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AN EVENING HYMN,

Sweet is the close of day,
When all the ficlds are still;
Earth looks as it it list'ning lay
For God to speak His will.

In the clear round of sky
On one side sinks the sun—

A solemn splendor, which the eye
Scarce dares to look upon.

Whilg, on the other hand,
The fair moon rises clear,

And harmonies swell wave-like grand,
And flow from sphere to sphere.

# God's will is done in heaven!”
Comes from the eetting sia;

And to the rising moon ie given
A voice, * His will be done!”

Lo! Venus, fiery Mars,
Come forth ds if by name;
God called out one by one Hi’s stars,
Andone.by one they came: .
And in the midst I st'a,nd,'(’ R
Smittou with suddeén awe— . x 1o -
These worlds go forth at God's command, .
His will their pertect law.

Oh that I were as they, = : “; :
Untiring, swift to rua ' .
My course of, blessing day by day!

For'so Thy'will ie"done.”

Lord, make Thy law my willl
> ; _.And these I'cannot be;
i . But help me freely to fulfil .
“{'THy purpose, loving, free!l.
A dorthat lagrof-love v o v e
“ Mke All“tr-wills adtones, -+ B
~ That, * a8 it is in Heaven above,”
v S“n “TEY will"be'déne 12
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MB. HAMMOND'S LETTER TO THE OHIL-
TS UDRENG LT
. Towands, Pa., Dec. 11th, 1868,
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“MAMMA,. T'M . GODS.” .

- My Dear Youne FrIENDS:—It s a:long
t'me since I bave had a talk with the little
veaders of The American Presbyterian. I think
you fonld likelto hear about a little girl
who,oncg startled her mother in Pbhiladel-
phia, by saying to her, “Mamma, I'm God’s.”

ety

I metherin Leamington, in England, a

fow months since, and her mother told: me
all about how her dear child learned to say
these words. . I think . it ‘will int_rest you
to hear the story.:

_She came with many other childrén to one
of my children’s meetings in Calvary church

in Puiladelphia, a few years ago, just'to hedr -

somo stories; but her good mother had been
praying most earnestly that her daughter
might hear some words ab)ut the Saviour's
greut love t0 us that would makeé ber feel
what o sinder she was not to love Him in
-return: - And God answered that mother’s
prayers. ot UL U
At the -¢lcsé of the first meeting, a.. good
‘many-of the little ones were weeping for

Y

their sins. Thdyifelt thet they had broken

God’s good laws, and that they deseryved to
"be punished. But we told them that Jesus

. Ghrist, God’s only Son; had suffered ‘on tho
cross for sinful children, and that'God could

now .receive them and forgive them all their
sing; on)y for Jesus' sake, “whoLOVED Us AND
.GAVE UIMSELF FOR U8 ' - o
. Atter the ministers and Christians present
had spoken and prayed with the.echildrea,
ono by one, there were 8till' a good. many
when the time came to close the meeting,
who felt their sins'a heavy burden, and we
told them, as soon as they got home, to go
2t on'de into their own rooms, and to kreel
down and give themselves right up- to God,
,a8 their loving Father; and that- He would
rageive them as His own dear children for
his Son's sake, that He would forgive them
all their sins and at last take them to live
with bhim in His beautiful home in heaven.
Tlis little girl just believed every word
that was told her; and so, when she. got

home, she did nat even:stop to spealk-to her '

mother, whom she loved -dearly, but-she
passed right by her and went up to her own
rovm and was there for a good while.
Her mother wondered at this, for her little
daughter never did such a thing before.
Atlter a long time she came down to the

drawing room, and said to her mother, .

“Mamma, T'in God's.” N

Her mother-looked.her full inthe face but

did not say a word.
God's"

Even then, ber mother,, who was -a good
Christian, was taken so by surprise thatsho
did not answer a word. " Afier -a/ little, her
child, still looking earnestly at her mother,
asked : “And have you nothing to say to ne 2”

“Ah yes, my child, sit.down and tell me
all about it.” P

She then sat down and told her weeping
mother what we have told you. o

And She:closed by saying, “1 did give my-
s U up 10° God,"and I-knod he received me and

Joryave me all my sins for Jesus’ sake who died -
Y

for wme.”

