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= thexr puin—but it was not to be s0; ¥ saw them dxe one by Lord i3 )Our shxeld' ‘Eye hath not seen nor-ear henrd the
one, and they looked peaceful when death was on them! thmgs Taid up for you. Mejoice then—alwuys rejoice,
LJaid them side by side in_the same grave and I tried to say. You have_waited for him, and in the duny when the ‘Lord

times dlsgnsted with open.and hardened wickedness, or They are tuken from the evil to come!” ¢ I shull go to¥of hosts maketh up his jewels,” you shull be his.

pained by thoughtless levity, and almost wondering at the them, thoagh never van they return to me.” **  She stopp-§
*-_strange humours and inconsistencies of my fellow creaturesjed, and with the back of her hand quietly wiped away thely ~ ACHURCHYARD § CEN E

T tears from her eyes. I laid my hand on hers, aud said ,l How sweet and solemn, adl alonc,

*Eiu-ly in last automn T had occasion to travel in the north
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shown in endless variety of characters, I mourned andjt ;
langhedby turns Sometimes refreshed and delighted by Your dear childreii are happy, far beyond what even you With revsrend- steps, from stone to stone
the genuine feeling, and pure christian simplicity, and ac- could desire for them. They are in the hands of God; an-d Ina smfxll vxllaggchurchyard lym[.;,'
tive christian prmclple exhibited in all the beauty of holi-JHe is with you in all your trouble. Unde‘rue'uth. you is} O’er intervening flowers Lo m:me !
‘ness, I went on my way, gleamng, as I hope, something His everlusting arm, supporting you. This is his doing, g;d as we relnd lt:m nfnges‘ ;:mno:) ;:le
profitable for my own heart, and full of interest to the He must do well. Whom he loveth he chasteneth.” : )‘X’"ﬁ’ l“"‘ ?‘zhtoilexLair . li) . ’
beloved fireside circles at home. «] know it, I know it!”’ she excluimed. ““Thank you-} Ti ,“ lefw ;u ?tl fAving.
. . . e onwarads softly ying,
- From the large, noisy, busy town of Newgastle, I wan-Jsir, for those blessed words. Yet ungrateful as I am, I} o meditate, in Christian love,
deted ‘along the coast to the ruins of Tynemouth Abbey, cannot yet love his correction. I fear I do net say from my® * ypon the dead and dying !
,m;d ‘in meditative musing on days gone by, suggested by§heart, “Thy will be done’—not mine. 1 have yet ano-g Across the silence seem to go,
the venerable remains before me, I scarcely perceived thefther precious child sick at home, the pride of my heart,B.  With dream-like motion, wavering slow,
apgronch of evening, till the darkening horizon, where but§and a blessed dauglter she has been to we, but I believe And shrouded in their folds of snow,
" one stream of golden light remained to teil how gloriously§she must go, for death is in ker sweet face. I thought} The fricnds we loved long, long, ago!
. the: blessed sun had sunk to his repose, warned me to re-§when I left her this morning, I should hear her speak nojg Gliding across the sad retreat,
. trace my steps. The screaming sea-bird seemed to re-§more but I was forced to seek a morsei of bread for he:¥ How beautiful lheif' lfhﬂmo'm'fce”
proach me as an intruder on her solitary way—the greatfand myself. And why should I desire to hear more wordsg ‘Yl““ tenderness is in their eyes,
ocean heaved darkly on, rolling forth volumes of mighty§from her in this world? They cannot be better than her} ?\“f ned “'.llel‘e' the poor st’ln-;vor lics, .
gound—making the sublimest of music. I could gaze on}jlast. ‘Dear mother,’ she said, and smiled, all-suffering as} \JVI}id monitory sfan?mm.' '
e a1 ” R at years of vanished joy are fanned,
it, and listen tO\lt for ever! “The sea is His, and He madeflshe was, ‘perhaps 1 shall be gone to heaven before you} From one uplifting of that hand
lt;‘t?-f—Surely it speaks in a special manner His wonders and jcome bi.ick; but I shall find Jesus Christ there, and I will In its white stillness ! when the Shade
His love. I marvel at those, I pity those, who see in it pray hin to come ﬂﬂd comfort you, and take care of Doth glimmeringly in sunshine fade
.nothing but a dull and wearisome monotony, I could not you.’ From ow embrace, how dim appears
~ makesuch understand me. Peace be with them! They ““Ob! sir, you are a kmd Christian; if you have little This world’s life through a mistof tears !
~ have, 1 hope, their enjoyments—they shall not laugh, orflones at home, do not love them toc well!  May you find  Vain hopes ! bliud sorrows ! necdless fears !
frown me out of mine. them again in health, and never know how hard it is to see Such is the scene arouad me now :
- . Darkness gathered around me, the way was long andjtheir little dying 2gonies and kiss their cold lips fo: the last A little Churchyard on the brow
dreary, and, to expedite my retarn, I embarked at Shieldsjtime! Yet do not think I complain, I have much, much Of a green pastoral hill ;
‘on board a steamboat The deck was crowded with afjmore than I deserve. Sometimes I have thought my heart Itssylvan village B.J“PS below,
“noisy and motley group of colliers and market people, andffwould break, but it was wicked to doubt—for God has§  And f?i.’“ly h“"” is beard ‘b‘_‘ flow
.1 took refuge in the cabinbelow. There,in a dark corner,jnever failed, in my greatest need, to raise up friends; and Of Woodburn’s Summer rill ;
-sat three’ poor women, who quietly and respectfully made when I think of a happy eternity to come, I feel that]
room for me beside them. One was a Quaker; she had fthe sufferings of this life are not worthy to be compared

