
AMARANTE.

Whj11te clover field, wvhich Iay beneath
lhe Windows they had 80 cruelly dark-
etled. The gloom of that death-cham-

ttrnade me ver y sorrowful, but I iventt0othe bed, turned down the linen, and
laid my hand caressingly on the pale
SCe which la y so white and motionles
ln the dim light. Lt wvas coid as ice. I
'hrew back affrighted, and stealin g fom
lhe room, sat down alone, wonderingý
4'id full of dread.
ClTheyburi.ed lier beneath a iofty tree
~thehihh Ibank of a river. A water-
th risj ts eternai anthem neariy, and
Bh unset flings its iast golden shadows

t1fOng the long grass that sheiters her.
1 rernember it all-the grave with its
liewybroken sod--the coffin piaced on
lhebrink. The clergyman, with his
4ick surpnce sweeping the earth, and
loIIr1d that grave, eac'h lifting his hat
leverentiy as the solemn hymn sweiled
en the air answered by the lof anthemn

~Igng up fromn the waterfalh, and the
1reeerustling through the dense boughs

o>f that gloomy tree. Thefi came the
>ting of the coffin as it was lowvered
14O t narrow bed, the duil, liollow

%idof faihing earth, and those most
80ien words of Ildust to dust, and
ý8heBs to ashes." Witli mournfui dis-
ttless were ail these things impres-

ona01 my young mnd', but my mo-
tesiast prayer 1$ written more forci-
t~han ail in characters thtbut dee pen

l' heart a bhessing, and a safeguard,
Vding it with music that cannot die.

ý 1 Y times, when the heediessness of
~et ioud'have red me into error, lias

!tSetvoice, nowv hushed for ever,
hke inghed with my thoughts, and,

th erosy links of a firy hamn,
' m~Oe fromn my purpose. Oft,when
r4 the ba been wreathed with flow-

frtefestival, when my cheek lias
1ej~flushed, and my eyes have spark-

With anticipated pleasure, have I
egttereflection of those eys in the

and thouglit of the hoo Y v" c
ted u n me when my mother died-

het rvnsupplication to, Heaven has
e9'e btektomy memory, the cluster-

ing roses have been tomn from rny head;-
sad and gentie mernories have drank the
unnatural glow fromn my dheeks, and
my thoughts have been carried back to
my iost parent, and from lier, Up to the
Heaven she inliabits. The festival and
ail its attractions, have been hast in gen-
tie reflections, and I have been Ildeliver-
ed from temptation." Again, wlien the
sparkling wine-cup bas almost bathed,
My iips, axid merriment and smihes and
music, bas the hast sad prayer of my
mother seemed to mingie witli its ruby
contents, and 1 have put awvay the gob-
het, tînt I miglit not be led into temp-
tation." When my liand lias rested in
tliat of the dishonourable, and trembied
to thie toucli of him who says in his
liearf there is no God, as tht voice
seemed to flow witli his huring accents,

Ihave listened' to, it, and fled as from tlie,
serpent of my native forests.

Again and againi, when the thrub-
bings of ambition have almost filled my
soul, and tlie praises of my fellow men
have become a precious incense, the stili
smafl voice of my mother's prayer lias
trembled over each heart-string, andf
kindled it to a more liealtliy music. In
infancy, youth, and womahood, that
prayer lias been to me a hly remem-
branne-a sweet thouglit full of mehody,
not the less beautiful that there is sadnesg.
in it.

GflÂSTITY.-HOW large a prtion of'
cliastity is sent out of the wold by dis-
tant hints-nodded away, and cruelly-
winked into suspicion by the envy of
those wlio are past ahi temptation of itr
thenmelves. How oflen does the repu-
tation of a hehpless. creature bieed by Se
report-which the party, who is at the,
pain8 i _ propagate it, beliolds wiili mucb-
pity and fellow-feeing-tliat she is hear-
tihy sorry for it-hopes in God it is nof
true; however, as Arclibishop Tihlotson
wittih'y observes upon it, is resohved, i'
the mean time, to give the report lier paso,
that at heast it may have fair play to take-
its fortune in the word- to be beiieved'
or flot, according to the dharity of tliose
into whose hands it shahl happen to fahl.
-Stene.


