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Ove ur souls o1n fire, Our facescgiowiiug wvîth hiis glory, and upoii Our b)roNV.3,
eiiscribe'd iii char-acters more legible thail words, -e' H-ohness uxito the Lord.>,

dNot in the tombis w'e pille ta dwell,

Not in the ilark, inomastie celi,
By vows and grates conined;

Frecly Vo ail oturseil'es we give,
Constraini'd by Jusii's love to livo

The servants of xuaikiind.

«10 lot aur faitli and love abound!
O let cur lives to ail around

W\itli î>urest lustre shine;
Tliat ail a-ronnd, aur works niay sce.
And givo the glory, Lord, to thee,

Tho heaveiily Liglit 1)iviinc."

For ".LBzrîtst CkLri.çtianity."

THE VOICE OF THE PEBBLE S.

BY THE R11EV. JMINES RUOY, B.A.

IDBLY outstretchi the waters of thte i£rity sea,

While shadlows flit across its Varied njreeiv;
WTýiuids lill the whitelied saii, sudf benid the yizldinlg troc;

Brgtglints the sun froili hurrying clouds between.

'~Slow roll the loiig-drawu waves upon thue pebbly shore,
]3eatincg thecir soleulin bass-liotes On the stnauid;
The pebblcs, roulided to onie model more imud more,
WTVail feebly, crushed 'nesth Ocean's mouldiiig biaud.

Yet, is there no sweet music in the ningl,çled toiles
Of beatiiîg wvave, sud grindiiug pebbles' wail?
Silng thecy nlot 10w udteudoerly of crushedI hesits' grosuss
Thiat moitals seuld to Heavenl ini plaintive taIle?

Ilear thou> my lîcaït, the lensons of the pebbly shore:
"ileaven lias a blessiu ii ail griefs that are;

Thoughi sorrow 's waves sweep) o'er us in bhe temp)ests i'oar,
They mould us to one perfect charaicter."
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