
POETRY.

as lie bail been wilh thern, rejolclng ln their
juys, s she coîîtemplatcd, ivith equal pleasure,
being with them inl tixeir trials, Ilglorying in
tribulation aiîu." The -%etcbfulý care of the
Great Head of the Church averted tbe blow
that was airned at it; but there was another
reason xwhy our sister was nlot permitted to
'Ilsufer affliction %vith the people of God."
lier Saviuur had designed to rensove ber tu
the churcli triumphant. Making a visît to
ber friends nt lier father's bouse, sbe was
taken 111, and neyer again left lier bed. Tt
le frein that deatbbed. we tak-e the otber in-
stance of hier attacbment te ber brethren.
Ruth nlot only determined te go svhere bier
another-in-law went, but tu ber it would also
lie a privilege tu die %where she died, and even
Io be buried near her terni>. Su our dying
eister, a few days before bier deatb, desired
ber sister to write a letter to the cburcb,
wbich she dictated: in wvhicb, after express-
iag bier dear love for theie ail, and assuring
tbem of the steadiness ofhber hopeei» Christ,
and the firmn expectation she bad of meeting
thema with ii in heaven, sbe begged the
privilege ý,f mingling ber doit wîtli thelr's,
by heing interred la the buryîng ground of
the churcli at Woodstock. She afterwards
desired ber fatber te promise ber that this
request, ors bis part, sbuuld bie ecceeded to,
tbough tbe distance %vas flfteen miles, and
none of ber kiadred were inembers of that
cburcli. ler last ilîless 'vasi long anid ex.
ceedingly peinful ; but se bure it without a
murritor. She wvas perfectiy aware for meny
days tbet death iras approeching; yet she
contempieted it witbout fear. She lied no
extasies, andi sbetd noe fenrful apprehensions,
no doubts: enabicd through the whoie tu
reiy upon tbe Savier of the world, she passed
tise wvhoic Iength of the IlValley of tbe
Shadow ef Deetis," andi feareti no evil.
Though in the snorning of ber days, beiov'ed
and adinired by a numerous ciréle of friends,
'whom shte tenderiy loveti in return, se left
tise world without regret, knowing that "lte
be with Christ is fer botter." "lLet me die
tise deatb of tise rigliteous, andi lot my lest
end bo like biis."

Farinent te lier requcst, ber remains were
removeti te Wondstock andi cornmitted te tbe
eartie, acconipnieti by tise tears andi lamen-
tations of a very nunierous assensbly, e large
proportion of whicis iere truly uniteti with
ber frientis, andi sisters and brothers, ns
inourners in deep aucd sincere grief. The
eccasiona improved by a faneral discourse,
preacheti by ber pastor, frora Rev. xxii. 3, 4.
fier flesis now rests la hope, ready te bc
clotheil upon with ber boeuse, îvbich is froin
heaven. May ail ber survii'ing frientis fol-
lowv lt ber!steps andi share in ber reward.

W. Hf. L.

TmrE DAPTîsbi.A solern stîli.
ness reigned through the vast multi-
tude, collected there to iwitnes
heart-offering and sacrafice indeed
acceptable. Nouglit broke the si.~
lence save the quiet music of the ri-
ver, or the gentie breath of zephyr
as it sighed along. The voice of the
man of God soon mingled, and broke
upon the ear in tonies, rich, deep,
and full,-as with uncovered head,
and lîand uplifted, lie invoked the aid
and countenance of the Hely One.
And methought bis supplication as.
cended net unheard to I-im who is
the Lord of Sabbaoth. For thoughi
no audible sound indicative of Ilis
pleasure met the ear,-yet freint thie
blue arch above, the still sinali voice
wbhispering, thrilled through each
heart a firmn conviction. And thiere
were those who in aihood'sq fuline
and strength yielded their titans,
and they of few'er years, yct wvith
hopes and feelings more ardent, %vho
offered ap their youth a sacrafice to
God well pleasin.-Clt. Wachman.
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When war, thet terrer ad that crime of zan,
Wichl rose to being whea hie guilt begen,
Ia dreadfîsl state, throned oa the ezebattled pili,
Strews carnage o*er thse ensanguined scene;
Froni eech fell flash ef bis infuriate oye,
Ton thousand dentlzs of tenfolfi sorrow tly;
E'en 'neath bis shede aIl hope does prostrate lie,
Andi neatb liii foot ail living creature die.
With demon rage, roll u'er tse bleod soak-edlgrouDI
Ilorror and devestation, all -roundi.
Despair, end tuinuit in hie front appear,
Silence, perpetual silence lu lus rear.

This scene, tizat makces imagination teed,
Demande a lieart encised in triple steel;
Thse suni himseif miglît sicitea et thse Ëight.
And voit his glories in the glooza of îîight.
Oh! fora e orld, where happinese and pparè,
Rest on ench lseart, tend oa frum every fac
Oh!i forea world, %vhero net anither's 'voO
Sheil cause thse tear ut agony te fluw.

Blut sec, ensîdat thse havoc of the plain,
'%Vich ae*er înay desoittion sweep again!
Sweet as pitre air 'asidet pestilentiel breatiz,
Abeans of lîcaven shed o'er the niglît of dealli.


