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THE TOMB OF RACHEL.

FROM THE GERMAN OF HERDER.

Wwuey Jacob was returning from the holy
place where God had once revealed himself,
when he, in his youth, saw the heavens open,
s heart was full of gladness; for Jehovah
bad just estabhished ancw with him a covenant
of friendship.

But coon he was smitten by deep sorrcw.—
Rache!, the beloved of his youth, diedin giving
birth to her second son; and when ber soul
was departing, and she saw that she must die,
che kissed the child, and with her last breath
named him Benoni, the child of sorrow.

And when she appeared before the Eternal
she wept, and said, ¥ Grant me, O Father, the
first petition: which I ask at thy throne! Let
me somctimes sce mine own beloved ones
from whom thou hast separated me, that 1
may stand by them m ther sufferings, and dry
their tears.”

#Threc times shall thy prayer be granted,”
sad the Almighty, “to revisit thy children
upon carth, but thou canst not alleviate their
troubles.”

When she came down to carth for the first
wme, she found the aged Jacob sorrowing bit-
7y for both her sons.  Joseph's bloody gar-
ment lay near him. My gray hairs,” cried
ite, “will be Mroughit down with sorrow to the
grave, for now also Benoni istakenaway from
me.”

Sighing, she reascended to heaven, when,
after awhiie the blessed spirits of her husband
and sons rejoned her, and told how beautiful-
Iy 2ll their sorrow had been turned into joy.

She came the sccond ume to visit her tomb.
She saw her postenty driven into exile asherds
of cattle are driven.  She found everything de-
olate; even her grave had not been spared.—
She lingered a long tune by that solitary tomb,
2nd the air was filled with the sighing of 2n in-
aisble sprrit.

She went down to earth the third time.—
Bethlehem was fowiag with the blood of n-
nocent children.  Their mothers wept because
they were not, and Rachel at her grave wept
alsn.  Long was heard from that tomb a voice
of walling—"they are no morc—they are no
more.”

Aud when she veturned, the All-meraiful
sad, *Rest now, my daughter, and disquict
thy hcart no more with the sorrows of thy
children.  The path of mortals leads carly mto
avalley where only complaints resound; but
saon there :§ 1 turn i the valley, and behold
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the dirge1s changed into a song of praise.—
Trust thy children with me; they are my
<hildren also; thy heart was not made to bear
and to soften the woes of the carth-born.”
Henceforth the spint of the beautitul Rachel
remained content in Paradise. She inquired
of the newly-arrived concerning the destiny
which they had fulfilied upon earth; but she
never revisited this world ; and the sighing of
her motherly heart was no more heard upon
her tomb. The sepuichre is silent, and Rachel
rajoices with her chuldren in eternal rest.
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PREFATORY LINES FOR A YOUNG
LADY’S ALBUJI,

Mamex, on thine album's page
Yet hath failen no darkling stain,

Type of thine own guilcless age—
May that guilcless age remain!

Little know’st thou yet of woe.

Little may’st thou cver know! ¢

And from evils which are rife

In the onward path of life,

Ever may thy bosom be,

Like this album, pure and frec!

Yet I mark, though pure the leaves,
Each a different fint receives: —

So to thee in after years,

Must arrive, what comes to all,

On this changeful earthly ball,
Hours of joy, and houwrs of tears—
Hours of hopes, and hours of fears—
Hours that vary as they pass,

Like the hues in prism-glass.

Such is kife ;—and though 'us vain
To hope for joy unmixed with pam,
Though we know ecach coming day
Cannot all be clear and gay—
Maden, may the Future be
Largely bright and blest to thee!
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FROM TiHE SKETCH-BOOK OF A
TRAVELLER.

Tue appe-~rance of Quebec, as you approach
Cape Diamond, is. in the highest degree, 1m-
posing.  You behold a city built upon a preci-
pice, surrounded by a huge wall of stone, with
cannon frowning upon you on all sides from
us lofty embrasures. At its base, upon a nar-
row margin of the river, 1s the Lower Town
above which nise the castellated battlements of
the chff, with their round towers, ditches and
gates, hike some wild and stupendous creation



