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LLINES
ON THE DEATH OF E. C. 8.

BY MPS.J. R. SPOONER.

AxD art thou gone ! has denth's cold hand ngain,

Wiih iron grasp, rent dearest ties in vain 1

Art thou already in the silent grave—

And youth, and goodness—love, could not thee save ?

$1ill in the morning of thy days, so soon

Thy san went down, ere it had reached its woon.

(),'dcnlh ! thou hast all scasons for thine own—

Sinee now again thine arrows have been thrown.,

The wonnd was scarcely healed, made by thine hand,

Which touched one dear one in a distant land ;

And now, another victim’s claimed by thee—

The youngest branch upon the parent tree.

‘They leved in lifc, but now in death are laid,

Par, far apart—and the first grave was made,

By stranger’s honds upon a forcign shore,

In tropic climes, and where old Occan’s roar,

By day and night yet sounds the funcral knell—

More sad and solemn than the passing bell.

Great God ! how wondrous are thy ways to man !

We know but “part,” and “darkly” see thy plan—

Through eye of fuith, we know thou doest well ;

But why ’tis so, is not for man to tell.

The time will come, when al) shall be revealed,

Which now, by love eternal is concealed—

When we shall sce our Maker “ face to face,’’

And cach shall stand in his appointed place.

Though we must mourn, for nature has her tears,

Yet let us joy, that he has passed the fears,

The suffering, sorrows, tending on the way,

Of life’s too thorny path, from day to day—

We thank thee, Father ! thou.didat grant hjm strength,

And showed him light, through the dark valley’s
length—

So strong his faith, and hope, and trust in God,

He meckly bowed his head, and kissed the rcd,
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Yrans passed on, and noshadow had as yet heen
¢ast on the path-way, or dimmed the prospects
of our young fricnds. But in the enjoyment
ol happiness “so undisturbed, they would soon
have forgotten that they were Pilgrims. In the
world we must have tribulation, and the follow-
ers of Jesus must all feel the weight of the cross.
_Aninfant daughter was added to other bles-
sings—a lovely gift; like its mother, fair and
beautiful in feature, and like the chiselled ivo
in form. The little Caroline was but one wee
old, when the father reccived a saummons to a
distant city, on important business connected
with the interests of ?nis Master’s kingdom. His
presence twas essentially necessary, and at any
other time he wonld not have hesitated a moment
ahout the course he ought to pursue. He now
felt that be ought to go ; bnt as he looked on his
infant daughter, and the feeble frame of his wife,
the yearning of the husband and- father, almost
triumphed over the servant of the church.

He did not inform his wife of the circumstance H
but, spreading the matter before the Lord, he de-
lermined to commainicate it to her the next morn-
tng. With the quick eye of affection, Caroline
had obscrved the anxious expression upon his
tountenance, and inquired the cause.

¢« 8peak, Herbert,”? she said—¢ You think, he-
cause my health is fechle, 1 must not share your
anxielies. Recollect that my faith is not enfee-
bled hy this indisposition, but grows stronzer in
the hour of bolily weakness.””  When she heard
the circumstances, she exclaimed— My dear
hushand, can you for one moment hesitate 2 Go,
and may our Master's blessing zo with you. Your
presence is the solace of my fonely honrs, the
lizht of my sitk room ; but I could not love you so
well, loved I not Jesns and  his serviee more.—.
You leave me with every comfort—a quiel home,
my kind mother constantly with me, and many
friends near at hand ; and, best of all, you leave
me with our God.

At the dawn of the next morning, Herhert stood
beside his wife. She was awake, and extended her
hand to him. ¢ One duty, my hushand, remains
to he performed, and then we shall be geparatod
for the first time. Ourlitile Caroline must he
dedicated to her Saviour in the holy ordinance
of baptism. I have fondly looked forward to the
Sunday maming when Ishould present her at the
altar where we pledged ourselves to each other,
hut it is belter not to defer it. I trust she shall
be spared to us many years 3 hul it may please
her Father to call her o himself even helore your
return, and I would have our lamb incluled now in
the fold of the greut Shepherd.”

The little family assembled. 7The font of pure
water was placed beside the bed, and the voice
of prayer arose. The parents renounced for their
offspring the ¢ pomps and vanities of this wicked
world,” and the little one was received into the
congregation of Christ’s flock.”

In a few days Herbert found himself in the
midst of his clerical brethern at C y and
his feelings were soon intensely encaged in the
husiness that had called thein together. His
thoughts often turned homeward, but noet with
anxiety, for he felt that the hanner of divine love
overshadowed the dear inmates of the parconage,
and that all was « well” with them.

