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The houro twhete Ellzabeth was born —Credit Mlssfon,
ELIZABETH JONES.
Elizabeth was a little Indian girl, the

« And’other little graves are there,
Water'd with fondest tears;
Nature stifl weeps—faith cries, Forbear,

daughter of Mr. John Jones. [let futher’ And hope’s bright etar appenre,

was brother to the Rev. I‘eter Jones, well
known as a missionury among tlic Indians
of Upper Canadu. ‘The mother of Eliza-
beth, whose maiden name was Christinna
Brandt, was a granddaughter of Cupmin‘
Brandt, a noted Indian chief. El(;znbeth;s -
moather wos a woman of goud understand-’ 10 STVPT
ing, amiable dispositiong, and plensant’ THE BLIND GIRL’S Ll?'l TER.
manners, Her house was the abode of - There isat present, residing in the New
peace and comfort, and her family were York Asylum tor the Blind, a young lady
trained up in the nurture and admonition {rom Roche-ster, r.)lj rare tlu‘lem and accom-
of the Lord. E'izabeth was made an plishment in writing. The composition
corly partaker of divine grace, and by an of some parts of her letters that have been
unexpected providence was eariy removed published, we have never scen surpassed
from the transitory scences of this pre-!in those points which touch feelingly, the
sent life. to her heavenly Euther’s house!heart, and move aflectingly the sensibili-
above. . ties. The following late production which
The day on which her earthly course!we take {from the Duily Advertiser of Sa-
tarminated she arose in good health, and turday last, is full of the most beautiful
sezemed to feel an uncommon degree ol strains.  She’writes—
joyousness and elasticity of spirits, which] « This hour I sit me down to write you
the freshness of a clear Canadian atmos-| in a little world of sweet sounds. The
phere in the month of November was cal-! choir in the chapel are chanting at the
culated to inspire. organ, their evening hymn—across the
About noon she remarkeqd how beautiful hall a little group with the piano and flute
g:i dgzc;vsz:s,mm‘;d 1:s1§)c(d (;f shtihrzlf(li}l‘g;l:s ; ;n-; turlx:in  the vell-y atm?sphgre imt? me-
omed wa ver ¢ ody 3 but Fanny the poctess, is not there.
bridge.  After being properly dressed shey Ma);; weeks h)::r halz-p and guitar have
went forth with buoyum spirils and na been uns[rung' and we fear the hand of
cheerful eountenance. But shie returned | consumption is stealing her gegtle spirit
no ‘UIOTO« There was a hole in tl}e brldge away. .In a.ror_,m b?'?“:, SO(n? t}ve"(y
::el?f er:s;lc:nlzls“l::i'? f:;nl‘)e g:cni;:l‘oo':;‘g;)n); liule b]_m;] girls uret joxr;mg their snlvml‘;v
e voices in tones sweet and pure as angel’s
its place, and it is supposed that she must whispers. And ali! herepcomes one%vho
have been looking another way, andslip-| has strayed from their number the twen-
ed m{;}:sh the gwle into the stream be-) teth time to-day, clambering heréittle
ow, us, without a moment’s warning, 'arms about my neck for a kiss. Earth
she was snatched away by the relentless has no trensurg so heavenly as the love of
hand of death. a sinless child. Man seldom welcomes
Her body was afterward found in an vou farther than the fair vestibule of his
eddy near one of the piers which support{ heart —but a child invites you within the
:;:0 ;”:quﬂ, l{?ld was dece;n!y .5“‘9‘89%3“ temple, where alone the incense of sell-
8 indian villago near the river Credit. | fess luve burns upon its own altar.
Six little girlsgcurried her in her coffin  «« Pis evcnin:——lhc moon-beams glad-
from the chapel 10 the grave, four follow-!den all the hills, the stars are out and I
ing, bearing in their hands sprigs oever-}see them not—once my poor eyes loved
green, which they threw on the coffin after {10 watch those wheeling orbs, till they
it was laid in the grave. seemed joyous spirits bathing in the holy
“ And there, upon her quict tomb, light of the clear upper skies : but now
Shaded by forest trees, they are not lost to me; fancy witha
The wild flowers which she loved will bicam, | Sou1-lit look, often wanders in the halls of
Faun'd by the summaos’s bréeze. memory, where hang duguerctypes ef all

¢ Sp when our silent footsteps stray,
And watch the grave’s repose,
Thus star shull point our heaven-ward way
And dissipate our wocs.*’

e

that is bright and beautiful in nature, from
tho lowest flower that unfolds its portals
to the sunbeams, up t6 the cloud-capt
mountains, and the regions of the starry
sky—whence she plumes her pinions,
boldly entering upon new and untried re-
gions of thought, passes the bounduries of
the unseen to far-off fields where + Deity
geomatrizes,” and nebular worlds are ever
springing into new life and glory——ond
upwards still, to the spirit land, whereall
are blessed and lost in present joys, till
happiness, forgetful, numbers not the
hours. There my thoughts love to lin="
ger, till, with the angels, 1 scem to come
and go, wandering by joy’s willing foun.
tains and glad rivers of delight,

‘s But oh! this is truth and not fancy.
My life is o ¢night of years,’ and my
path is a sepulchred way; cn one side
sleeps my friend, and on the other lies
buried for ever a world of light, and all its
rays revealed ; the smiles of the friends
and all their looks of love, with which the
heart knows no morning. The Saviour
wept at the grave of his friend, and [
know he doés not chide these tears ; they
are the impearled dews of feeling that
gather round asorrowed heart. But where
God sends one angel to afflict, he always
sends many more to comfort, so I have
many angel friends who love me well.
‘Their gentle hands lead me by plensant
ways, and their tuneful voicesread to tne,
and the kindness of their words make my
heart better. Ob! tell me s when sums
mer gladdens the world, and vacation
gladdens me, shall I agajn be on the.banks
of the Geneseg, the whileloved and bless- -
ed by the warm hearts of Rachester 1

>
s

MORNING PRAYER FOR A CHID.

The Lord hath kept me thrgugh the night,
And brought me tothe morning light ;
¢ Oh may he keep me all this day,
. And make me walk in his good way.
>~ " .'4".
*  From the Watchman af rh;‘@’iﬂws_’.

EVENING PRAYER.

Hark, a whisper gently stealing
On the breath of evening’s air,

See them reverently kneeling
In the attitude of prayer.

When the dew comes to the flower,
When the zephyr whiepers sweet,
Go then to your quiet bower;
Go, and there your Savicur meet.

When the busy day is closing,
When the thingsof earth grow dim,
Then the heart on God reposing,
Consecrates its all to him.

Oh ! there's somethiag in this hoar,
Calling forth the inmost soul,

It is a mysterious power
‘That the mind cannot control.

There is something o’er it stealing,
*Tis an influence from above,

Bathing every thought and feeling,
In a tide'of holy love.



