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MIRIAM WARNER.

MiriaM WARNER was the d
of Mr. Oliver Warner, of Northa
Her parents are ignorant of any i
gious impressions having been made on
her mind in the beginning of life
though she was unusually sedate, and
i fond of reading her

She constantly attended the Sab-
School, afier it was established
» and her teachers thought that she
made great pre ficiency. On the com-
mencement of a revival of religion, when
she was about ten years old, she was
peculiarly serious 1 attentive atall the
at which she could be prescnt;

meeur
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and her father was so strongly persuaded
that she had in truth become a real
Christian, that he often inquired of her
mother whether it was not so. They
had no assurance from her own lips,
themselves; but she told one of her
companions that on a particular day,
some weeks before she was taken ill,
she had received comfort; (implying
distress under previous convictions of
sin3) that the whole day she had been
trembling all over; but when uttering
these words, (in praying after school,)
O Lord, create within me a clean
heart, a voice seemed to whisper, A
clean heart I will put within you ;

and made her perfectly tranquil.” She
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used to go into the woods near the
school-house,* eyery noon, with one or

two of her companions, where

ey pray-
ed and read together; and until the
weather was too cold, they stayed until
six at night, employed in the same way
She manifested the deepest interest in
the future welfi
as was exhibited on many occasions
For the last two weeks of h f
was constant in her endeavours to be-

re of her companions,

nefit all with whom she had any influ-
ence, both by her conversation and let-
ters. As her f:
seemed to fee

all the time ; there was so much for her
to do. She dwelt very much upon the
shortness and uncertai 5

r expressed it, she

siie must be 1n haste

0 e; and

the last time she was at school she sung

to her companions these words :

And must this body die—

This mortal frame decay
And must these active limbs of mine

> mouldering in the clay ?

Lifting her hand, and turning it about
as she sung, *“ These active limbs of
mine.” She died on Sabbath morning,
19, of a putrid'fe-
ver, after being confined to her room

21st of February

* She lived in a remote part of the town.
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four days. Her reason was much im-
paired soon after she became ill, and
most of the time she was frantic. One

morning, having had a very distressing
season, she fell asleep, and after a little

while awoke, quite self-possessid. She

directly began a prayer; the introduc-

tion was very solemn and impressive,
but is not distinctly recollected. After

Atering these words, “ O Lord, te

h
me to come before thee, with deep hu-
mility,” her mind wandered. In a short

time she had another interval of rea-

son, which she employed in closing the
prayer, with some sublime ascriptions
of praise to the three persons in the
Trinity. Her pain and distress were
and nothing would quiet

often extreme

her, except some striking verse of a
hymn which her father would re
At one time, particularly, he was ¢

, when almost raving.

to soothe
ur ’
ed that she could not en
ing. He said, “ God will take good care
of you;” she directly turned to him and
replied, “ will he 1

but she insist-

1 her to be tranqui

ure the suffer-

“Peace all my angry passions then,

“ Let each rebellious sigh
Be silent at his sovereign will,

And e

€

ery murmur die
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Ouce, when a person of her acquaint-
ance stood by the bed-side, she looked
very steadfastly in his face a few n
ments, and said with great A’ul'll}d\
* Sir, there is a throne of grace.’

Copies of several of her letters to her
young friends and (‘Omlm.nnn\ will be
given without alteration, merely leaving
out the introduction and the close. The
size and form of her letters add much to
their snnphu(v and prove clearly that
they were written without (hour-nt or
sludy

Ezlract of a Leller, dated Dec. 16, 1818

“You do not know how the Lord is
reviving his work, which I humbly trust
and hope he will carry through amongst
us.
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e the kind angels at the gates,
“ Inviting us to come;

l here Jesus, the forerunner waits,
‘To welcome travellers home.

°re, onagreen and flowery mount
* Our weary souls shall sit ;

And with transporting joys recount

*“The labours of our feet.”

“Come, let us accept the offers of
mercy to-day while it is called to-day,
and not harden our hearts. C

hrist says,
with

a kind and condescending voice,
Come now, Jor all things are re ady, for
..’u re is Joy in the presence of the Angels
af God over one sinner that .w}u .lt'/h
Come, let us bow at the footstool Je-

sus, and y If we perish we 1w 11[ perish

. h
C }um is angry with the wicked
every day: be careful, then, my friend,
to make your calling and election sure

press mnmrd—m» hold on the
prize of the high calling in Christ Jesus.
Look on the hill of Calvar ¥, and see the
blessed Jesus dying, and bleeding, for
poor wretched sinners who deserved
eternal dammation, had not the me rey
of God, in Christ Jesus, saved us. Look
at your Bible, and s=e what Christ has
done for sinners who were on the brink
of eternal destruc

there.

ion, ready to perish
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for ever. I hope you will serve the
Lord in this world, and the world to
come, is the prayer of your unworthy
friend,” &c.

