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THE COLONIAL CHURCHMAN,
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coal in the toast, is enough to turn the beart of an in-

valid. Expertness and promptitude are of great va-
lue, that the wants of an invalid may be supplied
without delay,  Thoughtfulness must be practised,
that you may anticipate what will be required; and
watchfulness, that you may know when to be of ser-
vice. Be sober, as beseemeth an attendant on the
sick; but be also cheerful. Cheerfulness is as good
as medicing to the afflicted. Firmness and prudeuce
are qualities that miay at times be put to good ac-
count; and if, in addition to those I kave mentioned
you have sincere and lively piety, ever desiring to
keep the eye the hea-t and the lopes of the sufzrer
fixed on'the Grest Physician, the healer of the soul’s
leprosy, as well as of the body’s silnents, why then
your intentions may indeed do good; they may be
the means of benefitting both body and soul.

And think not that you can benefit the sick wifh-
out doing a service to yourself. You may learn many
2 lesson in a sick chamber, that would npever have
been taught in other places. ¢ It is better,’ on many
accounts, *to go to the house of mourning than to
the house of feasting.” We lesrn more of this world’s
hollowness, in an hour under the roof of sorrow than
in 8 life spert in the habitation of joy.

To witness sanctified affliction is a high privilege,
for then we see that * neither Ceath nor life, nor
angels, nor principalities, nor powers,
preseut, nor things to come, nor height, nor depth,
nor any other creature, shall be able to separate us
,{ron(\i she love of God which is in Christ Jesus our

ora.

Old Humphrey bas attended the sick, both in the
nooo-tide and the mid-night hour; the desponding
sigh, the weary mcan and the groan of agooy, are
familiar to bim. He has macked the changes from
the firt attack of sickness to the death gasp that
ended the mortal strife, He has closed the eyelids
of youth and of age; and having felt, painfully felt,
his owndeficiencies as an attendant on the sick, he
the more anxionsly urges on others, the duty of quali-
fying themselves to soethe the sorrows of the sffiict-
¢d, and to smooth the bed of death,

A TALE OF THE TOMB.
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‘THE ' INFIDEL.

T had been spending a few hours among the tombs
in our village churchyard. The day had gradually
worn away.—The sun was sinking hehind the west-
ern hills, and the shadows of evening began to steal
over the landscape, before | was aroused from my
musings. The simple eloquence of the rustic epitaphs
around me, had brought to my mind many a snbject
-of rich, though melancholy contemplation, My feet
trod upon the dust of forgotten generations. All the
‘various incidents and anxieties of life, a thousand
times repeated, had sunk into the gloom and stillness
of the grave. The mother had brought her tears,
and poured them upou the dust of her sleeping cbild.
The husband bad groaned to see the beloved of his
youth shut up in those silent chambers. The beauty
of the rich ard delicate was consuming away ‘in
the sepulchre out of their dwellings;’ and the sor-
rowful sighing of the poor was here beard no more
for ever.

Whilst I was wrapped in these contemplations I
was somewhat startled by s voice beside me,

¢ A gond evening to you, Sir—for the dsy’s sink-
ing blithely.’

I turned ard found that old John Hodges,our parish
clerk had spproached, without my having perceived
him.

¢ You’ve chosen an awful spot. Sir,’ said he, ¢ for
your evening meditations.’

¢ How s0, John?’ said |,

*Why, Sir,look beneath youn. We turn a few
sheep iuto the churchyard, 1o nibble the grass a bit
now and then; but ne’er a one of them will feed where
you are standing.’

