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The prophets are of former days
Ail ihose wliom we cieligit té praise
The bard, whose soul w'as l nnd lilt
The rn that combated for ight;
The Patriot king the w ise, the brave
All, all, are iouldering in, the grave.
The gain suas thine ivhen rose on high
The Egyptian niothers' midnight cry;
Wien God's strong angel; with a blast
Which smote amion the Assyrians passed
When the unnunbered Persians lay
On Salamis at break of day
And wiien, 'muid revel-y, camse down
Darkness on the Italian tovn
Tihen ] .TH thou hiadst the victory.

Ohs, D]aATrn! oh, spoiler stern «and strong
The sea, the isles, to thsce belong.
Tie ioary liills are all thie ownvil,
With the grey cai-n and croomleci-stone
The graves of oak, the ivoods of pine,
The sunless ocean-caves are thine.
Thy ancient siunibers lie beneath
The untilled verdure of tie heath
The nierchant iots thce 'nsid his oll,
The iunter on the breezy wold
The seaman finds no unlnown-i boy
But tici-e thon hi'kest foi' thy prey.
Thou spoiler of life's charmni! thou coid
Defacer af tinie's purest gold
WVhere is the spot to thee unniciown,?
The w'iiolo vide world by thee is soi',
And years must pass in niscry steeped,
Ere that dread harvest shall be reaped.

Yet, conqueror'of conquerors sterni
Yet, deaf despoiler I wio dost spuiri
All prayers, ail tears ; tiou yet must bow
Unto a nightier tian thou.
Long in thy night was man forlorn,
Long didst thou lmugh his iopes to secorn
Vain where philosophy's faint dreams,
Their light was but as icteor gleaims
Till rose the conqueror of Death,
The humble ian of Nazareth ;
:Ue stood btîe'ewn us and despair
TIe bore and gave us strength ta bear;
The mysteries of the grave uiisealed,
And our higli destiny revealel.
Nor bard, nsor sage, may coinprehsend
The lscaven of rest to wihichi we tend,
Our haine is not this mortal clime;
Our life hath net its bounds in time
And deatlh is but the cloud that lies
Bctweei our souls and paradise!

Oh, DEAiI well sighit each thotiglitful race
Give thice the high and loly place
Earth's loveliest. scenes are mncet for thece,
Tlou portal of Eternity !

LA.ZINESS AND INDUSTRY PROGRESsIvE.

ILaziness grows on people. It begins in cob vebs, and
ends in iron chains.' The more business a man hsas, the
more lie is able ta accomplish ; for lie learns ta econo-
Mise his timse.

»C11i1 of Jolii Wils 01, lle vocalist.
Althougli an oiiituary notice does not properly belong

to our Journal, yet we cannot avoid inaking mention of
the dcath of poor John Wilson, the Scotch vocalist, wiio
was so suddenly taien l'roi amongst lis, by th prevail-
ing epidemiei. Uis songs brought back old Scotland and
homle fecelings to the heurt of the crowded assemnblics
that eagerly congregated to greet inim, and his death
was the first convincing proof tluaL the Choicra witi its
dnsparing hand was anongst us. Far be it froin us to
throw a stur upon any country or class, but nay we not
be forgiven for saying that lie Scotclimen of Quebeu
acted coldlyand iegligently in allowing the remasils of
poor Wilson to be borne to its iast home, unattended,
save by eleven solitary mourners, and amongst the scan-
ty few onlyftec Scotcimen. Wilson expired at tie St.
George's JIotel, in the Place d'Armes, on tlie O9i iist.,
'where he and his two daughters had been residing du-
ring his snjourn in Quiebec. Is sudden death brings
to our neimory the words of one of his popular songs:

They're gone--they're gone,
Alas ! they're gone-and we

Are left lamienting.

RELIGIOUS EDUCATION.

The main-stay ai icligious edueatian is to be foundt i
Our Sunday-schools. 'he niost earnest, the inost de-
voted, the muost pious of our several congregations arc
accustomsed, with meritorious coal ta dedicatc themn-
selves ta this great work. Al classes are blenuied to-
'ether ; ricli and poors one with the other rejoice to
inclertale the office of Sunday-school tcachers. Many
young ihen and young woinien, ivlio ]lae n otie'o day
in the week for reereation and leisuire, w'ith a zeal and
charity (for which may God Almighty bless then !)
conseerate their little leisuro on the Lord's day to the
training of little children in the way they ought t go.
Each lias a seperate class, and beaunies personally ae-
quainted with tlie character of cah inmber of the class.
HUe visits his children at their homes, vaiks vith them,
converses w'ith tlicin, and -being a person of srittual
expcriecîe, is able ta give that advice wiiich a soul as-
piring after heavenly things sa greatly needs, and
riiiei noue but those wio knowv what spiritual difficul-

tics and spiritual comforts arc, can impart; while in ail
peculiar cases ie lis his pastor ta wih'in lie can refur his
young charge, or froim wihoii lie can iiiiiself receive di-
rectious iow to proceced. It is liere tiat we are ta look
for the real religions education of Our people, and to
the perfecting of this systei religious pesoins niæist
bendi their indins. No goveronment systeni of educa-
tion ean interfere with Ulis; but, on the coitri'y, if
the day-selîoois ou out well- disciplined ehilIdrien,
thoroughly grountded lin all that they profess to know,
the duties ni ie Siiday-scliool teacher ivill bc lighter-
the childreni will comle to the Simday-scliool, and ta be
cateciised at church, with that advantage ivhidi is now
oïlly possessed by those VIo live in the vicinity of a
good national school ; a circumstaice vhlicl uîiust al-
wiays bo doubtfilt, ivIile Éhe nijority of the masters re-
main untrained.-Dr. Hook's Lettor ta the Biaktop) ofSt.
David'e.


