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bands. lie muade few enemies., troops of friends. H1e held very firmly the dis.
tinctivo principles of his own body, but was Ila lover of good mon" of every
Dame. Hie memory will be clierished with a fonder affection and by larger num-
bers, than that of many a man who bas made a greator show in the flesh. 1 Hle
that bumbleth himef shall be exalted'

There are leit to mourn hie loae, his belovod and devoted wife of nearly fifty
yearsq, eigiit children of Dine born to tliem, five children.in-law, and thirty two
grandchildren. A =fnýority of this large family circle were present at his burial.

IVe trust that the interesting cause at Cold Springs, where there is a good con-
gregation, and many have been recently ado te the Ohurch, wÎ1l soon ho sup-
plied with a faithful ministry.

vottl?

DEVOUT OLD AGE.
ly the lte Rev. IL A. VAVuonRA, son of %vi. BoxrVEH;D.D.

MiTe liocry ic:id is a crown of glory, if it be found in the way of rigrhteousncss."
The Year, 'weII nigh the ending of his way,

IIow cheeriessly ho goes,
Hie path o'er-arcbed by niany a Witliered spray;

Nut one soft breeze of perished surumer blows,*
But Mtorins have corne and taen away his flowers,
And made the sheletons of trees bis bowcrs,

lYhile froats with piCrciDg breath
Untwine bis drooping wreath,
And winds, sbrilcrying, caîl birn te his death.

Of every soaisd and sigh hie loved bereft,
Nouglit but te die is left ;-

AUl shiivering through December's gate ho goes,
For there ho muet lais wriukled eyellds close
Upon a bed of snows.

But aiged Christian l thou,
Alrliough the hoairwaving winter crowfl

V'er hangs tliy brow,
Shalt not lie dewn,

Like that spent year, bopeless -. ecsolate.
Thy summer atili is thine,
Fur those varm tboughtis of heaven and things divçine,

Wliose happy sunlight round thee could create
Joy's flowerets even on lifes rocky bill,
Are with tbee etili.

Age from thy chaplet only plucks away
The fIowers bco eartbly and too gay,

And leaves a sniow-drop 'wreath of purest white,
Betukening-that, life'a winter nearly led,

The spring of heavcn's delight
With srniling calin and bright e'er long *iht blesu tby bud.

Youth many a sesson more
M'Nay have to wait outeide the heavenly door,

But when the guardiani of that entrance sce,
Upon thy furebead set,
This mark of bigher rank-tby silver coronet,

At once tbey'lI opý to tbee
Their sweetly-turning gates of harmony,

And thon thy browis shall wear a crown
More gloriuus yet


