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LINES.
*Tis sweet to Jeave the busy strife
Of man with man conlending still ;
And hurry from the scenes of life,
To meditate upon Thy will.

*Tis sweet to cast our cares behind,
And, in the still repose of night, -

To read, with self-reflecting mind,
Of blcssings to the sons of light.

And sweet to know that in that hour
Of calm, religious, peaceful thought,

We ’re guided by the Spirit’s power,
And by the Spirit’s wisdom taught.

And when {rom time we ’re called away,
And Death at length appears,

To close the evening of our day,
In this sod vale of tears.

How sweet will then the joyful sound
Fall on the listening ear §

Of ¢ All who in his likeness found,
¢ Shall with their Lord appear.”

¢ Come, Blesscd, come—the kingdom s mine,
“ Ye servants whom I love :

“ Tako the inheritance that’s thine,
¢¢ Prcpared for thee above.”
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GENERAL LITERATURE.

THE BEREFT

*Tis sweet, as year by year we lose
Friends out of sight—by faith to muse,
How grows in Parudice our storc.— Keble.

Tnar we are “strongers and pilgrims on the
earth,’” was the confession of that erowd of wit-
nesses who now, throngh faith and patience, in-
herit the promises. With the Divine assurance
for their passport, this band of believers made
their way, through every vasiety of trial, to that
ity which has foundations, whose builder and
maker is God.”

There are those who in these latter days have
fellowed closely in the footsteps of that holy flock,
and among such was Mary Sin:leton, an aged
mourner, who with chastened affections sojonin-
ed below, while her home and her citizenship
were in heaven. Her path through this world had
been strewed with thorns, and each tear that
moisiened it, ¢ n;g_xl;mgq {its own disdinct distress,’
tid she now caffnly pursued her éaithly dirties
with the eye of faith steadily fixed on that eternal
weight of glory—the final reversion of the sancti-
fied sufferer. "But amidst a wreck of earthly feel-
ings and prospects, there still remained one ob-

Ject upon which many a hope, and fond anticipa-]

fion rested. An only son was spared to Mrs. Sin-
?leton—q ared through the helpless years of in-
ancy, and the uncertain paths of youth—sapared
fom sickness and sorrow, and, to the eye of man,
from sin, He had been devoted to the Lord from
his cradle, and the mother’s prayer was answer-
ed.—Herbert grew in grace as he grew in know-
ledge, and when maturer years confirmed the ear-
liest wish of his youth, he dedicated himself, his
talents'and young affections, to the service of the
Lord Jesus Christ.
I cannot describe the emotions of the mother’s
81t when ghe first beheld ber son ministering

-

at God’s altar, and receiving the cup of blessing
from the hand she had first taught to raise in ado-~
ration. - It was the fulfilment of all her hopes—
the answer to all her prayers—and in that one
hour of bliss, years of anxiety and bereavement
were forgotten. She felt that she had a son for
etemnity as well as time,and with the aged Simcon,
she was ready to ¢ depart in peace.”

Her faith was soon put to this last test. A pro-
phetic cough had for some months warned her of
the nearness of the grave, and soon after the sct-
tlement of Herbert over his small country parish,
her feeble frame began to yicld, and she was con-
fined 1o the chamber of sickness. Here her pa-
tience and pious trust were hourly displayed,and
here filial alfection was called to its last sad exer-
cise. The son acarcely left the bed-side of his
mother— )

————-—day and night

He watch’d, anticipating every want,

Aad sharing every pang. From a full heart,
Now audibly, now silently, he pourcd
Incessant supplication for her life,

Or happiness in death—and when the hope
Of her recovery failed, wilh gratitude

He saw, unshaken to the last, her trust

In His compassion, whom in health she served
With willing mind. ,

The sweet month of May was drawing to a close
~—that month of hope and promise, of feaves and
sunshine—that clothes the earth with smiles, but
fills many hearts with tears, by calling the vic-
tims of consumption to its ghen bosom. It was
the evening of the ho baily.. . The public
worshi& of God’s house was over, and Herbert sat
beside his sleeping parent.

She was tranquil—her pulse beat gently, and
her son thought her much easier than usual—but
it was only a prelude to the enduring rest upon
which she was about to enter. A ray of the set-
ting sun shone through the natural drapery of the
window, and rested on her face. Sheopened her
eyes, and cast a languid look of affection upon
her son.