From that day, that ¢hild showed by her °

changed life, that she was ‘truly a child of
Fod, aud that He bad roally changed -her
‘hegret: | She was us Rappy as a lark,*day by
day. Bpfore, she had often given her. mo-
Lher a deal of trouble, but from that day fo
1his,.she has'been the comfort of her beloved
parents. Several years have now passed
away, und she is still clinging to the Saviour,
and what is better still, she is doing all she
can to lead others te trust and love Him.

A fow months age, when 1 was holding
gsome children's meetings in Leamington, I
saw het.among those whowere asking, “ What
shall I do to be saved?” She was pointing
them to the Javiour, and telling them that
He had suffered, * the Just for the unjust, that
He might. bring us to God.” . Sheis now with
her parents going to:Jerushlom,

i

| in great Fellow'nuggets Hére and thers over

|-burnisbed them into:gold:

Again the little thild said, « Mamma, I'm
AP HESAEH ;

place where the loving Jesus “ was wounded

tor our transgressions and braised for our
iniquities.”

Ta & nice little letter to me she says:
“Several yoars ago, duringa course of meet-
ings beld by you in America, 1 gave my
beart to Jesus. I stili love my Saviour
dearly, for ‘He first loved me and gave Him-
self for me.’ Pray for me that [ may daily
grow in grace. * * We are soon to visit
that land where Jesus lived and died, and I
expect much pleasure in reading your
‘SKErcHES OF PALESTINE, in those places
which it deseribes. ‘

“Your affectionate Friend,.

13 »

— ———— i |

Now my dear little reader can you truly
say: “Iam God's”? Mo is as ready to for-
give you as He was that'little girl in Phila-
delphia. Stop and think how much the dear
Saviour suffered in order that God might for.
give us and make us his own obedient chil-

-| dren.. o :

ead the 'Twen_ty-_tbird Ohgpter of Lue,

loving Jesus endured. for us. And then, go
away alone and kneel down. and offer this:
CHILD'S PRAYER:
“0 Lord! 1 know I have not been thine;

am sorry for it: I-am sorry for all my sins.
But O1 I am’ thé, most sorry that. Thave

'| never loved and trasted our precious Saviour-
who'bled and died on'the cross that we guilty.
sinners might be saved.O God! forgive me |
*all' iy sins; and change this “Wicked, hard

heart, and receive me as thine own child,
and then I, too, can truly say, “Lam God's’
This I ask for Jesus pake. Amen.”

P |
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THE BEAUTIEUL GATE, .- .

over the fenice. - What of they was gold,
sure enough! wouldn’t I.run._an: git one
changed,mighty quick P8 04 7 uhd 0 gk

Vegetable gold’ they were. indeed, lying:

the pumpkin-vines, basking in the still warm
beams of-an-Qctober sun.” & o

« Pears like dey’d took all de
derselves,” said Cad,.again. -An 3
had ; for the suns of a whole sumnier had

‘“Perhaps my young: readers are:wonder-
ing who could own s0 queer a natie as- Cud.
Well, the boy that owned it owned nothing
‘else in'the world, not even himsé T he
was black and a ‘slave, His real hame was
too large for. his.size. It was quite aristo-
cratic,—Cuthbert - Carter; .or, as he would
tell you with: Virginia 'accent, ‘“Kudbut
Ke:arter sah ! ~1.2long to’de Ke-arters, one
ob de bery fust families,””” You see they are

