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Keligioii, says A\'L']).ster, is the tie tluit coii'' >cts man to

his Creator, and holds him to liis tlirone. that tie is

sundered or })rokeii, he. floats away a worthh-ss ato.i. a the uni-

verse, its projier attractions all gone, its destiny thwarted, anil

its whole future nothing hut darkness, desolation and death.

Our Cottage lionie, where for nearly half a century she had
lived a blameless and godly life, was a ])eautiful spot. The
front was covered with the larg(; leaved Ivy, Honeysuckles and
Roses, which were so intertwined as to cause them to have the

appearance of grooving from one root. At the gahle end stood

a large Kosiih'iidruni tree, whi(;h in summer time, being covered

with rich pur})le flowers, was "a })erfect show,"so that few })assers-

by went on, "without pausing to admire it. Tlie garden walks
were lined on each side with borders of Polyanthus, Primroses,

Paisies, and other kinds of pretty English tiowers, and in the

hedge rows were trees "bearing fruit after their kind." At the

the front stood a sturdy, wide, sprea<ling oak, wliich protected

the house from the chilling east winds. The thrush and red-

breast annually sung their sweet and grateful songs, and built

their nests in the trees and hedge copse of the ganhm, for along

I)eriod. They were regarded as household pets and in winter

were always fed witli the crumbs of the table. To me the spot

was " a thing of beauty:" it wdl linger in my memoiy for ever.

1 liave often stood on a calm Sabbath morning, in that garden,

and heard floating in the air, the music of the bells from two

or three parish Churches, each being situated several mihis

away, from (iaeh other and from me. The ett'e.et of that Churcli-

bell music floating overliead, combined with the song of the

the rising lark, the thrush and the red-breast was charming.

" The hr>})py hmnes of England,
How softly ill their bowers

Is laid the holy quietness,

That breathes h'om Sabbath hours.


