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From that period, the Bible bucame her study, and . who
hath deelared Himself “meck and lowly in heart,” her iostruc-
tor. Celestinl light dawned on her spint, leading hee from step
to step in the chiistian pahway 5 and guidieg her amid sur.
rounding error, in the narrow steps of truth and peace,

About this time, she caught a severe cold, which scttled on
hee lungs 3 making her a constant, but most paticnt suflurer
for twelve Dng years. and at length dissolving her clay teae-
ment and plucing my fragrant migaionctie beyond the danger of
docsty. 1t was during this period of suffering that ber resem.
blance to the lovely flower I have selected for her type became
incrensingly evident.  Ranking herself as the chief ol siuners,
and ever conceding to others the utmost meed of respect their
deportment permittod, she often held those individa ds in bigh
uestimation wifozo chiistiun attaimnents wero far beneath her own,
while her mueek spirit was beelouded and harasscd with fears for
her own eternal safety.  Mary was too fearful to approprinte
the triumphant and consolntory lungvage of St. Paul, when he
exclnimed, “I know in whom [ have believed, and aro persua.
ded that he is able 1o keep that which I bave committed uito
Hin against that day.”  Many times have I marked the sileat
tears chasing each other down her pallid eheek, while her atten.
unted finger pointed to sume precious promisce in the Book of
Life, which she dared not claim for horself. T was at that pe-
viod but a linde girl, and did not fully understand all her feclings;
but I used to throw my arm around her neck and cendeavor to
comfort her. Throngh tho incessant endeavors of my beloved
parenty, the way of salvation had carly been impressed on my
heart, as f1r as human agency could impress, and 1 well knew
that the Redeemer had atoned for sin; that every sinner who
felt his sinfulness, had a right to claim that atonement ; and it
was @ deep prablem 1o 1iny young heart, how any who ackuow.*
ledged the Saviour’s veracity and beuevolence, shuuld doubt His
willingnhess to receive them. I wonder not now. Years have
rolled over me, bringing trials which have produced experience ;
and though | would not for one moment encourage unbelieving
thoughts, yct I feel there is nat iraperative necessity for strict
investigntion on this overwhelming topic.  When the tempest
of divine wrath shall arise and beat over our unsheltered spirits,
what will it avail us to have reared our structure of religious
profession very near the Rock of Ages, if we have not luid our
foundation on its cteranl base?

Behieve me, young reader, though the poetry of religion may
be very pleasant amid the haleyon days of prosperity, it is the
inwrought principles of our most holy faith which alone are ca.
pable of sustaining the s»al through the boisterous scenes of this
wortal life- 5 it is deep penitence and sincere and hvely thith in
a crucified Redeemer, which must irradiate the gloom of the
valley of death, or the lamp of humanity must expire amid the
shadows of eternal night. Do I speak strunge lungurge?  Am
L as one who ulters durk sayings?  Rest wot, I implore you, tili
yeu know something of thi< subject, till the Holy Spirit reveal
1o you the reality of those truths you have lisped from infancy ;
till you car suy, without presumptign, yet without hesitation,
“my Loed, and my God.”

But ts1eturn to Mary.  Equaliy unconscious of her daily de-
portment and holy example, as her fragrant antitype is of its
delicate odour, she flourisned beneath the approving smile of her
heavenly  Father.
pace with her knowledge and love of the Divine commandments.
The law she found to be holy. and just, and good ; but she often
bewailed most affectingly that there was in hersell another law
warring ngainst the law of her mind, “so that when she would
do good, evil was present with her.”

And bere T would remark, that as far as my limited expe-
rience extends, T have ever observed that the pu " to the heavenly
Canaaa is strewn with briars, and interspersed with rough and
toileume steeps,  To some of the “ heirs of the prumise™ are
given heart-rending ailictions—trials which picrce in the most
sensitive part—gniefs, from which frail human naturc shrinks,
evenin the contemplation ; but with these sorrows there is usa.
ally given firm faith, and much inward pence and corsolation,
To others, again, is given every carthly blessing —no cloud ever
arises to abscuro their temporal horizon—but these mercies are

