
THE CANADIANX DAY-STAR.

LINES ON A MOTIIER'S DEATU.

Mother -wlere, O vihere art thon?
Whitier lias thy spirit 1IeQ,
Leaving iu its fliglit thy dead

Cold. foriu, mute and powerless now?

Art thon with the angels brighit?
Joining iu the tlrilling soug
That resounds, in echoes lojng

Through the mansion homes ofi'ùght?7

Yes, I know tht art above,
Where the saints and augels raise,
Ever sweet, the hymn of prilise,-

God is glorlous, God is love!

Par away froin earthiy strife,
Best of kindred, m other mnine,
Whiat a sphiere of bliss is thine,

Never-ending ioyous life!1

O10 ! tis fooflsh here to weep,
Whiere our sorrow never ends,
For our dear departed friends,

Whien in death they fali asleep.

What is life? a fitful blitst
0f time, strewvu with griefs around,
Whlere no happiness is fouind,

Chequer'd o'er froin first to last.

Stili, to memory wi11 bc dear
That forma loved in youth 50 welI;
The voico that aeted as a spell

To ehase away eachi boyish tear.

TME CHRISTIAN'S PROSPECT.

"lc shall go no more out "1-Rev iii. 12.

To go no more out froni the Lord,
No more from his presenco depar-

Wha"it joy does the prospect afford,
To the grief birdleii'd sorrowing heart?

To be wvith the Angek, of liglit,
To share inu theit giories dLivine,

No more behold darkzness or nîglt,-
This state, will it ever be mine?
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