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still higher meaning. There is ap-
pointed for us a still longer voyage to
a much more benutiful country. The
whole earth, on which we dwell, is like
an island.  The land here ig indeed,
a noble ono in our eyes, although only
a fuint shadow of heaven. The pas-
sage hither over the stormy ses is—
death 5 that little boat rese:nbles the
bier, upon which men in black apparel
shall at some time carry us forth—
But when that hour strikes, then we,
myself, your mother, or you, must leave
this world. So fear not. Death is
for pious men who have loved God,
and have done his will, nothing ebe
but a voyage to the better land.”

“ Expectant of eternal peace,

The Christian feels Death’s terrors cease;

And, lel by Gol’s paternal hand,
Mounts upwa.d to the better land,”

MY FIRST LIE,

1 shall never forget my first lie, al-
though it happened wnen I wasa very
little girl. My younger sister had a
farthing, with which she wished to
buy a fig; and, being too ill to go down
to the shop herself, she engaged me to
go. Accordingly | went. As] was
returning, with the fig nicely done up
in a small paper, suddenly the thought
occurred to e, that 1 should like to
look at the fig. So I very carefully
opened the paper, when the fig looked
so very tempting, I thought [ could
not help tasting it a little at one end.
I had scarcely despatched that bit, be-
fore I wanted it all; and, without much
more thought, I ate up the whole fig!
Then, when the fig was all gone, and
I had nothing to do but to think, I be-

n to feel very uucomfortable : I stood
disgraced before myself. I thought
of running away off somewhere, I did
not exactly know where, but from
whence I should never come back. Tt
was long before I reached home: and
1 went as quickly as T could, and told
my sister that I had lost the farthing.

I remember sho eried sadly; but I
went direetly out into the garden, and
tried to think of something else,—but
invain, My own guilt stared mo stea-
dily in the face, and I was wretched.
Although it wanted « fow minutes
to our dinner-hour, yet it seemed very
long to me. I wasanxious tome event
might interveqe between e and the
lie I had told. I wandered about the
garden with a very heavy spivit I
thought I would give worlds if it had
not happened. When the dinner-hour

“came, 1 wasseated in my high chair,

at my father’s side, when my sister
male her appearance, erying, and look-
ink very much grieved. My father
immediately inquired what the matter
was.  Then my mother stated the
story; the conclusion of which was,
that 1 had “lost the farthing” I can
never forget the look of kind, perfectly
unsuspecting confidence with which
my father turned to me, and, with his
large Dblue eyes full in my face, said,
% Whereabouts d.d you lose the farth-
ing? Perhaps we can find it again”’
Not fur a single instant could I brave
that tone and that look; but, bursting
into tears, I sereamed out, “ 0! I did
not Jose the farthing : 1 ate up the fig "
A silence, as of the grave, ensued.  No
one spoke. In an mstant I secemed to
Le separated at an immense distance
from all the rest of the family. A
great gulf yawned between us, A
sense of’ luneliness and desolation came
over me, the impresion of which, I
presine, will go with me forever, I
left the table; and all that afternoon,
the next day, and during the week,
ny feelings were melaucholy in the
extreme.  But, as time wore away,
and my father and mother, brother and
sisters, rec.ived me back to their love
and favour, my s;irits recovered their
wonted wne. The whole event left
an indelible impression on my mind
and beart. It convineed me that “the
way of the trangiessois is hard.”