He had been several days at C » when a
Tetter from home was handed him, and he perceiv-
ed with sumprise the well known hand of his wife.
Caroline had exerted herselfl to write, that she
might with her own pen assurc him, that all were
well at home, She expressed her deep interest
in the important business that engaged him, and
closed the few lines with a renewed assurance of
her fond affection, and perfect trust in heaven.

Herbert read these words with gratitude, and
with increased interest finished the work on which
he had been sent.

The next week he turned his face homeward
with a cheerful heart, The journey occupied
three whole days; but on the "afternoon of the
fourth, he drew near the vine-covered: piazza of
his little cottage. As the green lawn chorc ity
and the white fences that encircled it, rose upon
his view, he inwardly prayed thal he might be

repared for any sorrow that the Almighry might
Eave in store for him, It was a kinld admonition
of the blessed spirit, and it helped to sustain him
in the sad c¢vent.

The carriage storpcd at the gate, and Herbert
descended with " a light step. ?‘Jo voice greeted
him, and a dreadful weight fell upon his heart as
he looked up and perceived that cach window-
shuiter was closed. He rushed forward, and meet-
ing no one below, hastily passed on to the cham-
ber of his wife, At the door the mother of Caro-
ling met him—she threw her arms about his neck,
and burst into tears.

Herbert was .now prepared for the worst! He
entered the chamber, and the lifeless forms of his
wife and child were before him !

He s:nk upon the floor for a time inscnsible.
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Whey consciousness;returned, he gave way to one
deep long paroxysm of griel.

Butin time the Christian triumphed over the
man. “Father! thy will—thy holy will be done,’
were his first articulite words.  The tumultu-
ous heaving of his hosom subsided, as he knelt be-
side his wife, and poured out hiz soul hefore God.—
His compassionate Savionr answered him while he
was yet speaking ;—a voice alinost audible seem-
ed Lo say—¢ She is not dead, but sleepeth,” and
as the 1ich consoling promise arose in-his mind, a
degree of peace that cannot be described stole over
his feelings.

Caroline was apparently well when she wrote
to him, hut the next day there were symptoms
of fever that were communicated o her chilsd be-
fore the physician was aware of their cxistence.
Her disease increased with fearful violence. The
brain hecame atfected, and of course she was ut
times insensible,  Letters were degpatehed to Mr.
Singleton, but they they could not reach him.—
The luishand and the wife were to meet no more
until the moming of the resurrcetion.

On the fifth day of her illness, Catoline slept
for some tine, and when she awoke, her friends
perceived that reason had returned.  She spoke
{4 cachof those around hery and asked their pray-
ers—¢ Not,*? she said, “for my recovery, hut that
the Lord will deal gently with me, and enable
me to glorify lim in the hour of death. Mo-
ther,” she added, « forgive me all I have ever
said_or done to wound your feelings ; and forgive
me that 1 have left so much uwndone that might
have added to your happiness—forgive me, for
Jesus’ sake ;—now kiss me, dearest mother—nay,
do not weep—it is the Lord’s will; and we mmst
not even seem to oppose it.»?

¢ Tell Herbert,” and she pansed,—¢¢ tell Ifer-
hert that at first I prayed § might be spared until
his retum-—but that-now, through divinc grace,
1 feel willing to go even without™ seeing him, for
Jesus calls, and his voice alone iz dearer than my
beloved hushand.  Tell him to remember the seal
~to kecpzlit beside this :*? and her trembling hand
drew her Bible from beneath her pillow—¢¢ beg
him, to be as faithful to his Saviour as he has
been to me, and then, we shall meet there.”® She
turned her mild blue eyes toheaven as she spoke,
and then they closed for ever !

The spirit of the child was reunited to that of
the mother in the course of a few hours,and they
slept together in one long, cold embrace.

The same kind Christian brother of whom
we have before spoken read over tho remains of
the mother and infant, ihe sublime service for the
burial of the dead. Dust was committed to its
kindred dust, and the stricken mourner returned
to his lonely cottage, where every light was now
dim but that of the Saviour’s countenance, which
shines with double radiance in the secason of
aflliction.

His friends urged a change of scene, and the
family of Caroline affectionately entreated him to
make his home with them. At the cottage every
thing reminded him of his loss, and the recollec«
tion of past happiness made the present desola-
tion greater. But he gently declined their re-
quest. He felt that the Lord was now especially
conversing with him, and that it was his duty fo
wait and listen,

With heaven-horn hopes and heavenward eyes,
the lonely ﬁilgrim awailed the days of his appoint-
ed time.  But though ¢ cast down,” he was “not
destroyed.”  Religion, the religion of the Cross,
glittered like a gem on His dark-robed fortunes,
and pointed them to fairer worlds, where the love
that grew here amidst clouds, will be made per-
fect in a light that knows no shadow, and where

he and his departed Caroline would egain have
one home, onc altar, and one resting-place,



