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Iltt out the signa 'Is for the other train!
No nobler utterance since thie wrdbegan
Froin lips of saint or mnartyr ever r-an,
Electrie throughi the sympathies of man.

We bow as in the dust, wvith ail ôtir pride
0f v'irtue,, dwarfed the noble dccd besi<le,
God --ive us grace to live aîs B3radley died

N WV.u Tmiî.%i.

1E»XTBAG'il' FRONI ' TI[Y WILTL BE IONF.'

And if, iii oui' unworthiness,
Thy sacrificial Nvine we press;
If from Thy ordeal s heatcd bars
Our feet are seaîncd withi crinison Scars,

Thy wvill bc donc!

if, for th-3 age to coine, this hour
0f trial liath vicarious power,
And, blest by ihee, our present pain,
13e Iiberty's eternal gain,

Thy will be douie!

Strike, Thou the asewe Thy* keys,
* The anther of the destinies!

The inior of Thy loftier strain,
Our licarts shall breathe the old rcfrain,

Thy will be donc !

AninAnàtib DAvEN11or'r.

Men fearcd that the last day had coine. The hero, a
member of the Connecticut State Legisiature, is deterrnined
that business shall go on as usual.

" This well rnay be
The day of judgment which the world awaits;
But be it so or not, I only know
My present duty, and my Lord's coininand
To occupy tillilho corne. So at the post
WThere lie bath set mie in His Providence,
I choose, for onie, to ineet Himu face to face,-
No faitlèss servant frighitened from iny task,
But rcady whien the Lord of the harvest calîs
Aînd tiierefore, -%ith ail reverence, 1 would say,
Let God do His. work, ive ivill sec to ours.
Bring inithe candies. And they broughit theni in."