A place where all things mournful meet,
And vet, the sweetest of the sweet,
. . -
‘yetired with characteristic modesty from the confusion thatjto it.” w:;:e:::lzt ::,:;:: ‘,::;m y fall
reigned above, an sat the picture of neatness and peace-§ She ceased—and, shall I be ashamed to own it? my tearsg Across the mossy mouldering wall
ffn,ln_eﬁ'—-her hands folded across her gray shawl—waiting flowed fast; yet I scarcely blessed the Christian’s God,|§ The rosc-tree’s clustered arches! See
‘her” emancipation from so uncongenial a situation. Herwho can wake his servants to triumph even over misery The robin-redbrenst warily,
_right band neighbour had a sickly infans on her knee, whichglike this.—‘* Godiiness is,”’ indeed, “‘profitable unto all Bright, through the blossoms, leaves its nest;
‘ghe sadly mismanaged, and in piteous cries it spoke thef§things, having promise of the life that now 1is, and that Sweet ingrate! through the Winter blest
severities of its little sorrows. ‘There was something infwhich is to come.’, At the firesides of men—but shy
_ the appearance of the third female that deeply interested® (ur little voyage was done. ‘The time had been short. :h':’f"gh ‘:‘l thel ;mmy mr:;ner-bourv,
g g ;i:; ;:':rs iizftlzu ciali;l ol;;; g:r:a::zl‘i::‘;:::;:: Yet our }lgz.a.rts were warme_d with a kindness as of manyl' e hides himself among the flowers,
Fof manv. sorrows meekly b In her hand sh years standing. \.V ith the sincerest interest and fespect .:
;lo'ldo baslk ¥y p y borne. er hand shejl,qgsisted my poor friend to d:sembark, and at parting pat a
‘’held-a basket of tracts and little books for sale. few shillings into her hand, for the use of her invalid.]

