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flitted noiselessly as aiv across the path, he hardly rustled the
leaves of the while thoru, a8 he derted umid its close labyrinthe,
and a dropping wote or ¢wo were wll he ultered.  The rural
noouday was almost as still as night-~but of length a murmur
loud and cheerful comes on the downy air, the seivic~ ia the
little chaple of Faithlegg is concluded, and its crrwd of simple wor-
shippers, issue forth, and by their noise -and gaiety, strongly con-:
(rast rational with irrational creation, "Lhe stream, the field, the
cattle, the birds weresilent ; impressed like automatons with the
impuldc of the momeut, the richnessof the season and the noontide
lulled them into repose—nothing but the passing uccidents influen-
ced their thoughtless existence—and they all moved on in accord-
ance with the noiseless diclates of nature,as the shadow movesover
the siguificant dial. Not so rational creation—the sun might
beam, or the storm might rave, they half forgot the circum-

stances, and despite of all, answered the tinkling of the artless.

bell, and bowed in the humble house of prayer before the God of
nature. He was the father of their spirits and they acknowledg-
ed bim ; this spark which united them -wish his throne, despised
the fluctuation of season or time ; it saw an immalerial world far
above the present, aud avowing themselves in act, as but pil.-
grims here, refused to be hound by the worlds fleeting tides;
and acted as subjects of a higher, un universal empire.. Perhaps
the well informed devotee would see much to condemn in their
rude worship, would despise it as gross, and ridicule it a8 unwor-
thy and ineflicacious—so it has ever been, and the cloguent:
Pharisee will not comprehend why the Publican goes down to
his house justificd.—But the spectator uncursed by parly educa-
tion, will see in their distant grasping after purity—in their pro-
found acknowledgment of the excellence of virtue—and in their
vivid hopes of a blessed futurity—-much of the soaring of the im-
mortal miod, much of its undying emotions, crowded and clog-
ged indeed by many uchappy accumul:tions ; but still if not
individually a polestar and a beacon ; coliectively; giving sweet
light to the observer like the distant stars in the milky way of
the heavens. The litle chapel yard was soon crowded by
groups animated enough—their hearty shake hands,and the loud
laugh, told the meeting of friends, who seldom mieet exvept on
such occasions. One or two women had wandered amongithe
head stoaes, and kneeling on thé graves of some loved objects ot
mergory, uttered prayers for their repose—whether necessary:
or not, such seem beautifully philanthropic, and are at least efh-
cacious in blessing the soul of the sincere utterer. Ai.ohe grave
which from its mouldering cross, and the absence of garland, ap-
peared not a recent one, stood a tall eldérly man leaning on &
long staff~-a step irom him, a young Uright ccuntenanced gird
knelt, and looking up to héaven with eyes of unearthly béau-
ty, seemed lost for a momsent in profound and pathetic adjura-
tion, The old man moved slowly {towards the gate of the burial
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