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der similar emotions the poet ex-
claims :—

“Come let us ascend, My companionand fiiend,
T'o a taste of the bnnquet above

If thy heart be as wmine.--1f for Jesus it pine,
Come up into the chariot of love.

Who in Jesus confide. We are Lolt to outride
The storms of afliction heneath ;

With the prophet we soar.To the heavenly shore,
And outfly all the arrows of deuth,

And how forcibly do such instances
remind us of that deeply interest-
ing scene in the Saviour’s life,
when “they broughtyoung children
to him, that he should tou h them:
und his disciples rebuked those that
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brought them. But when Jesus
saw it, ho was much displeased, and
said unto them, ¢Sutler the little
ch-tdren 1o come unto me, and for-
bidt them mnot: for of such is the
kingdom of God. Verily I say un-
to you, whosoever shall not receive
the kingdom of God as a little child,
“hé snall not enter therein.) And
he, took them up in his arms, put
his. hands upon them, and blessed
then,”
Wy, Haw.

Smithville, Feb. 25th, 1854.
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DO THEY MIS3 ME ?

[The “ollowing Iines were written in California
by a young man, and addressed 10 a sister :—}

Dothey miss me at home 7 Do they mise me ¢
"'would bean assurance most dear,

To kuow that this wowent some loved one
Were saying, * I wish he were here !

"o feed thitt the grou, at the fireside M
Were thinking of e as 1 roam !

Ol yes ! "twould bie joy beyond measure,
To know that they missed me at howe,

When twilight approaches, the season
That ever is sacred 1o :ong,

Doces some one tepeat iy naine over,
And sigh that { tarry go long 1

And s there a chord in the musie,
‘That's miss'd when my voice is away 1

And a chord in caci heart that awakeih
Regret at iy iveatisome stay 1

Do they sct me a chair near ihe table,
When evening’s howe pleasure’s are nigh,
When the candles arelit'in the parlour,
Aud 1he stars ju the calin azure sky ¥ |
And when the * Good nights" are repeated,
Aud all lay them down to their sleep, o+,
Do they thiuk of the absent, and waft tue
A whisper'd ¢ Good night, while wicy weep

Do they miss me atome 7 Do hey miss me
At uorning, at uoon, or at night 1
And liugers one glocy shade *round them,

That orly my rrescncc can light!
Arte joy s less fuvitingly weleeme,
Are pleasure less hailed than Lefore,
Because one is nussed from the circle 7
Because 1am with them no tore ?

THE SISTER’S REPLY.

We miss thee at home,  Yes ! we mis.
Since the hour we bade thee adien, . §
And prayers have encicled thy pathway
From anaous hearts loving wnd tiue,
That the Saviour would guide and protect thee
As far {from the loved oues you o,
Aundavhisper, when e'er thiou wert saddened,
‘Phey mixs thee—all mi=s thee at howe,

Whén morning awakens from shunher,
We catch from her lips the tirst kiss,
Aud fold In a wandeting zephyr
‘I'o be wafted to bim whom we miss 5
And.when we have joined the hotie circle
Aud replaced the stil vacant chair,
In cach cye rise the gathiering tear-drops
For him we were tvont 0 see there.

The shadows of evening are falliug,
Q. here is the wanderer now ?
Tae breeze that floats tightly around us,
Perchance may soon visit his brow ;
O Lear on thy hosom a message,
We are warching— Ok, why wilt thou roam ¢
The heart has grown sad and dejected,
For we Luiss thee—all wiss thee at heme!



