeded in pulling out the penny, just
in time to save it from going down his
throat.

If anybody left a pin or a needle
sticking out of their dress, Baby was
sure to find it, and slip it into that little
mouth of his. He never lost an oppor-
tunity, either, of tucking into it any bit
of ribbon or lace that came in his way.

These little baby tricks, and many
more, Robin told me; her love for him*
and her interest in him, making her not
to think that multitudes of other babies
had done the same before him. But
you see it was all new to her. She had
never been acquainted with a baby be-
fore.
•JThe way I heard about it was this:

When Robin and'l were walking togeth-
tfetw.Qt.her doy^'tl.^ugfa--tib,e-merry7

green woods, 1 saw her suddenly stoop
down and pick up a great yellow dande-
lion. Then she kissed it. I smiled a
little as I saw her do it, and was going
to make a lively remark about it, when
I saw her eyes full of tears.

“ Don’t laugh at me, Cousin Rosa,”
she said, “ I do it because it seems al-
most like seeing Jamie.” Jamie was
her little brother’s name. “He used to
run across all our flower-beds at home,
to over into the grass beyond, where
the| dandelions grew. And if we were
walking or playing together, he always
stopped at each one; either to pick it,
prat least to touch it with his fingers,
iHo loved ! And now that I
bannot see him ao it any more, I love
the flowers for his sake.”

“My dear little Robin,” I said, “I
eould not laugh at anything so tender
find sacred. Though I never saw Jamie,
I love him for your sake, and also be-
cause he is now a happy, blessed angel
in heaven.”
I Little Jamienever grew old enough to
get over hia habit of stuffing things into
his mouth. Even when he was large
enough to walk about, and even to trav-
el up and down stairs, he used to con-
trive so as to get some bad thing into it.
In his play-room there was a long, wide
crack in the wall, and often when he
thought that no one was looking, he
would get up from his basket of toys on
the floor, and run over to that crack, and
pick out a mouthful of the dry plaster
with his busy little fingers. Once in a
while he would turn quietly around from
•his mischievous work, to see if any one
happened to be noticing him.

Then, in the last summer of his life—

he never saw but two—he became very
much interested in all sorts of animals.
Horses were his great delight, but he
was fond, too, of all kinds of bugs and
insects. Kittens were his special play-
fellows. He would treat one very kind-
ly for a while, till he got tired of it,
holding it as carefully and stroking it as
softly as he knew how; then, all of a
sudden, he would think of something
else to .do, jump up and throw Kitty
away, and if she tried to follow him,
.chase her into a corner, and try to stand
on one wee foot and kick her. Of
course, he was too small to know it hurt
poor pussy.

One day Jamie was very fretful and
thirsty all day. He had been dressed
and bathed as usual, but he did not seem
to want to play. By and by he climbed
upon his bed, and lay there very quietly,
not sleeping, his bright eyes open, but
as though he was very tired. Nobody
felt frightened about him, and Robin,
who always liked to be near him, sat in
the room all the morning. She was just
learning to sew, and she was just then
.busy, making a cunning little night-
gown for her darling brother. As the
day passed on, Jamie no longer lay qui-
etly. His cheeks burned with fever,

and “ drink, drink!” was the only thing
he seemed to know.

By night he was quiet again. His
restless little hands lay still, and his hot
cheeks were white and cool. Robin
thought he was better, and at bed-time
went into her room grateful and happy.
She had not kissed Jamie “good-night,”
for fear of waking him; but in the mid-
dle of the night, while she was sleeping
peacefully, her mother’s voice -called
her.

In half a moment she was by her side.
She was sitting up close by Jamie. His
head was raised up a little from his pil-
low, its bright curls moist and tangled.
“ Robin, Robin,” he whispered.

“ A drink! A kiss for a drink.”
This was his way of asking for any-

thing he wanted very much.
Robin’s feet sped quickly to the table,

where stood the cup from which he al-
ways drank. As she turned back to
put it to his lips, Jamie’s head had
fallen back upon his pillow. The blue
eyes no longer saw anything around
him. The precious breath fluttered un-
evenly from his lips. Before morning
came, Jamie’s earthly life had ended.,

No doubt some blessed angel had
taken away his little soul to a heavenly
home. No doubt Robin has a Heavenly
Rather there, too, who teaches her heart
through this pain and grief to be trust-
ful, humble and obedient. So then,
after her own life is finished here, He
may take her to the same happy home,
where Jamie and she shall be parted no
move.—Family Treasure.