Hler hatred of sin and dread of evil, kept |

balanced by distressing doubts, as to their final acceptance with
God ; and opptessive fears of their eternal happiness.  Rest as.
sured, reader, whoever you are, that if you arc a real cluld of
God, a member of that lntle fluck for whom is reserved a king.
dom, you will find something spring up to harass and annoy.
It may be overwhelming affliction—it may be only the frequent
recurrence of disagrecable inutias; but st-will be sutlicient to
sully the blovm of carthly glory—to tuke oft the cdge of carthly
enjoyment.  Aud it must of necessity be so.  What sweetuess
can there be in pramises of pardon to those who do not feel thear
need of it?  What consolation ean we gather from the declara.
tions uf the surpassing peace and beauty of a better world, 1t thny
scene is our portion and our homne 7 It is when every cartily
hope has perished that we tarn with increasing cagerness to
Hun, who is * the shadow of a great rockein a weary laud.”

Bat ) find I am wandering from my subject.  Mary was ex.
ceedingly anxivu¥ for the spiritua! welfare of those around her.
With her mother. and brothers, and sisters, she conversed long
aud earnestly.  To the religious instruction of the domesties she
coustantly, when hee health permitted, devoted her Sabbath eve.
nmings ; whilst she Jeft no incans untried which delicate and duti.
ful affection could suguest, to present these truths to the conside.
ration of her beloved father.  Of her unccasing anmety for her
nephews and nicees, [ am a grateful witness, [t was my privi.
lege to pass many happy hours in her society—I bear ber name;
would to God I could equally claim her spirit!

Years glided away in the peaceful routine of domestic hic.
Each revolving period found Mary weaker than its predecessor,
till at length the hour came which was to transplant vur fragrant
mignionctte to an amaranthine clime.  Then was fulfitled w her
experience, that precious promise, “at eventide it shall be hght.”
The clouds, which had for years dinined her spiritual horizon,
parted and passed away, leaving the gorgeous tints of the sum.
wmer sunset ; and she who had been all her hfe-time subject to
bondage, through fear of death, became “ more than conqueror™
through Eiim who loved her.  As her feet touched the dark river
of Jordan, the water rolled buck, and oV the Ark of the Cove.
nant was scen standing in the midst of the siream.  Thep she
realized the glurious teuth, that she was indeed one of that sum.
ber “whose iniquities are forever blotted out as a thick cloud ;7
then it was given to her, fecble as she was, to bear triumphant
testimony ts the power of consolation, couched in that vebigion
she had for many ycars professed; then, indeed, those who
stooud arvdund her dyving millow were compelled 1o eaclaim, © Oh
death, where is thy sting 7 Ol grave, where is thy victory 77

I did not wituess the parting hour. My beloved mwther and
myself left her two days before her decease. We had scen her
ill, very ill, often 1 though not as we quitted her then, We both
felt that we should see her no more on carti; but the message
for our return was imperative, and we reluctantly viclded to the
necessity. .

She summoncd her relatives around her—feariessly and futh.
fully she warged the impenitent—aflectionately and touchingiy
she conversed with those who had professed their faith in the
Rudeemer—gently she remembered those who were absent—
then commending cach to the Redeemer, she turned on her side
as though to sleep—afier awile she opened her eves, and request.
ed to kuow the hour. Her sister replied to her question.
« QOne more kiss ; one last kiss, dear Elizabeth, and then I go.”
Elizabeth bent over her for some moments, at len.th she feebly
disengaged herself and laid ber head on her hand.  Her breath
came shorter and fainter; and ere those who waited round her
couch were awarg, the emaciated spirit of Mary W stood
befare the unveiled presence of Jehovab.

Thus passed from earth one, of whom, but for this imperfcet
record, no trace would be found in man’s chronicle; but one
whose nanc is enrolled in the archives of heaven ; and one who
shall beam with ineffuble glory, cven smid the surpassing radi.
ance of cherubim and seraphim.

Aud now, my voung reader, suffer me to conclude this little
and imperfect sketch in the words of oue well known and hon-
ored,—I allude to the Rev. J. A. James, of Birmingham. “Let
me,” says that emineot divine, * implore you to keep in mind
this sentiment—that whatever and whoever may educate you for
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