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Spirit who applies it. * Peace Ileave with you, my peace I give unto yon, not as
the world giveth, give T unto you. Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it
be afraid.”  Such are the gracious words of our Lord and Master, let us believe
and rejoice.”

His daughter said of him shortly after his death :—

“For months previous to my father's deccase his mind was entirely
occupied with ¢things divine, and my mother says he generally spent his
sicepless nights in very earnest audible prayer. [n the last hours of his life when
the power of speech was granted him, he made use of the momentary strength to
repeat to his weeping relatives around his dying-bed, his confession of faith in
these words, “Jesus! my Lord and my God, my suresalvation?’” Several of the
gracious promises of God were quoted to him, of which he showed his appreciation
by repeating as be was able a few of the words. When the 23d Psalm was ra-
peated to him, my mother reminded him that it was Charlotte’s psalm (his youngest
and most beloved child who died at four years of age, and whose intelligence and
extraordinary piety evinced on her death-bed, were remarkable) ; the tears gushed
from his eyes, and clasping his hands he exclainfed, ¢ Aye! Charlotte’s psalm—
mine too, mine too ¥ and then followed an inarticulate strain of prayer, for he was
so weakened by discase that he spoke with great difficulty ; and sometimes a pres-
sure of the hand, or pointing of the finger, was the only mede of conveying his
wishes.”

Mr. Vedder belonged to the United Presbyterian Church, and was, a¢
the time of his death, a respected member of the Congregation of Bronghton
Place, Edinburch. We are glad to undesstand that Mr. Alexander Smith,
acknowledged to be the most promising of the young poets of Scotland, who
is also counnected with our church, and was lately appointed Secretary to the
University of Edinburgh, has undertaken to edit a volume of Mr. Vedder's
poems, the profits of which are to be applied to the erection of a suitable
monument over his grave, in the Grange Ceme'ery, close by that of his illus-
trious countryman, the Rev. Dr. Chalmers. The following verses, by Mz,
Yedder, have been much and justly admired:—

THE UOUR FOR DEEP DEVOTION.

¢ When the tunas light is leaping * On His power and greatness pandes,
On e streamlet and 1he lake; \Wihen the torient. nad the gale,

Aud the wands of heaven are slecpimg, And the caaract. aad waader,
Aud the night ngale awaké, Iu one fearful chorus swell;
While wirrared in the acean, Amwmidst naiure’s wild csanmotion,
The bright arbs of heaven appeur j— Is thy soul oppressed wah care ¢
*Tis the hour for deep devotnn,— *Tis the hout (ot deep devolion —
Lift thy soul 10 heaven in prayer? Lift thy soul to Him i prayer!

** When the autumn-irceze is sigiimg “Insorrow. and in sickness,
‘Thro? thic leafless forest wide; Andut povesty, and paing
And the flowers are desl, o dying, And in vigour, o in weakaess;
Once the sunny garden's pride;; On the mowintaun ot the plain;
When the yellaw leaves 1 monon 1 the desert. on the ocea
Are seen whirling in the ur ; Mo the thrune of Lave 1o ;
3T'ts the hour for deep devotiosn— All are hours Tor deep devoloa —
Lt thy soui 10 Goud 1 praycer? Lit thy svul to ileaven ju pruyes! v

JAMES MONTGOMERY, THE POET.

Mr, Montzomery, whose death took place at Shefiicld, on Sabbath, the
30th of April, wasbora at Irvine, Ayrshice, Scotland, on the 4th of November,
17713 and was a great honor 10 his conntry.  His father was a Moravian
Missionary, who went to the West Indies, where he died. The son-occupied