THE SIN AND POLLY OP SCOLDING.
“Fret not thyselfin any way to doeyil.”—Pa. isivii. 2.

1. It is a sin against Gf-od. It is an
evil and only evil, and that continually.
David understood both human nature
and the law of God. He says, “fret
not thyself in any way to do evil.”
That is, never fret or scold, for it is
always asin. If you cannot speak with-
out fretting and scolding, keep silence.

2. It destroys affection. No one
ever did, ever can, or ever will love an
habitual fretter, fault-finder or scolder.
Husbands, wives, children, relatives, or
domestics, have no affection for peevish,
fretful fault-finders. Few tears are
shed over the graves of such. Persons
of high moral principle may tolerate
them; may bear with them. But they
cannot love them more than the sting
of nettles, or the noise of mosquitoes.
Many a man has been driven to the
tavern, and to dissipation,by a peevish,
fretful wife. Many a wife has beep
made miserable by a peevish, fretful
husband.

3. It is the. bane of domestic happi-
ness. A fretful, peevish, fault-finder in
a family, is like the continual chafing
vrfTEit'inflftKreii sorei Woo to'the marq
woman, or child, who is exposed to the
influence of such a temper in another.
Nine-tenths of all domestic trials and
unhappiness spring from this source.
Mrs. D. is of this temperament. She
wonders her husband is not more fond
of her company. That her children
give her so much trouble. That do-
mestics do not like to work for her.
That she cannot secure the good will of
young people. The truth is; she is pee-
vish and fretful. Children fear her,
but do not love her. She never yet
gained the affection of young people,
nor never will till she leaves off fretting.

4. It defeats the end offamily govern-
ment. Good family government is the
blending of authority with affection, so
as to secure respect and love. Indeed,
this is the great secret of managing
young people. Now your fretters may
inspire fear, but they always make two
faults where they correct one. Scold-
ing at a child, fretting at a child, sneer-
ing at a child, taunting a child, treating
the child as though it had no feelings,
inspires' dread and dislike, and fosters
those very dispositions, from which many
of the faults of childhood proceed. Mr.
F. and Mrs. F. are of this class. Their
children are made to mind; but how ?

Mrs. F. frets and scolds her children.
She is severe enough upon their faults.
She seems to watch them in order to.
find fault. She seldom gives a com-
mand without a threat, and a long-run-
ning, fault-finding commentary. When
she chides, it is not done in a dignified
manner. She-raises her voice, puts on
a cross look, threatens, strikes them,
pinches their, ears, snaps their heads,
etc. The children cry, pout, sulk, and
poor Mrs. F. has to. do her work over
pretty often. Then she will find fault
with her husband, because he will not
fall in with her ways, or chime with her
as chorus.

5. Fretting and scolding make hypo-
crites. As a fretter never receives con-
fidence and affection, so no one likqg to
tell them anything disagreeable, and
thus procure for themselves a fretting.
Now children conceal as much as they
can from such persons. They cannot
make up their minds to be frank and
open-hearted. S* husbands conceal
from their wives, and wives from their
husbands. For a man may brave a lion,
but he likes not to come in contact with
nettles and mosquitoes.

6. It destroys one's peace of mind.
The more one frets, the more he may.
A fretter will always have enough to
fret at. Especially if he or she has the
bump of order and neatness largely de-
veloped. Something will always be out
of place. There will always be some
dirt somewhere. Others will not eat
right, look right, sit right, talk right;
they will nqt do these things so as to
please them. And fretters are gene-
rally so selfish as to have no regard for
any one’s comfort but their own.

