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POETRY.

The fcttoiving t>aiiUttnes, froin the pen of
the R-pv. Dir. IaX'have tîcen tiantcd us ibr p)iiui-

ilie dkcrîîiinatig reatiers of iti hlume Journîal.

TIUE BLLND BO0Y.
1( wva-ft blessedl sumimer day,

The flowers blootict-îtlie air %vas niild,
The littlebirds pourcd forth, thcîr lay,

And1 everything in nature srniled.
In pleasant iliouglit 1 uvandcrcd on,

bcaeati the (Jeep wvocdls ample shade
'll suddeiily 1 came u pan

Two ebjîdren iulua liad thithcr ttrayed.
Jusî ni an aged bilch tree's foot

A ltiube boy and girl reclined,
ilis hand in iers sile kindly put,

And thco 1 saw the boy ivas blind.
,The children knew flot 1 was near,.

A irec conceaied me front their vicuv,
But ail that tlîey said 1 well could hcar,

And could c ail they might do.
"Denr Mary," eaid the paon blind boy,
IlTliat litule bird sings very lonîg

Say, do ?jou sec 1dmn inlisjo(y,
And is lic as prcuty as his songy ?"1
Yes, Edwvard, ),es," rcpl:ed tlie maid,
"i sec the bird, on yonder tmec."

Thc poor boy siglied, and gently said,
Sister, 1 wish 1 could sec!

"The floWeFrs, you say, arc very fair,«
And brnîchu green leave.s arc on ilhc trocs,

And brettÎ birdis are singing there-
flow beaittful for oi)e wlîlo secs

"Xt 1 thîe fragrant flowems can sînell,
And 1 car. fccl the green lcat's uhIade,

And 1 can hiear the notes tlîat swell
F7roni thoze ear birds that God lias made.
Sol itr God ta n.e is kind,
Though kigli', nias ! bc lias not given

Blut tell nie, arc iliere aîîy blind
Arnong the childrcîu up in heaven !1"
No dearesu Edward, thcre ail Sec-
ilutt wIy ask cia du 1 50 oodd ?"
Oil, INl ary, .He's so goûtl Ia me,
1 thoiîglt il like Io look ntl God.

Ere long, disease lus hand had laid
Ori ruai dear boy, so rneek and rnild;

Ili, widowed mothler wcpt and pnayed,
'l liai God would spart e ilîescîl3

flc feit lier warm tears on his f'ace,
And r.aid, IlOh, nevcr wecp for me,

arn. gaine ta a brîglt-briglhu place,
%Vltcre Mary rays 1 <Yod shail sec.

"8And you'll bc there, dear Mtfary, 100 ;
But. mother, %vien you get up there,

Tell Edward, mother, that 'tts voit-
You knorw i neyer saw you hcre v"

Dc spolie normore, but sweelly Emiled
Until the fnlblow wvas given-

Whcn God took Up the poor b lind child,
And opened first hie eyes in heaven !

TIIINGS TFIAT 1 LOVE.
1 love ta see the ri8ing sun

Diffusing liglit abroad;
Briglît emblemi of a purer gracc,

Which cornes ta us from God.
1 love ta hear the gentie sigh

Of soft %vinds bruathing lov;
It whispers of the spirit nigh,

Ta soothe the sorrowed brow.
1 love the forest sangster's voice,

As through the air it breaks;
It say3s ta earth, il Rejaice. rejaice,",

Of holy warblings speaks.
1 lave ta sec the sparkliîîg nul

Flov cheerily along;
Beneath the lofty, soaring hli,

It plays its tunefail sang.
I love ta sec the Ialling rain

Desceîîding from, aboya;
It cames, it cornes, it cornes again,

Fruit of unceasing love.
I love ta Sec the opeiling floiver

Arrayed in beauteous dres;
It proves an overruling power,,

Exerted stili ta blcss.
1 love each blade of grass that grows

Upan the earth 1 tread;
How kindly thus a campai green,

fleneath rny feet is spread.
There's nat a season oI the yetir,

Or robe that nature wears,
But we rnay still behold God near,

His hand in it appears.
Thera is no spot iu this wide world.

Where man malake is abade,
In which %va flud flot sornething still,

Reminding us of God.
1 love ta study naturels page,

To con its lessons oler;
With each, advancing step oI age,

1 love it more and more.
91Through nature up ta natures' Goa,"

1 love ta risc in thought;
Ta <'ontemplate the blest abode,

The blies by Jesus bought. C


