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My WIFE.

DOY TUE0 OORNST IlAOOD.

Whnleanlng on thy genf.lo beoin, dcatrent,
IIY trooohled brmw, lu pesn cae regt avyhile,

Wlîeii thy luved volce my drooping spirit chicerept,
31y heurt, unforceol, cae bld my lip to sincle,

Thy loveul embrace, cacli moment gmuwath dia rer,
Thoy nielting kime, wethed round lovo's holy sxî~

My heurt te thine, then neatling, cloner, nearer,
Doth bleos tue hour. the~ God thut mnail thon mine.

Oh thon in vain, the veerId'te freivns falI arend nie,
Thoy cannt udrive mne front my duty's pailh,

1 score theni ail minece tloy strong love hath bound me,
1 can ulefy, earth'i; diment terepest iwrath.

Thy v'irtuou8 llinnes oft bath been my tower,
WVhen 'leuugeriug sins have hsrdly 'ganut, u triven,

Thy humble meek4cis : womuan's love, the poiver (huavon
Tloat wooed my heart, fromn eartl-born thoooghts, to.

Tho' fioshion friende, le pompons pride uy lglit ns,
Blecause that we're uedigeilled hy fiame,

Whilo love is ours, thelr score eue nover frlght Dit,
I.ifo't; wealth is ours ; ud toc, an honest naine,

Thy love biath w-rought, os vunmuns love doth aver,
Ily spirits shlold against the ills of hifé,

.And oit my heurt doth deeply bless tho Givor,
Tisat lent thece, me, mny Ioved, my gentie ovife.

Then fer the glits a gracions t7cd bath given,
Ocr lips vve'Il oit omploy in gratoful przise,

Nor lot om heurts, by lucre love ho rive;,
Froin Ilmr vvhcse seilie bath gladdon'd ail our days,

And frott the pat3t sonte useful lesuon tlnsliog,
Weill ever pray our lires le love xnay mun,

Affection pure or heurts atill cloner blnding,
On carth, le heaven, ici hile, in dosth Millhone.

I.xFRoy, March, 1857.
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TUIE BO0151 IS COitE.

BehIoid the heur lis corne,
Tho hinge cf inae'a so4lyatiun;

The victory n'or die
The oreciroe:

The reeding ofithe voil
The geai ofexpiution:

The seat cf love te m=n,
chmist's; ooelesnnation.

The lieans loNverieg, scowl,
M; le hcrsting m-ruil te swcep

Crentlon frem hur-ceurse,
Vengeance thus to, reapý

Thê eartli lit terrer quaked,
lis narrow homnes displaying

Thle-ocos sunder rend,
In horror yawnieg.

Men, biind le '.aight£d zeal,
While hoavee's arch in froweieg

Thiroit for tho life of Lifs,
Revenige invck-ing ;

Their King wvhe came to rave-
Te snatco themn from, destruction,

They buffet, tacet, and scoif
In mock cievotion.

Tho cairm, sor:3ptoic bmow
Of Hii tin Bethiehom-bora,

Bie-focs te flendlsh glen
Tare wlth nxzngUing thores;

oriblood baptifed ho sinise
To tliih the atonsmeet;

That flood dissolves (ho inoks
0f uais~ onulavemnen t.

For tho Gospel Tribune.
lmJ Gloitiolis TO BEi OLD4

DY D. J5. WALLACHO.

1I mdc upen (ho yong, and thînit
leu înuch ci joy ln thefrs

Tloov many nectar drauglits they drink;
11mwv ftee front grief and carne 1

1 sec themn treadlng lghtly on,
Their heurts tee full te hold

Their brlminiug blesi, and thon I aigh,
«I'Tisneuluery te be nid h"

1 look epen tise inlddle-aged-
Tîjeir broovs are uiowhat dark;

1 trace slight, forroves gatbering there,
Timo's onuvard muarchi te marx.

The mlrlh and joyounuss ni ynoth
No longer 1 behold

I vould nlot ine (hem if tbey tbonght
'Twas dreary te hcolnd.

1 look upon my fee frame,
Aend view each palsled limh;

My bair li eitverod o'er uvith ycars;
'My cyeu are groying dinu.

Th-e fountains ni my heurt, tlsut gushod
Se fmeely once, arn cold;

'Tis; thon 1 thluk age hath ne jsy;-
Aend slgh that 1 amn old.

But wben I look arcund and sec
The cvii ways of me;

.And ail the trials I lhuve pasue]
Present themuelves agale;

WVheu 1 by fiit behiold n hig
My weary sîoirut' fcld;

Earth's pieasur'i fsuie, &ud thon I knnuv
'Tis glorlons te bo oldi

bYe"«, Elgip ce., C. W.

SATURI>AY NIGIIT
Wheo ail eue wtak-day toil lu o'or,

Anîd evening u.oitiy glioletz li,
Auod lîssed lu lubors buoy hum,

Tlo Sobbuto dotb bogie.

It nuatters net what laves deorée,
Or ltow the d.,rors ovise siecide;

liu fett tlon Saishato lu bugun,
0cr work lu tud abide.

Ai ether evenings biomig tiseir camne,
0ur reutîcos taooiglita kecp labochîog o

To-miorrew's slave% 11 livako te teil,
0cr reut will soon bc gne.

But nir, the hueinees of the week
In tielisi, and the sweet repose

0f ceoling Sabbath ru'st bogies,
And Urne seremely Slows.

Pic îay our duty garnts hy,
tEcuig o ursolves te lumy sleep;-

No, viçion.tsof te-morrow',s cares
.Aiouog or sucnhers crop.

Or if atheougut cf ueorrow cernes,
Whiteo fictieg ta the land of dreas,

it lu a sootuiug thougii, aîod ono
0f Saishathbs goldien gli.au

Wbst quiet raptcrp Mis the sou],
WVlient like a %w.hispcr, soft an4 ceor,

Sooue strian cf distant music Wins
Elpon the lLçtoniug car.

Se sweeûtly Blout aanong Qur thoult3
The Sabatîo scenes ulhot acon hall ise,

To cheur thse Pilgrim, hasteffleg-on
I j uney cotot.110skie».


