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THE PILGRIM’S SONU.

My restis in heaven; my restis not here;

Then why should I tremble when trals appear

Be hushed, my datk spunst: The worst that can come
But s.uontens thy journey, ani haatens thee Liote,

It is not for me to be seeking iy bliss,

Or fixtaz my hopes 1 a 1¢gion inhe this;

1 look for a city which hands have not puled;
I punt for a country by sin undetiled.

The thotn and the thistle around me may grow ;
[ would not lie down upon roses helow.

I ask not a portion—1 seek not a rest,

Till 1 find it for aye on Immanuel’s breast.

Should sorrow or trial my progress oppose,

They ouly make heaven more sweet at the ciose:
Comie joy, or comie sorrow, whate’er mray betal 5
One hour with my God w:! niake up for them ail,

With a scrip for my way, and a staff 1 my hand,

I’ march on in haste through the enemy’s land :

The way may be rough, but it cannot b+ jony,

And ')l smooth it \\IE.‘A hoj e, atid il cheer it with song.
’

WIHAT Is HEAVEN 1
1 asked yon 1adiant o1b anong the spheres,
Shinwg resplendent o'es tits bright compeers;
He poured a flood of glory o’cr my «ieht,
And told my wondenng spint, ¢ Heaven 1e ight.”

1 asked the morn exuiting o't the p'ains,
Wihile huill and dale re-echoed the glad sthiamns
The mornng deigued its language o employ,
And told my thruling sparity * Heaven i joy.”

1 asked the nizhi, when all was calm around,
And nothing carthly broke the st profound ;
Night bade the tumult in my bosom cease,

Aund whispered to my spint, © Hleaven s peace.”

I asked the harmony persading all !

The beauteous spheses round tus terrestrial ball
The universal s owe, beneath, abosve,
Told my enraptured spint, * Hanvenois love.”?

~ Englstman's Magazine.
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JOHN GASPARD LAVATER AND THE POOR WIDOW,

It was a practice with Lavater to read, eveiy morning, several
chapters of the Bible, and select from them one particular
passage for trequent and special meditation during the day.
One morning, after reading the fifth and sivth chapters of the
Gospel of St. Matthew, he exclaimed, “ What a treasure of
morality ! How difficult to make cheice of any particular por.
tion of it After a feww moments’ consideration, he threw
himselfupon his knees, and prayed for Divine guidance.  When
he joined his ‘wife at dinner, she asked hun what passage of
Scripture he had chosen for the day.

« Give to him that asketh of thee ; and from him that would
borrow of thee turn not thou away,” was the reply.

« And how is this to be uuderstood 7 said his wife.

#4Give to him that asketh of thee, and from him that would
barrow of thee turn not thou away,” are the words of him to
whom all and every thing belongs that T possess,” rejotned
Lavater. “Iam the stewerd, not the proprietor.  Tue pro
pristor desires me to givo to him who asks of me, and not to
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refuse him that would borrow of me ; or, in other words, if']
bad two coats, [ must give one to him that has nene ; and if {
had food, I ryust share with him who is au bungered and in
want. This I must do without being asked. How much more,
then, when asked 1”

Thig, continued Lavater in his diary, appeared to b eso
evidently and incontrovertibly the meaning of the verse in ques.
tion, that I spuke with more than usual warmth. My wife made
no turther reply, than tkat she would take these things to heart.
I had scarcely left the dining-room a few minutes, when an
aged widow desired to speak with me, and she was shown into
my study.

* Forgive me, dear sir,” she said : “ excuse the liberty [ am
about to take. I am really ashamed; but my rent is due to-
!morrow, aud I am short six dollars. [ have been confined to
iy bed with sickness, and my poor child is nearly starving,
!Every penuy that I could save, [ hofe laid as?c to meet this

' . . .
demand, but sic dollars are yet wanting, a@d to-Riorrow is term-

day.” Here she opened a parcel, which she beld in her hand,
and snid: « This is a book, with a silver clasp, which my late
'husband gave mie the day we were married.  Itie all 1can
i spare of the fewarticles I possess, and sore it is to part with it.
| Fam aware it is pot cnough, nor do I see how I could ever ro.
.pay.  Bat, dear sir, it you can, do assist me,”

i Lam very sorry, iny good weman, that I cannot help vou,”
I ] suid, and putting my hand into my pocket, I accidentally felt
<y pise, which contnined shout two dollars.  These, said [
to myself, caunot extricate her from her difficulty—she requires
six=—hesides, even if they could, [ have need of this money for
some other purpose. ‘Furning to the widow, I said : % Have
you no friend, no relative, who could give you this trifle

“Noj; notasoul! I amashamedtogo from house to house;
I would rather work day and night. My excuse for heing here
is, that peeple speak so much of your goodness; if, however,
you cannot assist e, you at Jeast will forgive my intrusion, and
God, who hasnever yet torsaken me, will not surely turn away
from me in iy sixty.sitth year!”

At this moment, the door of my apartment opened, and my
"wife entered. [ was ashamed and vexed, Gladly wouwld {
have sent her away, for conscience whispered, “Give to him
that asketh of thee, and from him that would borrow of thee
turn not thou away.”  She came up to me and said, with much
sweetness—

“This is a good old woman.
late. Assist her if you can.”

Shame and compassion struggled in my darkened soul. ¢ [
have but two dollars,” 1 said, in & whisper, “and she requires
six. I'll give her a trifle in her hand, and let her go.”

Laying her hand -»n my arm, and smiling in my face, my wifo
=aid aloud, what conscience had whispered betore, « Give to
him that asketh of thee, and from him that v ould berrow of thee,
turn not thou away.,”

I blushed, and replied, with some little vexation, “ Would
you give your ring for the purpose 17

“fWith pleasure, enswered my wife, pulling off her ring.

The poor widow was ejther too simple or too modest to notice
what was going on, and was preparing to retire, when my wife
called her to wait in the lobby, When we were lefl alone, I
asked my wife—

““ Are you in carnest about the ring 7”

“Certain'y. How cnn you doubt it 7" she said. % Do you
think I would trifle with charity? Remember what you said
half an hour ago. Oh! my dear fricnd, let us nof make a show
of the Gospel.  You are in general so kind, so sympathizing,
how is it that you now find it so diffcult to sssist this poor
woman? Why did you not, without hesitstion, give her what

She has certainly been ill of




