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and whose brilliance shineth even as a star
upon the earth, to cheer the heart of the wan-
derer, and guide to a “home™ of rest the weary
and the heavy laden. Breathing the high hope
which burned within himself, hisaddress to the
aged was touching and energetic, and in tunes
of sacred love and solemn warning, he spoke
to the young, whose fathers he had blessed and
whose brows he had marhed with the symbol
of salvation. He ceased, and when the last
notes of the sweet psalm which followed, died
vpon the air, he agamn arose, and the young
minister bowed his head before him. Raising
his clasped hands, the old man implored 2
benediction on Lim, and then supported on the
arm of an eldcr, he descended from the pulpit,
whose sacred precincts he had illummed by
the lustre of his piety. The new paeacher
stood up before the cengregation--the sunlight
fell on the finc fatures of his face and danced
among the waving masses of his hair.  None
there but looked with pride and love on Mor-
ton Lindsay ; the bright happy spirit of his
boyhood had won their love, and the talents of
his ripening years had been the hope of Glen-
allon. A fitter accessor could not have been
found to him who had so long becn the shep-
herd of their fold, for Morton's abilitics wercof
the highest order—his head and heart glowed
with every feeling that is great and good in
man. One spot alone existed on the fair hon-
zon of his character; a2las! how soon was the
blackness of its eclipsc to overshadow him.—
As yet, however, its dark shade was not visible
amid the shining lustre of his qualites, and
every ear hung with rapt attention on the nich
clogquence of his first sermon, in his native vil-
fsge. It was alofty theme he had chosen, and
if it wanted the deep strength which long ex-
perience . the vital beauty of religion gives to
the preacher, it glowed with high and fervent
thought, and the ra.nbow glcams cf a poct’s
mind breathed their sweet magic in its every
tone.

Morton Lindsay's first sermon formed an
cpisode never 1o be forgotten mn thelife of many
a humble heart.  Before him sat the reverend
fathers of the s¥nod, by whose hands he had
been ordained to the sacred ofice. Many of
them had known the childhood of the bright-
haired boy, and as they listened with pleased
attention to his “discourse,” the monitor in
their bosoms whispered that his perfection
warned of their decliningdays.  Batwho shali
tell the thoughts of that aged man and woman
who sit with hands clasped in cach others, and
gaze with uplifted eyes on the beaming face of

the preacher ? they were his parents—the fond-
est wish of their heart had been gratified, b
"twas with feelings far too deep for joy, they
listened to their son; tears flowed from e
nmother’s eyes, and a crystal drop gleamnes
among the furrows of the father's dark cheex;
he was the child of their age, and they ha:
given him to the Lord. They could sce ik
long grass wave o'er the heads of seven whon
they had buried. He was their only one, an]
who shell blame the pride which mingled w.:4
their deep fove ; far too intense for earth wa
their happiness, and decply was their pre:
pumshed.  Another of Morton’s hcarers tha
day, was Mary Lisle, a farr and gentle guf
whom he fondly loved, and who had gue
him her young heart. The soft sitkky frings
of her downcast eye rested on her crimss
cheek where the rich hue was deepened b7
anotion, as she heard that voice, whose ligh]
¢est tone was cchoed in her bosom. Her fath
had not looked kindly on herlove—why, nox
could tell, save he was rich and the youny
student poor, but once only did the ma.de
raise her cyes, at the close of the sermon. ‘
They met her father’s, and she read there th
Morton's suit would not now be denied.

The sun vent down in glory that sabbe]
behind the lofty peaks of Glenallon, and
moon beamed in her calm beauty amud :i
glittering stars of heaven. Theevening hyw
from cottage * homes” rosc upon the stll &
that twilight hour, Morton Lindsay knelt
Mary Lisle before her father.  While he bi
sed them he had given his consent to her w
ding him, and scven weeks from thatday
were maarried.  Who to look on that beautd
happy girl, could think of the dark for
which awnited her, and who conld sup;
that the intcllectual and noble munded Mor:
Lindsay, would become the slave of the lo
and most despicable of vices; bat twas
sa. A Tumonr, faint and distant, had rcack
Glenallon, that his conduct during his lasts
son at eoliege had not been so regular 2¢
might have been.  “Twas said he had mung:
m the fashionable dissipation which then &
graced the capital; but the unwelcome iz
had been hushed and were forgotien, sz
one, a distant relation of Mary Lisle's, =
had come unhidden to her brdal.  She ws
lone and childlcss widosw, whose heavy weg
of sorrow had broken her heart and cres
her rcason.  She serzed Mary's hand 253
approached the altar, and wath the wild ca
ness of a mamac, addressed her.

¢ QOh! Mary, you have boand roses on 3




