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THE CHRISTIAN MIRROR.

wnnerved the miml, and it seldom fails to produce
asalutary effeet.  With this briet” preamble let
my tale commence. May it act as 2 wamn-
in’z to such as are prone lo make unto theinselves
idols amonz the creatures of dust! to such
as fove the ereature mote than the Creator.

Atthe aze of twenty years [ was left a widow,
withan infant son.  Tae loss of a cherished and
heloved hushand, fell, like am avalanche npon my
younz and nunteied heart. « For a long time my
wriet was too great to admit of consolition, nor
Ao I remember having ever received positive
comlort from any source. MMy anguish was too
acute for calm endurance, and exhausted itself in
unchecked paroxysins.  These became less fre-
quent as time bronght its never failing mitiga-
tion to poignant sorcow, and I”gradually gained
composure, thoush not cheerfulness. Indeed, it
was my maxim that real griel can never be over-
come; that true sensibility defies control. 1
unhesitatingly pronounced all people to be cald
heartened who bore their afflictions unrepiningly.
Nothing exasperated me more than to be told by
my friends that they were pleased to find I was
conquering my inordinate sorrow. To these 1
always replied sternly, true sorrow can never
be conquered 5 these who love as I did must
grieve forever.—Cold hearts may talk of subdu-
ing their feelings—where they are really strong
they are unconquerable.  Such sophistcy con-

. vinced my own reason, thouzh I was all this
time a professing Christian. I read my Bible
with due attention, and heard the doctrines of
Christianity ably expounded from the pnlpit. I
thought myself in the safe path of Christian prac-
tice, when I resisted the will of Providence with
vehement ¢omplaints, and avewed murmurs a-
gainst its decrees.

Mecanwhile, my son grew like a well water-
cd plant before iny cycs. . He was a singularly
lovely and intelligent child. Yet I never thank-
ed the Giver of this precious gift, but complain—
ol loudly that my happiness was blighted in the
hud, My child evinced strong passions from his
very cradle, and some of my best friends ursed
we 1o check their violence from the commence-
ment. But my constant reply o this salutary
counsel was 2 how can you impose such a task
wpon a broken hearted creature 2 Do you not
see plainly that Tam incapable of any such exer-
tion 7 Alas! every attempt to speak harshly to
iy child, would apen the fountain of my wriofs
attesh,  Fle isthe living semblance of his father !
how can Iimpose restraints upon such an infant
withont being guilty of positive cruelty. Al! it
it for cold-hearted people to talk of “discipline.
The very word brings to my mind chains, fetters
and all the horrid implements of tyranny. My
only comfort is to indulge this cherished being in
every thing; 1 cannot cross eithier his wishes or
his passions.  Besides 1 see clearly that he has a
heart overflowing with sensibility, To check
what you call passion, would be to destroy the
tine feelings of his heart. I cannot consent {n
an experiment which might counlerset all the
nable propensities of his nature.

Thus did T discharge the duties ofa Christian
mother. My onlyexcnse for nourishing an ido—
latrious attachment to my son was, that my con-
Jjugal affeetions having been nipt in the bud, all
my tvepressed feelings must needs low into the
newly epened channe! of maternal love. Years
lmssml away, and my lovely boy was approaching
iis tenth year. At this period a mali mant dis=
ease visited onr village, and was peculiarly fatal
ta children of his age. ” Many were carried off
by ity and [ was surrounded by mouming parents,
My mind was thrown inte "a state of disorder
which ¢n scarcely be explained in words, 1
felt agonizing sympathy with the afilicled, but 1
never could realise an apprehension that their
dooin llli;;h! become mine. No, 1T had a vague
idea counceted wirh my notians of heavenly good-
ness, that 1 had borne my full burden of sorrow,
and shoull not again be tusked so heavily.
That, in short, I was te be spared now, nay, had
almost a tight (0 claim exemption from future
trouble, because [ had heen already baorne to the
carth by one swpassingly heavy stioke. Al-
though [ knew many widows, sane strugeling
under complicated adversities, some called to
suffer thisnew grief by my very side, yet1never
compared my case with t{neim. A strange idea
possessed my mind that my havine mourned so
deeply OVer one sorrew, was lo ¢ive me a title
of cxemption from another. Thus, 1 labowrcd

underthe miscrable delusion of supposing th:t
my self-indulgence was to be rewarded by lue
future forhearance of Heaven.—That the A -
merciful would sparc onc who had shown siuc

keen sensibility, and such_an incapacity to bear
sorrow. Als! what will not self-love devise
to save itsell from conviction and condemnation.

