96 DOMINION COHURCHMAN. (Sxrreanmn 264h, 194

“ " she answered ; *‘ long, lon | England was dying, as the solemn tones | Soottish army at Dunbar, and tey gy, *
Mfﬂ?ﬁo:g:{zgﬂ 1.?2;1.11 a 8 g | of t‘{m priest fell for the last time on his | sand Royalists were taken pﬂ“‘:‘:
« I{1'd only known it. I tried hard to | ear, with the words, * Build up the walls | Oromwell had held his commisien -
keep away from you, my ohild, and only of Jerusalem,” he murmured—his last re- oommndor-in-ogiol about four monthy,
left England to be out of your reach.” corded words—* If ] had finished the war | and thilwnhilk ret decisive vietory, Bat, \
* Aud what made you return ?" in France, and established peace, I would ntnrnh:f thanks to God, he led his soldiep
s A little note your sister Netta sent me, | have gone to Palestine to“redoem the holy |'in chanting thie 117th Psalm, ealled after.
and snother letter aunt Mildred wrote, but | oity from the Saracens.” Many years :‘l’dl by ‘b.Plg:’i:;n:uthn Donbagr Paaln ;
I was very unocertain till the last moment, | after, Lady Jane Grey, whom all the .O p:lslin l ’ . ye u.u.-:rd“
till I saw the look in your eyes, Dorothy.” | world has known and loved as the innocent | him, all ye mp ‘.d or his meroiful king.
“ Aud have you loved me all the time ?’ | vietim of a conspiracy, read the same ness is L w&rf us, and
she asked. | Psalm on the soaffold. * Joy and gladness” | the Lord endureth for ever.
“ Yes, all the time,” he answered. * You | were beyond the reach of the sharp-edged | Lord.
were always everything to me, my child.” | axe, an almost before the echoes of the >
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g satisfied. | prayer had died away, the work of the M '
! Tl:?ll‘ al:;w:: happy,” she said presently, | masked headsman was done, and God RANDOM READINGS. .
‘ with a long sigh of relief, “and we will | bad truly restored unto her the joy of His | Twue forgiveness of sins is like the bury.
| work on together, George ?” - | salvation. How different from Lady Jane | jng of Moses.
“You used fo hate work.” | Grey’s innoocence is the gilt of Norfolk a

is the hand of th
« Bat I love it now.” | fewﬂ_y?;r's later ? Iie ngndl npxu htho t oi‘;:: 8 the hand of the soul, fo held and
lked silently to the garden | scaffold a traitor to his Qneen. un- o :

gs?ol:?ndw:he: D%l;othy pn’l'led up. “How i dred acts ofH tren?lontoug sr;:ud up:? l::‘; e g‘:;"ml’m".i:uﬂ’ :g_h;;:uﬂ: g::
ised th ill be to see you,” she said. | memory. He oalls to mind his unrealiz "
en:p(r)‘;eno.'?yh: mswered,ylsnghing; “I | dreams of honor and daring; he though It is a higher exhibition of Ohristian man.
have seen them already, and Tom told me | to draw his country from the ignominy | liness to be able to bear trouble than 4o get
where to find you. He saw you go through | into which she was falling, and to settle | rid of it.
the gate. I wonder if this will fit you, my | for ever the troubled question of succes- | ¢ Om, how sweet to work all day for God,
child, it will at any rate till I get you an- | sion. Above him now is the uplified axe | and them lie down at night beneath his
other,” and he drew off a ring, and put it | and before him a traitor's grave. His | gmile.”—M'Cheyne. -
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on her finger. whole soul was in the words which he | 1y goorning thy brother loss
“ You'vg: been sp:;ning," Tom said, ro:g_: “gzl\;e xlne::cy u in':i me, O Godrait:g- heed that tl:gn ﬁl’ulut not Mlt%::
calm ey entered. ocording y loving ness ; 4000
“ 'Il‘g:n‘?"th v unto the multitude of thy tendermercies, hsGon'T:.:u‘hH“o oy o
“ Well, it's nothing new, Doll, if ycu | blot out my transgression. For I acknow- th:t aven will nob sends sorrow
| have, so don't be unhappy.” ledge my transgression, and my sin is ever beal.
Yok “ But you haven't told me to whom this | before me.  Cast me not away from th Pripz is an extravagant opinion of our
i house belongs,” she said, a few days later; | presence, and take not thy Holy Spirit | own worthiness : is an
b I should so like to buy it with Netta's | from me. Do good in thy good pleasure | desire that others share that opinion.
money."” unto Zion ; build thou the walls of Jeru. | —Cummings.

