
THE CII URCH 0P SCOTLAND.

POETIO GEMS FOR YOUNG AND OLD.

uss, meok and lovl>,,
Saviour, pure and holy,
DES Thy lov e rolylng

car nme hunibly crying.

~~Prince of lite and powcr,
k~fMy salvation's towcr,~On the Cross 1 vicw Thee

CalIin.g sinuers to Vice.

There behold nme inxg
Ait the siglit aniazing
Bendiag low bctore Tlîee,
Hoipiesa 1 adlore Thee.

3y Tby red %rounds streunîing,
Wilth Thy life-blood gicumng,

Blood for sinners flowing,
Pardon free bestowing;

By that fotint et blessing,
Thv dear love. exprcssing,
Al miy achir. ý saduiess
'Tura Thou iute gladucess.

LoitD, in aîercy guide me,
Be Thou c'cr besîde flic;
In Thy irnys direct nie,
'Neath Thy wings proteot nie.

iIppy NEW TEAR
Ring ont, wild bouls. to the wiltI sky,

Thc flying cloud. thc frosty liglit;
The year is dyn in the ni glit;

Ring ouc wiId 301 aiîd let liui die.

«Ring eut the old. ring in the ncw,
Ring happy belus across tie snow;
The year is going, let Mîini go;

Ring ont the taise, ring in the trac.

%ir out old shapes et foui discase:
Rin eut the narrowing lust et gold;
Ring eut the thousund wars et eld;

Ring in the thonsund ycars et pence.

Ring ia the valiant in and frec,
The larger heurt, thc kindiier bîand;
Rting; out the durkness et the land,

Ring in tic CHRIST that is te b3e.

THREE LESSONS.
'There are three lessens I would write,

ire wvrdF as -with a golden peu,
Ia tracings et eternal light

Upon the heurts et mca.

Have Hope! Though cleuds environ round,
And gladncss bides hier face ia scora,

put dieu the shudow frein thy brow;
No aight but bath its inorn.

Have Faith i Where'er tlsy bark is driven,
The calm's dispert, the tenxpcst's miirth,

Xnew this: God rules thc hosts et heaven,
The inhubitants et eurth.

Have Love! Net love alomie for ene,
But man as man thy brother eall;
nd scattor, like the circling sun4Thy charities OIX aU.

Thus grave these words iapon thy sou],
Hope. Faitiî, and Love, and thou shait find

Streiigthi Nvhen liie-surgcs miaddcst roll,
Liltwhen thou elso îvctt bllnd.

TIIE IIIGILAN» TAIZTAN.
1)car te cachi Highland soldier's lieurt

The Tartan oftls clan.
Synibol et glery and et hone

Or whcre the wincling Tay.
By BirnanVsg glens and ferests tair,

To ocean wends its wvay;
Or nearer te tue nertiiern star,

Wliere .3news the amoumtain crown,
And, tewer-ing over sllvcr lakes,

Sterni peaks et granite frown.

In every cou try, far and near.
Whcre Higli1and( mcmi are knewn.

The Tartatn plaid is grctedl stili
WVith bhorage ail ils own.

Stili te the pihroch's stirÂ'ing strains
On mnîy a foeign shore,

The Highlaund clumns press xîebly on
Te victery as et yore.

Tr e te traditions ef tue past,

Fresii glories te bier naie.
-Bccood's Mafgazinîe.

ENGLISEI YET, TIIOUGII FARt AWAY.
[In the Chîristmias aunîher et the Emîglish Iis-

b-atcd Magazine tiiere is a short poeni by the au-
,thoress et "John Haliftax, gentleman,"%vith the
simiple headin g, "lColoniul Pupers, Picase Copy.'
WVc do se %vith much pleasuro; for the p eem
has the truc ring et loyalty, patriotisi and hu-
nianity :-]

English yct! though strange yeur faces
Browned -%vitlî hard colonial toil,

la our heurts yo keep your places,
Brothers, bora on Foreign soil,

Listen, inla ci distant clime,
Te our Enuglisb Christas chime.

English yet! should ever trouble
Enter your dear ipother~s door,

Would ye net then love lier double ?
Shed your bleod. expead your store?

Nor in the endis e' the eurthi ferget
That ye ail are English yet

Engiish yet! Tbe -%orld seenis narrow
Tfo your heurts se %waruix and wîide;

And thcy lly straight us an arrow
Hoine te us cach Christmaus tide;

.And our eycs with tours are wct
Thinkiag ye are English yet.

TIIE GOOD WIFE.
4"I am. loeking for a iie,

Truc, and kind, and pretty;
I doa't ask that she should 1e

Stylîsi. braw and -%vitty.
But a ivise, goed heusekeeper »

Pray how shall 1 tell hon
Read t'ho secret nother dear."

IlTry and sep, hier celiar:

41 If yeu Rind iV cloa and swcet
.ý.11 in tiptep order3,


