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Put off, put off, tho six (lays' load
Of sorrow, toil, iiiiil c;iro.

Up to tllU hill, till! llOUSU of ()<h1,

Tho Lor.l will moot you there.

And shall wo sc-o him, wo who fled,

Urfollowcd to dony ;

V'iH. yo» lo-duy by fulth whilo lod,
To-morrow eyo to oyo.

Yo Suhbath bulls, yo subbath IhsIIs,

WliDii time to III'' doth end,
Oh may I hour 'mid your rejolcilitf poals
The spirit say asooiid.

PRAISE THE LORD.

"juii

I ms
found us-

I'aid our niiHom with ms bloml ;

Now with cords of love hr.tli bound u» -
Made us kintfs mid priests to Ood.

I'ruise the Lord, who made us williiiii;

Peace and pardon to receive.
When from hearts with rajiture swelllntf
Rose the whispered " I believe."

Tliun our bonds were burst asunder

;

Then our sins wore in the ^'rave.
Lost in speechloHs love and wonder,
Now we feel that Christ can save.

Oh, wh'it have wo to do with merit?
Christ our righteousness ajipears

;

He hath breathed on us his spirit,

Cnstin;^ out our doubts and fears.

Once our hearts were all unholy—
Kvery thout^ht a flood of sin ;

Now we seek to serve him only—
Serve no other Lord but him.

Call we doubt a ehanfje so gracioiis-
Do'ibt its author -doubt its end :

Had wo o'er seen time so jjrecious
r.y tho light which sin doth lend.

Nothini,' now from Christ can sever ;

He will bleso us -he hath blest,
lie our Ood and guide'forevor,

Brin;,' us to his purchased rest.

Soon around the throne we'll {rather,
Wulcomed there by him wo slow :

He'll say come, yo bless,>(l of my father-
Take tho crowns prep&^'od for you.

ON THE MARRIAGE OF HIS
SISTER KATE.

The nuptial hov>r is past, my love.
The parting "hour has come,

And now t?.i'ou goost a husband's joy to prove.
Adieu fiiy childhood's home.

And now we are about to part,
i may rmt bid the ata.v

.

VVVio will cheer thy mother's heart
Whep thou art b'one away.
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No» loves, they nay, will make amends,

I

Tliou wilt not like my rare ;

Thev toll mo c>f a thnm'if of friends
That wait thy joys to share.

Uut friendship's voice ban often been
A very cuckcMi call

;

As clamorous as leaves when H:i-cen—
As mute when they do fall.

Mine is a lastiuK love
A ray from Heaven above.

That may not j^ild thy path at<aln—
'Tis a mother's love.

And 1 have watched thee at my broaat,
And eriullod thee on my knee.

And folt what tongue can ne'er exjiresa,
Nor heart can feel for thoo.

And 1 have watched the smile
That o'er thy cheeks did i)lay.

And felt as if that smile
\ mother's love did all repay.

That smile now cheers another's breast,
And I -do I repine 'I

Nay, I rejoice to know the ble»t,
And And my joy In thine.

THE FORGET-ME-NOT.
Thlj little flower with azure eye,
You love it, Imly—toll movvliy.
Ii seems to me nor rich nor rare,
It breathes uo fragrance on the air;
Nor splendid form, nor colors bright,
.\l,iy give it \aluo in thy sight,
f not for perfume nor {or show,
I'ray toll me why you prize it so

It is not rich, it is not rare.
This little tlower—yet, ah, how fair.

Though it no merit else may claim
liut this, " tho magic of a !iame,"
Kuch tiny loaf int.* my ear
Is breathing names to memory dear

;

The doad, the absent, the forgot,
Are vvhiap'ring here, " Forget-me-Not.'

THE SAILOR BOYS FARE-
WELL.

Adieu, adieu, my island home,
I hoar the lireakers roar.

And pant to breast the bounding waves
That battle round thy shore.

My spirit, like tho mantling foam
I'pon the ocean's crest.

Must onward, onward with the wave.
Or burst uiK)h its breast.

There's honor yet for gallant deeds,
And rod gold to be won,

And glorious sights to look ui)oi»
lieneath the southern sun.

A he:irt Ui djiro. ii hand to do.
No other boon for mo

;

My steed, " tho courser of the deep,"
My lieritage—tlie sea.


