Oy gy pes

THE WEEKLY MIRROR.

‘ Doth God care for oxen 77 Yes, and for '

all tho creatures he has made ; and his ten-
der moraies are over all his works,

The earth, in the time of harvest, islike s
large hanqueting board profusely spread ;
and the bountiful Giver sends out, as it
were, inte tho highways and hedges, and
compels his creatures to come and partake
of the feast which he has Prcvi(lod for man,
for bird, and for beast. ‘Thenitisthat the
inhabitants of the country ave seen ; then it
is that the farm-houses and cottages pour
forth their inmates into the field, and every
hand is engaged in gathering in the abund-
ance that coversthe face of the land. There
is, however, something in the very midst of
"this abundance to oppress the spirit : and
that is the knowledge that a few only, of
the maay who are employed in gathering in
the harvest, are thankful to the «¢ Lord of the
harvest” for his abundant bounty. How
many a farmer, whose barns are filled with

lenty, never offers the praisesof u grateful
eart to Him who giveth ¢ seed-time and
harvest,” and health and strength to gather
the grain into the garner? llow many a
labourer avhose garden has yielded abund-
antly, whosg health has been prescrved,
whose wages have been duly paid, aud whe
is provided for the coming winter, never
thinks of bending lis kuee in humble ac-
knowledgement of his unworthiness, nor
2aises a song of praise to the bountiful Be-
:stower of all his comforts !
" #Thad wolked for miles through fields of
corn and mendows, gazing witha grateiud
heart on the harvest scenes which surrounded
me, when the sun began te decline. T has-
tened on, having to call at a farm-house
before my return, Now it huppened that
" Esther Williams, one of the Sundayscholars,
was there 3 so, when I veturned, Esther and
X walked together.

Esther is a weakly timorous child, but it
leases God -often, of his mercy, to give to
is creatures one gift, to make amends for

the absence of another. Esther is one of
the most submissive chi'dien I evcr knew;;
not only.to the dispens.tions of ¢ied, but
also under the little daily trials wiuch often
make bolder children very unhappy.  When
sheis rebuked, she takes it patiently, whe-
ther she be in fault or not; nud thus patient,
submissive spirit, keeps her in peace v hen
others are in troubl¢e. TFor two yearsshe
wasconfined to her bed, and it was thought
that she would never rise from it in
health. During that timeI saw muchof her.
Many are the hours which I have passed by
the sick bed of little Esther ; where her pa-
4ience and submission have instructed me,
while 1 endeavqured to give her comfortend
-instruction.

e had proceeded abont a mile, when
the sky, which had for sowe time before
Decu unusually gloomy, assumed au appear-
ance somewhat fearful. ‘The day hed been
very hot, and even Hien, ot eventide, 1t was

