
'08.Ilcdieaiions ilî a ./Vcw Jfs.

griefs, let thy crossS corne blcnde1 %çith love ; bîij oh save Mi

nnd mine, frorn" guilt, remor4e, dler-piir ! Let tlhe furies bc de-

barred f'. or' th 1uu!le tvt.llinr, anrd the straalcs ---id tcars, Il, n
lights and éliidedvs of hife, shall bc borne as becomcs a tuaita
n tliristian. The lowv wailings of torroiv, may nàéu na te hivelyN

notes ofj;ny, but oh lover of concord ! let not the raglogs of guil!

turn these little wal inoaait infernal bouudary ; liruîiiig in thec,
let me remaRie that (bey shall not-fur thou hast giren Lb>' crea-

tures trength ta stand, if tbey take heed ta tbâir steps. IlLead us
not ino temptation, but deliver us fro. evil," oh tbou wbom the
heaven ofheavena cannot contain, but who bas pronmsed to dwell

with tbem who are of an humble, coi-frite mmd obedient heurt !
The pensive mood ivbich 1 bart imdlged, opens colis of thought,

whicb, at this time, 1 would fain have geuled. This comiartable
House, which is now mine, rerinnds me of another,which saol bc
mine aima. Little preparation "k~ apartmeat neede, end* it will
be lasliog as the his. TRie Ilnarrow bouse i>ppoisted for ai
living," rimes solemnly ta my view, in contrast with my prement
habitation. Aias! pbilosophy chilis, nt the picture-the inmattt of
iowt boume awake not with the pleasant seul's glad raysa-no moon
beam glides through its lattices-ne starlight may attract the re-
poàer'e eye fran its( long, long slumbering. Dark, da"p mmd
roilent-the. green mound aboie, may not b. enj oyed by the ç,,olita-
ry tenant below.--Oh thou who <ied mnd wast buried, and deçcend-
ed into badem--smooth the passage ta that awfu valley--and gi-n
a joyful resurrection from, its gi.oomy shades. Did 1 caiR the new

building in which 1 deligbted, mine own ? Alas, for the continuai
absordities of hife, many shaîl be ils masters ! 1 bave but a loin of
ils comforts, and musi in a few years be turned from ils waihs for
ever! neyer to, return ta, ay litile borne! an exile from tbis çircle
for ail eternity! Mly imagination already pens me within tbe mel-
ancholy boards of death-my legs are shackled-my arme.1bave
no space for their wonted motion !-begone degrading oppressive
picture ! my brain grows feverisb, and my veine throb nt sucb a
consummatian of ail my exeriions and wanderings,.--Weak unnc -
cessary anticipations begane ; 1 look with a (00 cbildish eye on
that appainted state. lb is not a prison, but a pas.age-2t ane
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