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THE EMIGRANI'S SABBATH.
BY H. HASTINGS WELD.

& Will the bany die, mother 7” _

The inguirer was berselr a child, and the look
of earnest curiosity with which she watched her
mother’s face, to gather from that the reply which
the parent could not speak, testified 10 that pre-
cocity of intelligenee which is the lot of the chil-
dren of the puor. To us this union of malured
perception with juvenile features, is amony the
most painful of the traits which distinguish the

- offpring of those whose every step is a conten-
tion with ohstacles—whose every wvesture seems
a buffet with the world,  But if the face aof the
daughter was painfully interesting, that of the
mother was not less so. Though still young,
toil, anxioty, and care, and above all, grief,  had
marked her countenance with the evidences that
younsg though she niuht be in years, in experi-
ence she had lived ont a lifetime,  She was bend -
ing over the craille of an infant, whose quietsleep
seemed the suspension of its Little beiny, Pale
and wan, khe seemed scarce farther from the grave
than herinfant chaige, in watching whose alinost
inperceptible breatnngs, her whole attention was
absorhed.

¢ Will little sis die now mother 7’ the elder
child again asked. There was a volume of mean-
ing in the tone in which the inquiry was put.— It
expressed the resignation which all in that little
houschold had made—the conviction that tﬁéir
well beloved infant companion was sick wito
death 5 and all that Mary could hope in answer
was, that the momneut of the departure of the in-
fant was not yet—not that instant. A half an
hour seemed a long future—a day seemed years.
Who that has watched the iife of a child wasting
away, has ever forgotten it? ‘The unconscions
sufferer, incapahle alike of appreciating its dan-
ger, or of communicating its feelings to the ear-
nest affection which sarrounds its hed—the meek-
ness of endurance— the supplieating glances from
the eyes of a dying child—oh ! how deeply do
they move the heart. When man sinks from his
strength, or woman wastes from her loveliness
into the arms of death, at each stage of the dis-
ease the invilid can communicate with attendant
friends ; at each pause-like respite in the journey
through the valley of the shadow of death, adieus
may- be re-exchanged between those who are to

art at the grave, bat to meet again beyond it-
gut where the habe in pain, but unconscious from
what cause or 10' what end, looks up imploringly
to her who, though now powerless to aid, has
hitherto been its solace, the mother feels she
counld willingly die with her child, if she could
make the suflerer understand that it is death—the

" death appointed to all—which is slowly bat sure-
ly stilling the pulses of its innucent heart,

So felt the young wife and mother—but still
she spoke not. No sound broke the stiliness of
that house in the forest—no hum of passengers,
no notes of busy life, in Jiscord with the scene,
macked the silent grief of the mother and sister
of the dying child. There was a melancholy
appositeness in the solitmle of the place, and in
the stern natural simplicity without and within
the dwelling. The light vernal winds moved the
branches of the primeval tree of the forest which
shaded the hamble cabin, and, as the sun stole in
between the open door among the leaves, the
shadow of a lesser branch of the tree trembled 1o
and fro upon the infant’s lips as if it emblemed
there tne flicke inz of its breath. This painfully
beauriful thought entered the mind of the mother
—and while she still dwelt upon it, the docr was
darkened—the poetic vision was lost—and her
husband and her brother entered with a nciseless
step.  The boy had plucked a violet in the vain
hope of attracting the child’s attention.—[t had
withered in his hand as he walked, aud while he
stood over the couch, struck with the alteration
which iv a few hours had taken place, he let it
fall upon the pillow. The mother took it up—
she looked at the withered blussom of spring, and
then at the withered flower of her maternal hopes.
‘Turing to her busband, she sunk down upen bis
neek, and wept.