‘a1l ‘first. families. in Virginia; that is:the

reason ‘why, iwhen the ‘war hegan, évery-
body wanted to be an officer. “PoorCud had
little.reason to pride himself ‘on his owners,
~% de.fust blood in: Virginy.” ‘It-may be

than second-rate blood. It is certain that
‘his young master, Peyton:Harrison Car'ter,
—called Marse Paté for short—<possessed,a
fiery temper. . Two years before the:day
that Cud was »sﬁtgt}x‘;ﬁi
t > O o

ng thinking,slowly out
his ogrri tHe0Fy on" }x_i%ft_?k%ég?h&rsﬁfate, i’
a Ioment oft passian, bad given him & stun-

ning' blow thiat' Sent him Yesling down a
high- flight- of stone stéps.. Vne erash of
pdin,went through him: ds though, every
bone: were gréund to atoms, then a great
dark’ came whirling. down,.-and. he was
pickod up—tldme for Life. Poof littls Cuu!
crippled in mind-as well as.body.by a great
wrong ; for yod can easily, understand, my
little readers, that.slavery™had given as
great a blow to his: inner: life.as his fiery
maéter had given t9-his, peor dafk body.

Yet'he was sharpin his-way, too: Hetould
not™ play Iike other children, or work as
hard, either, 80 he had more time to think.
He waited on table,and heard talk aboutthe
war, and he had his own ideas about it.
Marse Pate had gone' to fight, and Miss
Rose, hisiyoung wife, grew:.pale.and sad
and silent. Theold Missis, though,—Marse
Pate’s mother,—was-full of fight and fury
about the “niggerfstealers,” as she called
tho Federal Army. ‘! =+ '

N Cud sometimes wished they would steal
im. PO R T

« But Massa Linkum coulda’t make noth-
in’ at all out er me,” he said; with a sudden
thrill of pain, looking down 4t his shriinken
limb'; and a-lgok of intense hate came into
his tace, that ,made. it hideoas.. . No mask
could have .changed his expression morse
than did the thought of Marse Pate.

But now a young lady comes out of:the
house, and Cud is too shy to.stand 'sturing
theretany longer. < She walks slowlythrough
the garden path, singing ‘something softly
to hersel. Cud has heard itbefore, and, as
she approaches the gate, he catches two
lines— T

" 4 And every. prospect pleases,
. And only man is vile.” R

“Reckon dey'is vile, sure enough,” says
Cud, “specially ‘Marse. Pate, when he’s
riled.” e

The last of the crimson chrysanthemums
had burned  themselves out on'tho garden
border, where a few fiery flakes still flashed
‘on the grass. Some of tawny red .or pale
vellow bloomed on ‘sturdily still, but the
young lady did not pause to gather them.
She only steod a moment, and looked at the
—pumpkins, and a very sad face she had
the while. | . )

“ Reckon she’s thinkin’ of her mar's pies,”
said Cuad, as he cast a reflective glance back
at her. ‘And- he louged-'to question her
about that wonderful land,—so wonderfal
that to breathe the very air made one free,
—where hor home had been before she
came South to teach. - But he felt too awk-
ward and shy to dare to speak to the fajr
Miss Alice, and he only slunk away on his
‘homeward road, rather” frightened to see
how far the sun was sliding towards the

that short mile from Wheeling.. =

to sce. the

o

which tells about the dreadiul death the'
|« Where's Pavid 2., ..

'I hiave not lovéd thee nor .cbeyed .thee. - L|

. e e .. "1 her apron over her”
“My eye ! said Cud, looking admiringly y

that_ ¢ fust blood” flows hotter and ghitker |-

 dows and Hta

wost. He had. taken a long time to walk |

rass tab oy T

neither at the white and feathery clouds,
nor ut the pale and waning light, ouly at
the dusty beaten road that stretched out
before him,<-Jooking at last, as he neared
his home, at something else,—something
that made bim stop and drop back in a
frightened way. What was it that the men
were carrying 80 tenderly through the gate?
A wounded man, white and faint, with his
life dripping steadily away in a precious
crimson tide, a ghost-like likencss of his ald
evemy, a shadow of his young master,—
could that be Marse Pate ?

It was indeed. The fiery heart wonld
"not best much longet; the fev v of life was
going out; the ashes of death whitened
cheek and lip.. .~ .

