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sichhess, o fear of death.  Such pay the preachers to pray and worship
tivd for them. They call singing the worship of God, and hire the un
godly, the profane, the drunkard, and infide], to sing praises to God for
them wlile they ““worship™ in profound silence aud reverential awe !
From such worship and worshippers, ¢ Good Lord deliver us!”
Your’s, in the best of bonds, Ebpitor.
S

[FROM THL CHRISTIAY KEEPSAKE.]

FHE DYING BOY.
BY MRS. LARNED, OF PROVIDENCE.

t The fullowmng hnes were wntten after reading an accuunt of the death of a young
mother and three children, from the iuhuuman neglect of the husband and father —
The wife was taken suddenly ill, and left alene with her little ones, while her hus-
band went o procure a physiuan, and other needful assistance, the nearest house
being over two miles distant, bat he forgot everything, save his own depraved ap-
petite, becawe drusik before duing bis errand, remained so for a week, and on his
retarn found them all dead. ¥t s supposed thatthe mother died soonafter the birth
of her child, and that the buy struggled longest—that in trying to soothe his capi
ring sister, he sank down from weahitess beside hor, and culﬁd not at last release
himself from her grasp.]

O, mother dear ! my lips are dry, Can’t I be dead too, mother, say ?
And Bessy’s hands are cold ;— I'm sure 'tis very lonesome here—

Mother, dear Mother ! help me nigh Is heaven a very great long way ?
Yonr bosom—surely you can hold And ‘s our father waiting there ?

Your I: le boy, I will not cry,
Nor ask again for drink or bread,
if you will only let me hie
Upon your breast and hold my head.

U'm tired now, and caunot go,
And the bright sun does blind me so :—
Oh. shat your eyes, dear mother, do'
And let me love to gaze on you.

Oh, mother ! cali your little boy How can you see us lying thus,
To your bedside—he’ll try to cranl, On this iced floor—our feet so cold ?
You said I was your only joy, Once you would fondly run to us,
Your darling Henry, and your all . And round us both the blankets fold

Aund then youlooked and screamed out so—
“Boy ! to your cruel father go.

Why do you weep aud wail te me?
Fly ! fly ! I've nothiug here for thee ™

I'm falling—O, the room turns round '—
1 cannot see you now ;—but hark '

I hear a soft and pleasant sound;
Perhaps it is the little lark.

Don't stare so on me, mother dear, I love such sounds as these to hear,
I'm still—though Bessy will not sur ' And it is dark no longer now ;

And she’s too cold to lie so near-- Dear hittle girls with wings are near,
O, why don't father come to her ” And they are siniling on me too.

Poor Bessy cried herself to sleep ;
I wish I could—but when I try,
My hds won't shut—aud always keep
Wide open on your staring eye'

0, 'us their songs so swecet and clear—
I think I hear them them softly say,
Dear children, stay no longer here;—
Come, come with us,we’lllead the way—
Mother' how can you lie so still, It must be heaven where they dwell:
With e dead baby in your arms? I come !—1 come '—MMother, farewe!l!
Who did the little dear one kill ?
You said "twas now safe from ali harms—
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