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CORKINDALE-—Fell peacefully asleep, trusting
m Jesus, at Picton, Ont,, on Fnday, 2lst
November, 1884, Jessie May Corkindale, aged
twenty-two years and twenty-one days.

IN MEMORY
OIF MISS JESSTE CORKINDALE, LATE OF PICTON.

K,
She sleeps the sleep—and over her

Shall fall the winter’s snow and raiu ;
And o’er her summer breezes blow,
When summer comes to earth again.
11
She sleeps: 1u silence and in night,
Removed to region tar more fair;
Who was a thing of mhrth and light
A being of an upper air.
L
She sleeps, while they who pause behind
Can only echo as they pass,
The murmur of the wandering wind
Which in its moving sighs--alas !
Geo. F. Cameron.

BLESSED ARE THE DEAD THAT
DIE IN THE LORD.

Oh, mother did you hear the angels crying,
And do you think they know that I am dying ?
Did you say that it was snowing ?

But I am glad that I am going,

Going, mother, alas ! I know not where—

But the sounds are sweet from over there.

They rest me so, and take away my pain,

And say that death to me shall be clear gain.
What if the ground is covered all with snow.!
This poor tired flesh is aching now to go

And mingle with the mould. But I shall rise
And mevt my Savionr, mother, in the skies.

The Angels are singing it to me,

And 1 am eager, mother, to be free.

Oh, it was hard to leave the sun and air,

And all my friends behind—1 could not bear
To go alone, and wished that father might

Come with 1rie and relieve me of my frnight,

Bul those sweet angels’ voices, mother, dear,
Have touched my soul and silenced every fear

_As B L.



" ‘Another call is given ;
And glows once more with Angel steps
The path which reaches Heaven,

Our young and gentle friend, whose smile
Made brighter summer hours,

Amid the frosts of autumn time,
Haz left us with the flowers.

No.paling and the chéek of bloom
Forewarned us of decay :

No shadow of the Silent Land
Fell round my sister’s way. :

The light of her young life went down,
As sinks behind the hill,

The glory of a setting star,
Clear, suddenly and still.

As pure and sweot her fair brow seemed
Fternal as the sky ;

And like the brooks low song her voiece,
A sound which could not die

Andhalf we deemed she needed not
The changing of her sphere,

To give to Heaven a shining one
Who was an Angel here,

The blessing of her quiet life
Fell on us like the dew,

And good thoughts where her footsteps pressed
Like fairy blossoms grow.

Sweet promptings into kindest dewds
Were in her very look ;

We read her face as one who reads
A true and holy hook.

The measure of a blessed hymn,
To which our heurts conld move,

The breathing of an inward psalm,
A cantiele of love,

We miss her in the place of prayer,
And by the hearth-fire’s light ;

We pause beside the door to hear
Onee more, her sweet “ wood night.”

There seews u shadow in the day,
Her smile 1o longer cheers,

A dimuess in the stars of night,
Like eyes that look through tears.

Alone unto our Father's will
Our thought hath reconciled,
That He whose lave exeelleth ours
Hath taken home His child.

Fold her, oh ! Father, in Thine arms
And let her henceforth be,

A messenger of love botween
Our human hearts and Thee.

Still let her mild robuking stand
Between us and the wrong,

Aund her dear memory serve to make
Our faith in Goodness strong.

And grant that she who,trembling there,
Distrusted sll her powers,

May welcome to her holier home
The well-beloved of ours.
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when our tlan nd,

be united in Christ. Then ghall wo reach |
that sweel and besutiful bome—-then shall
we know Wwhat the consummation 13 of all
our bnghteat hopes—then suall we come
to understand what the fomtion ot the
heavenly love ia—

. s Phen ¢ay without night, el

We shall feast in his sight, -
_ And eternity sesm 88 aday. "
My beloved heatcts, let ns all walk 10
‘her footsteps—Ilet o8 walk atter Chnst ag
she did, Those of you who knew ber
have the same testimony to bear concerns.
ing her that 1 have, (hat she Was 10 VEIY
deed, & child of God ; sod God t that
those who are mon and grieving for
her mow may yet reslize a blessed snd
happy reupion with her in her heayenly
home, and may wa yet share ihe ever-
lasting joy of ihose who have gone before
‘gs—our fathers, onr mothers, our frisnds,
who are beckoniog to us now, who would
gpeek to us it they could, and tell us with
rapturous voiced
w gweet home” sbove, an
aess of tha paradise of Gad, At the close
“of tas sermon tue followin beantital
:glnn was sung by the choir of “the.
ureh -
Riso my 2oul and gtnl'ohi!h'v wings,
1Phy better portion a0 .
Rise from transitory t ings

Poward Eeayen, thy destinad place. .
Sun and moon and: atars deoay,

‘fime shall soon this earth remoye ;
: soul axd hnxomy

To seats propared above.

‘Cease my 30ul, O cease t0 mourn,
“Press onward w he prizs:
n tm&uonr will retorn
To take theo to the skies;
Thore is everiasting peacs,
tsest, onduring rest, in Heaven ;
There will sorrow over 0orAls
And eromn Joy be glven.
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¢ HIMSELF HATH DONE IT.”

Tsaram xxxviii, 15.

)
8 (% IMSELF hath done it” all. Oh, how those
g/ words
<y Should hush to silence every murmuring
thought!
“Himself hath done it”’—He who loves me best,
He who my soul with His own blood has bought.

¢ Himself hath done it.”” Can it then be aught
Than full of wisdom, full of tenderest love?
Not one unneeded serrow will He send,
To teach this wandering heart no more to rove.

“Himself hath done it.>> Yes, although severe
May seem the stroke, and bitter be the cup,

Tis His own hand that holds it, and I know
He’ll give me grace to drink it meekly up.

¢ Himself hath done it.”> Oh, no arm but His
Could e’er sustain beneath earth’s dreary lot;
But while I know He’s doing all things well,
My heart His lovingkindness questions not.
No, 21.

Spelrs = — — yas

T e e .~

]
§

G
B

d

Be W,,ﬁ/;;,é Mrﬁ%fz PSS SR G

—=a 33

i
2]

ot

=

GOLDEN GRAIN.] [SecoNp SkrIks.

—

¢“HE EKENOWS.” A
Gjl KNOW not what will befall me; God ¢
% hangs a mist o'er my eyes,
And o'er each step of my onward
path He malkes new scenes to rise, ¢
And every joy He sends me comes as &
glad surprise. b

T see not a step before me as I tread the
days of the year; 3 b

But the past is still in God’s keeping, the
future His mercy shall clear,

And what looks dark in the distance may &
brighten as I draw near. s

For perhaps the dreaded future has less 3
bitterness than I think; &
The Lord may sweeten the water before I
stoop to drink; 2
Or, if Marah must be Marah, He will A
stand beside the brink. ¢
No, 31.
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