The child was dear to them. Exiled—in part
perhzps a troant disposition, and that reckless
spirit of enterprise and adventure which is char-
acteristic of the American people—they had
wandered far, before they had here pitched their
tent. Accustomed in New England to the com-

forts which industry places within the reach of
all—to the refinement of mind which education
creates—to the social habits whicll the instita-
tions and manners of New England foster—and
above all, to the religious privileges which bless

the descendants of those who sought a new world,

to woiship God after iheir own consciences, the
far Far West for many a weary month seemed to
them a solitude, dreary indeed—but never quite
a solitude. They had early learned that there is
One from whose presence nocreature can ba band-
ished ; and isolated as they were in the mighty
forest, the little family never forgot that He lives,
of whom it is written ¢ [f ] take the wings of the
worning and dwell in the utter most parts of the
sea, even there shall Thy hand lead me, and Thy
right hand shall hold me.”

To mother—to father—to sister—and to the
brother who had accompanied them in their wan-
dering, the birth of that child had heen a new
creation—it had counsecrated for them a new
heme, and created a tie which had bound them
to the spol.  The gift of God’s merey 1o them, it
had been as a ray of light which made the desert
blossom 2s therose.  All their hearts ¢lung to the
little stranger! Every feeble opening of the
precious bud was watched—every elimmer of fu-
ture intellizence in the ¢hild was to them as the
eatnest of coming perfect day. The : miles of its
infantile joy had been the sunshine of their hearts,
The tree before their door appeared greener and

stronger when the little one crowed its admira-

tion in leoking up and vyinly strove to grasp its
ranches—the clearing about the door was thonght
of only as little Ellen’s play ground—the house,
which seemed before her birth dull and narrow
and dark, was nnw 4 paradise upon earth, since
there the cherab first saw the day. Any shelter
would have seemed a palnce to them in which
the babe could staml upright and learn to walk.

Aund now the hand of Death was on these hopes
—and silently they waitvd the fearful consum-
mat ion of his work. Thought was busy with her
father aud mother—ane sentiment they held in
common, But a week before, had any one doubt-
held in their presence, that theircoitage was an
elysinm, each would have eloquently defended it;
but now to each it seemed a charuelhouse, and
they felt as if the damp of death was an its walls,
The mother’s mind wandered back to the hoine
of her childhnod—to the pleasant place which she
had deserted for the forest—to the cheerful house,
and friends sympathizing in her joy, when Mary
her eldest was born, She conned over one hy
one the kind faces which there would have
crowded around her, in a ycene like this. She
remembered the village pastor,"wao would have
heen ready with his words of consolation, fily
chosen, ¢ like apples of gold, in picturés of sil-
ver.”  She recollected the kind physician : and
can we wonder, if she felt in her giief, that his
skill might alleviate and postpone, if not avert
the death which threatened her dearly beloved
infant. ’

The father, ac he mused, thought not of the
past, hat of the future. To him, as to her, lonyg~
er residence in that spot scemed insupportable—
but while visions of the home she had left occu-
pied the mind of the mother, the father looked
forward to still another haome, as ify by retr«ating
from mankind, he conld remove fiom exposuie to
disease and death. To neither could their recent-
ly pleasant dwelling Jonzer be tolerable—with
both the place would seem lo ereate none hut me-
lancholy associations. But he felt at last that it
was his duty to strugele to check repinings against
God’s providence, and look foraid 1o that source
whence alone support in all afliction should be
souzht, he opened the sacred volune.

His eye fell on the history of Hagar in the de-
sert. In a low but distincttone he read of the
despair of the exile in the wilderness, and while
their daughter was expiring far frum human aid,
tue parent felt with the Egytian woman that they
¢ coutd not see the death of the child, and, like
Haaar, they ¢ litted up their veices and wept?
As he proceeded in reading, * and the angel of
God called to Hagar out of heaven, What aileth
thee, Hagar? Fear not 1"— the quick percep-
tion of the mother caugbt a movement in the
cradle.  All flew at once to the child’s side
prepared to witness its last breath. But as to Ha-
sar in the willderness so had God been mercilul
to them. The ciisis was past—a gentle perspir-
ation stood npn the safferer’s brow—its eye open-
ed, and a aiant smile played around its lips, Al

fection, ever ready Lo catch at the slightes
of hope, was this time not deceived. A4
now fell again into a sleep, but a sleep
of welcome rest, instead of the fuverish slumb
which had before harasted theie affection :.r’
emigiant family knelt in joyful thankgivipv’ u;e
deep and heartielt for Joud words. o o