“There is no occasion, my ohild, it is | salem.” Let us hope when, a moment | Tum highest rule in a kingdom of this
yours :l:u’l.y,l}ot itowu I wgo bought it, | after, the axe fe'l and cut away the cord | world is not so honorable as the meanes! .
and I shall settle it on you.” which bound Norfolk to this world, it re- | service in the kingdom of Ohrist:

*“ Oh, George, you bought it! You were | leased him too from the bondage of sin, | Nor anything done by

80 good to us, too, in our trouble”—but he | and, entering into life, he tasted the merey wrought within me, bat
uopgd her mouth. of God.
“Do

me, nor
of God eonverning J !Iy.:-d '
mon esus ls
you know,” she said presently, “I | There is secarcely any more touching | for M
am very glad for my own sake that all | chapter in Boottish history than that “No s Bobd srohat then be
those dreary days came, they taught me so | which records the life and death of Darnley, that lqylmout his &t
muech. I look far back at the old life in | the unfortuna'e husband of Mary Stuart. the *_Bishop Taylor.
the garden, and look forward to the new | His servants only could tell aught of the | ™Ry UpoR she poor. aylor
life with you” (it was only & week before | last sad hours of his life. His Qaeen had | YOUR time is redesmed
their marriage), “but I would not have | left him to attend the brilliant woddlnm: as & conseorated talent in
missed the days that intervened. The | one of her maida of homor, and her minds are redesmed ; “dw '
sorrow taught me so much, dear, and fo | words had made him anxious and uneasy : | them to learn His truth, and to :
understand so many things of which I |*“Itis a year to-day since David Riszsio | His way—thus make them e
knew nothing before : it made a road from | died.” He tried in vain to rest, but the | holy weapons. Your ey o redeemed o
the old life to the new—A Brinee BETweEN. | 8leep he coveted wopld not fall upon him. let them nok look ﬂ"ﬂ’-{““
s At last he turned {0 read _over -again the [-All sights and books-of - (>
e lesson of the day, the fifty-fifth Psalm : | Him only who isthe chief among fen thous
THE PSALMS IN HISTORY. “ My heart is disquisted within me, and | 80d, the altogether lovely.
the fear of death is fallen upon me. Fear- | redeemed ; lot them mﬁ'
! Alfred the G“.‘. weé are iold, not Onl’ fulness and tremb’ing Are come upon me, and oclimb the llp'll'dﬂn
: | read the Psalms, and that in those days |and a hcrrible dread hath overwhelmed | ¥0u onward on the march -y
1 was & wonderful thing, but made s copy | me. Itisnotanopen enemy that hath | Your tongues are redesmed ; leb
; of them, which he always earried with | done me this dishonour, for then I sould |%ound His praise, and testify of,
him. Not satisfied either till all his sub- | have borne it. - It was even thou, my com- | 8ud eall sinners to His eross.
jects oould enjoy the same privilege, he &mion. my guide, and my own familiar | ST

commenced a translation of them, which | friend.” A moment later came the terrible | have no seat for rivals.
at the time of his death he had not com-
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 the time 4t he had not com: | explosion. whioh startled ll Edinburgh, | 1 cousa wrike s, "

P . W many fimes elt on the | an ey was foun the | & pious man, :

eold floor of the chapel at night, and pour- | garden. i ‘ylng done otherwise than he did; bat “ I
ed out his soul in the words of the Psalmist, | ~ In the sixteenth century a vessel found- | now see, had I had my own "'m'w
no chronioler informs us. Bat they write | ered on the Barbary coast. The nizht | led to extensive mischief” The

of the hushed voices and footsteps of those

! : was, doubtless, dark, and the air full of | Obristian is » life of
passing by, who sometimes perhaps stopped | wind and tempest. The crew were in the | lay hold on God; he
. to listen as they heard the sublime words

same state of danger that promoted David | Him ; he must determine
of old come with earnest voice from their | to write the fwelfth Psalm. They too

noble king. Others, since Alfred’s time, | were destitute of human comfort, and | alcne. Qaietness before
have found their greatest pleasure in the

eraved help from God. How grandly must | niost difficult of all Ohristian

Pn.hm.. Lady Frances Hobart read them | the wotds, * Help, Lord, for the l{ithful sit where He places us,

twelve times a year, and Salmasius said if | fail among the ohildren of men,” have | have us be, and this as

he had one more year to live it should be | gwelled out from f{heir lips, with never

ipo.n:l reading the Psalms and Paul's | faltering tone, till, at the fourth verse, the
pistles.

waves * had sto m‘d the breaths of most.” ' MARRIED.
Of all, perhaps, which have been read | Cromwell sndp

! army never ned a the
under ciroumstances most interesting, and | vistory without giving thanks to't;‘o God uf‘: }g:m”ﬁimff
often moet saddening (o us, there is none | of battles, and often they chose, as the best nesday, 20th Sept., by the Rev.B. &
80 oftoq used as the fifty-first—the Miserere | medium to express their thankfulness, one ken n.onmbon J a’ '8 i
—appointed by the Koman Catholies for | of David’s somgs. On September 8rd, . :

* A l
penitential purposes, When Henry V. of | 1650, the famous JIronsides defeated the gm,rm?g”s‘;m e e
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