To another friend she writes, Jaf.
20th.—*“ O my dear L. arve you prepar-
ed to die and appear before the judg-
ment seat of Christ, and renderup an ac-
count of your pastlife? But if you do
not repent of your sins before it is for
ever too late, you will lie down in the

regions of endless despair. O regard

the warning voice of God ore it is too
late to repent and flee from the wrath
to come. Awake before the dreadful
morning rise:

“ That dreadful day will surely e

“The appointed hour makes haste,

“When you must stand before your
Judge

“ And pass that solemn test.”
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Jan. 22, 1819.— Never, dear L. did
I address you with such feelings as I
now do. C
gaged in re
i

, my dear friend, are you en-
on! Do you think of your
ortal soul—your precious soul? It
is more precious than ten thousand
worlds. Can we be stupid while others
are engaged ! T can say with the Apos-
tle, O wretched man that I am, who shall
deliver me from the body of this death?
You must remember your Creator in the
days of your youth. O flee from the
wrath to come; fly to the Saviour; make
the Judge your friend. Sue for pardon
lhrrm;zl{(hc blood of Christ, the author
and finisher of our faith, who, for the
Jjoy set before him, endured the cross,
despising the shame, and is now set
down at the right hand of God.”

To another friend, of the same date,
“1 hope you do not set your affections
ea this wicked world, but on things that
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are lasting and eternal. Christ says,
Be faithful unto death, and I will give
thee a crown of life, that fadeth not
away.” Shall we remain stupid and se-
cure in our sins, while all around are
engaged in this glorious work ? We
stand on the brittle thread of life: our
life is a vapour, which appeareth for a
little while and then vanisheth away.
Do you realize that you must die and
appear before the judgment seat of
Christ, and there give an ‘account cfall
the deeds done in the body, whether
good or bad? O let us flee from the
wrath to come. Remember me at your
daily intercessions at the throne of
grace. You must warn your compan
1ons of their danger while out of Christ.

“ And are we wretches yet alive,
“ And do we yet rebel ?

“'Tis boundless, 'tis amazing love,
“ That bears us safe from hell.”

“ Christ says, ‘ Those who will come
unto him, he will in no wise cast out.’
O my dear F. come unto him just as you
are, and plead the merits of Jesus, who
Jdied, bled, and groaned for us poor re-
vels. We deserve nothing but the wrath
and curse of God.”

Fe

Yth.—* We had a meeting last
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night ; it was a very so

one; and
and arise
1 in the

> anxic

they said we must wake up,
from the dead, and be ¢

cause of our Redeemer, and s

for our souls before it was fi
late

ver too

But why will we sleep on so long,

and not care thing for our souls?
Why will we with God’s love, and
trample under foot his precious bl
God’s patience will not I t always

i1s spirit shall not
always strive with man, poor
and why will we not turn n

us God says that

sinful man ;

for now
15 an accepted time, now is a day of sal

vation ! But when we come to die, then

we shall see the necessity of religion,

then we all have to take up the bittey
lamentation, .'I ¢ harvest past, the

nmer is ended, and I am not saved
O let us then improve these

golden mo-
ments while we |

‘ Seize the kind promise, while it waits,
“ And march to Zion's he avenly

\ ates ;
‘ Believe, and take the promis’d rest ;
“ Obey, and be for ever blest.

0O, our never dying souls! Is it true that

we have got souls which will live beyond
the grave in bappiness or mi ery fox
ever? Itis a painful thought to be shut
out for ever from the presence of God,
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O my soul trembles at the thought of de-
struction Every idle thonght ar d word
we must give an account of at the day
of judgment; that awful day when the

rts.

rod will try our he

lH‘:ll(r\l"\r“.llllf

O how it will pain our hearts to hear
that dreadful sentence pronounce d to us,
Depart
ing fire ; but to hear that sentence whic
is, Come, ye blessed of my Father, whic
is softer than ten thousand instruments

from me, ye cursed, inlo everlas

of music, would gladden our hearts be-

yond descr iption.
Your friend, M. W.”

The following was written to her early

friend :—* My most dearest friend : how
can a few moments glide away more
pleasantly than in writing to my dear
S.1 O let us strive to make our calling
and election sure, before the day of
grace is for ever fled.

“ (0 what immortal joys I felt,
“ And raptures all divine,
“\When Jesus told me I was his,
“ And my beloved mine."”

Methinks I can see my beloved Jesus
sitting on a throne of love, calling and
entrealing sinners to come and touch the
golden sceptre and live. And shall we

refuse to hearken to so dear a Saviour,
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who came into the world and died for
us poor sinners? Shall we reject. him?
No. Can we reject that dear and bless-
ed Jesus? No, we cannot, it seems to
me. Alas! what a painful thought to
part with Jesus—how it dist
tears my heart to part with Chri

cts and
st!
Your loving friend, &e.”

She wrote many othe
same excellent spirit breathes through
the whole ;—but it seems unnecessary to
make further quotations.

r letters, and the
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O Crarity, thou heavenly grace!
All tender, soft, and kind !

A friend to all the human race—
To all that's good inclined !

The charitable soul extends
To all her liberal hand ;
Her kindred, neighbours, foes and
friends,
Her pity may command.

She aids the poor in their distress ;
She hears when they complain;
With tender heart delights to bless,

And lessen all their pain.

The sick, the prisoner, poor, and blind,
And all the sons of grief,

In her a benefactress find—
She loves to give relief.




THE

DIFFERENT SUCC
THE GOSPEL.

E Christ and his cross are all our the me—
P The mysteries that we -pmk
Are s m:l |||t e Jews’ esteem,
And fc r

But soul

1 above,
With joy receive the wor 1:

see what wisdom, power, and love
ne in their dying Lord.

f his name
s their fainting bre ath ;

1€l perverts the same
To guilt, de spair, and death.
Till God diffuse his
Like showers of heaven] y rain,
In vain Apollos sows the round,
And Paul m3 ay plant in vais

graces down,

FINIS
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