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balance of the sanctusry. I have been preach-
ing all my life te others—how fur am I my-
self interested in these preat truths?  Yes,
Gaod is seavehing me, and proviug me, and
seeing if there be any wicked way in me”
“ He will do more,” said bis fricend, than
this—he will lead you in the vay everlast-
fng'  God graut it,” he veplied; “ God
graut T amy have as assured & hope for my-
self, as T have for my beloved ehild.”  *'The
tears flowed down his checks,” says his bio-
greapher, with whom the couversation was
held, “during these few remurks, and his
whole manser evineed the inward condlict
and agitation of his mind.”

The last two Sabbaths on which
Mr, R. preached were in the begin-
ning of March, 1827. On the first
of these occasions, the word was
blessed to the conversion of a great
enemy to the truth. The text was,
Psalm li. 10. On the last Subbath
of Mr. R.'s ministry, his discourses
were peculiarly solemn. The texts
were Col. iil. 2., and Psalin exix. 52,
53. An individual, who heard the
last, said—* This sounds as it it came
from the lips of a dying man.” From
this time his disorder increased.  He
caught a fresh cold, and could leave
his habitation no more. A gleam of
sorrow overspread his parish, “and
prayer was made without ceasing of
the Church to God,” for his recovery.
But the time was come when he was
to enter into his rest. His exper-
lence, when dying, was somewhat
defective ; but his hope wasin Christ,
and him crucified. His searchings of
heart were great: but his principles
were held with a firm grasp. A sweet
spirit of chastened, holy devotion
marked all he did, and said, and
looked, to the last, which forbade any
of his dear family or friends to doubt
of his security. Two days before he
died, he received a letter, mentioning
the conversion of two individuals, one
a clergyman, by the perusal of “ The
Dairyman’s Daughter” He raised
himselfin his chair, lifted up his hand,
and thenlet it fall downagain, while he
repeatedly shook his head. His man-
ner spoke the greatest humility, as if

Fading and Unfading Crowns.

| he would say—“ How unworthy of
; such honour.” He died on Tuesday,
| the 8th of May, 1827, about half-past

j ten, ». 3. Ilis funeral sermon was

i preached on the Snnday after his in-
i terment, by his friend, Mr. Fry, from

12 test selected by the deceased—
| Row. vii. 24, 25. Few lives, perhaps,
"have been more useful, and few
deathis morve deplored.

Erirarn on the Youxc COTTAGER in

Braovine Church-yard, IsLe o Wicur.

Sacred to the Memory of * Little Jane,” who died
30th Junuary, 1799, in the 15th year of her rge.

Ye, wha the power of God delight fo trace,
And mark with joy each monament of grice,
Tread lyshtly o'er this grave, as ve explore,
“"The short and simple annals of the poor.™

A clndd reposes underneath this sod,—

A cluld to wemaory dear, und dear ta God,
Rejoice~—yet shed the sympathetic teare—
Jane, ** the Youny Cottager,"” lies buried here,

Eritarn on the Dainyyan's DAUGHTER,
in ARReETON Church-yard.

To the Memory of Erizanets WaLLBRIDGE, * The
Dairyman's Daughter,” who died May 30, 1801,
aged 31 years,

She ¢ being dead, yet speaketh.’

Stranger, if ¢'er, by chance or feeling Jed,

Upon tins batlowed turf thy footsteps tread,
Turn from the coutemplation of this sed,

And thank ou her whose spirit rests with God.
Lowly her lot on earth—but He, who bare
Tudng> of grace and blessings to the poor,
Gave her bis trath and fsthiluess to prove,
T'hie choteest treasures of his boundiess love.

( Faith, that dispelled atliction’s darkest gloom,
Hope, that could cheer the passage to the tomb,
Peace, that not hell's dark Jegions could destroy,
Aud love that filled the soal with heavenly joy)
Death ot its sting disarmed, she knew no fear;
Bat tasted heaven, ov'n w hite she togered here.
Q, happy sunt ! May we, like thee, be blest,~
In lite be fuithiul, and in death find rest,

The former of these was composed
by Mr. Richmond himself, and the
latter by a Lady, who is the author
of * Elijah, and other Poems.”

et
FADING ANXD UNFADING CROWNS.

The honours and rewards granted
to the victors in the Grecian games
were of several kinds. They were
animated in their course by the rap-
turous applauses of the countless
multitudes that lined the stadium, and
waited the issue of the contest with
eager anxiety ; and their success was




