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considered no improperacc.oﬂypmimmg,
ten many years since by an intimate and
ted Father. We now quhsh from

d in print. ]—Enpiros-

{The following Epitaph may perhaps be
to the preceding Epistle. It was writ
esteemed academic friend of our own sain
memory, and we believe it has never appeare

\

EPITAPH ON FOUR INFANTS.
By the late Rev. Thomas Robinson, Fellow of Trinity College, Cambridge, and
Reclor of 8t. Mary's, Leicester-

Bold infidelity ! turn pale and die!
Benenth this stone four Infants® ashes lie;
Say, are they lost or saved ? ,

If Death’s by Sin, they sinn'd, because they're here;
If Heaven's by works, in Heaven they can't appear
Reason ! ah how depraved !—
Revere the Bible's sacred page,—the

knot's untied;
They died for Adam sinn’d,—they live for Jesus dicd.

¥ IN THE COUNTRY:
—JoB xxXxVIL, 14,

REFLECTIONS ON A SUMMER'S DA

s¢ Stand still and consider the wondrous works of God.

® With the ¢ wondrous works of God” before us—with s‘}cp_avva}fi:

n:)’ of glorious scenes every where meeting the €ye, all exhibiting ’ted'
ost perfect beauty, harmony, and wisdom—with the present m“'li"s "
Ounties of nature obtruding themselves upon our contemplation—

ose: 1 ! h dued witlt
Possible for human beings, gifted with kno“'?::fi’hzzg‘:go%c regard

Yensibility, to incur the rebuke of het i

. y uke of the prophé i

:‘“Ot they works of the Lord, neithI;r Eonsider the o erfitlonscg his

e ands?” Who is there, alive to such sensibilites, an WlEh su prf.:

tunt motives to their highest cxcitement, that will not umtfl l:vg?ﬂl

" de to Him whn “maketh the outgoings of the morning anh " t{l;x
to rejoice—who crowneth the year with bis goodness,—who 713 e-th :

« the ’iittle hills rejoice on every side,—who clothes the pastures W

- flocks, and covers over the vallies with €O © ;

. 10 “the morning,” when the spirit is fresh as the scen%s Wg;‘;’::;" ::;
th, Weetest sensibilities, it is delightful to mark the Jiffusing health
ne beauty of the works of God. Its incensed breath,;l i usmlg ea’lt
1 gladness, accompanies the animating brightness © ;(tls.ear()i' fvrgillseg

th Spreads a cheerfulness over every tenant of the world: at:‘ foli

& dewy grass sparkles in the first beams of the day, and the 10 “;ﬁe
«[: e trees quivers joyously in the early preezes of the morning, the
« J€asts of the field” significantly declare th

¢ir joy, and the © fowls
of the air” warble their delight. Whilst, then, all the rest of the

Creation is plai : f thankfulness, shall the
ain and loud in the language?o . ! o3
Yongue of rrI:an alone b:udurl:b and tuneless ? ghall-his heart be dead



