" . Her beauteous face. ‘The sun lovked ont and tinged

" A tother’s kiss, warm from her slecping child,
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‘THE storm had passed, and earth, robed in her green,
Siniled on as if no sin or sorrow marr’d

The rainbow. Lustre to the drops that decked
The cotuage vines he guve, and bathed in goid
‘The cily spires and whitened distant sails.
Yet ¢’en amid such loveliness, caine Death !

Our fricadly host obeyed the sufl’rer’s call,
And soon we found a widow bending o’er
Her lone, sick child.

* Mid Seotland’s happy hills,
She little dreamed that she would ¢er be left
So desolate in a far distant land.
She spoke of lirst acquaintance,—Me had found
Their door in (ormer years, as theough the streets
He searched 10 bring young souls to Christ.
sought
Their inlant son and daughter, and he pled
So kindly that cuch hand soon led a prize.

Lle

Ere long th: mother followed them, and found
In that frequented place of prayer, sweel peacc.

Months passcd ;—uand then the blight of sickness
blanched

The daughter’s features.  “ Mother, I shall die.”
She faintly said, ©“ Send for the teacher soor ;>
And sweet discourse still cheered the mourners round.
"I'he luther, long a stranger to his God,
She then besought to kneel beside her bed
‘Ihat she might pray for him ; and then she clasped
Her tiny hands upon her breast, and closed
lier eyes 5 and long, whea voice had fail’d, she pressed
With moving lips, her fervent suit on high.

At length she whispered, ¢ Mother, when you sce
Death nesr—and 1 am silent—sweetly talk
Of Heaven till ¥ am gone—fur T may HEAR
E’en though I cannot speak.”” Like Innocence
Upon its motlier’s breast, sithoul a groan
She softly fell asleep.

A year rolt’d round,
And wastzed by discasc the father lay
Without a hope of heaven. Yel even then,
Ilis child’s last look—her dying peayer for hitn,
And the soft pressure of her chilly hund
Were fresh as yesterdey—and he betimes
Would weep ;—She bore the message sent by God
T'o ransom him. He ulso dicd in peace.

Yet to that widowed heart oXE EARTIILY JO¥
Remuined-=her gentle boy ;—and as the vine,
That wreathes its tendrils rousd a lovely flower,
To shield it from the blast, and share its fate,’
She fondly clung to him. e only eharcd
Her loneliness 3 and he was all the world
Toher. And oft she sought his bed at night
To see if his young limbs were chilled, or watch
His breathing,—it might be to steal a kiss——

Anon ghe gazed with look of love, and dreamed
Of huppy days, when he, to manhood grown,
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And features delicate reminded her
Of ks last father==and 3o well e eaught

The mantle of his sister’s loveliness,

‘That something seemed 1o whisper, that Ceail form
Aud sweetness were nod tong Cor this rongh world

Just fear ! We came to view her dying child
The sting of death was gone,~~1lis look was calm
As sunsetj and his placid eye, scemed fixed
As il it dwelt upon some vision blest
Of hov’ring angels.  Feom his (alt’ring lips
There came sweat words == Jesus is precious--ail
1s well ——1{c asked what hour the clock had struek—
‘Then whispered, ¢ 1 am ready.”  As Lhe souhd
Of distant musie Caintly dics away
He gently breathed his last.

No pageantry
Adyrned the burial.  Graecfully there came”
A lengthendd train of yoush and little ones
All peatly clad 3 und child like forns sustained
“Their elassmate’s bice.  With kindest care the raoks
Were warshalled by an aged lorm, who scemud
The worthy shepherd of the lovely flock.
They gathered round the grave, and brightesteyes
And airest faces in the youthtul throng
Werermet with gushivg teavs 3—=and when the shock
Was.past, they sang a sweetly plaintive air,
And infarit.voices chimed in harmony,
As (hough they had beew Lraining for the clme
Where death and tears arc not. O, surcly praise
Irom such young guileless hearts is heard o high!

Strange eloguence was ia that seenc ! Tt seetoed
To tell us that the wnxious toil of years
Was not iy vain, and plead with ns alresh
To point these heirs of ingrey to the Lamb !

The mother dwells alonc—yet not alone=-
She has 2 CONSTANT FRIEND--the Widow's God ;
Her pale, thin form still totters to the house
Of prayer. Her speech is all of heaven. She longs
Not for her home across the deep--but one
Above--and deems that ere the flowers of spring
Shall come, she will have joined the company
Of loved ones gone belore.

Oh who can tell
The ropture when that band at Jast shall meet
Their teacher in the land where Death no more
Shall sever—and shall greet this messenger

Of mercy known on carth before the Throne !
4. W, CORSON, M.D.

ICE EXTRACTS.

