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POETRY.

ON TIIE LORD'S PRAYER. UlYMN.
xiv J. F.

VFather of ait, uvhosp bleat Rbode
Io heaven's higlu ilirone, tho:i reig-nest

Lord
Throu çhout.eterni ty thc sanie,
Ail halo'ved hbclIly glorious miame.
Oh, ny thy peaceful kin!idom oi me
Let the Int %vaiderer lie lîrnught homie
'Phy wvîll be donc, thon God of love,
lo Earili, lis 'lis ]ni lipaven abuive
This dav Our daily breatl supply,
Our reur 'vanta do no oeny ;
Forgive our smns, ns %ve (Io uhose,
Who wvotld our path 10 lieqven oppose;
May we have sirengthi fronm îîec ekich hour
To guard ngainst temiptaionls powver
Anifniay Nve frani ail evil bt'
Delivered and î)rt-'served by tliee
For poiver and mieîsrv are îlîiîe,
And glor>', îoo, ilion Km"t divine!

SPARE TIIE INSECT.
O, tnrn ilîxit lutIle fotot aside,

Nor crash henenîli ils îread
The soîsîle insu-ci nf the enrîli,

That yauks to God l'or bread.
If lie, %u'lîo îIade thie tiniverse,

Looks dovi in kiiiîlest love,
To salîe ait humble Uiîîtl l1ke titis,

Fronut bib hi-gh Iliruuîie above-
VVhy sliouldst thon ilico, in wanonnesq,

That erealure's life detsroy
Or give a panel I 1 ty thliii

Tliat lic has'md ntl orjoy 7
Nlv ciiild. begin il tile îlîingys

lro aet tlie gentle part,
For Gad w"îli tua fls love away

Froin evcry cruel hleart.

elN AG RAM.
If you transpoFe what ladies %vear-VEIT.

fTfi laiiîiy show, %liat bad folks arc-T
VILE.

Again, if you transpose tlie saine,
You'll sec an aîîcicnt ffrbrew an îie-Lyvi.
Chanîge i i a zi n, a nd i r w l1 show
What ail on earîh tîrsîre tu do-Livz,.
Transpose* the letîcrs yet noce oxore,
What hnd meni du yonî'll(lien extlorc-

EVIL.

Tutit-Fondly t1ldnc owlt.

Rise-ris-free from thy ioliiinih
Liglit-liglit-breaks froin the skY,
See-sec-bright i le day davviiing,
Jesus is risen on high.

Rise-rise-rise-rise-Jesus is risen,&C

Come-come-sing to the Saviour,
Love-love-beamns fron fils eye,
liaste-haste-share in his favour,
Worship the Saviour on lîighl.

Co -oecm coi -osip
&c.

Praise-prttise-yieid him wuîh g1adoesli,
Farîh-earîh--banishi illy 210oom);
WVhere-deaîhi-- ;v-Yiere is thy sadness i

e irns from Uic lomb.
Praise--p)raise-praise-- praise-Jeus,

&c.
llail--hsxil--chidren adore thee,
llere-.-here--anilieiis we guve.
Thiere-iliere-dwelling iii glory,
Love in thy life ive'll riî-eeive.

Ilail-lbaul-all biail- Love iii, &c.

MA RCIJ.
BY 11011 %CE SNMTIU.

The bud is in the boîigh,
And the leaf is ini the lîud,

And earib's beginnin2 nu'w
In hier veins ta Ceci the blond,

lVhich. warmi'd by suiiiiier's sun
lit th' alembi1c ofilie vine,

Froin hier founîs "11.1ll overrun
In a ruddy au£6lî or %vinte.

Thejuices thîit shait fred
Trees, vegetableq, traiii,

Unerringly prý ceed
To, their preippninted roots;

And if ihis azure arch
Fis the poet's song with gie,

O Iion geniai niontit of Match,
Be it dedienue to thc

'<Mcen's books wth; hecaps of chaif are
stored ;

"God's Book doth golden grains afford;
"Then leave the ehaif, and spend thy piias
"la gatlierisig up the golden grains.
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