
WIUre Propert is Safe.-Poetýiy.

heur, he was still moere se at lais
business.

With an exclamation of horror,
criel. the clerk of the crewn, 'The
reprieve is locked up in my desk.'
It waii brought. Sir Evani sent to
the post office for the trustiest and
fleetest express, and the reprieve
reachied York the next morning, at
the moment the unhappy people were
ascending the cart.

WIHERr.PROPERTY IS SAFE.,-The
following anecdote wvas related at the
meeting of the Massachusetts Baptîst
State Convention, by.Mr. Badger:
He said lie wislied lie ceuld feel as
did a Christian merchaut of lus ae-
quaintance, with wliomi lie met in
New York, on the merning after the
great lire had consigned 17,000,000
dollars of property te destruction.
This merchant had been wcalthy, and
had contributed mucli te the cause
of Home Missions. Mr. B. com-
miserated with 1dm upon his lossm;
and the reply was, IlYes, 1 am now
a poor man; but when I think upon
the destruction cf my property, it is
a consolation for nie te remember
that the moyiey w/tic/t I gave in sutp-
port of Home Missions is safe." He
hoped that ail present would niake a
portion of thîcir property safe by cast-
ing it into tie treasury of the Lord.

UHE COINPASS.
The storn iwas loud -befor(- the lbat

Our g.dlant hark uns driven;
Their foaming crests the b;//esvs reared,
And flot omme fricndly star mppeared

T/mrougm ail t/me vau/t of hteaven.

Yet disntiess sti tme steersnian stood,
And p. zed withomst a sighi,

WhVlere, peised on neodle bright and s/mm,
And ligh ted by a /mntern dim,

The coipsass met his oye.

'Thence tamîglit bis darissone c'ourse to steor,
le breathed ne WviS/ for day;

But braved t/mo w'/iriwimd's linslong roight,
Nor once throsmghout t/mat disin.) niglit

To fear or douhit gave iway.

And w/at is oft tho Chiri8lnt3 life
But storni as dark and droar,

Thrmm.gli which, without one biit/mesonio rny
0f worldly biiss te cheer bis way,

Ho must bis vossel steer ?

Yet lot hini ne'er to sorrow yiold.
For in the sacred page

A compass shinos divine/y true,
And self-illuminod greets bsit view,

Amidst the teniplet!s rage.

Thon fimnly lot him grasp, t/melon,
Tihough ioud t/me hillom's roar;

And soon, lus toi/s and troubles pust,
Hîs anchor ie s/ma/I safo/y cast

On C-utan*: hmappy shore!
-Eca ngelicmal Magazinme.

tHE CTIRISTIAN'S BOAST.
GALATIANS Yi. 14.

God forbid that i shou/d glory,
Saive /n Christ the crucified,

Or shou/d luss/ te tell t/se story,
Ilow for sinnorq, Joins died.

Lot the ricli cisplny their trensuros,
Let t/m boast /mwbrighit they s/ine;

i w/I nover sook tîmeïr ple!assire3,
W/si/e t/me dear Redeomner'a mine.

Thiong/ freni kings i /mnd desconded,
And could /ioast of no/s/est birth;

Tmeug/ moy brilliauut faine exteusded
Fair and wv/me o'er n/i the enrtm;

T/îough t/me utmnosi stores ef emrning
A/il were treasiîrod iii my mind;

Froni the n/mo/e wvit gladmess turning,
Ail niyjoy in Christ I'd 11usd.

Wmlat is n/i t/me Wca/tu ofnations?
W/sut timeir glitt'ring penmp and power ?

W/sat t/me most exalted stations,
In tho siuner's dying heur ?

W/mon the wor/d is fast rmtreating,
Greatost gains appeuir but loss ;

W/son tmo parting broath is f/oeting,
Nouglit can cheer but Cs/vmry's cross.

Lot me hocar niy Savieur saing,
ii l'I e witmth tlmo t/se enmd

i wi// uinswer t/see w/mon prayimg,
i will prove tmy fnit/sfu/ friemd;"

TMoen, t/mosg/s a/il tme wor/d forsa-e nie,
l/il rejoice in Christ niy Lord;

Soon, troin smiffer/ng freed, /mmu' takle ime
To emsjoy a fulil rewuirm.

W/moin at/last frein oarth l'in s/mrink/ng,
W/moin îny piulses feebly bout,

Wh'om in deatlmm ce/d arins l'ni sinking,
Tmer wit/s joy l'il stili repent-

God forbid t/mat 1 s/und g/ory,
Save in Christ t/se crsscifiod ;

stil/ in s/cats l'Il te/i tmo story,
Ho;;' for sinnors Josus diesl. om
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