One night 1 was appalled by signs of indispost-
tion in my child ; 1 passed the night in agony by
his bed-side, in tears and incoherent supplications.
At day-break I summoned medical assistance,
and fell into a swoon, when the ths:cnan gently
communicated his apprehension that the epidemic
had seized my idol. On my recovery 1 turned
from a well meaning old friend who was wl)ls-
pexinz lessons of resiznation in my half insensible
ear. Talk not of resignation, said I, almost ﬁer9g-
Iy, that virtue may belong to the poor in spirit
and the cold in heart. T never could, and never
can he resiened 3 when my adored hushand died
le carried more than halt my cxislcncc_\v!th hl!ﬂ H
the rest was only sustained by love forvhis child.
~=If he is to go, tely on it, griel will carry me
oft hefore him.” When I know to a certainty that
he is to he taken, 1 shall go before him. My heatt
wasnot made for endurance. Itcan break, but
not bend. My old friend sighed, but said no
mare. . .

The progress of my son’s illness wasinconceiv-
ably rapid. 1 could see that ahnost every body
around my thoughtita desperate case. Yet my
strange fetling of security remained, 1 prayed
incessantly, with almost frantic importunity, that
this cup might pass by me, but I shrank vehe-
mently from the closing sentence of the blessed
prayer. The facl was, that 1 never had attempt-
ed to submit to the will of my Creator, nor could
I Lear to dwell upon the idea that submission
was an imperious Christian requisition. At
length my child’s illness reached its climax, and
I was gently and with tender sympathy informed
that his recovery was hopeless. What! said 1,
starting wildly from my seat, do you mean im-
piously to set bounds to the merey of Gad? Who
shall dare affirm that my child caunot yet be
raised from his dyinx bed? [ have asked it in
faith 3 let us all pray for his recovery. Yes, as
surely as we are permilted to ask thal we may
receive, so surely may the only son of his mo-
ther, and she a widow, he saved from death ; Ist
us all unite in prayer for my precious hoy. A
clergyman of approved pirty wus present. 1 he-
sought him to lead our intercessions, and cast
myself with a frantic gesture upon my knees, Al
who were present hent humbly hefore Gad, and
the voice of prayer arose amid slmost breathless
attention. The holy man prayed with earnest
and {ouching fervour ; he besought -the Lord to
have pity upon the widowed mother; to spare
her only chil(l to be acomfort to her future days.
He asked foreiveness for all our sins in the name
of the blessed Saviour,and spoke of the gracious
promises of heavenly mercy, like one who had
hitherto confided wholly in their snstaining pow-
er.  His voice sofiened as he spoke of a mother’s
love, stronger than death-~of the blessed privilege
of intercessory prayer, so often the solace of hu-
man misery at its most awful crisis. He dwelt
on the omnipotence of God, and of his  infinite
merey which so often prompted the exercise of
that boundless power. Neveriheless, adiled he,
if it should be {hy will to take this much loved
suiferer from a world of sin and misery, Oh, srant
thy fullest grace and most powerful strengih to
the bereaved parent 5 uphold her in her honr
of keenest anguish, grant her resignation.—Stay
exelaimed 1, half frantic with mental agony, ask
not for resignation, ¥ do not desire to be resiened
il I must lose my darling ; [ ask nothing of Al-
mighty power, but that my grief may bcapermit-
ted to destroy “me speedily~say nothing of my

resignation, but ask the life of my child. if
the Scripture _he true, the Pmyor ol faith
will raise the sick, nay ‘even the dead. This

strange nnholy interruption of the general devo-
tions seemed to appal my assembled fiiends. The
clergyman remained silont for some Inoments
then " concluded his prayer in i lower tone of
voice,