closo and sultry, Not a breuth of air was
stirring, and every now and then I saw roor
Esther’s eyes directedl to the darkened hea-
vens, It was not a diwk cloud here and
thore, such as are seen frequently in summer
time before n storm, but an overwhelming
gloum, covering three parts of the heavens,
and rapidly roliing alongover theremamder.
The cattle were seen huddhing together un-
der the trees; for though not a drop of zain
had yet descended, there scemed a sort of
suspense hanging i the heavens, which
neither man nor beast could nusunderstand.
Just as we reached the knolly ground by the
river-side, a big drop or two hegan to fall,
and I looked about for a sheltering tree ;
for the umbrella which } had with me was
not sufficiently large to shelter Esther aund
mysell’ in the coming storm. There wasa
hovel at no great distance ; but before we
reached it we were told in a voice of thuncler,
that the Almighty was abroad with bis
storms. Sucha clap of thunder I never re-
member to have heard.  Itseemed directly
over our heads,and very near us; and Esther
clung to me as though I could protect her.
Poor cluld ? I was asdefenceless as herself
*¢ The Lurd,” said 1, ¢ Esther, is nigh unto
all them that call upun him; to all that eall
upon himin truth,”  We werestandng un-
der the extended boughs of two large elm
trees. 1 knew that it was dangerous to
stand undera tree, on account of the light-
ning, which is frequently attzacted by trees;
but ali at once the rain hiad descended hikea
deluge, so that we were glad of the refuge
afforded us by the branches. Thelightmng
came flashing acuuml, as though cututnissi-
oned to wither the trees above us; and
agam such thundcr claps, thay pooer Esther,
who stood on alnlleck under the trees, lean-
ingz against we, Lid ber face, % kaowat
comes frum God.” sadshe ; ““butitis very
ternble” ¢ X es, Esther, butthe same Goa
whose lighining and Wunderare now afilict-
g the earth, <o loved the world that he
sent his oven Son, Jesus Christ, to die fur us.
Qught we not, then, to trustin s nwerey
and compasston 2”1 could hear Esther’s
brolen voice every now and then, and 1
knew that she was putting up a prayerto
the Father of miercies,  Itis an cacellent
vxhortation given by the Apesile James,
“Js any amoug you afificted ? let hi
praz.” Teritis wonderful huw the heéart is
relicved by pouring out its surtuws befurethe
throne of grace, and casting its burdens up-
on Riin who has promied to sgstam thea,
Two Lours we remawed underthe trees in
that teruble tempest © but though we wero
¢renched to the skin; though the lizhtuing
wasasfire arcundus,  ng hright ihe dark
surface ofthe running .iver; though-the thun-
der broke over us m crashing peals; the
commands of the Most High were given to
the storm, thata hair of our heads might not
bejured,  * Aud what did yon pray for,
Esther,” snid I, when the tempest had pass-
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ed, “—that thestormmight abate 1 ¢ No,
sir,” shereplied; 1 pmyed that 1 might be
able to submit to God’s 'will, whether I
shonld bestruck with the lightning, ar kept
insafety.” Many tiwes since then have I
thought of the prayer of Esther Williaws, s
a suitable peution to be offered up, notina
tempest of thunder and hghtuing only, but
in every earthly storm and trial. "Flie morn-
ing after the tempest, 1 heard that, at no
great distance from the place where we
stood by the river side, more than tweaty
shcc;) were killed under a tree, by the storm,

We seldom furget those who have shared
danger and aflhction with us; und, since
that storm, I have been drawn more and
wore in my afiections towards hirtte Esther,
May we, ncither of us, ever ccase to be
grateful for our preservation in that terrible
storm, nocto trustin God’s meiey ; butin
overy trial to put up the, prayer, through
Jesus Christ, that we may be able to submut
to Gud’s will, wuether struck by his light-
nings, w1 jnesecved mn safety.  But Xcer-
tamly do not intend to rccommend my
readers to take shelter under trebs, in sucha
case, but would rather recommend them to
push on, thuugh wet to the skin.  Not for-
getting, however, that Gud.alone can gre-
serve them.,

SCENES ON A FIELD OF BATTLE.

Ou the evening of the 13th of s 18—,
Captain William Crawford, after having
looked to the well-being of the remnant of
his troop—sad symbol of glory dearly pur-
chased on the morn !—drew hiscloak around
bim, and once more bent his steps to the
gory field. Many a brave fellow who, but
a {ew hours before, had followed Lim to the
charge, now lay suff and cold ! —others,
with hearts sull clinging to 2 world inwlnch
all their hopes and joys had centred, with
bodhes agomzed with pamn, and minds dis-
tracted Ly surrounding scenes of blood—
now first beheld, yawning to receive them,
that dread eternity, till then so little thought
of ! Tosuen, Crawiord could unly givesa
passing sigh, and ferveut prayer for therr
speedy release from misery, as he past on to
the spot where his devoted regiment had
fought that moramg, m which remiment it
seewed next to miraculous that hie and a few
more should have survived, Itwas asick-
ening sightaround him ; but, as he had scen
such before, he came not to display Ins sen-
sibility, buthuriamty—not to morakze, but
to act—to assist the living, if such there were,
and not to weep for the dead. ¢ It was in
heading the charge,” smd Crawford, % that
St. Clair fell. 1 saw his upraised arm sink
powerlessbyhisside. 1 knewhe wasstruck,
for in another moment his horse rushed
across me without a ridet—it couid not be
far from hence.” Crawford called aloud, ia
hope of some feeble reply, ¢« Edward St.
Clur!  Xlis voice echoed awfully over the
ficld of dead. Again he pronounced the




