
FAMILY RPADING.

TO DIE IS GAIN.
"Then moun not, ohi mourn not for hhin to-day,

Thioncgi from hiq cotncl yo must turui away;
Wiouldl ye weep for the bird that hath found its nest,
WVoil yo wcop for the child on its mothor's breast;
WVoild yo weep for the flower frein its calyx burst,
For the fevered lip thant hat quenched iLs thirst;
For tho moriner Bnatcbied from the stormy billow,
And reposing in ponce on bis swooL home pillow.

Thoen weop flot for hin-liko the hird's glad flight
RJIS spirit bath sped to iLs home of lighit;
Liko the babo that is lulled to iLs sluniber soft,
lIe is circlod by arins that hoe yearned for oft ;
L1ike the peLai1 that sprxflgs frc'm its prisoning sheath,
Ife is bieoming a flewer in Imminuol's wrenth;

Lik#ý the sailor uvho winds and water breasted,
On a sbeltered shore ho bath calmly rostod.

13ehold hiun! ho knelet beforo the throno,
WVre.thed wvith a diadi net his own,
For hoe casteth it. down at te Saviour's foot.
And givoti the praise whero te praise is mecet;
]3ehold bim ! for now lie is gazing on earth,
And ho gently siniles on bis strickon hicarth;
Nkot ovon tho tears that bis kindred shod
Oau inoisten bis eyeiid or how do'ivn his head.

Thon bush, oh hiush ! to tho prizo press on,
Follow the path whoro ho hath gonec;
On to tho river-though temposts rave,
Strengrth shall ho givon to broast its wave;
On1 to the City witlî golden gato,
T'ill " the door is shut'l ye aro flot tee late;
On 1te the throne wherc te crucifled
Ilath, a place for oacli at bis piercod sido;
On whore yoiir loved one bath sped before,
'Whoro the arrow that severod shall striko nlo more."- ANor

jP;tml Utt_3tlJïu!y
MAXINIS FOR 11031E.

III.-RPNEIB£E TnE POWER Or LITTLES.-A star seonis .,littie thing, yet it is por-
hlsa worid. A word bow quickly spoken-bow soon forgotton! yet there may ho life

or doofli otorni in it. A blow of the li.andl-how liko a flash it May be, yet may it 2cad
to ignoflafy, to exile, or even a scaffold. 'Mosos vas littie whon lie lay in Lte ark of
buliishes, yet ho livod te bo the plague of a king, and the inoans of delivoring somo
millions of slaves. Napoleon Bonaparte vas once little, yot what an Apollyon ho be-
camie nt hast! There is, in truth, nothing ittie whiclb can ho connected with eteraity
a-ad Goti. The decision of ain heur may influence us for ever:

ccThe summer broozo tliat fans the rose,
Or eddies down soino flowery path,
Is but tho infant gale thiat hlows
To-morrow rith the wbirlwind's wrath."

And thougli ho wýas vise who said concorning man, "4A little shooet wili wind bum, a
littie grain will hold huun, a littie worni will cat hinm." Ife was flot Iess wiso who
wrotc, IlIt is but dite littheness of mnan that secs ne groatness in a trille." Lifo is
made up of little incidents, Dlot of brilliant achiievomenL-,, and apon the ]iUJe the eter-
nai hangs.


