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A song of the carly 1 illim out %Vest,
And our .green o'i focrest homne,

Whose plcas.tnt mnemories frcshly) yet
Acroas the besoin corne!

A soit- for the free and gI;ulsonie litfe
1. tiiose earlv days we Ici!,

W'ith a teeming sm.i hencatit our feef..
Anti a smilug lqeavt»l o'erhead !

Oh, the waves of liîè danced nierrily,
Anti liat a joyotîs fow,

it the tlays when we wverc Pioncer,,
Fifli' ycttrs ago'

The huai, the shot, the gtoiious cha3se,
l'le captîtreti elk or deer;

The vinmp, the big~ bright lite, and ittît
The, rich anti %% holesorne cheer ;

The swceet, Sound sleep at de:,d jf iiî,
By our camp-file blazving h1gh-

Unbrokeii by the %volf 's long llov,
And the panther sprizstging by.

Oh, Merri3' passed the tintie, despiie
Otîr wily liidiun foc,

lut the days -.%len 'Wt' wvere l'ioaeers,
Pifty ycars ago.

Ive shutin'd jiot labour .heii 'Imas due,
Ive mwrcttî,ht withi rîglît good \% 11i

AndtIhfr the~ homies we won for thieni,
Out chîltiren 1Acss lis sitil.

NVe lived flot hermit l:te3, but oit
ln social convsermt' met

And tires of love siere kjintled i,
That btirî on warnily yet.

Olt, pleasaîîtly the btrcarîl of lite*

lut the days wlicti we %wcie l'ioîeers,
Fifty years -.go,.

Ive feit that ive %% Cre felow-illeil
We feit ve 55 cre a band,

Sustained Itere ut the %vilsiernes
By Ileaven's upltolding hart!.

Arid mhen the soleinît Sabbath camie,
'%Ne gathereti iii the nooti,

Andi lifted up our hcarts iii prayer
To Goti the or:ly good.

Our temples dieut werc rarth anti sky;
None others diti %ve ko

lit the (laya whten we ,.ee Iioneri,
Fifty ycars ago.

Our ferest life was rougit andi rude,
Andi dangers closeti us rounid;

But here, amid the green oid tres-,
We freedeni soîîght anti fotînti.

Oft ibrough otîr dwellings %% iîîtry blasts
%Vould rush ssith sheiek ant i oan;

We caretl rot 1).ough they stere but frail,
Ive feît they scere our ou fi

Oh, grec andi mauîly lites %%e led,
'Mid verdure or 'miti snow,

In the days wvhen wve were Pioncera,
Fifty ycaîs ago!

But ziow or course cf life ia short
.And ne from day te day

W'v're svalking on ssith halting step,
Auîd faintuug by the way,

Anot.her lantd more briglît tlîan titis
To otur dint sight appeaca;

A nt oui otr way te it ve'lI soon
Augaiti be Pioneers;

Vet, swhile we likiger, Ne May ait
A 'jackward glance sil throwç

Tu the tîsys %vheru we tycre Pioneers,
Fifty years ago!

MlOTHER, HIOME, AND HEAVEN.
uv S. 1). ANDERtSON.

"Thte three sweetest vots in the English language
and Heaven."1

are DiIother, Home,

Moher-
The ûirst fond word otur heurts express,

ln chldthood's rosy heurs ;
When life seemas full cf happiacas,

As nature is of flowers;
A word that mantiootl loves te speak,
When time has plîsceti upcn bi cheek,

Andi written on his brow,
Sýters lèssons of tce world's uatrath,
UnhEedeti in bis theuughtless youlh,

But sadly ponder'd now;
As lime triags back, 'mid vanished year-s,
A mother's fondeet bottes and tearb.

Home-
TIhe ouîly Eden left uatouch'd,

Vree fion the temrptee's Enare;
A l'aradise where kiutdred hearis

MNay revel withntut care;
A v% ife's glati smile is imaged '.ere,
Anti eyes that never knesv a tear,

Save those of happiusess,
Beanm on the hearts that wander back,
From off the long, andi beaten track

OIf sortiid %vorliness.
To t.-sk those purer joys that camne
Like An.gels rounud the hearth at Home.

Heaven-
The end of ail a Mother's prayers-

The Honie of ail her tireams;
The gtuiding star te light our liath,

WVith hope's encheeriusg beans-
The haven for our storm-toss'd barque,
From eut a %vorl wîîcre wilti andi dark

The tempesis often rise-
But still in every darksome heur
'bis hotte ivill rise wiih holy powver,

Anti poinit us Io the, skies,
WVhere 3lother, Home, andi Hcas'en are seen,
Wutlioit a clouti to intervene.

LIFE 0F SARAII MARTIN-PR[SON VISYI'rNG,
( Concluded.)

This appears to have beeru tite buAetst petiod of Sarah hMarmnti
lite. Her symîcm, if %we may zio tcrm it, of atîperinterîdence ovcr
the prisûners, wvas Poiv complctc. For six or sOven heurs daily
she took lier stattitin nng:ýt tbem;. converting that which, with-
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