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THE OTHER WORLD.

(T liesaround us like a cloud~
A world we dv not sce .

Yet the sweet closing of an eve

May bring us there to be.

Its gentle breezes fan our cheek :
Amid our worldly cares

Its gentle voices whisper love.

And mingle with our prayers.

Sweet hearts around us throb and

beat,
Sweet helping hiands are stirred
And palpitate the sdil between
With breathing almost heard

Thesilence ~-awfulsweet.and ealm. -
They bave nu power to break ,
For mortal wonds are not fur them
To utter or partake,

So thin, so soft, so sweet they glide,

So nedr to press they seem—
They seem to lull us to our rest,
And melt into our dream.

And in the hush of rest they bring,
'Tis easy now to see

How love{y and how sveet a pass

The hour of death may be.

To tlose the eye and close the car,

Wrapped ina trance of bliss,
And gently dream in loving arms,
To swoorr to that—from this.

Sarce knowing if we wake or sleep,
Scarce asking where we are,

To leel all evil sink away

All sorrow and all care.

* Sweet souls around us ! Watch us
still

Press nearer to our side,

Into ourthouglts, into our prayers,

With gentle helpings glide.

Tet death between us be as naught,
A dried and vanished stream ;

- Your- joy be the reality,

Our suffering life the dream.

SIGHTS IN.AULD REIKIE,
BY TEE EDITOR.
AN O city in Europe occapics
s grandeér site tlian
‘Edinburgh, and none are
- invested -with more heroic or
- Tolantic associations. My first visit
way fo the -boble Scott mohument,

I'.l‘he lofty narrow crow-stepped build-
lings of the former rising tier above
jtier, especially when lit up at night,
jhave a strangely picturesque appear-
ance, It was lhike a dream, or likea
chapter from the « Heart of Midlo-
thian ” to walk up the Connongate, the
High Street, the Lawn Market, be-
tween the lofty and grim-featured
houses. My garrulous guide pointed

his grave—the exact position is not
known—and all day long the carts

the great Scottish Reformer,

stones of the causeway.

s picturesque old place with a steep
outer stair. It was with feclings of

Eotxporea CastLE.

jout the Tron Church clock, which he'

said ¢ was aye koepit twa minutes fust,

I
!

and carringes rattle over tho bones of  vniqve. bpro;" “wiIst
Near, FRVSTRA ; ” ** PAX, ENXTRANTIDVS, SALVS.
by, tho site of the old Tolbooth is exeEvNTIBVS."
shown by a large heart marked in the | wife, with a charming accent, showed

!

CHRIST ;" ' WIIAT. EVER, ME. BEFALL. 1.
THANK. TIE. LORD, OP. ALL;" *‘ LAVS,
DO. MINVE
A garrulous Scotch

a number of relics of tho great Re-

In the High Street i Knox's houss, , former, including his portrait and that

of tho fair false Quecn, whose guilty

conscience ho probed to the quick, aud
the beautiful Fcur Maries of her
court. In the Muscum I saw
Kuox's old pulpit whero, says
Malvillo, “he was sae active
that ha was lyk to ding it in
blads and flec out of it.”

The grim old castle riscs on
an islated crng, four lundred
fest above the Forth — balf palsce
and half prison—a memorial of
the stormy days of feudal power.
In a littlo chambor about eight
fect equare, James VI, only son
of Mury Stuart, and future
King of England, was born, and
it is said he was let down in a
basket from tho window to the
Grass Market, three hundred
feet below. On tho ceilingixa
quaint black letter inscription :
Lord Jesus Christ that crowned was

with thorne, o
Presorve the baun quba heir is boroe,
The stern old castlo has looked
down on many strange sights,
but on none more strange
than wben in this very Grass
Markot, Soottish martyrs for
the Protestant faith glorified
God amid the flamex.
At the other end of the loag
and parrow satreet—the “mest
p icturezque in Europe—is tho
1toyal Palace of Holyrood, with
BN ;ts memories of guilt and glocm.

| Here is the chumber in which
Enox wrung the Queea's proud
heart by bis upbmidings; the
supper room -very nmall—in
which Mary was dimng with
Rizzio snd her Maids of Honcur,
when Damnley and his fellow.
assagsins climbed the winding
stair, and mordered the uohsppy

|pecnlil.r reverence that 1 stood in the * wretch clinging to his royal mistress's
ey 1 room in which Kunox died, and in the ' skirts, and then dragged his body into
~where I had'a bird's-cyo- view of the that the warkmen might na be late ;" | littlo study—very small and narrow— ' tho Queen's bod<chamber, whero tho

——— . . —— .+ ——— s
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“eene, over which ho has cast such an,aud the old St. Giles’ Church, where | only about four feet by seven, in which * blood-stains aro atill shown upon tho

‘undyivg spolls Beneath the arch is a
" wable statug of-the great enchanter,
-‘andfilling the mary niches aro the
figirés that he called from ‘the realm
"of fancy, and enbreathed with Jifo for
“ever.” Theo deep ravine of ‘the North
- Joch, now: a charming public en,

croged by lofiy traficcrowded bridges,
el Xutes -the- piciureeque and historic
w14’ EoWh um} the bandsome new city.

A

i he wrotc the History of the Scottish ' floor. The Queen's-bed with ita fadod
, Reformation. I sut in his chair at his ' ta jog, her jrivate a,lul'. the stono
mass in terlog.” : desk, and T stood at the window from | on which she knelt, ber meagre rairrar,

Here aro buried the Regent Murray which he used to proach to the mul- ber tiny dressing-room, "m“ the om-
and tho great Earl of Montrose, and titude in the High Stroet—now s ! broidered picture of Jacoba Dream,
without, berieath the stons pavemeat squalid and disrepntable spot. The ! wrought with herown fair fingers,mako

Jenny Geddes flung her stool at the
prelatic hireling ¢ wha would say a

jof the highway; once put of the ' motto on the house front reads, ¢ LVFE ‘vcry vivid and real the sad story of

churchyard, lies the body of John K GOD. ADVFEZ. AL. AND. YI. XYCUTEOVR | the unhappy -sovereign, who realized
Enox. A metslplate with the lotters, ' As. YL SELR.” Thero are maoy such ! o the fall the words, T
“L K. 1572," cobjectarally marks pious mottocs, as: “uv. uoIR. 18" *Upeasy lies thehésd that wesra s crown.”.




