
TUE AMÀAANTIX

For The Amiaranth.

'L'H I3ABYIS GRAVE.

%vas a spot of calta and shade,
Far down the garden side,
liere the raihd summner brcezcs strayed,
'Mid willows, brancbingy lvi(l.
lie blrne sky glatieed with soften'd ligie,
Down thirough caeh tremibling spray,

nd tlîe sweet sunbeamis seenied less brigli t,
When on that grave they lay.

eo carlest vernal blossoms there,
Tbeir gentle perfume gave-
lwas meet that flowers so frail and fair,
Should deek the baby's grave;
turn would primrose, snow-drop, pale,

With summer fav'rites shine-
ross-rose and lily of the vale,
And fragrant eglantine.
ot far away, a streamlet kept
Its course, with mrurminring, sound-
requiemn to the one who slept
Beneath tue grassy mound:

nd standing near that lowly grave,
The presence of the dead,
calm and boly feeling gazve,
Before which passion fled.
bhere, from their pin y, with step subdued,
!Two littde ones would steal,
hieir young hearts with deep thought imbued,
Beside the grave to kiiecl;

7ould speak of him, their brother dear,
Wlio slept the sods below-

l'ond'ring if l'e their words could hear,
Or of tlîcir preser.ee know.

o them it wvas a fearitîl thing-
A rlîing of Mystery,
ýhat their frc steps could eease to spring,
At wilh o'er lawn and Iea;
1hat ail unheeded on their car,
Their moîhcr'a voice rniglit fal,
mi birds, siveet flow'rs, and streamlet clear,
Be lîid in darkness ail.
Md yet a îîoly, Il high belief",
Dwclt in eaeh youthful heir:-

aith in a %world whlerc nought of grief,
0f sin or pain lias part;
happy home, the stars amiong,
IViere God is ever praised,
ad their young brother swclls the sollg
Seraphie voices raiscd.
ut wlien tlhc grateful twiliglit dews
Rereshced thie thiirsty flowcr,
lie iiotîter tient lier stops to muse,

ýWiîîic tliat tranquil bower;

It wvas lier irsi-bortu son, above
Whiose Iîead the trocs did wavc-

The earlicst plcdge of nuptial love,
Nowv slumb'ring in the grave.

XVith inournfîil pleasure she wvouid dwvell
Upon bis formn and face-

His soir blue eyes, thic haïr tiat fell
In curis with so much grace;

lus cherub) zmile, the tot t' ring feet
That oit to meet her came;

The voice, than music far more swcct,
Thiat lisped bis mother's naine!

Ahi! sbe ilhat infant one liad made
Tho idol of bier soul;

Nor drcamcd that ciouds ber star couid shade,
Or darkness o'er it roll.

But lie who rigbhtly dlaims our ail,
And knew bis erringy cbild,

In mercy did the girt reall,
That liad lier lieart begîiiled.

It ivas a fczarful stroke-she bowee
At first in mute despair,

Then faith unveiled lier cyes and showed
Iler failher's hand v.as there;

Despair and weak repinîngy lied,
And faith the triumpli Won-

She kissed the chast'ningi rod, and said-
Thiy wvill, oh, Lord, be donc !"

0ft at that grave, for gyrace she souglit,
And grace to herwvas gyivcn,

Safe tlîrotîgl a path with danger fraught-
To guide bier babes to Ileavcn;

And thougli remembrance of the past,
At tinies lier brcast mighrt wring-

The hope of meceting' there at last,
Would ever coinfort bring.

Ohi! iol y hope, thon art a rav
Sent from. a brighrcer clime,

And sbedding o'er the niouriier*s way
A brillîan cy suibli me!

A1 rainbow, ricli with hues more fair
Thian ever spann'd the skv,

And whichi a dcarz-r pledge delare-
IlThe loved shall rneet on high l',

THE LAST DAYS 0F LIFE:.

«DoEs she sleepi w'~hisprred M1ary Cen-
rning, as she stepped lighily into the channîber
of lier sick friend.

ilrs. '4lowbray shook lier liead sadly, aîîd
:lie patient sufferer sofily recpliedl, "lNo, Mary,
îny thouglitslhavebeentoo busy. Ilbave been
pondering tipon the home wvhither 1 anm going.
Honiie! what delightful eniohions are kîîîdlcd


