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é ar ing of his moods, and ways,and things,
g“d $chemes ang policies.  She forward brings,

T owg contrivances as treasures meet,

eans to dy her Master's work complets.

FAncurous evils rampauntin the state ?

D, 193s rise, ang strive, and emulate ?
“1 €Cunomists and w ould be.wise
" .
by Reans to male men great and good devise,

b":* Yet fierce passions ang consuming hate
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tions, wounds, and strifes there be |
“_ Contrivances to stanch and heal

N terilege assumes an air of grace,
Pring; of His tithe before His face!
Thep, € “clubg dicorganize the state® .
D,y ,::l‘?'f‘in the church is quite as great,
Oure, . Mitators™ force the Crown ? -
Private Judgment " tears our mother down,
Chn,::"h the public wealo'erth row?
% aeggeerohy hay
By ;:‘:‘-" '8 there & thing with rain traught,
L thepg 0® form hagy by the church been taught,
"lizqe wi CTowng o wisdom, counsel, might ?
g2 e churcl wiry Satan fight?
o g h"‘ at €ach other aim the blow;
Iy o Plagy, Tself in piecu,'not the foe,
‘heq%;i:‘: Pestilence their millions slay?

laid the churchas low.
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2% many souls g they,
;?;?r. ho‘r; h”_“‘"!dl by the famine pine?
Iy "’mk. oy 1 of the word divine,
Nao“ ho ®IF tolls aroung us close?
Boy rey, ¢ & Man shallfind his foes,
Ny "dlb.\’g U houge, contains the foes we see.
Ghu,,h.. rethren thus should disagree!
children yrq the men we know,

Y heahouly be another's foe 1
; 4.‘""* Cong,
: ‘%’%d Ulon alp ni forces pours,

[ :‘x:hon“ the raging ‘tempest roars !
gy, mmb" of Midian,” when the might
bled tn a hougenong Sght1
(To be continued.)
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Each dear image lives in our fond recollection,

‘But why thus lament, that the dark clouds have shaded

THE DAYS GONE BY,

BY A SCOTCRMAN AND A SOLDIER,
.

When solitude sweet calins the soul for reflection,
As pensive we stray "neath the stil] ev'ning sky,
And mem'ry recalls to our fond recollec tion
The days and the scenes that have long, long gone by,
The sunrise of life cre its tempest was blowing, °
While our bosoms were strangers to sorrow or care,
When the sweet bear of hope in the young heart was
glowing, . .
Erethesoft check of Youth had been stain’d witha tear,
Remembrance looks orer the past with a sigh,
And proclairos that the best of our days have gone bye.

How sweet were the visions of life's Sunny morning,
How fond the enchantment of love's fairy dream,
Unknown and unheeded were fortune’s dark turnings
And the sky of the future Jooked calm and serene;
Around us were those whose eyes beam'd affe
And kind were the feclings that €low'd in the breast :

And sacred to mem’ry are those now at rest; )
Those bright eyes are clouded, their bosoms are cold,
And their brief dream of life like a tale has been told,

With mournfal delight mem'ry backwards will wander,
‘While the tear.drop unwittingly starts in our eye,

As over the scencs of our childhood we ponder,
Life’s beautifu] morning—the day that's gone bye;

The pleasures of manhood are mingled with sorrow, .,
His smile is soon changed to a sigh or a tear,

His peace is consum’d by the cares of to.morrow,

And complains that the best of his days have gone bys.

The fair sunny Prospect that opened so bright—
Or grieve that the visions of fancy have faded,
Like dreams of the morning, that vanish with light ?
Look upward and onward, & scene is before thy
In beauty more lovely than fancy e'er drew,
Where mansions of bliss, and a Kingdom of glory,
With pleasures undying, are waiting for Yyou;

The angel of bope bids thee cheer on thy way,
Where faith Ppoints afar to the regions of day,

A WISH.
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BY LADY EMNELINE stUanT WORTIAY,

WHERE the wondrous and glorious cloud.tracts be,
In their burning and transparent glory,

Would I walk in mists of light with thee,
Leaving this old world, blesk and hoary,

Yet from this dimmest of dim spheres,
Would I bear tome few most precious things,
Beloved 'midst childhood's smites and tears,
Though tainted now by life’s dark springs,

A colour from the empurpled flower; Y,
A music from the whispering shell; .
A sparkle from the rainbowed shower; -

A perfume from the blossomed dell,

And art thou so beloved, oh, earth?
Can links of life's long chaia be dear?
Then I'll not leave thee, place of birth,
Even for the loveliest stranger sphere |
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