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THE FAMILY BIBLE.

‘How painfully pleasing the fond recollection,
Of youthful connections and innocent joy,

When blessd with parental advice and affection,

. Surrounded with mercies and peace from on high 3

- 1 atill view the chair of my father and mother,

The seats of their offspring, as ranged on each hand,

And that richest of books, which excelled every otker,
The family Bible which lay on the stand.

“The Biblc, the volume of God’s inspiration,
At morning and cvening could yield us delight ;

The prayer of our sire was a sweet imvocation,
For merey by day and (or safety by night.

-Qur hymns of thanksgiving with harmony swelling,
And warm from the breast of a Tamily band,

11alf raised us from earth to that rapturous dwelling,
Described in the Bible that lay on the stand.

Blessd Bible, the light and the guide of the stranger,
With it T seem circled by parents and friends:;
Thy kind admonition shall guide me from danger,
On thee shall my last lingering hope then depend :
Hope ripens 1o vigour and rises to glory—
Pl hasten and fAlce to the bright promised land,
And for refuge lay hold of the hope set before me,
Revealed in the Bible that lay on the stand.

Mail, rising the brightest and best of the morning,
The star which has guided my parents safc home ;
“The beams of thy glory my pathway adorning,
Shall scatter the darkness and brighten my gloom 5
As the wise eastern sages, to worship this stranger,
With ecstacy hastened to Canaan’s fair land—
1 will adore Him, but not in the manger :
Hc’s scen in the Bible that lay an the stand,

Tho’ age anfniislurtune press hord on my feelings,
1’11 flee to the Bible, and trust in the Lord—
Tho’ darkness should cover his merciful dealings,
My soul is still cheered by His heavenly word,
And now from things earthly my soul is removing,
1 saon shall shout glory in heaven’s bright band,
And with rapture of joy, be (or ever adoring
The God of the Bible that lay on the stand.
Boston Galary.

GENERAL LITERATURE.

A STRANGER’S TALE;
ORy, THE DEATH ON THE RIGHTROUS.

Turrr is an indescribably pleasant melancholy
attendant on the bright sunny morniing of a ‘Sab-
bath in summer, 10 an individual who s among
strangers.” A solemn stillness porvades every
. thing’; cven the lovely works-of nature secm fo
{;nt on a sacred aspect. The feathered songsters
reathe forth their melody in subdued straing, and
tie distant waterfall, now swelling to a deep bass
underione, and now dimini¢hing, il the tistening
- ear scarcely perceives ils-sound, as the breeze in-
creases and dies away—breaks the silence, onl y to
make the intervening pause the aore-deep—the
more impressive,

Pcl:ha_ps this is all imagination ; beitso j at any
rate, itis a feeling which has, again and again,
touched the finer sensiliilisios.of the sonl, and mel-
lowed down the rough exterior which human na-
ture alinost unavoidalily assumes by a contact
wilh the numberless pesplexities attendent on the
tumult and bustle.of the week. If ever man is
capable of one hdly .cinotien~il eyer susceptible

of any feelings kindred to angels, it must be at
such a time, and under such circumstances.

I had arrived late on the previous evening, in
the city of , and taken one of the nost re-
tired lodgings 1 conld find. Exhausted with the
fatigue of travelling, I sought rest, and was not
disturbed, until the chiming of the bells fuom the
dome of the neighouring edifice, announced the
dawning of the Sabbath. For the firsttime, I
looked from my window. It opened towards the
east, and the clouds upon the horizon for a long
distance, were tinged with a golden hue, which,
as the eye wandered from the point of the sun’s
a[{proach, gradually became less and less rich, un-
til they were finally exchanged for the mild blue
of the sky beyond. Directly before me, a broad
sheet of water rolled majestically. and being calm,
reflected from its own hosom, the beauties defi-
neated in the heavens above. Beyond its further
bank opened an extensive prospectinio the adjein-
ing country, sufficiently near for me to see the
birds sporGing from bough to bough, and now and
then to hear the carol of their morning songs.—

| About me, the spires from the churches of a po-

pulous city lifled themselves, seemingly, as sen-
tries to the numerons habitations below them.—
To all these, T was a stranger not one from the
thousands about me, could I call friend—not one
was there on whom 1 could bestow a look of re-
cognition—not one with whom I could exchange
the salutation of sympathy. No wonder, then, if
‘my thoughts reverted to the circle at my own
home ;—no wonder that the scene hefore me, had
produced thatnelancholy I have before desenibed.

The breakfast bell rane, and I descended to the
larze dining room, not in a mood to join in the
conversation that was introduced. I encountered
strange faces on every side, and, except inter-
changing civilities with thore in my immediate
'Viciniy, inddiged in my own musings during the
meal, and then returned to-my room, to meditate
unnoticed and alone. Would thatT might always
enjoy the same commurion With ‘my Saviour as
then ;—would that the ¢ fever of the world”
might always be, as then, subdued. .