PREACHING TO CHILDEEN.
It is pleasant and encouraging to ob-

serve the progressive action of the
General Assembly at its late meeting
in Dayton, 0., inasmuch as they “re-
commend to the Pastors that they adapt
whenever practicable, the second dis-
course of every Sabbath particularly to
the young of their flock, thus affording
to this, the most susceptible and hope-
ful portion of their fields, at least one
half of their time and labor, and giving
their children distinctly to feel that
they have a place no less in the sanc-
tuary than the Sabbath school, both for
worship and

This involves an
important revolution
Church services, and if car-
ried out will also revolutionize the stud-
ies and habits of pastors, and it will,
we doubt not, result in a great refresh-
ment and blessing to the Churches.
- The Gospel rule is “rightly to divide
the Word of Truth and give to each one
their portion in due season.” This
plan secures the children’s portion—-
they are to be no longer ignored. All
this devolves a great work upon the
preachers, for many of them, having
never learned how to preach to children,

must needs go into a course of prepara-
tion for this service. The language of
children—pure and simple; the thoughts
of children—often very beautiful; and
the imagination and sympathies of chil-
dren must be grasped in order that the
preaching be adapted and mayreach the
children. All this is to be studied and
learned.

Then again, a vast amount of mate-
rial just adapted must be gathered for
this work, for much of the accumulation
in thoughts, words, and illustrations for
older ones will be of but little, if any,
account here; but on the contrary all
the good plain thoughts, clear pure
words, and short forcible illustrations
for children, will be welcomed with
great joy by the older ones of the con-
gregations.

Thus the preacher, the parents, and
children will all be blessed in the carry-
ing out of this moat excellent recom-
mendation.

If it is true, as has been stated in the
old maxim, that “no greater injury can
be done to the mind of a child than to
teach it the truths of the Christian reli-
gion in such a manner as to produce a
sense of weariness,” then indeed no
pains should be spared to make this
preaching to childreninteresting as well
asprofitable,becausesoperfectly adapted.
Let pastors but perfect themselves in
this high and holy art, and we can do
away with that part of lay talking to
children which is nowfoolish andweak and
pointless, and we can secure henceforth,
both!roui preachers and laymen, sound
Scriptural instruction to our children,
and at the same time it can be more
perfectly adapted and joyous than the
mere wordy entertainment, or heavy
theological disquisitions, which so often
reproach the children’s Sabbath exer-
cises now. In every aspect methinks
lovers of children and lover 3 of Christ’s
cause generally will rejoice in the op-
portune action of the General Assembly.
—Fvangelist. R. G. P-

PIEST SABBATH SOHOOL SOHOLAE
IN AMERICA.

Children, dir! you ever wonder if the
first Sabbath School scholar tn America
was living? Well, he ?s,.and is now a
hale, hearty old man. His name is N.
G. B. Dexter, and he is now living in
Pawtucket, in the State of Rhode Is-
land. He was born Jun.e 25, 1787, and
he was, consequently, seventy-seven
years old the 25th of last June. The
first Sabbath School that was established
in America was commenced in Paw-
tucket, R. 1., September 15, 1799, and
Mr. Dexter was the first scholar who
went into the school. His class consist-
ed of seven boys, all of whom, excepting
himself, are now dead. He has ahoays
been to some Sabbath School ever since
he first commenced going, and for the
past nineteen years he has missed but
one Sunday, and then he was so sick he
could not leave his house. He has
never used tobacco, and has .never even
tasted intoxicating iiquors. He says he
is almost as smart now as ever he was,
and the writer of this has a letter from
him, lately written, which shows that
his mental and physical faculties are*

wonderfully preserved.—•S. S. Missmi-
ary;

ANECDOTE OP GENERAL GRANT,

The correspondent of the Press tells
the tollowing good story, one not with-
out its moral: .

A few days since a General waß walk-
ing around the docks at City Point,
when he stopped to see some negroes
roll a barrel of bacon on board of a
boat. The negroes were unable to move
it, when a crusty lieutenant, who stood
near, dressed in his fine blue clothes,
shouted, “You niggers, push harder or
go get another man to help you!”
Without saying a word, Gen. Grant
pulled up his sleeves and helped the ne-
groes roll the barrel on the boat; then
he drew his silk handkerchief from his
pocket and wiped his hands, then moved
quickly away. You may imagine how
that second lieutenant felt when he was
told that the stevedore was no less than
the Commander-in-Chief of- the United
States armies. The General was dress-
ed in coarse home-spun, with his hat
drawn over his eyes, and one of the
most unpretending-looking personages
one could imagine.


