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ofits higher excellency. How far itsmay be consistent with the
ruies of Aristotle or Boileau to measure a work of imagination\by
tbie standard of historical composition, I know not: but, for m
own'part, I envy not the taste or feelings of him, who can, or pr -
tends he can, devote bours of unwearied attention to the insidi s
volumes of a Gibbon or Voltaire, yet turns away with indiffere c
from a perusal of the learned, the accomplished, the heav I J
minded Hervey. The reader however, whose judgment is n-
biassed, will appreciate it as he ought; he wvill discover new beau es
in every page, he 'will be at a loss whether most ta admire t e
poetical low ofexpression and harmony of language, or the co -

ceptions ofa genius, nowsoothingly sweet and pensive, now mani _z
and sublime.

A few evenings since I had the pleasure of a visit from my friend
Sophronius; agreeably ta a custom we bave ofstudying together
some instructive and agreeable work, we read a portion of the
Meditations among the Tombs, in the course of which we met
with that beautiful and afecting description of the death of a father
of a family, where he is represented calmly preparing ta depart,
and committing bis weeping family to the care of our Almighty
Father in these words:. "I die rny dear children; but God, the
everlasting God, will be with you. Though you lose an earthly
parent, you have a father in Heaven who lives for evermore.-
Nothing, nothing but an unbelieving heart and irreligious life can
ever separate you from the regards of his providence, from the
endearments of bis love." I forbear from anylarger quotation, in
the hope that your teaders may be induced to examine for them-
selves: the whole passage is equally beautiful and admirably cal-
culated ta illustrate the importance of a religions life, and the
unspeakable comfort and consolation imparted ta the dying
Christian by a well-grounded hope of salvation through Christ.
Of this the pions author of the Meditations was himse2î a striking
example, closing bis holy and useful life, not merely with coin-
pôsure, but rejoicing with a joy unspeakable, and full of glory.
" Oh blessed, blessed indeed, are they that die in the Lord." "Let
me die the death of the righteous, and let my last end be like bis!"

At length we closed the volume, and after some discourse upon
its contents, and the life and character of the author, Sophronius
took leave, and I committed ta paper the following little effusion,
or metrical paraphrase. On comparing'I discovered it ta be, as
is always the case in such attempts, immeasurably inferior ta the
original; it may however serve ta fill up some corner of your
valuable publication, where the want of space may preclude some-
thing better. I remain, Revd. Sir,

Very respectfully your Obed. Servt.
EMPOROS.