Cud had no time to.think,—time only for
a slow horror to bresk over him like a cold
rain, when a rough voice cried: ¢ Here,
young un, run for a’'doctor —any one, only
be quick!” o o .

Marse Pate's fast-dulling eye had caught
moréthan pain contfaeted the white brow.

“He can’t g9, he’s lame,” he murmured

. - N . e

¢« Can you ask ?” said the Virginian moth-
.er;'sternly. /*“Where is the Yankee camp ?
:Oneof these men.must go and at once.’

"He wondered if; he,.should have to. wait at
tea to:night,—if éverything'would:go on as
bing  away. ' He stole”forlornly juto the
‘kitchen, where 6ld’ Dinah had just fiaished
baking some -fragrant -cern:bread, -and

said, not unkindly, giving him a huge bit of the

‘} smoking pone; ‘reckon folssthinks mighty

litsle ~of* their - vittles: when death’s in a

“house!” and then she set down and threw
cr apron over Kor' lieai, aad cried bohind

tha shigld; for shi had wirsell Marse Pato

when he was a dear little baby, falr as a

ily, with shiny golden hair.

"% 'Cud'tdle outsilently. It was not

half 0

|lonely out of doors asin that great houss;

where the shadows'of a terrible dread had
fallen; /A friend} *;Eregiql:i hetestill w-a‘g,med the
- westert $Ey,"and 38 Oull Tooked “towards it
‘he suddenly remembered: that, thers was to
‘be a meeting.this very nighs: for: enlistment.
There were plénty of - Union men in 'Wheel-
ing, and a° Yarikée captain and a stump
speaker were coming to drum them up., It
was pleasant t0 Cud to-night to think about
a erowd ;-and he hurried along shaking-off,
as ho went; ‘the c¢hill and deathly thoughts
‘whichhad troubled him,:and singing’to him-
seif, for company, a negro hymn. " " °
He soon reached thefirst straggling house
:of the town. -The door stood- open, and a

was reading in‘a low but clear voice, : ¢ Sil-

'wer.and gold haye Inone,but sich as. I have |-

give I thed.” “ Tiors!” said Cud, withi bated
breath, “ I wonder what he guv! A hunk of
hot gingerbread, now, would.be what Id
Jilge ™ 12 -A Faginey x sifan QoD Duod

Cud’peergd-antionsly in:* “Some sick per-

"§on 'séeried ‘o, be lyind ‘there on a bed,

asping for breath ; and Miss Alico” was
reading. solomnly the-next woxds, “In the
nihe-of J esus<of ‘Nazardthi¥rise up'and
walk.” .

‘teved on:" ¢TI wish Tecotild find thidt: gate,”
hie ‘thought sddly—**'that: Beautiful; but

GEtE o -
REw ikl
RVREEEAE]

wore T GdkL g :
“ What ef I did meet Jesus or one o’ them
thar ’postlest® Bd, saididrdarily;, ¢ reckon
he wonlda’t, speak.to a pore little nig like
me’; spect”dat ar man'dat was'Gured so as
he could caper about so spry-like was white,

walked wiQh?a lagging step, an% sang no
: [ f;i\ ; '\'Zj ot :

