
TIUE CANADIAN DAY-STAR.

And cilidrcn's hiappy home above,
And nighit and morn to God they pray-
In love and duty pass eachi day.
The birttî of babes, the growth of youthi,
Bring back lost innocence and truth.
Dear parents, guard this happy state-
On it depends their lifé and fate-
O 1 lead tlern to the God of truth;
The tinie to do so is in youth.

Nothing so dear this world can bring
As hecaring infaînt veices sing
Of Jesus, and his home of love,
WVhere babes and sucklings praise aboie.
They seein new corne froin Canaan briglit
To charm ns te thieir honme of light.
I saîv this sight, se sweet to Ile,
Dear Agnes and lier daughiters three,
Alt seated on a Sabbathi day
To leara to read, to chant, to pray
With pen~ce, and love, and cvery grace,
Their eyes fixed on their motber's face,
With lessons suiting size and age,
Wcat o'cr and o'er the tiny page,
Tencingi ail tliree to learn and know
Of hieaven aboie and earth belowv-
Fitling tîjeir infant hiearts with love
To father, mother, God aboie 1

Whien evening's shadows lengtbcan round,
And gtuandng's paît spreads o'er the grouind,
Unknown, Our fanicy steals awvay
Back to a yoîng and early dLay.
Our cicr sleeîutcss, deathtess mind,
That aotbing hiere on carth can bind,
Detiglits to waader back and roama
Areiud our childhood's early home-
To mecet dear friends long, long awvay,
Join themn in chieerfuli sport and play.
Ilow swveet to have, iii our old age,
This deer green spot iii life's dult page.
The moril of lifé is dear to ait;
It clings to mlan like lime to wall;
Tmplanted in oui inner lieart,
It nestles there titi life depart.
It is a plant of hieaîenly birth,
It luves, but acier dies on earth;
À. little sua around oui seul
To chleer us as wei near tife's goal;


