
413

-0a ttt 5.

TEE CHILD 15 DEAI).
It le biard to believe it: we slhalln

more hear the glad voice, nor meet the
mnerry laughl that burst so often fromi
its glad heart.

Child as it wvas, it ivas a pleasarit
child; and te, the partial parent there
are traits of lovcliness tlîat no other
oye may sec. It was a wise ordering
of Providence that ive should love our
own childrexî as no one cisc loves
theni, and as we love the children of
none beside. And ours %vas a lovely
child.

But the ehilcl is dead 1 You May
put away its playthings. Put thern
where they will be safé. 1 ivould not
like to have thera broken or lost; nnd
you need flot lend. thera to other chl-
dren Nvhcn they coine t se lis lb
'would pain me to, sec themi ini their
lîands, mnucli as 1 love to sec chiîdren
happy îvith their toys.

Its clothes you niay lay aside: 1
shah! often look theni over, and each
of the colours that hc wvore will remind
nme of hint as lie looked Nvhien hie 'vas
bocre. 1 shall îeep oftcn wvhen I think
of him ; but there is a Iuxuîry in think-
ing of thie one that is gone, 'whieh I
would not part îivith for the ivoîld. 1
think of my child nlow, a ehild alwvays,
thougli an angel among angels.

The child is dead 1 The eye lias lost
its lustre. The band is still and cold.
The little hecart is nlot beating now.
How pale il looks ! Yct thie very forin
is dont to mie. Every lock of its hair,
evory Thatitre of its face, is a treasure
that 1 shall prize the more, as the
xnonths of niy sorrow corne and go

'Lay the littho one in lus coflin. le
was nover in so, cold and bare a bcd;
but hoe %vill foc! it not. le îvould flot
know it, if hoe had been laid in bbc
cradle, or inhie mother's arns. Throw
a flowor or two by bis side: liko tbem
hie 'witherebh.

Carry him out tothe grave. Gontlyl
Mt'a liard rond thie to the grave. Evcry

jar Booma to disturb the infant sheopor.
Horo ivo are at the brink of tho sepul-
chro. 0, lhow damp, and darli, and
cold 1 But. the dead, do not- foc) it:
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thore is no pain, no foar, no woeping
there. IlSleep on now, and take yoùr
rest !",

Fi l itup 1 Ashies to ashes; dustti,
dustl Every elod seenis tofallonny
heart. Evcry sound fronthe grave if
saying, ciGonle, gone, gone t1» It if
fulîl: now lay the turf gcntly oler the
dend child; plant a myrtie among the
sods, and lot the little one sleop among
the treos and flowers. Our child is
not there Ilis dust-pocious dugt
indeed-is there; but our child is in
heave.i. lRe is not here; hoe is risen.1'

1 shaîl think of the forni that in
rnotldering lucre among the dead ; and
it wvill be a mnournful conifort, to comé
at limes, and think of the ehild that
%vas once bue lig-lit of our house, and
the idol.-ah!1 thuat 1 mîust own the
secret of tliis .sorrow !.-the idol of my
heart.

.And it is beyond ahi language to ex-
press thue joy, ii thue xridst of tours,
which I feel, that my sin. in making
an MIdo of blue ehiild, lias net made that
infant iess deart b Jesus. Nay, thore
is eveni something that tells mie tho
Saviour calhcd .the darling, frora me,
tliat 1 iniglit love the Saviour more
wlien 1 luad one child less te love. Ho
kniowcthl Our franuec ; le knowetb tlie
wvay to w'in and bind us. Dent Savionr,
as Thîou hast my hamb, give me, too, a
place in Thy bosoni. Set nie as a sal
on Thy hocart.

'WELLINGTON.

The Duke ivas -ivell acquainted with
his B3ible, and vahued it. Manyyoars

mgo , î%vhen, before Sir Arthur Welles-
îey, a brother officer wvas spcaking
sneeringly of the B3ible, and ridiculing
he idon of ils Ùeing a revelation fromù
God3 lie abrupt]y said, "gS-, have
you rcàd 'Paley's Evidencos?' If yoti
]lave not, I adviso you to read thern.
1 once thought as you now think ; Unt
1 read Pahoy, and arn convinccd.11 The
officer afterwvnrds became one of teè
holiest mon in the British army, andf
thanked he Duko of Wellington fct
bis timiely reproof. You miay havê
bourd of me speak of my visit-to Wà-


