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We agnitn recosamend thik utieflîl periodical
te our readers. It 6 " dedlcated tu the
frmere of Caniada ;" assd it wlll conduce tso
their advantage and improveinent if îlsey so
far encourage the Editor of this praise-worthy
effort as to 8upport the wvork, and enable hhn
to carry it ouA without loss tu himself. Judg-
ing from the contents of tise two numubers3
already before us, vie have no hesitatioo in
deciaritsg aur bellef that the informiffon hie
içonld communicate froin time ta, time would
be foutid so important ns to deserve the
berious attention of the agricultural portion
of our readors, -and contribute nt once ta
sheir isîdividual bs'sefit, and the welfore of
the whole commsnsty.

10 TITE ?4EXORY OP EDWARD 'WIIIPPLE,

Late qf 1laasndtan ieo.titsstion, . 1'.

11ii art gone,ds'ar friend-thy deathiosa seul is fied;
Thy bosly'to laidamuong the silent dead ;
And we in bitter sorrow, bending, sveep
OVer tise 1,)w grave, where thou dos i toles sieep.
Yts,'tis thine absence makes us thus ta usonr,-
le sure conviction, thon cosns't not returu.
'ls that we miss thy voice, thy 8unn y saile,
Wtoicls shed a gladness oer us for a wvhi1e.
'Il that a friend, froia aur esubrace hath fiown:-
Oui' brother, thon hast left us here alone.
Oh weil may grief our losoely spirits bond.
Where shall we flnd thy like, or friend, sny friend!
Yei heavenly fssith our streaming tears wipes dry.
And, pointing ta tise miahiosis of tise sky,
Shews ws the friand wo sadly nlosrn as lost,
Shiairsg all glorious. 'mid th' angelic isost,
And though we casinot Isear that gladasme voice
That otten made our drooping hearta rejsoico;
And ksiow tise haud we oft su kindly press'd,
Seyer again on our's will kindiy rest;
Yses, though we ksiow orjoys thou cans't not share,
Nor in our griefs thy wonted part cans't bear,-
Yet will we check our bitter lieaving aigbs,
And wipe tise gath'ring teair-drops fromn our eyea.
For tihon art hsappy notv, no base alloy
Talli the lustre of tlsy iseavonly joy;
Bat ail thy sool wvith blessedness rtima o'er,
And thy full spirit en contain no more.
Oh, Death, thon hast not husied that loving voire;
E'ea now it makes tise heavenly cousrts rejoico,
As ini exulting airains, it loiidby sings
Tise glorious trinumphs of tise King af Ringsi.
Oh, Deatis, thon hast not la tisy cruel band,
Bsund down ta earth tIsai gentie soothing sand;
E'en now wvith far, far more than eartlsly ftre,
Il sveeps the strings of an itmrurtai lyre.

And tbsougis aur much-los'ed friend's romann now

In tise confines of tlsy roalms ssabiosaed,
Tise day is cosnig, whlsn tise trumpet's saunai
Shahl burst the chaînes of ail thiot thou hast bounsi.
Then shial aur friensi, in heosveuly bessuty dresisd,
Enjoy forever an usibroken rest.
But thon, -grim Death, shait feel tisat sswful rod,
And sssreiy perlis ly the power of (Oud.
Yea, Edward, îvhen that biessedl day shahl cone,
Andi God's elci shahl bave the darksome tamis,
We hope ta meet thee on that hsappy shore,
Wlsere pain or parting no'cr sail reacls ns more.

A IIYMN.

DYT LORD» (LENELO.

When gathering clouais aronnd 1 view,
And days are dark, and friensîd are few,
Ou Hlm I lean, who not lu vain
Expericisceai evcry hîsman pain:-
H-e sees my wvants, allays iy fears,
And counts and treastires np my tears.

If aught aboulai tempt m y soul te stray
Frosu heavcnly wisdom'i3 narrow way,
To flee tise good 1 wvould pursue,
Or do thse sin 1 svould flot do:
Stili, He wha felt temiptation's power,
Shiah guard nme in that dangorona hour.

If -%vounded love my bonm swell,
Deceived by those I prized'too well,
Ho sisall lis pitying aid bestow,
Who feit on earth severer ivoe-
At once betrayed, denied, or fied,
By thosôe tisai eslarei liùs daily breood.

Wisen vexing tisoughts %vithin me rise,
Andi, sere dissnayed, mny spirit dies,
Yet Ho, wvho once vouchsafed ta bear
The sickeising anguisîs of despair,
Shall sweetly sooh e, shpli g"rstiy dry,
The thrabbing heart, tne streamie.- oye.

Wiscn sorrowing o'r sane atone 1 ht ns?,
Wlsich cuvers ail tIsai wua a frienrd-
And from ii iand, his voce, is s milo,
Divides sne for a littie wisile--
My Saviosor marks tise tearsi 1 bled,
For " Jes wvept" o'er Lazarus dead.

Assa ais! wisen 1 have safety passed
Throngi every eonflict but tise las£,
Stil, Lord! uncisanging, wateh beside
Mdy dying bcd. for thon hast died :
Thon point tu relms of clondustss day,
And wvlpe the latest tons' away.

A TRAt~suuE MaL c»- set thie
henrt on tise crature is ta set a diamxond ils
lead ; or ta Iock coals in a cabinet and throw
jewels inta a ellr.-Dislhp Reynolds.