LNV S AR

t

for sure ! : .
Thinking such thoughts no wonder Cud

himselfamong the crowd of gray coats, where
agmothered { hurrah” for Joff, Davis woke
hifi {up; It} wab' a riserablorold Barn, lit
by a fow flaring tallow candles, ard looking
just readyyto fallin on.the whole concern.
There was a good deal of confusion and
cager talking;, then two or threg of
own ‘coloyswho stood:at the’dobr, were, put
out. Cud was so small, and the room so
badly lighted, that he shrank into the sha-
éd. What if’ ie shiould hear
some great secret that the Yankees would
be glad to Know! “He' woild ‘go through
fire and water to tell it.to them ; andthen—
his poor little héart beat gilick with pride—
then surely Massa Linkum would take him
into his service, and give him some good
place. . T
1S0 he listenéd with his’ sharp little ears,
and ' when’ the meeting broke up he ‘was
sure he knew, something thatthe Yankees
-wonld be glad to know. Their camp was
two miles away in a gap of the mountains,
—two leng miles, for-hinx; to-limp up hill,
that he ‘might reach them'in-titnet A rebel
attack was to surprise them before morning,
so_he started-af ence. .. . - v vy
= g *knew the way; for-one sttmmeér-“the
time before he was hurt—he had bounded
along by Marse Pate’s side on a hunting
expedition. He ‘thought bitterly of that
time now, as be:limped painfully-over the
steep road, each moment feeling. a sharp
sting of painstabbing thé injured limb. He
was no hero, poor little Cud ! and the tears
roiled down his'thin cheéks ; but he never
thought of turning back, not.even when a
white rabbitrmade.a great whir in theleaves
and ran like a flash of light over his path.
The stars came out now silently, one by
one, like'little 8parke: of fire; ipithe ashen

m‘qonlig%'gj;},wgg laid on' 1?‘!16__’1;‘03;9, Cud shradk
Vackias though lielhad Keen. a’ghbst.? How

‘the trees shivered togetherin the wind, and

seemed full of strange whispering ! * What
gheer dark shadows ran ‘over theé grouud,
or danced about him like mocking imps!
Hea' bagar:to sing' :again, trembling @t the
sound of his own voice.
GO A Mitids ey mulsstws, 0 i T
Muss we go.down to sin ? :
. My Jesus opens the golden gate, .

But ho limped as fast sshoeiconld; looking |

- P tn 12
And axyoy for walkin'" | . 0
t

sight of the shrinking figure.: .SBomething-

So Cud saw Wis*young master carriéd in. |

usual, while the life:of.the master was eb-|

dsked her about'it: © Go ’long; chile,” she

light was burning on 'the table. ~ Sdme one .

" Cad fodgot-the. ]::c-;liﬁca.l meeting -and lis- |-

reckon it's way up Norf somewhar,” ‘and-he.

stumbled itjid th-wiong plage, and found |-

shen two or ‘three of Cud’s |

gray sky.” Bit when the first §ilver bar of

_ |mmute.in bis contributions. to: benevolent,

=

Whien he stood on the bridge, he gave a
quick look back ut the road tnat stretched
out white in moonlight, as if he bhad ex-
pected to see the tips of the shining bayo-
nets parkling through thenight. Whati: the
Secesh caught him, and shou him for a spy,
“ Wonder if folks would year 'bout it” he
thought, “ and know I done died for my
country,” and the slow blood quickened in
his heart at the thought.

But the next moment he ‘said, discenso-
lately, ¢ Reckon I aint got no country;
spect dis yer .country wasn’t wade for nig-
ger.”” Bat then the beautiful North!—
would he ever see that?~—and the Beauti-
ful Gate, that must surely be there. ~ Anad
Jesus, what if 'he walked there as he did of
oldin Judea . iHe renched the high ridge
beyond the bridge, " when 'a sudden strange
hoot startled him.. “His' foo8 Elipped, the
loose clay and stones slid from under him,
‘and-he fell erashing down at the.feet: of &
Union picket; who hadijust emitted a‘hide-
ous yawn over his wéary work. He'stdqpéd
tenderly enoagh ove ‘?gbeﬂv oy, for he “had
children at Horhe, "a'né % forgot the color of-
thisone: o o v d e e b
" Poor little 'Cud ! Fiery thrills ‘of pain
‘were burning .out jhig life, buf he made a
mighty effortto speak: ; ' <o i s

““You're  the. despatch: post,'I reckon,”
-said theuhan; * for you-Gome quicker''n a
strealcvb fghbain 7 0ok T E i
L3R4 (RS P IR L LI sIYe A 3ty iiive 5 -2
-.Gud Xnew"at once this man was a Noxth-
.erner: by his accent. . .He felt-a great-whirl-

