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istar is shiîîiîg duuwvî upon it-the star
of God's love.

Reieîinbering titlis, stî'engtlî coules

înorîuiîg, to ail wlico trust ini God's
<bar love, and îbose uvhoin Hie lbath
giveln.

My Native Land.
- ecuire kill landq in 1!East or Wcst,

I Icu My nastive land thoc luca4t,
%Vunh ud' best gifu'u arc tecming.m

lPo the id .)f te aged and treary
traveller, Il My niative land," are words
ever caîliîîg upu tbe tenderest remninis-
cences. His mmiid deligbîs to, wander
far' bzick i)ti tlue past, reviewing tb(,
scelles of bis early days, recollections
of wilîi swi'ep o'er bis heart wvitb
such irresistible force, thal, seekiing
uta longer to restrain nature's course,
he weeps-lîis bosomn tbrobs wviîb ir.
repressible einuotions, and tbe longing
desire to bebold once. more hi5 Il native
land" pervades, and filis wvitb antivi.
pated joy bis soul. Wberc'er the
country that clahins lus tiirtb be situ.
ated, in tbe scorcbing trnpic or freez.
;Dg Arctic, in the suîniny Soutb orchill-
ing Nul-th, bis affe~ctions still Cluster~
around it as their centre.

To the wandering [talian no zephyrs
are wifted so balrny as tbose, %vhich
fatn his far-off cloudless land. Th'e
Scotsnan boasts tbe roinantic and im.
perishable grandeur of his highland
home. Tbe son of Erin ne'er sees
place so, fait' or spot so green as bis
own Emnerald Isle. Nor' ever hears
the honest Swvitzer inusic more thrill-
ing, entrancing, and soul-subduingr
than those simple strains, every note
of %vhich is endured by vivid associa.
tiens and pleasing memories, of bis
picturesque and beautiful country.-
Huge icebergs, extensive glaciers,
eternal snows, uribroken solitudes are
the Icelander's pride.

DvelIs there a marn on the face of
the earth whose soill bias neyer been
drawn by invisible yet powerful tics to,

.hsnative land-the place of his nua-
1,ivy-his earliest homne, where tend-
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cd by a father's care and a motber's
love, ho bas been nutrttired, educated
and prepared (0 take bis part in the
ever.rolling battlo of life. The state,
ci~ sncb an one iq vi vidly poirrnyed iii
th(e following lines of Sir Waller

"Brentiies thçre the nmat, with sou I so dcad,
WVlit never to limsclf liai i said,
This je nuy own-sny mntve land
wVhose c hart lias ne'cr wji.hin i hun burned,
As hoime his footsteps lie liatlî turned,
Fromn wandermîug o11 a forcign straiud
Ilf such tiierc ho, go, marklî tan vell;
For hini no mliitrdl rapîtires swel;
Iligh thoughi his titles, proud his ame,
Boundless luis wvealth as wislî can dlaimi,
Despite those tatles, puwver and pelf,
Thue wvrctch, concentratcd aIl] in self,
Livinug, ishaîl forfeit f'air rernom),
And, doubly ulying, tihaîl go douvu
l17o theo vile dust, troin whece ho sprungt,
Unwcpt, uruhonourod, arnd unsung.

Little Ellen.
Son-e years since wbile residing in

the city of Philadeiphia, I went out one
iiiorning Io visit somne sick persons in a
part of the city whieb was almost enu-
tirely inbabited by people of tbe louvesi
and poorest class.

1 had completed my business and xvas
turning my steps towards home, wvben
a woman miserably clad, and bearing
the marks of great poverty, approacb.
ed me and asked if~ ' ould visit her littie
girl who !ay sick in a house near at
band. 1 conýenied to do so, and follow-

Ied heî' into the celler oI'an old dir*v look-
ing house, groping my way in almost
utter darkness througb one room into
another back of it, 'where no ray of
ligbt ivas apparent, and wbere 1 was
compelled to pause wbile my coxîductor
ligýuted a bit of taltowv Zandle, and disco-
vered to my view a littie girl sone six
or seven years of age lying on a bed of
rags and straw in a corner of the room.
She was a pretty cbild, but lier fIh'shed.
cuntenance and parcbed lips, showed
plainly that disease ivas busy witb ber
young rame ; while lier ernaciated form
as surely indicated that unless she xvas
soion relieved, the hours of her earthly
existence ivould be ;',eedily numbered.


