
THE LIFE B3OAT.[O.

gathered the flowers on its niossy
batiks.

Our Cliildlioocl'shoe-W t
recoliections dIo ihese ivords recali
-associntedt as they are w'ith ail
that our mneniory holdk dear,-with
the rellcnlbrance of a fiather's
wvatch fi care andt a ilother's af-
fection. Almost imsensibly ivo
forget the years whichi have rotled
awny sinice wve vie wed 1 hese scenes
as happy thoughltless chl d ten.
But the dehisioîs sooii vanishes,,
and the sterti realities of lifeagi
resume their sway.

C. 'M.A.

THE RIVER 0F FREEDOM\,.
13Y J. C. HIAGEN.

AIL?,M igh ty St.Law-
I~2 rence!

The pride of the

-~As pure as the streams
That from Eden

gushed lborthi;
%Wjth isauds of beau-

ty
Where angels may-

And man mighit mis-
take

For bis horne e'er he fell.

Oh! rmany the rivers
T hy beauly mnay slhare,

Th Wichf wagters asv- i r!

0f Nations the pride.

For It e nnd of Opssions
Itals dead on wthyrsoe

Blessed river of freedom !
Oh1! long may t ly wve

Be the dread of thie ivrant,
The opeor l~eslave;

.And Afric's crtisled childrcn
Stili liait wvithl deliglht,

The moment thy waters
First gleai-a on their si-lit!

And, 01h! that some power
From hicavcn %voilid fllyi

Wiîit vir-lles likec titine,
Every f,,tiniii and irilI,

Till not a broad river
A country shall lave,

Whierc harbors n tyrant,
Wliere trembles n siave.

-ChTisliaa Inqziiret-.

TUE SNO'IV FLAKE.
R~tfl1 ER£ art thon going, thou lit-

Iic snow-lke
l.J Qive inçr, qniergow

th Qierig sky? in, o
What wouldst bie doing ?hnhtl aw

%V- a vud'tb-digtoitl n
fLean oe1 hergoso ih

Learthis ujoe frai teiono like h the
Farail s b paeutforh aefuli s he,

Meet l'or an angel Io place on) bis brow,
Wlhen hue stands by the throne of the

Fathier of liglit."

"I amn but one of a sisi erhood fair;
We have a, %ork to perforn iton earth;

So %ve corne quivering down thronghi the
air,

Leaving tire fleccy clouds where we
have birlh,

WVe arc corninission'd to shelter and shiehd,
Front ite sharp frost and iue keen nip-

ping wind,
The roots anud the seeds iin thre garden and

fjel ds,
That fruits in due season mnay grow for

rnanklind."

But dost Croit knon, O!t thoir little snow-
flake,

Leaving thy htoi-e in thie regions of air,
That when brotught low, 0! then little

snow-flake,
Dark, will tby lot be, atud sad will thon

f.ure ?
DaMhed into pieces, and whirh'd to and fro,

Trod on, defiled) and soon lust in the
mire;

Ne'er again to thy home shiaît thou go,
Neyer sec the clouds with their edges on

"Lighit hiearîcd tînestioner, we hiave no fear,
W'e have no care for whate'er niay betide;

God bath commanded, our duty is clear,
What shall befali us 'tis Hc must decide>

[VOIL.