On looking down, the grass did seem to grow ra-
ther rankly above the spot to which John bad point
ed. 1could not help smiling at the old mun’s super-
stition; but knowing that he was a kind of living

register of this ancient burying place, 1 endeavoured reached him, he stretched out his poor 'hﬂi'li'
to hide my smile, {or the sake of gratifying wy curi- hand, and grasping the minister’s arm, 'dﬂ’
osity {look that T shall never forget, Sir, to PV
¢ There’s many a story told in the village,” said day--* Mercy ! mercy ! mercy ! cried hés
John, ¢ of him hat's sleeping under that greensward; tell me, can there be any },,e,.(.y for me*. ¢
bllt none know be“er lhan l dO, '.he lOﬂg alld the good old paqtor could hardly Spf’ak, Sir, f‘)r :";
short of it.” [minutes. ~ In the meantime, the dying lad ﬁ”.r
¢ Well John,” T replied, drawing nearer to bim, roam with his mounings. At length the voic® ”
and putting on a countenance of as grave a charac- minister was heard: * This is a faithful say“'gv‘}
ter as tha old man’s self-important commuuication’:wnrthy of all men tobe received, that Jesu® ’
allowed of, ‘what is the bistory of this perished came into the world to save sinpers. ‘0P
child of morality ?’ ‘Him not,” said the dying youth; 1 despi-"""‘l ;
‘ Aye, perished indeed!” sa'd John, ° you may well I ridiculed Him, I trampled under my feet ‘h‘ﬁ’g
say that: perished in body and in soul too, Sir, I fesr. that he had shed fot me; and now —On! no? o
Hewas a good man’s con, Sir, and the more’s the place for repentance, though I seek it with 1¢% g
pity: but you know, it is’nt of blood, nor yet of the.Qur good minister tried to calm him, but 3"
will of man. * He will bave mercy upon whom be|Those awful passages of Scripture which spe?
will have mercy, end whom he will he hardencth.’ everlusting wrath of GGod upon his enemied " ff
But he bad his day of grace, and his mears of grace like a torrent upon the dyiog man’s memotJ: il

Ithe pulpit yonder.

nor thingsi

them, He was taught the Scriptures, Sir, lrom a
child. Many a goodly sermon has be heard from
At first the neighbours thought
that much good would come of him; and ofien had
our old minister laid Lis hand upon bis head, and
praised him for the widom of his youth.~ But it all
passed away, Sir, like the early dew, as the Scrip-
tures say. Ashe grew up, he got connected with
some free-thinkers. They used to meet of a night,
at the Falkland’s Arms, down by the road side; snd
awful doings they bad at those meetings of theirs,--
One night, Sir—it was blowing a8 hurricane, aud |
wonder the house did’nt topple upon their heads—
they had got the Bible fastened to a string and were
roasting it hefore the fire, Well, Sir, they argued
all the poor lad’s good out of his head. Did you ever
hear ofa book that’ssaid to be writtenby Tom Paiage,
Sir ? o

-1 have heard of it,’ said I,
tion of blasphemy itis.’ ,

¢ Well, that they called their Bible, Sir; and they
ased to read a chapter of it every night, after the
first three quarts were done. But to speak of the
poor lad that’s lying down Lelow there: oft and again

!

‘and a sad produc-

and told him that the ¢ end of such things was death.’
But be only laughed at them, and told them that he
had learned to know better—that he was’nt such a
fool as to belleve in a future state—and that when
death came, there was an end of body and soul too.
I think he called it ¢ annibilation,” Sir.

notion that he exchanged bis hope of heaven?’

¢ For nothing better, Sir;’ replied tbe old man,
‘ and stoutly would he contend for it. Indeed, at
last, be seemed given up to believe a li~.
came upon warning—afHiction upon affliction—but
he was none the better for it.’

¢ Well,? said I, ¢and how did it end John?’