?» Herbert,” shesaid, “I feel very faint—I may
not be able to snly much more to yon—nay, do
not,’’ she added, laying her hand upon lis arm as
he hastily rose: « do not go to get anything for
this poor, wotthless hody, but kneel down and
let us pray once morc together ;—ask that my
faith may sustain me through the dark valley—
that my “Savour may be with me, and that I may
rest solely on the arm of His rightcousness,”

Herbert knelt,—larze tears rolled over his
cheeks, and nature for one moment would have
way. ¢ Lord strengthen me for this hour ! he
faintly ejaculated, and then thecalm voice ofsnp-
plication rose. Iu one heart-felt "etition ke be-
sought the Lord to1eceive the spirit of his depart-
ing parent. ¢ Let herbe thine, Saviour, in dearh
—she has been thine in life—receive her now in
thearmns of thy redeeming love, and. clothed in
thy spotless righteousness, may she pcacefully
enter thy heavenly kingdom.” -

“ Amen P’ murmured the dyiug believer. Her-
bert rose. The “silver cord’” was gently loosed,
and the sainted spirit had returncd to -God who
gave it.
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The evening was full of the presence of God,
and Herbert sought the retirement of its shaded
stillness. The moon was out in all her compos-
ing beauty. A silvery haze was over the hori-
zon, through which the smaller stars twinkled
modestly. ~ As the uplifted eye of Herbert rested
on the heavens, he exclaimed,—< Yes ! it is al-

‘ways so—the stars of divine promisc shine through

the mists of affiiction, asuring us that there are
worlds of Jight beyond this dark scene.”” Nature
and the voice of omnipotence whispercd peace,
and the mourner’s tcarful eye was dricd, and his
umultuous bosom became ¢ calm as the brow of
Jesus.””  This was Herbert’s first bercavemenrt.

The love of father, brothers and sisters, he had
never shared, for they had been summoned by
death from the family circle while he was yet un-
conscious of his less. DBut his faith was severely
tricd when he was called to part with his mother
—his suffering, patient, Christain mother—the
nurse of his infuncy, the companion of his boy-
hood, the sympathising {riend and faithful adviser
of his after years.

But something told him that it was sclfish to
mourn for such a parent, and by and by reflection
upon her memory became swect and soothing, and
aresignation full of hope filled his heart. He en-
gagctf ivith rencwed interest in his sacred dutics,
and his increased faithfulness and zcal showed
that his mother did not die in vain.

Caroline D had becn the playmate and
early friend of Flerbert Singleton. ~ As her mind
expanded, he admired its beauty and richness, and
he learned to esteem and love her, as he saw the
bright image of her Saveur reflected on her heat.
The life of Caroline had been wriiten with a
sunbeam—she had known neither care nor sor-
row. A sound and vigorous mind—a happy home,
kind parents, and a refined circle of friends, were
among the blessings for which her daily offering
of praise arose. In ¢all time of her prosperity”
she sought the author of every good and perfect
gHl.  In bright unsorrowing youth, she laid upon
God’s altar the noble sacritice of an uniried heart.

She did not wait unti! other sources of hap-
piness were dried up, and then tarn to heaven for
the comfort earth denied, hutl she ¢« came to the
cross when her young cheek was hlooming,’” and
beneath its holy shadow she was prepared for joy
oF SOITowW, :

When Ilerbert told her of his long and fond af-
foction,she answered him with the simplicity and
holy frankness of Rebecca.

The gifts of betrothment passed—his, a beauti-
ful copy of the Word of Life—hers, 2 seal, bear-
ing the inscription that should be written on the
heartof every watchman of Israel, ¢ Be thou faith-
ful unto death, and I will give thee a crown of
life.”

At the sweet honr of sunset on Sunday even-
ing, a brother clergyman united Herbert and Caio-
line in the holy bonds of matrimony. The cere-
mony was performed in the litlc church at whose
altar he ministered, and before whose chancel she
had first received the emblems of a Saviour’s
love.—The younyg bride was surrounded by a cir-
cle of affectionate fricnds. The father, with a
calm voice, committed his child to anather’s care,
and the tear that stole down the mother’s cheek
was caught by a smilc of affectionate approbation.

Brothers, sisters and friends, formed a congra-
tulating group, and many an inward petition arose
for blessings on the youthful pair.

Thus they married in the Lord, and, quietly
waiting upon Him, they consecrated their affec-
tions, tastes and endowments to high and holy
purposes. In pursuing the simple round of duty
connected with a conntry parish, they neglected
not the graces and refinements of life. Luxuriant
flowers surrounded their cottage, and the tasteful
hand of Caroline was displayed in their beautiful
arrangement, while literature shed its refinin
light upon every thing around. ~ After the labours
of: sludx or composition, Herbert sought the soci-
ety of his gentle wife, a3 a bird returns to its nest-

lings after a weary flight, and replumes its pinions



