
mirror of biuranity, are adorried with bis liglit. made partakers of bis spirit,
ohangecd as frun glory to, glory into tho sanie resplendent imizge.-THOLUcK.

WRITTEN ýSsumo2.s.-Tlie antipatby of the Scottish people to reading sermions
is well known. At lCircudhrighit, at an " inaguration," an old woman on the
pulpit stairs asked lier companions if the new ininister was a readler. ".And how
can lie read, womnan," was the reply, "lthe poor man is blin'." Tu w'hichi the first
made answer. "1Pm glad to hear it-I wish they Nver a' blin'."

FOLLOW TIIOU 'ME.

R~estore to me the fresbiness of niy youth,
And give nie back my soul's keen edge again,

Wliat tiime lias blutiteil ! 0 ny early truth-
Shalh I flot you regain ?

Ali, mine bas been a wvasted life at.best;
Ali unreality and long unrest;

Yes, 1 have ];ved in vain!

But now no more in vain ;-my seul awake,
Shake off the snare, untwist the fastcning chain

Arise, gza fortli, the selfish slumber break,
Thy ile dreamis restrain!

Stili lialf tby life before thee lies untrod,
Live for the endless living, live for God

I must not live in vain!

M1y CGod, the way is rougli and sad the niglit,
And my soul faints and breathes this wveeping strain:-

And the world bates mie writh its bitterest spite-
For 1 have left its train,

WVith tliee and svitl tliy saints to cast xny lot
Ab, iny dear Lord-let me flot bo forgot,

Let mie not live in vain!

Cau we not part in silence, since forever?1
Tliis world and I! From. scorn and tanut refrain ?

Must it still liate andl iounil ? stili stir tlie fever,
0f this poor throbbing brain?

A'h, yes, it miist be se, my Goil, My Goil,
Tis the truc discipline, the needed rod,

ElIse I sliould live iii vain !

Thie foe is strong-his venomed rnge I dreid,
Yet, 0 my Goil, do tliou his wrath restrain;

Sbield me in battie, soothe my acbing bead
In the sharp hour of pain;

But more than tluis, 0, give me toiing faýitb,
Large-liearted love and zeal unto the death!

Let me not liye in vain!

Restore .o mie the freshness of my youtb,
And give me back my soul's keen edge again;

Ali, let iny spriiig return! briglit hope and truthi
Shail I flot you regain ?

No wasted lufe, my God, shall mine now he,
Ileurs, days, and years filled up with toil for tlbee,

1 sIali not live in vàin.
HlORATIUS BONAU, D.D.
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