'weéie tirning there; and. grinding out new-
‘pains. - Would it never stop ¥’ he'thought.
‘Ah; yes, poorlittle Cud; soon ! Bat he must'
fulfil'his mission. He'raised his head, a lit
tlo, and said,- . Dpn’f stay herd, Yank. I
was gwine: to-wann.de 1boys ; you'll do it a
heap better. _Tell Jemg=tell ’em de Rebels
are comin’;mighty-quick ; gi ‘emyready for

‘om,—~go—" Then the myriads of wheels
stopped .grinding, the pain slipped. silently

.away, and Cud fainted. ey
= = Whenhe opened his eyesagain he was ida-
pleasinit room. He was lying on & little
"white bed, and the first thing hesaw wasa
“picture of Christ blessingthe children. The
next was the sweet face of’ Miss Atice, hend-
ing kindly over him.. He never:looked at
her without ihiriking of thé white pond-li-
‘lies he had waded after many a time, Was
this heaven,. he wondered,-and Miss-Alice a
"lovely angel?. But the oldpain came thril-
"ling- bavk - through -every- limb,- and- even
ignorant little Cud knew. that there is no
‘pain in heaven. He looked at Miss'Alice
wistfully. "#1 yered. you a readin’. last
‘night,” ke sald. U ol 0 T
* Did you, and what did
&1 liked it a. heap ;. ’bou
gittin’ cored at-the Beautiful Gate.” -
“ Shall T.read it to.you.now?" she asked.
*.Cud eagerly assented, but 'seemed very
sad when -she came to-an end. ¢ I thort)”
he gaid, slowly, *’t was. gwine.to tell -us
"how to git thar: -T'm lame, you'see, an’ I
‘reckon. ef L. could:once.git -to..that gate,
Tesus might foel ¥ight sorvy for./mbe, and of
he could-cure -me jes’-by-stretehin’ out his
han’, ‘péars like he'd do it mighty quick!”
Miss Alice did'notswile. "' A tear, instead,

read P o
t .4 .lame man

came.into her violet.like eyes s
o Jesus can come t0.you here,” she said;
4-just-pray to-him. -He" died:for you, you
know ; and do you think he will not come
"when you call-him ?” A

iden

“T would ,be his slaye, and’ work for him
all my life, ef he would.” = - B |

- Poor little Cad .coiild ‘hardly take things
in.a spiritual sense. - The great.wheels Were

‘quickly ; but he prayed,  O.Lord’ Jesus, I
‘can never-find- de- Beautiful Gate.  Come
now, and make me well.” SV RS
“ Perhaps he will take you ap “to Kim,”
said- Miss- Alice, tenderly. - “ Would you
give yourself to him, to serve him .there as
well as:here " S S5 NN :
“ Do ye think Jesus,'wid de angels shinin’
roun’ him, wants me 27 said the child, with
some wonder, yet_more of joy, in his tone.
Miss Alice nodded,and then saw him close
his cyes wearily. She went to the window
and opened. it. The chill .gray sky was
warming in.the east with.soft pink blushes,

over. the -distant mountains like a.kingly
.crown.  Airy cloud-pinnacles melted intp
golden mist before the sun; while nearer
rose the trees, with foliage stricken by a
sudden.frost inté wondrous wealth 'of scar-
let and orange.” ' Y S

the fresh morning ‘air; a sound of shouts, a:
snatch of the old, air, ¢ Hail, Columbia 1™
startled the dying child. '

& What—whoro is it 7" he marmured.
_“Thers has been: 4 skirmish” ‘said {Miss
Alice, “and the Union has won.” . '

Cud 'raised himself, and a strange fire
flickered in his. eye. " “‘That’s all along® o’
me, Miss Alice,” he said, with a sudden
fervor; “ ITdone it :
_ Miss. Alice thought he was wandering.
She stillistood;at the window, watching; for.

the doctor, for whom: she had sent. .

