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TUE HOUR 0F PRAYER. j

How quieiy the stili hour of twvilighit, steaisi
on. The sun's last golden ray, .àvhicli lingered
zo long upon the castern mouaitain, as, "if part-

Sgwere sw¶eet sorrow," bas disappearec.-
li-e Iast rosy tint is fading from the evoning

floud. A deeper shadow seuties over the val-
k>y. One by one Ilnigbî's unwearied watch-
Ps sitineoOut in their Ilfar off depths.' Thea

bird folds ils wcary tving wiîlîin ils litîle 'aest.
The murmur of tlîe bee is stil!. "lThe bcisy
bim of man" is hushed. For abrief opacetlie
iestless world reposes. It is the hour of pray-
a7 and meditation--the Sabbaîh of the day.

"Ail is so still, so soft in earth and air,
You. scarce wvou1d stant 10 mccl a spirit thcre;
Securo, ilînt natight of evi! coulci deliglt
To walk in such a sconie on sucît a nigh.'

It breathes ils own blessed quiet over the
Chistian's spirit, and disposes him to deep

ý-earnest communings wiîh himseîf, andi
muthhs ailier. The world looses its liold

ppon lus heart; wealih, pleasures, honours,
1arh's vain array, seemn now but what 1h03'
are--illusions, fleîing shiadove. Cares and
vrexations, ivhiclh, perhaps, too much occîîpied
his minci, and rufflcd bis temper during the
ay, now sink mbt thoir real insignifcance.-
le lifts his cyes to tho magnificent firmament

Ïbove him, and feels lie is but a speck, an atom,
in the vast croation; ho thinks of his immor-
tal s~pirit, and the priceless raasomn paid for it,
and knows it outweighls the worth of -%vorlds.

Thon serions, but plas-ant tbouaghîs possess'
bis mnd ; 111e rnpid fligbm. of time-how soon
its last hour shaîl have sîruck for him; and
his ransomcd spirit, breathing ils hast prayL.r,
and dropping ils frail tabernacle, shail risc to
als blissful home in hoaven. Oh, whint liglit
break-s upon the combl what an effulgence of
glory hennis beyond il! Bis is indced the
common lot, «"ashies to ashmes, dust to dustl"
and the clods of the valley are pilcd uipon bis
once living, breaîlmingy formn. But what thon!
I is only îhe sexselcss clay wvhicli niouldcrs

there, death cannot touch time imamortal spirit;
that is flot slurouded in the grave.

But the îwilight fades, darkness gathers, a
deeper silence pervades ail nature. It 15 10
himn the IlstilI small 'voice"l ofiuis Patlmer, nde
ho Il wraps bis face in lis ma-nîlo," and bows
down in pra yer.

Thoe isa power in tho voicciess eloqiiencc
of the imour even for the wonlding. lis gencie
influence, Ilke a plessenger from Heaven,

breathes on his unquitt spirit, andi the war-
ring elements thin are hiushoid. Unvonted
flhonghîs press upon his minci. The bubbles
hoe lias just been 50 eagerly pllrsuing, seem now
bzet bubbles. He throws back a hasty glance
to ivasteci weeks9, months, ycars, ihl arogone
like a vision of thae nigbit neyer to Le recalleci.
Life, lafe, oh whiat a very vapour 'tis; a qiîick-
ly passing dream ; toil and care, jealousy arnd
strife, hopes andi fears, a weary struggcle for
sonie unsubstantial gooci, have made up al-
most its sum. Ah, how soldom are its early
promises fulfilktd; and even if they were, even
if the world spruad ail ils gifîs bcfore mon, yet
thoy ait transient as the sum-mer clouci, and
meli away like the mnorning dew. Yes, tlie
Christian has ohosen l"the better part; lebis
hope sal not fade away. Wcll, wcl, whoen
1 have rcached that onviedci lcvation, ivhcn 1
have gathered a little more wvoalth, when 1
have brought a few moro worldly schomnes to
a successful lermination, ilion my affcctions-
shall loose thicir holci tpon the world; 1 w'ill
think of serious thing-s; 1 wiIl bo a Chîristian.

hl, hotv many have such promises, and-
such reasonings, beguiled of lîea-von!

THE AMARAINTT.
TO OUR READERS.

TuE present ruumber terminales the SEconme
yezir of the existence of Tim~ AmARAa'TH. The7
prccaious perioci of its infancy is nowv passedi,
and the vigour of uts endurance and stability of
ils constitution, have bt2en fairly provc.-
Thrinks 10 our generolis conîributors for their
kindly aid in thus clierishuing and imparting,
ccr,,y and lifu 10 our youthfül periodical.

The pages of the Arnaranth have furnishied
lionourable tcsciizîony of the Literary acquire-
monts of our numocrous corrcspondents; i.heir
efforts have mct %vith the most gratifyingcoma-
inondation from a varieîy of sources, wvherer
the taste of the criîic lias been highly caltivated,
and at tho sanie lime his judgincnt has been
loft, caîircly unbiased by any partial estimation
whîich lie migli tentercain for thîcvarious oiia-
ail artficles whieh have orn-.mexaîed our pagest
fromn a personal acquainlanco willt tho ivriters--
as from Easternri nd Wnestern Canada, and
from Nova-Scolia, have emnnated the Most
graîifying approvols; and in citlier of tîmese
Provinces xnost of our valued contributors arc
personahly unknown. WVc ned xaot inform.
our escecmed corrcsponcnas of how much
pleasuro we bave dcrived in perusing thceo


