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M.ATTER IlS FOR MIND.
For us the winds do blow,

The carth rests, lienven mioves, and fountains flow.
Nothing we sc, but means our good,
As our dcUig7d, or as our treasure:

The whole is either our cupboard, of food,
Or cabinet of pleasitre.
The stars hiave us to bed;

Nighit draws the curtain, whichi the sun withdraws:
Mtisie and light attend our bead.
Ail things unto our fleshi arc kind

In their descent and being ; to our ini,
In their ascent and cause.
More servants wait on mnan,

Than he'll take notice of: -li every path
HIe treads dowvn that Nvichl doth befriend him,
When sickness makes him pale and wan.

Oh, mighty love! nman is one 'ivorld, and bath
Another to attend him.

HIERB3ERT.

A GUILTY CONSCIENCE
The mind that broods o'er guilty woes,

Is like the scorpion girt by ire;
In circle narrowing as it glows,
The dlames around their captive close,
Tii inly searched by thousand throes,

And rnaddening in her ire,
One sad and sole relief she knows-
The sting she nourished for her focs,
Whose venorn neyer yet was vain,
Gives but one pang and cures aIl pain,
And darts into lier desperate brain:
So do the dark in soul expire,
Or live like scorpion girt by fire.
So writhes the mind Rernorse has riven,
Unfit for earth, undoomed for hieaven,
Parkness above, despair beneath,
Around it fiame, within it deathi.

BYRON.

TUIE FUCLNESS TU.AT IS IN CIIR1T,-It pleased the Father that in him slmould ûIl
fulness dicell; dwell, not corne aid go, like a wayfaâring nian who tnrrieth but a
nighit, who is with us to-day, and away to nmorrow ; not like the shallow, noiqy,
tre-acherous brook that fails, when aiost needed, in heat of sumnuer, but like this
deep-seated spring, that rising silently thoughi affluently at the mouintaini's foot,
and having unseen commnunication wvith its exhaustless supplies, is ever floiving
over its gr'assy margin, equally unaffectcd by the long droughts that dry the welis,
and the frosts that. pave the neighbouring lake ivith ice. Eo fail the joys of the


