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The fbllow-iing epistie froui tt loving lxastor to 0110 of ]lis flock, mifoids

the secret of conjiigla felicity:

"Permit a frielid, Eliza dear, to write these linoes to yoit,
W~hile yet your mora of life is clear, and worlds of hope iu view;
Remtember life is but a d1rearn-the vision of a nighit;
And mani nt best, a inec inoon-boani, an.!1 cihaningli as its lighit.

lie inay be trac, but 0! ltowv oft' deceit is iii bis smile;
Ilis lagag nay bo kind and soft, whiile iu bis hecart is gnile.
Man's hieart by nature is nmost frai!, aui oft' dleceives itself,
And wliez lic tells love's pleasing tale, tbat love inay bo for peif.

The fortuuie-hut:tr ç1othed iii smnil2s will flatter every charni,
Till lie obtains by imimerous wviles, the fortune or the farmi,
Thie boary miser ricli ins gain, and boasting of bis gold,
Tie youthful heurt should still disdain, lest it bo bouglit or sold.

The gauidy coxcoînb full of airs, and pcacock strutting prido,
Sliould stili be shunned, bocauise hoe boars the mark hoe cannot bide,
Tie man of meancss, worthless, low, that neaucss cannlot cure;
Nor cami lie feol the noble glow o! friendship true and pure.

But why, Eliza do 1 moain 'er subjects ail inay trace,
Wli,ýrêecr mortaîz haye a home or find a dwelling place?
It is, belovefi, to direct your youug and artless rsind,
Prom ways, of sin and wvretchedIness, although they seemn mest kind.

To place no confidence at aIl in bappiness below,
F or ricli and poor, and great and smnall, are ail the sons of woe.
Trust not in princes ner nau's son is stili your duty boere,
Till dlays of glory are begnq n e nbae per

Now place thy hope iii Gedl alolie, cast anchor in the rail;
And rest in im wvhose dying love for ever shiah prevail,-
Hie kuew you e'er the -%vorlà began, aud if yen love bis îîamc,
li this v-ain w-orld yen nover eau bc put to any shame.

And lie will guide yeni botter far than ail the world beside;
And H-e wvill bo your nmrning star whatever xuay betide;
Commit thy way to limi, and soek, direction fromn lis Word;
'l'le feinale lienrt wlien truly nueek, is guided by the Lord.

Taize tieln the nai attaclied te trnitl, and trutîf s Eterual Lord,
To ho the liusbanid O! thy Yolith; aud pledg-e tlly bridai Word;
For slie wh'o dloes iot scolc the Lord, bier youtlful boas-t, to guide,
!SbIaIl not ho couuiselled by His word, nior bo a happy bride."