Joyous was the following Sabbath ; nor g th
happy family forget that Being to whom lnn'
gratitude was due for the great mercy vouchsare(;
to them. The mother had already renewed y,
youth of which affliction had despoiled her anlﬁ
little Mary, as she leaned affectionately on he
mothet’s shoulder, smiled that awe~mingled m[
titude which children as well as adults may feg
though incapable of other expression than the si-’
lent and natural working of their happy faces
Wb cheerful hearts they worshipped Him wh,
¢ dwelleth not in temples made with hands
and heart and voice responded Amen! as the f:-
ther of the little household #aill, with the sieq
singer of Israel, O give thanks 10 the Lory, fy
he is good : and bis mercy endureth forever.”-
Opal,
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MISCELLANEOUS.

GUIZOTy PRIME MINISTER OF FRANGE.

AT M. Suard’s, in whose saloons all the wits ape
distinguished men of the tine were wont 10 g0
semble, and where M. Guizot had his entree,
every romantic incident occurred. Qne Yyoung
lady was a frequent and privileged visitor at thess
lcorwcrmzioni—her name was Pauline de Meuyla,
Having lost her family and her inheritance by th
revolution, she had found resource in her excel.
lent education, and her sole means of sapport arose
from a yournal of which she was editiess, callel
Le Publicis ; but her over-exertions, and in 3
vranch of literary writinz of so trying a charac-
ter, had brouszht on a serions indisposition, much
augmented by the apprehension that soon the in.
possibility of further application to her pursuits
would reduce her to hegeary. In the midst of this
sufl-ring and anxiety, she received a letter, iy
which the anonymous writer begged her to b
comforted—that her duty would be performed for
her, and an sble article was annexed, which, by
a still greater refinement of delicacy, was written
in the style of the autharess. Every day th
journal r.quired it, an article was received, vnil
a complete convalescence restored Pauline &
Meulan to her former energy. Deenly movd
by this act of generasity, the voung lady did m
tail to relate the anecdote at M. Sunard’s ; buta
one suspected that the hero of the story was
modest young man, Franciz Gnizot. Howeve,
Pauline de Meulan, in her jonrnal, begzed
conjnred her anonymous benelactor to make hin-
self known. At last, one day M. Gniznt reveal-
ed himself ; and five years afterwards, Paulinede
Meulan was Madame Gnizot.

LATE REV. JORN FOSTER, THE ESSAVIST.
WE have often heen asked (o describe the person
of John Foster, the Essayist ; here isa very faith-
ful, life-like account of his appearance, sjven by
the Rev. Janes Cubit, of Burton-on-the-Water.
Itrelates to Mr, foster about a year before his
decease,

¢ His external appearance is most striking, his
conntenance is very emaciated, and he himsella
tall, hony man. He wears a blue striped shirl,
with a bigh collar of the same, a bright yellow
cravat, a long blue coat, such as (English) far-
meis’ servants frequently have, a brown waist-
coat and trowsers, the laiter coming very little be-
low bis calves, blue stockings, and: high, thirk
shoes.”

Jonathan Edwards Ryland, Esq., the fiiend of
Mr. Foster, is engaged in preparing a hiography
of this admirable writer ~ Mr. Ryland is well
qualified for the task.— Bap. Mag.

THE SCOTTISH PASTult’S ADMONITION,
Or the late venerable Dr. Waugh, his hiogrs-
pher records, thal, in his ministerial visitations,
his nationality was often strongly displayed, and
this with most benelicial vifect, both in sentimen!
and langnage. When, without an adequate caus?y
any of his hearers had failed to attend public of-
dinances sa regularly as he could have wished,
and would plead their distance from the chapel 8
1 excuse, he would ex:laim, in the emphatic
aorthern dialect, which he used on familiar oc~
casions to employ :—%What, you from Scotland !




