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The Pastor fell on bis knees in the moonhaht, and
clasped bis hands, apparently lost to %vliat was passing
around.

Pure fell the beam, and meekly bright,
On his grey holy haiC

But ah! that patriarch"s aspect shoue,
With something holier far-

A mdiance all the sphits own,
Caught not from sun or star.

114 And silent stood his childrén by,
Huthing their very breath,

Beibre the solemn sanctity
Of thoughts, oeuweeping d«th."o

Gmudfather!-dearest gmndfather!"' said Jane-ip.es, ac_in-tmmblî*ng incr ber band on bis shoulder.
1 am called away,"' îoftly ejaculated tbe*Pastnrl,

looki ' upwards. "Il, Hark !-again 1 corne-I come
I»rd receive my spirit?' and rio saying he fell ou hi'

face.
He was, immediatély raised and carried to th.e'man-

sion, where festivity and mirth still reigned with unýM
broken sway, but were now to be suddenly banisbed by
the awful tidings of mdden death. But the habitual

of preparation for eternity in whîch tbe Pistor bai
lived, together with bis great age, precluded any feýl«,

ings of extraordinary surprise Or borror at the event.
The mansion witnessed no more bridal merriment,

but a solemnity, rather thau any more opprmivefeelin*
,PerraxW it. The friends kept the singular circumatances
of Wu death secret'amono themselves. The shock w
mon subdued to a Placid ballowed regret, savin« ouly
in the bosom of y Hester, who never smiled afterqu,

.warils. She lived to au advanced -rt«vp -%Iway:i firml*


