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MY WIFE.
BY THE FORESBT BARD.

When leaning on thy gentle bosom, dearest,

My troubled brow, in peaco can rest awhile,
When thy loved voice my drooping spirit cheorept,

My heart, unfarced, can bid my lip to smile,
Thy loved embrace, cach moment groweth des rer,

Thy melting kiss, wreatbed round loyo's holy sluinz,
My heart to thine, then nestling, closer, neearer,

Doth bless the hour: the God that wade thee mine.

©Oh then in vain, the world's frowns fall around me,
Thoy cannot drive e from my duty's path,

1 scorn them all since thy strong love hath bound me,
I can defy, earth’s direst tempost wrath.

Tby virtuous finnness oft hath beon my tower,
When ‘leaugeriog sins have hardly 'gainst mo striven,

Thy bumblo meekness : woman's love, the power [heaven
That wooed my heart, from earth-born thoughts, to.

Tho’ fashion friends, in pompous pride may stight ua,
Becauso that we're undignitied by famo,

While love is ours, thejr scorn can nover fright ug,
Life's wealth is ours ; and too, an honest name

Thy love hath wrought, as woman's love doth sver,
My spirits shicld against the ills of life,

And oft my heart doth deeply bless the Giver,
That lent thee, me, my loved, my gentle wife.

Tien for the gifts 2 gracions God hath given,
Qur lips we'll oft employ in grateful preise,
Nor let our hesrts by lucre love be riven,
From Him whoso smile hath gladden’d all our days, .
And from the past some useful lesson finding,
We'll ever pray our lives in love may run,
- Affection pure our hearts still closer binding,
On carth, in heaven, in life, in death, still one.
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Ofjblood baptized ho sinks
To tinish the atonement ;
That fleod dissolves the links

Of man's enslavement,
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THE HOUR IS COXME.
Bchold the biour is come,

The hinge of man’s salvation ;
The victory o'crsin
The crucifixion :
The rending of the veil 3
The goal of expiation :
The seal of love to man,
Christ’s condemnation.

Tho heavens lowering, scowl,
Ag in bursting wrath to sweep
Creation from her-course,
Vengeanco thus to reap,
The earth in terror quaked,
Its narrow homes displsying ;
Tha-rocks asunder rend,
In horror yawning.

Men, blind in ’nighted zeal,

While heaven’s arch is frowning 3
Thirst for the life of Life,

Revenge invoking ;
Their King who came to save—

To snatch them from destruction,
They buffet, taunt, and scolf

In mock devotion,

The calm, sorsphic brow
Of Him in Bethlehem born,
Hisg-focs in fiendish glee
Tare with mangling thorng 3 . . -
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'TIS GLORIOUS TQ BE OLD»
BY D. J. WALLACR.
I look upon tho young, and think
How much of joy s theirs
How many nectar draughts they drink ;
How trco from grief and cares !
T geo them treading lightly on,
Thelr hearts too full to hold
Their brimmiug bliss, and then I sigh,
«“*Tig misory to bo old 1"

1 look upon the middle-aged—
Their brows are somowhat dark ;

1 trace slight furrows gathering thare,
Time's onward march to mark.

Tho mirth and joyousncss of yonth
No looger I behold (—

1 would not blame them if thoy thought
'Twas dmgry to bo old.

1 look upon my feeblo frame,
And view each palsied limb ;

My bair i3 silvored o’or with ycars ;
Xy oyes ave growing dim.

Thb fountains of my hewt, that gushod
So froely once, are cold;

*Tis then I thivk age hath no juys,
And sigh that I am old.

But when I look around and gee
The evil ways of men;
And all tho trials I have passed

Present themeelves again;
When I by faith behold on high

My weary spirit's fold;
Earth's pleasuro's fade, and thoeo I know
'Tis glorious to bo old!

Ioxs, Elgis Co., C. W.

SATURDAY NIGHT

Whou all our weak-day toil is o'er,
And eveniog softly ﬁli(loth in,

And hushed is labor's busy hum,
The Sabbath doth begin.

It matters not what laws decree,
Or how the duztors wise decido §
Weo feel the Sabbath is begun,
Our work is laid aside.

All other evenings bring theit cares,

Qur restloss thoughta keep laboring onj—
To-morrow's dawn will wako to toil,

Our rest will soon be gone.

But pow, the businers of the weele
Ia finished, and the sweet reposo

Of coming Sabbath rest begins,
And time serenely iows.

We lay our dusty garrsonts by,
Resigh ourselves to bslmy sleep;—

No visiops. of to-morrow's cares
Amoug our slwinbers creop.

Or if n theught of morrow comes,
While flosting to tho lsud of dresuns,
1t is & soothing thought, and one
Of Sabbath’s golden gleams,

What quict rapture §11s the soul,
Wheo, like & whisper, soft and clear,

Some sfraln of distant music falls
Upon the listoning car,

So sweetly float among qur t_hou{;ta

The Sabbatli scenes that soon ghall rise,
To checr the Pligrim haatening-on

His journoy to the skicy,