In his own wild festivity.
What lulling sound, and shadosw cool
Hangs half the darkened churchynrd o’er,
From thy green depths so beautiful,
At the time of my enfrance, she was endeavoring to pa-§*“There,’’ she exclaimed, ¢ did 1 not say right? the friend Thou gorgeous sycamore!
mfy “her neighbour’s child, and to infuse some commonfin need is sent me again.—Sir! He will bless you, who re-} Oit hath the holy wine and bread
sense mto its mother. 1 joined my endeavours to hers,Jceives the cap of cold water as given to himself. Twill Been blest beneath thy murmuring tent,
i Wllf m* ’vam—“We“, sir,”> she said, “jt is sometimes agpraise Him for you aad for me: He will bear the blessing® ~ Where many a bright and hoary head
: ﬂ})]\' 'ed thing .to hear. them cry, it shows there is strengthfjof her who was ready to perish. Oh, may heaven bless Bowed at that awful sacrament.
aE to*».mggie. I have seen them ‘when they could osly moangyou now and for ever.” Now all beneath the turf are laid
 «=when" i shéuld ‘have blessed the Lord for one such cry She returmed to her sad home and her dying child— On which they sat, and sang, aud prayed.
as thig:#?  ¢?Qur friend, ’said the Quaker, ‘‘has been sore= sorrowful, yet always rejoicing.”’ I, to my solitary inn, Abave that con?ecratgd tree )
E IY !ﬂlcﬁﬂd, bat I tell her the Lard is surely with her,Qwhere, in the visions of the night, my meditations were} Ascends the taperiog spire that scems
for she Bows with the spirit of meekness.>’ ’ Saard o isti - To 1ift the soul up silently
sweet for they rested on the reward of Christian sorrows To heaven with all its dreams
| asked‘fﬁr story, it is the story probably of hundreds.dmeekly born, on purified affections—on holiness, and hap- | While in the belfry, deep an’d low,
‘ She tohht with all the snpxphcxty of trnth-—thh allthe earn-Rpinoss, and heaven! Some struggling rays of comfort From hisheaved bosom’s purple gleams
wstness of' ‘misery. break through the deepest gloom, even in this dark valley; '
“My husband was & book-binder, but his health left th one by one, the rolling threatening clouds disperse—the
He worked in ins bed when he was too weak to set up. Sun of Righteousness, himself, breaks forth at last, and allg
We sold;our furniture to pay his doctor—but all would not§is meridian day! |
J?, .. He lay ,l}elpless in his bed for weeks with hardly a§ = Reader, are your best affections set on things above?

FaMirLy Pripe.—The most lasting families have only
their seasons, more or less, of a certain constitutional
strength. They have their Spring and Sumaomer sunshine
Bglare, their wane, deeline, and death; they flourish and
shine, perhaps, for ages; at last they sicken: their light
fgrows pale, and, at a crisis whea the offvets are withered,
e » L ‘ . . fjand the old stock is blasted, the whole tribe disappears.
'If you bave laid up your treasure and fixed your heart in§ ‘here are limits - ordained to everything undor the sun. .
heaven;blessed are you;—you need ne words of mine; yéuBMan will not abide in honour. Of all human vanities, fa-
Jimow and-follow the paths of pleasantness and :peace!] mily pride is one of the weakest. Reader, go thy. m,y, s
Yeta h;tle Wh:"” it may be, you must struggle ‘and fight secure thy name in the book of life, where the page fades, "
y jthie. good fight.” The Christian armonr bnghtens with the ot, noy the title ;lters nor explreo-leave the rést _‘Q
. nnng waorv, glonous victery, shallbe yom,Tortﬁe R~

The Dove’s continuous murmurs ow,
A dirge-like song, half bliss, half woe,
The voice so lonely seems!——WiLsox.
m. I, and my seven little ones, did whatdnot, oh! where will your trembling soul find refuge in the
arn a morsel of bread—myj poor John couldfpitter day of sorrow, in the awful hour of death? Lose not
9! It wus the Lord and he was very merciful,}a moment, for “why will ye die*> Seek peace and se-~
-sent a kind. lady,whwpnt my husband into the Infir-Bcure happiness in the word and ways of God. He will not
‘I‘here he is well !ookud after, tbongh ifit had so cast you out. | | . -
‘Go:d 1 could love, to nurse_him myself. Oh!if he
€ome bad:tome mhealth Ishnllhave mom thanlozmde-
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