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but when he becamo gaentle sho listened to him, and
let off’ buing obstinate and sullen. So their prge-
muge becumo exactly like the spiritual advancement
of the soul. Every day brought them nearer to
their goal, und trained them to a better frame of
aund,  Sometimes other pilgrims joined them, very
pious and holy persons, who talked with them, and
helped them on ; and sometimes they were able to
help others who werc sick or lame, so that a bless-
ing came upon them for their charity. At length
they came into the Swiss mountains, the Alps,
which are covered with snow all the year round;
und 1t began to be very cold, and haid work to
travel, for it was late 1n the year, and a severe
winter. ‘I'he clnldren felt the cold bivterly, and
walking could not warm them. Margaret gave
them her wrapper, and the cold nade her ili. Mjles
was in despair. They struggled on up the ruots of
St Bernard, over which the road (such as 1t was)
lay. it was only a track, which could not be seeu
at night without a guide. Suddenly a howhing wind
was heard, sweeping like thunder up the mountain ;
and while they stood still under a rock, not able to
stand against the hurricane, and shaking for fear, it
began to snow so fast that they were almost blinded.
in a fow minutes Miles went out to try to face the
storm, but, behold ! the track was entirely swept
away ! it was one dazzling blank of snow! It was
an awful moment—huge rocks stood on either side
the way, and the snow, gathered on them, feil down
now and then in great masses, which would bury 2
man alive. There was no shelter-—no sound Sfor the
wind was lulled) save the distant voice of those
rolling snow-heaps, called Avalanches, and the face
of heaven was quite hid by the fast-falling stlent
flakes. Miles felt an ice-cold chill sink on his heart
as he stood there and thought of his wife and httle
ones about to perish. He recurred again to lus
favourite psalm, and thought it was. indeed the
¢ valley of the shadow ofdeath,’ where, however, the
* rod and stafl’ of God’ could still give comitort, ¢1I
deserve Thy rod and Thy chastisements, O my
God,’ ke murmured, ¢ yet send.me.thy staff, that we
may yet serve Thee, fur we are friendless.and house-
less strangers in the land ;' and as he so sad, he felt
a renewal of fuith and hope within tum. He went
back, and bidding his wife-and children creep un-
der the rock as far as they pussibly could, he cover-
ed them up and left them, resolving to pursue win
his utmost caution the upward path, to-try. to-obtamn
some human shelter. He toiled on, using his
pilgrim’s staff as a feeler, lest he should be led into
precipices and holes, struggling through the deep
saow, aad at times almosy losing hope and .going
back to die with them. At last he ¢ame to a dead
stop ; his staff warped him that he;was,wrong, On
every side there were precipices.of unknown depth,
execept one, which was a perpendiculay wall of rock;
he could neither go backwards nor forwards, and
death stared him in the face. Miles was a brave
man, and stout of heort, but the tears gushed from

his eyes as ho saw the hopelessness of his pasiten.
He sunk down on his knees, preparing to depur

when across the death-lske rir came a distant sound
of a convent bell ! O joy ! there may still be hope !
Miles raised lamselt up, and shouted with all bis
strength the shrill cry which he had learnt in that
wild region. Again he beard the bel, louler,
quicker—thoy have heard him! Again he shouted,
vll he was exhausted, and sunk down on the sauw.
le heard voices—he suw hghts—he felt friend y
hands hfung him up, and pouring wine down s
throat—he revived, and saw friendly fuces of monks,
the monks of the Benedictine abbey of St Bernard,
which had been built upon the mountain to give
shelter to the wanderwg stranger. In a bittle timo
he was able to explain his condition to the brethren,
and tomplore them to save his wife and children,
He himself, though they urged him not, led them
back to the spot where he had left them A large
heep of snow had covered them entirely, and they
were slecping what would hiave become the sleep of
deathy if God did not send them timely succour.
Beéfore long they were welcotned into the hall of the
monastery ; and when they saw the blazing fire,
were refreshed with food, and taken to rest by the
charitable mouks, they could only wonder and weep
at being restored so unexpectedly to life, and at
finding a home in the wilderness.  ‘The monks kept
them several  days with brotherly hospitality, and
then speeded them on their way with food, and
wine, and many blessings.

Miles performed the Yest of his pilgrimage in
safety. lle stayed some time at Rome, and becatme
a splid and spintual Catbolic ; and leaving one of
the boys there by his own desire to be educated, he
came back to England, aud lived honoured and res-
pected to a ripe old age, with his wife and youngest
boy.

Jl(f you, my dear friends, say, we cannot do like
this, nor in any way follow such an example,
because no pilgrims come to our island, and not
many strangers, I shall say, that iu every age, and
time, and country, something like this can be
followed. Many a poor wretch lies down house-
less at night, and exposed to many dangers, from
the want of a house, cspecially in'towns. Look at
harvest time, at all events many a poor Insh
brother may then claim his share in our Lord’s
words, and beg you to take 1a the stranger, and
receiye a blessing. Many a ume, 1f you watch
clogely, you will find opportunities, it not of
literally following our Lord’s commands, yet of
performingthem. 1n spirit; and He who regards
the heart. and- intention,. will bestow upon: you a
corresponding reward.- .

Fuziuity or Prine.~Alexarider the'Great seeing Diogénes
loaking. avienuvely.at g larga collpstipn of-human:bonesipildd
upon one anoiher,.asked 1he philosephier what he was look-
ing'dt? "“'Hirh searching,” shid Diogenes © for the bones of

your father, but 1 canuot distinguish them from those of his
slaves.”