Reader? this prayer so vchemently urged—so
presumnptuons in-its requisition, was heard and
answered. The inscrutible wisdom of the Most
High enswered a pelition which contajued no
humble reference to His will. My child arose
from his hed  of suftering, and” hecame once

more the Jight of my cves—the joy of my

. There were some who ventured to whis-
:;:3 rtthat they thought me worthy of this blessinz.
A signal mercy—almost a miracle had been gran-
ted fo one who declared herself unwilling to let
the will ofher Father in Heaven be done. Did
not this savour of presumption!” For myself, I
exulted in what I regarded as the tviumph ol
faith; but mark the “sequel, This idol of an
errinz and presumptuous heart; this child who
was dearer fo me then my hopes ot }leavcn, lived
to be the scourge of a miserable existence. Yes,
he grew up to manhood with a person like the
fallen Lucifer, beantiful even in its degradation.

But every vice that ever polluted the earth
rioted and (riumphed in his hosom. He lived--a
heaven-defying sinner ; was arraigned agaimr and
again beforc the tribunal of human justice, and
escaped again and again by the subterfuges of le-
gal subtlety. L

But the cup of his iniquities was at length
full. Without a dream of penitence—without a
thought of repentance, he cast defiance in the
teeth of justice; challenged the wrath of an
avenging God, and swore away his last breath
on a scaflold. .

Say! ye who have bent submissively over
the dying bed of a cherished babe! who have
iourned the early dead with child-like resigna-
tion to a Father’s will, say would you exchange
conditions with the unhappy being whose story
is before you? Learn from it that God sometimes
spates in his just anger what it would have been
mercy to have removed.—8o. Churchkman.
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THE MINISTER’S DEATH-BED.

On ! that death-bed scenc! On earth there is no-
thing like it 1 Whether the monarch or philesophes
die, there is no thrill of agony or delight felt in other
worlda like that created by the depacture of the mi-
nister of God from the scene of his mighty responsi-
bilitics. Almost can the eyc of sense discern the
seroll in the hand of the recording angel, bearing on
its flaming page the deeds of the summoned spirit,
and the forthcoming sentence—*¢ Well done, goed
and fuithful servant, enter thou into the joy of thy
Lord !”’—~or  Bind him hand and foot and cast him
info ouler darkuess, where is weeping and gnashing
of teeth for ever.”?

The gay drapery of the world falls off—the airy
Cancies that had filled his imagination vanizh away ;
and the material wuniverse, like a nakcd skeleton,
stands out before him bearing on its front, in  broad
capituls of lurid light, the oft-forgotien truth—<¢ Vap-
ity of vanitics, all is vanity !*°

Around him mingles the engels of light, and
the ficuds of darkness. Heaven opers.  Hell disclo-
ses its fiery decp. Al is solemnity, now—whether
‘“ the angel of merey?” bear the spirit triumphantly
upward, or despuir seize its victim, and drag him
downward to the realms of cndless night ! But then
comes the day for which all other days were made—
when the good man and the mean, the mighty man
and the slave, the priest of the altar and the deor~
keepsr of God’s house, shall stand together before the
bar o eternal judgment.

0, my soul, hast thou fought the gocd fight, and
kept the faith—has the word of God been within thee
8s a burning fire, shut up in thy bones—hast thou
conducted others through tears and prayers up to
heaven’s gates—have none perished thrcugh thy ne-
gligence, and love of case, and fear of man ; canst
thou meet the Judge of all, and appeal to him that
none have stumbled over thy bod example, formality
of sorvice, vain glory, and ambition in the world of
wo? Hast thou no accusers there, who will testi-
fy—¢You saw me in the way to hell and held your
peace—you knew me to be thoughtless, and did not
warn me—to be presumptuous, and did not rebuke
me—1o be entangled in the mazes of error and vici-
?uu indulgence, and did not extricate me—il you spoke
it was hut flattery—if you smiled, it was to sccure
favor—if you labored, 4t was but, for the meat that
perisheth I % Ah me ¢ whay cursing then is heaped
upon my head by ruined souls that charge me with

their murder 1°—Rce, Dr. Story?s Nat. Preacher for
Ang. ’