This was but one of ‘the bright spots that light
the vale of life, and like every other ravishing
pleasnre inithis ‘world, destined to be but of short
duration.

“Time passed unheeded, and hefore I was aware
of'it, the hour of morning worship had arrived,
and I descended to the street. But I coukl pot di-
vest myself of the train of thought T hadbeen in-
dulging. The streets were thronged with pas—
sengers, and without knowing whither I went, I
followed the maltitude. 1 soon found myself
treading the cerpeted aisles of a spacious church.
I entered a pew which was opened to me, and sat
down. The deep swelling tones of the noble or-
gan, -asits keys were swept by a master hand,
alone roused me from my revexie, and told me I
was in the house of God. The voice of song as-
cended in ¥ich harmony from ths choir in the gal-
lery above, and directly behind me, and then
arose the holy man of God, who poured forth the
desires of Hisheart, in one of the most soul stir~
ting petitions it ever fell to my lot tohear. One
might almost feel himsclf to be in the presence of
the Kine of kines, and sce the bright seraphim
howing before the throne. Another hymn was
sung, and the minister of the sanctnary read from
Psolm 16, ¢ I will pay my vows unto the Lord
now, in the presence of all his people, in the courts
of the Lord’s honse.”  The accents of his voice,
ashe expatiated on the character of- God, falling
upon the ears of his hearers, at-once Hrcpossesscd
them in favour af the speaker, and convinced
them that he uttcred the language of a warm and

penerons Teart, while at the same time the infi-
Adle greatness of the subjeet he advocated, was

L ]
bronght home to ihe mind, aith an unwontel
force. He exhibited the lawaf God in all its ho-
limess and purity, and thuodered forth its awful
demmciations 1o the ungodly, while, at tlse same
time,

4 —————in sirains as sweetl as angels use,

The Gospel whispered peace.””

ITe looked back upon thelittle band that were
led by the Saviour, tracing the hisiory of (he
church down to the present time, and showed that
God had never left himself withouta witness.
He pointed to the sacred emblems before him, as
a memorial of the covenant into which his own
flock had entered, and entreated them to & be
wise as serpents, and harmless as doves ; to
walk worthy of the high vocation wherewith they
had been caMad, «redeeming the time, because
the days are evil.” {He closed the book, and de-
scending the steps of the galpid, requested the
candidates to offer themselves for the baptismal
rite.  For a moinent a breathless silence perva-
ded the asscmbly, when the door behind me
opened, and looking round, I sasv the form ofa
maiden slowly walking up the aisle. Sucha
countenance I had never before seen. A modest
blush, accasioned by the agitation of the scene,
was diffused nver her lovely featnres, while the
expression of her dark cyes seemed alnost un-
eartbly, Is it possible, thonght I, that this young
and beautiful creatnre, can forsake the gay cir—
cles of pleasure, and put on the sanctity of relii-
on? Can itbedme, that she has so far triumph-
ed over the vanmilice of the world, as to be wil-
ling to identify hersel with 2 band of Christians,
often calumniated—ofton made the hy-worl of
the votaries of pleasure ?-—Ay, % was (rue. She
had tast~d the cup of earthly blisa. She had drunk
deep of its alluring tempting flow,

[

tiil pre si‘mly it turned
Bitter within her, and her spirit grew
Faint for undying watera.

Then she came
To the pure fount of God, and was athirst
No more.”

She stood before ‘her spiritual guide ; he read to
her the confession of futth, to which she assented
then raising the silver chalice in one hand, with
the other he impressed upon her fair forchead the
sea) of the promise. The wershippers arosz ; and
taking her right hand, he welcomed her to the
fellowship of the saints. The ceremony ended.
She retraced her -sleps, and I again saw the ex—
Krcssion ofthatface ! Never does woman appear

alf so lovely as when her soul is warmed by
the influence of piety. Of all things in nature,
the irreligious female appears the most inconsis—
tent. To woman we look for all that can heauti-
fy and adorn the eharacter,—forthe cultivation
of the social sympathies ofeur natnre,—(or all that
is generous and cnnobling. And we are scldom
disappointed ; but, if to all these is added the glow~
ing flame of piety, a tenfddd charm is diffused
over the whole character. Huch were my reflec-
tions.—And now once more the -voice .of prayer
ascended to heaven, and the congregeafzen dispers-
ed. [Ireturned tomy lodginags, and-spent the ree
mainder of the day in solitude.

(To be continucd.)

PLRASURE is no rule of goad, since when we follow
pleasure merely, we are disgusted, and change from
one part to another, condemning that at one time, which
at another we carnestly approve, and never judging
cqually of happiness whilst we follow passion gpd

mere humour,



