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TIIE HOPE OF THE RESURRECTION.
BY FRANCES BROWN,

(Suggested by an exiract frem the Bechuane Mis-
sion.)

THY voice hath filled our forest shades,
Child of the sunlcss shore,

For never heard the ancient glades
Such wondrous words before :

Though bards beneath our palms have poured
Their tales of joy or dread,

Yet thou alone the land hast cheercd,
With tidings of the dead.

The men of old who slept in death
Before the forest grew,

Whose glory faded from the carth
While yet the hills were new;

+ The warriors famed in baitles o’er

Of whom our fathers spake,

The wise, whose wisdom shines no more,
Stranger, will they awake 1
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The foes who [all in thousand ficlds \
. Bencath the conquering band,

" YVhose bones have strewn the Caffer’s hills, *
"1 ‘Phe Bushman’s lonely iand. o
The young who shared my path of fame,

But found an carly urn,
And the roses of my youth’s bright dream,
Stranger, will they return ?

My mother’s face was fair to sec.
My father’s glance was bright, |
But long ago the grave from me
Hath bid that blessed light «
Yet pwecter was the sunshine shed
By my lost children’s eyes,
They beam upon me from the dead,—
Stranger, will they arisc ?

Was It some green grave’s early guest,
Who loved thee long ard well,

That left the land of dreamless rest,
Such blessed truths 10 tell

For ours have been the wise and brave,
Who feared not death’s abyss ;

‘The strong in hope, the true in love,
But none that dreamt of thia.

Yet if the grave restore to lifo
Her ransomed spoils again,
And ever hide the hate and strife
That died with wayward men
Thou hast, my spirit, miss’d the star
That guides our steps above,
Since only earth was given to War,
That betterland to Love.
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“ But there’s a void within can tell
ilow fleet they mount the mehing cloud,
And hie where spirits like them dwe'l,
With ages in their mighty shroud :
Another joins that clfin crowd,
’Mid shout, and glec and joyous chime,
Whilst my (ull soul would rove abroud,
- Seek, and rcbuke the slayer Time.*
L]

* L] L

1 charged the wrinkled sprite, restore
The buds of life’s redolent wnorn,
That laughed aloug youth’s greenward shore,
And blushing clasped thedewy thorn—
Bade him reveal me whither borne
The loved, the bloomiug, and the gay 1
Why from my side=iny kiss—1were torn
The victims he had wrapped in clay 1’
L) L] L]

“ He asked why 1 would doom 1o pain
Rencwed, the loved whose sands are out—
Why lure them from their azure plain,
To toil, to storme, and gloom, and doubt ¢

¢ Then pointed cross the pebbly flood,

\\hile mists obscured the distance fair
Not as intent on flight he stood,

Gave anawer (o ny bended prayer—
¢ Save, son ! embark, seck, find them there 7

¢ Ah! whither lies that land ¥ [ said:
Reply was not ! All shapes were oir !

1 wonder where those years are fled 3 .
C e e .. % MeNTOARNIERY
“'I'look tp Etoria’ Bible, and, in turning over
the leaves, discovered the serap of poetry which
[ have just quoted, which, though' exquisitely
beautiful and touching, is tinged with the gloom
and unrest of unbelief. ¢ You are thinking, my
friend,” said she, after regarding ine attentively
while T perased it, « that those fine lines are un-
worthy of the place they occupy.” «I was
thinking,”? I replied, ¢ that their misleading
beauty might ensnare your mind from these sub-
stantial fraths, which alone sbould guide and
direct.”? 1 coufess they often attract my at-
{ention, even at my set times of devotion; but I
cannot regret it. Did [ think their influence
prejudicial to me, admirable as they are, T would
neversee them more. But where should such
mournful thoughts be listened to, if not in con-
trast with the bright hopes of the Gospel?  Here
I can ook upon lﬁe yearaings of skepticism, sick
of earth’s vanitics, ¢ seeking rest, and finding
none’—bebolding time, in rapid flight, still hast-
ening on, while deep uncertainty resta upon the
future, and regret and remose dwell with the past.
How applicable is the balm of the Sacred ord
to anawer these hitter and vague inguiries—to
sti]l these lamentations over by-gone years ! By
faith e see that ¢ azure plain’ of which Montgar-
nier asks, ¢ Ab! whither lies that Jand ¥ In
this sacred Volume wefind a declaration of which
fe was unwittingly afforded full confirmation,
¢ Clifdhood and youth are vanity.’
do we meet that fAitting prayer, ¢So teath us to
number our days thaf we may apply out gzearta
unto wisdom.” Then will we not exchim, ¢
wender where thse years are fled.’ but we may
look upon the record Jaid up on high of every
thought and emotion of those departed years;
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SARAH MONTGARNIER.—BY Miss CrARk:

.. .51 wonder. where the-years are fled,

.. 1 kagw. nol then

That fralicked in my boyhood’s sight !
0, how I.blamed.their tardy trad,

And ‘offej’d wings to speed their:flight !
1oL ther l-how gosgamer Jike .. ..

