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THE GOSPEL'TRIBUNE. ‘

Piewws and Doings of Juvibidals.

AR R W e WY B Y W W et Y S W A A A A A

LINES
WRITTEN FEBRUARY 1835,
o I will cause the arvogance of the proud lo cease, and Iwill
2ay lows the haughtiness of the terrible.—Ix. xiil. i,

The armatent most formidable for,

And mo-t etlective sent agatust the Czar,

Was that of Josern Storat, and Friends of his,
Whose batteries were fonmed of prayers and sighs.
Fhey at St Petersbury, Mcvastopol,

Where fortitied ambition reigneth full

Of haughty seil-sufiicicncy and range—

Did set themselves down seriously in siege,
Before the fortress of the imperial heart;

And min'd itquictly in thechristian art.

“Truth’s quick and powerfultrumpet therz they blew,
Soft were its peals at first—thew cchoes grew
More loud and louder still as they withdrew
Buhin . their parallels of faith and hope,

And ftom their trenches prace and “ove 100k*d ap.
The shells invisible which there they fired

Woere ierribly desteuctive.  ‘Thoughts inspic'd

By God's own voice, rose o'cr the citadel

Fort N1citovas 3 and in its centre fell ;

There, bursting, reat the immperial lukt of power,
Its dome ignited ~burning every hour—

J'hat lofty stronghotd, soon $o be no more.

T'hus worketh God. By meaus of fechle things
11c shakes the heaits and brains of mighty kinge.
Proudarrogance he withers with a blow.
Friends, fools were deem'b, tho? *kings and priests 10 Gols’
Eutisting legions frowm His high abode s
Elishas ficry caralry employed,
Aud wore than Russian regiments destroved,
Thus workeih God : Fave plain and faithful men
Went to the Neza, and returned n vain,
Invala by moral power they sought fur praisc ;
But notin vain look'd for God's rightcousness ;
The Euzine windslet loosc~~war, pest and snow;
{leaven's ire fili'd hospitals and hornes with wor,
Cmnunicaled.

For she Gospel Trbune,
LIFE.
BY THE FOREST BARD.

A cloud, thea a sunbean, 2 stonn then a calm,
A saifle, then a tear, then a laugh, then a sigh,
*Lisstrange what a medly to sortals I am

Aas Utardily move, or [ sweep swiftly by.

An up, thea a down, then a joy, thena woe,

A hope, then afear, now desire, now a cate,

A love, then o hate, an embrace, a blow,

A beam aud a frdwn, I alternately wear.,

Alight, then a gloomn, uow a fall, now arise,

A laugh of purc pleasure, a chorus of woc,

A song of swuct mirth, then a concert of sighs,

Or agush of datight *mid the heart’s curzents flow.

There Is wealth and there's want, there is honor and shame,
There is casc and there's toil, there is peaceand thers's strife,
Content, and desire ; *ds notall in a name;

The ups and the dosvas of this varying life.

A barque on the billows; a tcmp!! toss'd sea,
A slipon the breast of a sweet sylvan lake;

A captivein thraldom that fain would be free,.

A freemnan that oft tracesslavery’s wake.

A tedlum, a bustie, 2 tarry, a haste,

A dark disappointment, a smilc of success ; .
A substance, a shadow, a phantom that's chased,
A varying vaneis this lifc—nothingless.

"I'is the seed of the future, the [ruit of the past,

A morial existence, predestined to die 5

The mould where past, present, and future are cast,
Tlie chart of the grave where the ashes must lie 5
*Pls a brook's gen e babble—n torrent's wild war,
A flow'r that's withered—a roscbud in bloom,

'Tis a wave that is dash'd on ctermty?’s shore,
Then sunk to §ts rest jn the courtsof the tomb.

Whatislife? Ask the soul in her probate to tell ?

She whispers, 'tis time in its carthly carcer,

The pathway to heaven, the gateway to hiell 5

The space God allots of iny tarrying here.

*Tis the period hie saith mercy’s banner may wave,

*T'is the thae while his safuts hiere their tribute shail bring,

Then use it till faith shall have conquered the grave,

And works shall have robbed patlid deutl of bis sting,
AURoORa, June 1855.

IN DEATH THEY WERE NOT DIVIDED.

While in the city of Hamilton a few weeks ago,
in the Store of Robert Hophing Esq, I had occasion
toinquireforhis friend Mr. William Watson. Looking
at me very carnestly Mr. Ii. replied—he is dead—and
bis wife also—they both died on the 27th of June
last, now nearly a year ago. On anxiously requesting
the, particulars dMr. II. proceceded. ¢ Last summer
while the cholere raged so violently in our city, I
was attacked by the dreadfal scourge and brought
by itgclose to the gates of death. My friend was
with me and when my symptoms indicated a return
to life—bowed in prayer he offered up thanksgivings
to God. The ncxt evening he and his dear wife
were both attacked—about midnight his loved one
died in the full hope of a glorious immortality. Threo
men were now rubbing his own tortured body which
was rappidly being prepared for the narrow house.
At his request a friend brought to him his littlo
daughter and placed her on his knee. Before her tha
father set life and death gxplaining to herthe natural
state of every sinner, and the fearful hazzard she
must run in passing through aworld lying in wicked-
ness; and then with much carnestness directed her
attention to Jesus as her only refuge—then informing
her that her mother loy dead in the other room, and
that her father would very soon be Gead also, he took
her bands in his, and in fervent prayer pled with the
Lord his God in behalf of his trembling little one, so
soon to be left without a fatlier as she was allready
without » mother, to meet all the difficulties that
beset her path, without a parents care or guidance;
yet under the beaming eye of ONE who had said that
He was g Father to the fatherless—to whom bis lonely
child could look up and assert with the confidence of
the Psalmist, “when my father and mymother forsake
me, then the Lord will take me up# Thus haviog
committed his child to the care ofits Heavenly Father;
he next with singular thoughtfulness directed & friend
to hand him his pocket book. From it he took out
three pounds, and handed oreto cach of the men who
had so kindly endegvoured by rubbing his limbs to
lessen the intensity of his sufferings.. This incident
i3 of value as & pleasing illustration of the genuine




