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with idie ta.les, but also a diîsîrifectant of those crimes and advertising impurities
-%hlîch are in ).1pers 'ietieraly respectable, the rea(Iifi of which produces a
a coflt<?îots fiiilittrity ivitit vice. Your fiimily will read sorne papers :which
kind do you (l)oose? Alexander Knox, in writing to Bishop Jebb, says,
"twhatever yoii save do flot save in Reviews. The receiving of' these bas
sotnething exiliritiing. Tliey bringy in news to nie from the mental and
moral world. 1 see lu tliem wlint is going on, and from three différent classes
of montiies sonie satisfactory infereiuce may be made of the stntions which
rninds arc keepiti.z or the changes they are tnfdergoiin'y" Said Dauiel Webster,

If religiotis books are flot wi(lely circulatted among the masses in this country,
and people (Io flot becorne religions, 1 do Dot know %what is to becotne of us as
a nair"Lgoor Feigned Excuses.

Not to 1)r sorry as mnen wiout hope for themz eat sleep in liiii
-3URIAL SERVICE.

Wriy should the sight of I)eath be sad,
And the vouthful heart that was gay' and glad,

Sink in despondency uriknown beforeP
Why Rhould the life that cannot die
lie crush'd by toortal misery,

M'hin soon the hour of its trial will be o'erP

To live is Christ, .to die is gain."
Thisthoghtsho ~dprove a balin for pain,

Or ftheswoe will st m the fount ofJoy.
fiet Pence, tho' in world of strife,
lie ou-rs, in earnegt of that Life

0f endlless Rest no sadness can destroy.

In God's own garden here is sowfl
Sefed of a flower Ilis love will own.

Soon as, the icy chilI of winter past,
Sweet 'Spring Fhaîl hurst the verdant soul,
Fre-;h bloom w-ill brighten. His the toil

Making de3th but sleep that cannot last.

Our God who wept with human heart
Ns here to bear Hiq blessed part

In sorrow, and then grant His rich relief.
ln Christ oiir Life 1,ail heart-jovs rnect
The bitter Cup here buma8 s0 sweet-

That buried Alan came back to bury grief.

Our widow'd Miother's las ha-, been
A longer partinz since, I ween,

Yet Ibvintr Fait h vouchqafés Hem stmength to sinz,
And join the chorus of Earth's love
With Angkels and with Saints above

- Ilira - ho liveth - still hem glaonos Lord and King.
H. Ni. B3.