- Fae} swiion [ike:atonhs in the bsam,
. Graspless, ‘anknbwn to curioys wight, .
Save.in the noontide’s sunny gleam.. .

.

the faitl taught in this holy book, we

:]nd b{ehold that record washed in"the atoning
blood, its follies cancelled, its transgressions. par-
doned ; and we may look beyond the "fe bly
flood”. to an abiding- home, where ‘B’OI , and
storms, and eloom, and doubt,’ and ¢ time’ shall be
no more. Poor Montgarme;! His mln‘d seems
half-iilamined. Jlow can it be otherwise with,
Jthose who. enjoy the privileges.of our er.n‘,hgl}le’,qed.
conptry 1. But still ¢ there is.8 void within’—aj
"Tmelancholy void; and thus. Montgarnier died,

without one h,ope’more than is_berein recorded.”

* You kafow his history, then 17 said [, inquiringly.
1 do,” resumed Eloriag “anl although |
acver saw him, lhere are associations which
connect il with my own, and render it best that
these lines should serve as a momento of my past
off nces and a bearen to my futnre cenduct, that
| may aviod the rock on which [ nearly split. 1
have experienced, in a degree, the misanthrohic
feelings which were the torment of Mont garnier;
hut the associations to which 1 refer are of 2 dil-
ferent character.
¢ You have never heard me speak of the fair
Sarah Montgarnier—she being one of whom |
scldom speak, but thinh the more. A deep
sting of remorse is connected with her memory;
and although [ trust Lam forgiven on high, yet
T shall never rest until 1 have confessed my
fuu't, and obtained the parlon of Sarah hersell’;
and much { fear the grave has intervened. |
¢an never sufficienily repent: but you shall hear
the whole.- Methinks-my mind will be unbur-
dened of an oppressive weight ; and when I have
unfolded to you my errors, my past sins, | know
you will acknowledge that, imperfect as I still
am, I, more than any other, am indedled to
Divine grace for power to change a fiendish oh-
duracy of heart. | will tell you, at some futuie
time, all that I know of Sarah Montzarnier
and her unhappy father; but at present”-—
Eloria was interrupted by tears; and with a
soothing kiss !'bade her ¢ good night.”
L]

As we were walking, arm in arm, in the bril-
liant moonlight of a mild summer cve, on the
banks of a romantic little tributary of the Hud-
son, | reminded Eloria of her promise to relate to
me the history of Sarsh Montgarnier.
¢ 11 was not in a scene like this that | knew
the delicate and beautiful Sarah. In the midst
of the confusion of the greal metropolis, in the
humble capacily of a house-servant, she might
remind one of a snowy, exotic lily, thrown out to
wither amid the chilling blasts of a Novem-
ber gale. One cold, stormy morning in March,
she presented herself at our door, and in 2n easy
and graceful manner solicited employment. A
more interesting figute I have seldom secn.  She
was apparently scarce seventeen, tall and sylph-
like, with a face which, though not preciscly
such as might be chosen for a classic model,
yet characterized by a peculiarly noble and in-
telleciual - expression. She was very pale ; but
there was a high-souledness in her dark blue eye
and lofty, brow, a sensibility in the transparency
of her complexion, and u dignity in her slightly-
carved lip, which could not fuil to appzar attrac-
tive, and impressed me, a1 once, with the idea
that she was educated in different circumstances
from thase in which she now appeared, Her
dress, though of the plainest and p iorest materials,
was extremely neat, and her manner was pecu-

Here, also, |Siarly prepossessing ; and as we were in want of

a domeslic, we at once engaged her services,

“ Phe more we became acquainted with her the
mora evident it was that she was a child of afllu-
ence and unaccustomed to labour. [a reply ‘to
my mother’s inquiries, she related to us brielly
her past history. Her father was tho only son
of a very wealthy merchant; and while yet 2
mere you h marricd bis cousin, the heiress of an
immense estate. With their conjoined fortunes
they purchased a splendid mansion in the citv,and
a 'n{erightful coun'ry 18 la—urnished boh” cx-
travagantly ; and with the folly of young persons
who have-not learned by thair own exertions the
value of property, considered their riches inex-
hauctible. They. were doomed-to disappoint-
ment.* In a few year they found themselves ob-
liged to confine themselves to their city resis-
dence. A few years more, and.that too was an-
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