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THE AMARANTH.

Tre Bressixé o A Provs MoTHER.—A
vetrospective view of the mercies of the Lord,
hallowed by the heert’s grateful emotions,
must ever be esteemed by the christian as a
choice source of joy, causing ‘lum throughout
his pilgrimage to sing,

“Earth hasno sorrow thathecavencannotheal.”
To trace with the natural eye the manifesta-
tions of nfinite wisdom, power, and Jove, in
our own planet, and 1n the bright and beauti-
ful worlds around us, 1s wdeed a high duty and
privilege, for the earth and *the Heavens de-
clare the glory of God.” o trace the same
hand of wisdom and love i all the guidance
of the poor pilgrun from thecity of destruction
10 the Mount Zion of cternal glory, is a duty
and a piivilege of a more cxeellent character,
unfolding to the contemplative mind more
varied kindness and muluplied adaptations of
heavenly wisdom, love, and power, to the in-
numerable weaknesscs, wants, and unworthi-
ness of the vessels of mercy which our Father
has “prepared unio glory.” Among these
blessed means of grace, the favour of a holy
mother, nexst to the gifts of the Sen and Spirit
of Gad, 1s pre-eminent; the relation she sus-
tains in the department of the earliest training
of the intelligent and moral being forming, in-
strumentally, character for earth and Heaven,
involves a responsibiity and conscquences
which can be properly csumated enly in the
clear perception and, vivid unpressions of the
awful realwes of the eternal staie. To the
praise of eternal love, the writer of this irper-
fect article bears lis feeble testimony to the
expresstble value of a prous mother.  Whilst
now she mugles her hoher praises with those
of the spirits of the just made perfect, he de-
lights 10 rause hishumble notes for the prayers,
the tears, and the counsels of her, who in in-
faney, chiwlood, youth, and in wankood, too,
watched over him with a sohicitude pesuliar 10
a mother's love. Often when his heart bas
been cheered amd hife’s woes with the hopeof
clernal rest, has he traced that hope to the di-
vine mercy flowing m the wmstruactions, the re-
bukes, and the pleadings of parental love.—
Often has the touchng ot this chord inspired
Tus cold heart with ardent grautude and joy,
_ calling forth contrition for past delinquencies,

and animating hin to endure hardness as a

good soldier of Jesus Christ. Dehghtful, in-

deed, 15 the calm retraspective view of this

valuable favour. To thunk of the hour when,

lying at the fountam of nfant nour:shwrieat,

the maternal prayer ascended on his behalf'

of the hour when the folly of cinldhood was

checked by faithful correction, and the
versity of youth rebuked by holy counsel;
especially of the hour, thrice blessed, whene
efficiency of divine grace secured to the
means the result of holy penitence and fach
these are reminiscences more precious to k
soul than the gold of Ophir. In the come
plation of them he still loves tolinger. Asy
daunghter of the Egyptian monarch said to i
mother of Moscs, so God saith to every m
ther—“Take this child and nurse it for &
and 1 will give thee thy wages.” How
perative the command! How solemn
charge! How encouraging the promise!
Who can estimate the thrilling joy of thatr
ther, wh», by divine favour, shall stand z
cepted at the last tnibunal, saying, * Here 2
1 and the children that thou hast given me
Who can adequately imagine the emotions
that wretched mother, who, on tlxata\vfulda,
must hear, in unison with that dreadful sou
““depart,” the curses of her own children i
cducating them for earth and hell instead
Heaven!
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TIHE FATE OF WAR.

1 saw him go, with a swelliag heart,
From the home of his early years,

As he proudly grasped lus father’s sword,
Yet wet with a mother’s tears.

A sad smile played o’er his youthful face,
As he turned from his home at last;

Ard the hamlet poured its gazers forth,
‘T'o bid him adicu as he passed.

I saw Lim again, on the battle field,
At the head of a chosen band ;

But othicr drops now stained the blade
He bore in his ardent hand.

That fair face, once a mother’s pride,
Was marked with the foeman’s gore;

And his war-horse pawed the bloody plas
As if proud of the load he bore.

I saw him again, when the ficld was won,
And where was the soldier then?

Hesleptwith thebrave, that sleep from whie:
He ne'er shail awake agamn.

Long, long, may the childless mother wecp
And the hamlet long may deplore;

Bat, alas?! 10 the home of his carly years,
That wartrior returns no more.
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Noentertainmentis so cheap as reading, ne:
any pleasure so Jasting.