¢ Awfully, Sir,” suid the old man, ¢ It was on s
cold winter’s night. 1 remember it well, S8ir. The
slect had been coming down all day, and a thick
snow-storm had set in at evering: you could hardly
see your hand before you, it was so wild and gloomy.
Some one knocked at my door, * Who is there?’
ssid I. ¢ Oh! John Hodges,’ said the man, ¢ do you
thivk you conld get the minister to come to the poor
lad that’s dying down yonder? He’s in a dreadful
state, John.” * Come in, man,’ said I, ¢ and I'll go
with you, as soon as I've wrapped my old coat a-
bout me.” Well, Sir, off we set to the minister.
He was preparing to lie down to rest; but as soon
as be knew our errand, ¢ Go with you! said he, ¢ |
should be an unworthy servant of my Master, ifl
shrunk from any of bis work. Come John,’ said he,
“ let us seek this lost sheep.” Of we set, Sir; and
many a time did I think we should uever ind the way
to the lady’s dwelling. ~ Bot our minister bore the
storm bravely. ¢ It’s but a Lttle thing,’ said he, ¢ to
the storm of God’s wrath, Joho.’—~When we got to
the dyiag lad’s bed-side—I call bim a Jad, Sir, but
he was at that time some two or three and twenty
— Oh!the borror that was upon hiscountenance! He
was as pale, Sir, as desth itself. [lis free-thinking
companions bad all fled  away from him: the scene
was too borrid fur them, As soon as the minister

did his friends warn him of the danger of such doings,

¢ Poor youth! said 1, < and was it forthis miserable

Warning,

notwith-tanding; and an awful use did he make of is laughing at me,’said he; ‘He is mockiog

‘cry but he heareth not; He bath a controver™ 4
ime; beavenis barred against me; the pit OP‘?“O',}
month to swallow me up. Woe, woe, woe ‘;’;"0'
for I shall eoon make my bed in hell?  The deés g
earthly tane in which be spoke these last w0 Y
made my blood run cold,  We kneeled doww ¥y
but we had not been long upoun our knees, b
started from his piilow, ¢It’s of no use,’ et
¢ it’s of nouse. For hLeaven’s sake, pray 10 ‘
it only makes me worse. 1 am going—MOLT
save me!” We heard no more, Sir. His V"-c&’
tled in his throat, and before we could ‘_50“1 i
thougbts, he was gone!’—Cotlage Magaziné- " -
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SUPPORT OF THE FUTURE 0!-'3‘-;

Messrs. Editors,

In your paper of August 9th, I proposed a pls® J
if adopted, would in my epinion greatly contribute%
the future prosperity of the Church. The smell P @
iland thus given for the supportof religion o %0 4
‘parts, might, at some future period, be sold, and ¥ ¢
ceeds applied to the purchase of a suitable gleb’a‘!
‘sidence for the Rector, and as the present clergl. ;‘#
'ver expect to derive much benefit from grants oft
EI think they may very easily,and even boldly: ‘ﬁ}
|their friends and acquaintances who are posse?™ ./
landed property not to forget the homse of God 184> f
moments, or while making their wills. * Ir doin§ ‘,l;ﬁd'
.would be working for posterity, and for trans®' ,}
ithe future generations the blessings of the G ',,f

‘none but unworthy members of the church could ¢
cuse them of any interested motives.

I have, however, thought of another plan, which» f 4
ed to the other, I am sure would soon put tbe "n,“ ’
bove the precarious and dependant state in "E‘:wl'
must ba,while her clergy have to depend upon th® 4/
tary principle.” This is what I should like to%"". s
that the Diocesan Church Society would appr®?
large portion of the funds in'procuring glebes, 8%
ing houses for the ministers, in all those places ‘Vh.l o
none. By doing a liltle every year towards "h!:‘;y
might, in a few years, endow many new parishe®*.
lay the best foundation for their future welfare: eoﬁ'
be said that land is poor,and requires as much &V, |
working it as it is worth, but that will not ﬂl“”y’c,d
case. The day will no doubt come when fifty .‘14
cultivable land would be a great blessingto a P‘wr -@J

man, and would go far towards supporting be' P
his family above beggary. Let the friends of ! bet vj
both clerical and lay, consider this; and 1na¥ ¢ 1id

rected fronr on high to lay the foundation of ® s ,i’
sure mainteaance for the successors of the pi'“en
ters of our holy altars.

I remain, Messrs. Editors, yours, &¢- o
A Cuors?”

September, 1838.




