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Yot the Calllopesn.
Treet In God. o
Ir days ure dark, and clouds arise
With threat'ning sspect, in the skies,
And hops within thy bosom dies—
‘Then look to God.

If friends prove false, and foes unite
To shroud thy name in blackest night,
Ard all thy future prospects blight—
Ask help from God.

If sorrow deep, thy heart has riven,

By human tempests, fiarcely driven,

And to thy soul keen anguish given—
Seek rest in God.

If forrune frown, and meagre want

Present his visage, pale and gaunt,

And e'en thy slumbering moments haunt—
Confide in God.

1{ through the thick’ning gloom, abave,

No spot of blue, vr tar of love,

Beam on thy path, thy griefs to move—
Have faith in God.

If wasting pain thy life consume,
Pointing thee to the gaping tomb,
And all thy earthly pleasures doom—

©" Siill hope in God.

Thy Great High Priestis on tho throne;
To him are all thy sorrows known ; )
He hears, he foels each eigh and groan—
Then trust in God.
Eye hath not seen, ear hath not heard,
Nor heart conceived, what Christ, the Lord,
Hath for his sairts, in hesion, prepared—
Then dwell in God, .
He's fitting now thy mansion bright ;
8oan, soon thow'lt dwell with him, in fight,
Far from sin and sorrow’s blight—
: Rest then in God,
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Family Prayer Remembered.

« Norming,” exclnimed a young friend of mine, “ nothing comes
over me in the whirl of thoughtless pleasure like the memory of
my father's prayers. A hundred times have I been ready to rish
into forbidden gratifieation, and successfully silenced even the
voice of conscience, when those prayers and that family altar
around which we were all gathered in the silent hour, would
come to me like an unscen but mighty hand, suddenly arresting
the career of folly and bringing me to a stop. Not an inch for-
ward can [ move in the forbidden path if that vision of lave but
once mnre visit my soul.  Thase prayers /—how often have they
subducd our wild spirits, softencd our little nsperities of temper
and melted all hearts into one, I never think of home without
conneeting its strongest endearments and sweetest associations
with that altar of love, ‘Thcre was a strange myster, about it
How it was that my father could so unite our hearts with his
own tender and holy aspirations. I know not. It seems to me |
uever can go fur in the roud to death, while the' memory of those
pravers so cntrances, and, as it were, paralyzes my soul.”

Happy youth! those memories ~hall not be forgotten, for
know ! thev wove a mighty chain to link thee safe to the throne
of Gol. They had mysterious efficacy to bind thee fast to a
Savior’s love! °‘The blissful vision will return to visit thee in
thy earthly trials, and encirclo thee when the tempter is nigh.
Tt will conduct thee throuzh all thy pilgrimage, and lend thee a
“ ataff” in the “valley and shadow of denth,”

Said anather youth, “I have hard proying enough! Do let me
have a3little respite ! ‘That Jong weary prayer which T have heard
till T'could‘tun through every sentence before it t7as spuken, it

. remembrance ol it will brood over thy solitary soul,

sickens me to think:efit; ‘The cold gloowmy piety which 1 wit-
nessed in my childhood hangs about me like a dismal spell. 1
wish I could shako it off!” Yes, poor youth! botter for thee if
thou couldst forget that dull and heartless formality ; but no, the
unless the
gentle duvo, in pity to thy haplass bondage, break the iron spell,
and breathe into thee the rcfreshing, living, loving spirit of con.
fiding prayor v
# { too,” said another, “ remember the family altar, nnd though
successive years have thrown a veil ovor tho cherished scenes
of early youth, yet in the twilight of age, how clearly do 1 re.
member the morning and evoniang hour, when the clozed shut.
tors and dackoned room shed no sad influcnce on my young
heart; for tho tones of holy earnest supplication, fresh and
glowing.from an upright hcart, and sustained by a consistent
walk with God, could not fuil to interest the feelings. ‘There
were no measurcd sontences or technical phrases—hut humble,
simple, hearty supplication, varied to family circumstanees, to
duties and cares, but woll suited to sinners addressing o holy

God. It is not strange that I remembor those momuins ¢ rich
in blessing’ when the first gentle dow fell upon my heart.”
L. B,
-~
HOMB.

Heg who examines human life with attentivo oycs will find that it
is chicfly made up of trifling incidents and potty oceurrencos
that our warmest wishes are excited by objects of no particular
moment, and our greatest afflictions arise from bereavemonts or
disappointments, which properly considered, should not occaxinn
asigh. ‘Tho distresses of most common occurrences are hut in.
sect stings, which smart for a moment and are over: and the
vast majority of earthly pleasures are expericnced in the pursuit
of somo unrenl gond, alluring at a distance, but despised as soon
as won, The bubble that crarmed by its beautiful rotundity and
chrystal brightness, turns to water in the grasp ; and thu pros.
pect that from afar scemed green with verdure and rich with
fruitage, on near approach, is found to be chequered with the
samo diversity which characterized the scenes that were pre.
viously passed.

The anly foustain in the wilderncss of life, where man may
drink of waters totally unmixed with bitterness, is that which
gushes forth in the calm and shady recesses of domestic Yove.—
Pleasura m1y beat the heart into artificial excitement ; war may
indurate its fine fibres, and diminish its sensitiveness; but it is
only domestic l.va that can reader it happy.

It has been justly remarked by an anciont writer, that, of the
actions. which claim our attention, the most sulendid are not al.
ways the greatest; and thore are few human who are not aware,
that these outward circum-tances of pomp and affluence whicl:
are luoked on with admiration and envy, seldom create happi-
ness in the bosom of the possessors. It is tho unrestricted in-
tercourse of tha domestic circle, where heart is linked with heart,
that real enjoyment must be expericnced if at all ; not in thread.
ing the complicated labyrinth of politica: not amidst the glaro
of fashion, nor surrounded by the toils of state.

Like the poor pinyer, when his hour of mimic greatacss is
passed, even the rulers of the earth cagerly strip themselves,
whenever nn interval of ease is afforded, of the artificial orna.
ment« and disguises that in public they are forced to wear, but
which are shown to be incumbrances by the alacrity they evinee
in dispensing with them, From the privacy of homs they issucd
into public ; the privacy of homs they revisit, whenever acca.
xion permits 3 and not even the % round and top of power™ can
totally allure their mental vision from the contemplation of its
soul-satisfying joys.

Tho grenter part of most men’s lives is spent in domestic
scrnes and familiar employments ; it is wise, therefore. a0 to
live thnt these hours may glide along in tranquil brightness,
which the breath of flattery cannot dimple, nur the gaudy liaht
of plensure gild.  To he happy at home, {s the object far which
ambition pants and industry labors ; but which cannot be atmin.
ed, unless ardor be repressed by prudenco, ang virtuo be jolned
with ditigence. ’