Now the-suny, breaking :forth: from inner
depths of ‘rode, issued ffom the' gateway of
the'day. . Cdd .looked at:it’ with' clouding

eyes. “I see it now,” he said,—* de Beau:
tifal Gate.” So he entered in.—Helen Wall

Pierson} it the January’ No. of Our: You
: Folks.. . . yf v mfng
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. ~Mr. D;'L. Moody, of Chics,

S M, _ 8go, has s way
of blurting out his sentiments at, prayer.
meetings:=; Not long since;at.ong of those
meetings, some one rose and stated that the
Erring Women’s Refugg; in thatcity, was in
great need, and asked the prayers of the
‘congregation in its behaif. One of Chicago’s

to: be. somewhat

richest men, who .is, said-

Objects; olunteered st once ‘to™lead: the
meeting inf a PEEYEF i bichalf b‘fthé’insﬁihﬁ
ion named. .He had scarcely cloged, whé
Mr "D AL, M’o‘bay&gggeété%‘g}y’e}oggé whee

ing in-hisihead] asthongha huidred-wheels |

“"« And will-he cure me 7 said-Cud eagerly: |

turning.-in his. brain, and -his breath came |

the morning air came in little fluttering | .
sighs; then rifts of gold broke throngh the |
pearl, and waves-of violet and erimson rose |. :

. E o [ :
Astrain of trinmphal music swept by on

xpereTy, R

that it was wrong for us to ask God 1o de
what Le bad given us the power to do vur-
selves. “The iden,” said he, “of u man
who can draw a cbeck for ome hundred
thousand dollars, asking God to give money
to the Erring Woman's Refuge is propos-
terous! Let him give it himself.”

o
=t

A DEATH-BED SCENE.

. «T bave nothing to expect, sir, but con-
demnation ; nothing to expect but condem-
nation.” - . e

The. speaker articulated with difficelty.
He was a large man, massive of features
and muscular of limb. The awiful pallor of
the face was increased by the masses of
thick black hair that lay in confusion abous
the ,pillow; .set, off by - the- dead; white-
ness - of his forehead, + Struck’ down’ Bud-
denly from full, bearty life to the bed of
death, he made there and then an agonizing
“gonfension; Biich as racks the:édrdf ¢48 lis-
tener at unhappy: death-bédsi 4 F3M20 "

. A'meek:woman sat/ neéat! the marde}'who
was striving "quietly:to rallevidve thelsaffer-
ing.he endyned, )

% Oh, don’t talls.to,me of pain!” he cried
bitterly, *It is the mind, woman—the
mind ;7 and ‘agony overclouded-his face.

-He.continued-stowly -and, ;deliberatbly :
% There.is a.demon, yphippering in.my ear.for
ever,” Yopn. kpew it. ab the tiwe, and ag
every tine; you knowig” ¢ Koew what?”
«Why, that s penalty must follow u broken
Yiw. ' Mark me—1'Kive #ot dpbhed 4 Bible
for yedr§—F haveinot entéred & church ; yet
Phe veryredollection that my mother taught
‘me_to pray (and,she died.when I was only
six), has passed judgment upon all my sivs.
I bave done wrong, kpqy%nﬁg» that, 1t was
wrong ; first with & fo o’ GHAlNY, th¥nLiush-
ing asid¢ gopscience, did At. "Jast withl the
coolness of ayfiend.; Siryinjonel minage of
all my life I have not liqu,'f;?xj ﬁfa;{e? ; Do,

Lnot one minwge.” -t F Y

1 ¢ Bat:. Christ’ diéd forsiineys, even  the
unconverted chief” ;i v ardime T o

“ Qh, yes;, Christ, died for sinmers; bust
my intellect is clear, sir; clearer than ever
before. I tell you”—his voice sharpened,
almost whistled. * It Was's0 ‘shrill’ 484 ‘con-
centrated==‘.L:can see almost-iffto eternity.
I can, fegl, that. unless. Christ:is.'desired,
sought after, lon.-ed for—that nnless.guilt
is repented of, His death'can do no good.”

«DoI ot repent ? -1'ar-only shvage at
myselt 10 ‘think—to-thiok; sir [ he lifted
his.right. hand. impressively,-‘that-I-have
so cursed myself. Is that.repentance? Do
thm’ﬁr’.ya;téfcansalema‘s;?"sfié*é\yai{rg‘éyxﬁ‘p‘éthy
for those who will -béar it, for I cannot.”

