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and ray, * § do_not think, after all. 1 have any
right there; 1 do not think 1 will go in”
Why 1 shauld be guilty of disobedierce. But
it instend of <o acting—thongh T break all the
laws of etiquetie—thongh 1 he dressed just
she reverse of what § sbould be—though I
blunder out bad gramwar, I have done whot
1 was told to do.—Spurgeon. P K.

[ECSESY] PO

‘18 IT WELL WITH (8L CHILp 2"
—~—Kings.
Is it weil with the chiid 2 he is lying theve,
Like a 1y ro pale snd &till; )
1lic waxen forehead and golden hair, .
No drveams af the morning thrill,
Like heavy seals on the glad blue eyes,
His feinged pvelids full,
And tha lips that Jaughed in their scarlet dyes,
Are dumb to I'fe’s joyous call.

Is it well withthe child ? let his mother speak,
&he is kneeling beside his bed,

Ruinine wild tears on the marble clhieek,
Which tells her her ehild is dead.

Dead. yet »b laving—love’s fibres start
A the clasp of his little hands, .

THs sweet voice rings through her blceding heart,
As with memory alone she stands.

T 1t well with the child ? wherefore ask her this,
When Le lies =0 dumb and pale. *
Deafl to her sorrow, and cold to her kiss,
Mute to her passionate wail ?
Her crown of life is a fallen thing,
Her rose is but pallid dust,
Why touch the harp with its broken string,
Or speak of the perished trust.

Ta it well with the child ? she answered ’tis well,
Through her tears came the soft reply,

As she rose in the strength of 2 mighty spell
Which shone in her steadfast eye. .

It is well wi-h the child, though not for her
‘I'he stricken and silent one,

Yet she rises above the tempest’s stir,
For faitk has the triumph won.

Iz is well with the child in the Shepherd's land,
Where the pastures are green and fair;
8trange power is given to that little hand,
To lead that mother where -
The fold is npen by day and night,
Calling th- wanderers in,
To mansion- filled with Emmanuel’s light,
From a world of death and sin. .

Is it well with the child—she knew it was well,
Death took, but it gave the while

A pledge from the thing invisible,

n the light of that holy smile.

Suffer the children to come unio me,
Onearth was the Saviour's call,

With a breaking heart she bent the knee,
Christ took and she gave her all.

Yet gave with a patient willing heart,
The gift which her father lent, -

A a grem in that greay Crown's glorious part.
Which shines as tite firmament

Those little lips learned the firstborn’s song,
WWhose music as healing fell :

Is it well with the child ? her faith -vas strong,
8he answered through tears, * It is well,”

Sclected for Mrs. J—, on the sudden deatﬁ
of her, boy, by L. M.
Pictou, Juue 12, 1867.
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TiE MONTULT RECORD OF THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND

LINES WRITTEN

“HY THR LATE GEONGE WM. MACLEOD, 0F NEW

LAIRG, “IN CONTEMPLATION OF DEATH."
Oh! mortal frame, how {rail thou art,
In every sinew, nerve and part :
I heard n voice, deep-toned and clear,
Tht bids thee for the grave prepare.

'T'he throbblings of my pulse do show
The shortness of my life below,

And every moment as it wings
Divides my #oul from earthly things.

My body down to dust shall go,

My soul to endless bliss or woe :
The worms shall on my body feed.
Before its Gop my soul shall speed.

Oh! farewell earth and all beside,
I leave you now like ocean tide,

To waft o’er the.dark vale of death,
And-find a haven of restat last.

Farewell, relations, friends of earth,
The Holy Spitit give you birth,

To die to sin, to live in love, -

‘I'o meet in peace in heav’'n above.

Oh! Father, Brothers, Sisters, dear,
Mourn not for me when I’'m not here ;
The hope of glery fills my breast,
‘Where weary souls may beé at rest.

You soon must follow in this path

That leads down through the vale of deuth,
Yet pilgrims knowthere are two rqads,
One leads to bliss, the next to hades.

‘I'hey who do break the Lord’s command
At his right Land shall never stand,
Unless they loud for mercy ery

* And pardon find before they die.

They who do slight salvation here
Shall be in endless torment there;
Though lere the sinner grace may know,
The thief with Christ to bliss did go.
‘The worldly ne’er shall find that rest.
FPrepared for those that love Him hest,
But doomed like Dives, in woe to lie,
‘While many a Lazarus rests on high.
May God preserve us from those sins
I'hat mow our souls from glory wins;
Death soon shall knock at every door,
Oh! then, eternity, for evermore.
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THE PRESBYTERY OF PICTOU.

THis Presbytery held its quarterly meeting'
in St. Andrew’s Church, Pictou, on Wednes.
day, 5th June.- Sederunt, Rev. John Good-
will, Moderator ; Rev'ds. A. W. Herdman, A,
McKay, A. Pollok, W. Stewart, J. Anderson,
W. M. Philip, R. McCunn, J.-McDanald, and
W. McMillan; and Jobn McKay, Esq., D.
A, Fraser, Jisq.,, M. P. P., John MecLeay,
John A. McLean, Alex. McLean, and Robert
Reid, Elders. )

Mr. Phihp presented a commission in fa-
vour of Mr. Pairick in place of Mr. H. Me-
Kenzie, resigned, which on explanation of,
the circumstances, was received and sustain-
ed.