CHO

Tue Cuworex or Licur.—Well may it b
said, * the children of this world are in their genera’
tion wiser than the children 6f light,””  Should nat
their endeavours stimulale you to esertion to obtain
e object of your desires 2 Is it not an objeet infin-
itely more worthy ofall the zaal snd cnergy that can
be cxpended on its behalf, than all the gold that mis-
er ever dreamed of. or all the glory that ever ambition
aspired alter, or all the huppiness that the ter:derest
carthly Jove excr poured into the human heart 7 What
are ull the riches of tho carrh, compared with the an-
searchable riches of Christ 3. What is all the glory of
the world comparcd with the crown of glory which
fadeth rot away ¢ hat Is all the happiness of
curthly love, compared with thut which flows from the
Jove of God shed abrond in the heart by. the 1icly
Ghost : with the fulness of joy in his presence in
heaven, or with tho forctaste of that fulncss, which
conformity 1o his will und charocler on carth supplies.

Might be her stay ;—And yet his thoughtful look,
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THOUGIIS oX PEATLL,

br is truly anazing e multitudes that die,
- Thou carriest them away a3 with a lood.”?
Neventy  thousend die every dey, ahout filiy
every minute, ticatly one every secomd, passing
over the verwe.  Lile is like asticam made up
of human beings, pouting on, and rushing over
the brink inte eternity. - Are all these blessed ?
Ahy no, ¢ flessed er6 those who die in the Lord.”?
OF all the vast multitude continually poucing in-
to the eternal world, a hitle company wlone have
savinzly believed on Jesus, & Staitis the gate
and narrow is the way that leadethy unto life and
Jew there be that find it It is not all ihe deaid
who are blessed.  There is no blessing on the
Christless dead 5 they rush into an undone ctecs
nity, unpard ned, nnholy.  Yon may put their
budy in g splendid cothn,you may print their name
in sitver on the lid 5 you may bing the well at-
tired company of mourners 1o the funeral in suils
of soleinn black 5 you may lay the coifin slowly
in the g.ave ; yon may spread the grecunest seail
above it you may train the swectest flowers to
wrow overity you may cul a white stone, amd
grave a gentle epitaph to their memory ;—sull it
is but the funeral el a dammed soul. You cannot
write blessed where God bas wiitten % cursed.”
¢ He that helieveth shall be saved, he that be-
lieveth not shall be dammed.?”—7b.

FASTIDIOUSNESS IN THE CHURCHES.
Turrk ls a growing dispetition w say, “1 am ol
Paul, and [ of Apollos, and 1 of Cephas.”  Therc is
an increasing demand for fine preaches; for popular
men 3 that s, popular as oralors, not as preachers.
When Darvid listened to Nathan, all his admiration
of the prophet was ehanged 10 penitential sorrow.
Probably Felix anticipated an intellcetnal feast when
Laul was to be brought betore him. e kuew that
the apustle was Jearncd and cloguent, and as he was
a prisoner, probably wonld not dare to meddle with
the conscience of his judze.  But when “Paul rea-
soncd of righteousness, temperanee, and a judgment
10 comne, Felix trembled.” A1 his admiration was
forgotien, while conacicnce was arouscd. It is a
doubitut compliment to a minister, that ho is adiir-
ed. 'The praises of his heareis way be his condem-
nation. sien should forget the preacher in the au-
fully scleom circumstances of theiv condition.  The
eternal truth, which the preacher communicates,
should uecupy all theie thouzhis. ‘The adorable Re-
deemer should bet the noonday sun, in which the
preacher’s light, like that of the star, is lost. My
brethren, we ouzht to make the sacrifice of personal
feclings, and commenl oursclies to the consciences
of our hearers.—Ree, B. Minor.

Tue Suy ay EMBLEM oF TUE RESURRECTION,
—When 1 see the heavenly sun buricd under carth in
the ¢vening of the day, and in the morning to find re-
surrcciion o his glory, why, think 1, may not the
sons of heaven, buried in the earth, and in the even-
ing of their days, expeet the inormng of their glorious
resurrcction 1 Each nizht is bt the past day’s fu-
neraly and the morning his resuriecticn s why, then,
should sur funeral sleep be other than our sleep at
night; why should we not as well awake to our re-
surrection as in the morning ! 1 see night is yather
an intcrmission of day than a deprivation, and death
rather borrows our life of us tha: robs us ofit.

A Quepv.—1Wercany of Walter Scolt’s readers '
ever made belter men or women by lis fictions ?
We rather fear, on the contrary, he has done great ih-
jury, by ridiculing the simpe, bul L:rvent piety of the
Puritans ; always representing them as ignorant fan~
atics, or asdownright hypocrites.  Experimental ged-
lincss, In Scot’s view, is always cant; while the
caralicrs, who really scoffed at all religion, are his
zeatlemen Christians.—N. Y. Jdvocale.

Thou mayest as reasonably expect to be well and
al easc without health, as Lo be bappy without holi-
ness.