“ Thank youj:nnrie;7'this as she wiped
his brow, and; moistened  his; parched lips.
- “I am ‘pot de&d to kindpess, if I am to
‘hope. 1 thank you, sir; for' your Christian
‘offices, thongh they do/me no good. 1f we
!sl‘ow 'thorn‘s(,'i’y'bn know, we canuot reap

owers; and_corn, will not, . grow, from the
cood of shiste, T eatin wis made Jor the
bholy; ¢without, are dogs, whoremongers,
and adulterers.’ ~Theré’s a distinction ; it's
all xightr 0w o T
fter all that, till eleven o’cloek, his mind
wandered ; -then ‘he slept: a:few: moments.
. Exesently,: ronsed:. by. the. striking of the
clock, ke looked -arowhd :'dreamily, and
‘eatight ‘the eéye of’the nurse, and of his
friénd.w <o c T o

“Ifs awfully dark here,” he whispered;
My, ,feet-stand on: the slippery edge of a
great gulf. Oh, forsome:foundation!” Ho
stretehed ~his hand: o’ a8 if ‘teeling for a
way. A ‘ ,
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* Chist is the,only help—! I am the Way,
‘the Truth, and. the -Life,}?, whispered the
man of God. .- .. e Dol

“ Not ' for mie I""#nd pen ‘caninot dascribe
the immeasurable Woe in thaf answer.

I shall full—I. am falling!” he half
-shrieked.in-an .instant after; he: shuddered
and all was ever. :: The willfully blind, deaf
‘and maimed had ‘gone before his Judge.
 The despsiring” soul. had taken that last
plunge into eternity.

- Dear reader—S8tand in awe, and sin not.
Make sure work for eternity. Through
grace do'it mow. ' - o

i

—

‘i'w. OLE BULL'S FIDDLE-BOW.-

" 'We sce it stated that the bow with which
Ole Ball works: such: wonders is adorned
with-some very costly.diamonds., Some wri-
ter,BaYS: 4 g R

“The bow is about three ‘times the ordi-
‘naty -weight; andtwo'icehes longer than
‘usual: . The diamonds so-beautifally set in
it are the gifts*of ‘friends at varions times.
The large onp in thé end was the gift of the
Duke of Devonshire; and was presented to
Ole Bull .qggi‘eg‘étgg‘fol‘lgw,in‘g\cir Jumstances:
The duke's sister, Lady Granvills, then re-
sidmg i, Paris, was about paying bim 3
visit at his chataeu, nine miies from Lov-
don. Ole.Bull and, Rahini, the famons tenor
wore invited to. be present,at the grand rv
ception, when  each contributed bis skill t©
enliven'the occasian:. The duke being, how-
over, unfortunagely quige, deaf, could not o
joy many qf the finest poings, of Ole Bull’
violin-playing, and privately told him so,
thé'same time ‘desiring him o remain alter
o Satle i iring him to remain afte
the company had ‘dispersed; and take dit-
ber with him ‘alone.  Aftér dinner he -
quested the artist to extemﬁdi‘ize. gome farr
tasies ou familisr opera airs; and, in orde!
to hear and enjoy the' performance, be ti
a cord' t5' thd heud of the violin; and, taking
:t.l.me._end 0 his vhouth, sested: himself opp®
site the musician. | After ‘playing for b°
gratification  some. considerabio time, 1
duke arose, and, after éxﬁféééing his thanb?
for the great happiness that had thus bett
afforded him,’ and{"wei‘h ‘tears streamité
down, his. cheeks, prosented a magnifc"
diamond ring to theiwiolinist, at the 832
ume remarking. that, it wag a family %
and begging him,to'kkeep it ‘as a souveni’!

18 feet ?an’vv ):P.?'uz

‘the great pleasure he bad of - by B
“HIR, 8Osy pleasure he; ven him by
ma@t@nlym’erfgnm}a@?g:?f o . '




