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Idloness is the murderer of' tinie and the
destroyer of coni fort; itiilu horich man's bane,
the tradesman'. ruità and the poor man's curse

Genius, Jike an exotic plant> is rare, aiid re.
quires not only the sanie care and attention to
bring it to perfcctiozi. but also a shlter froni
the squalls of fortune & the frosts of adversity,

THE SAUBATIL SCIEOOL TEACILER TO IIER
CLÂSS.

For whorn oughit 1 in faith to pray,
.Ana hunîblysupplicate eacli day
That God would guard and guide their way ?

My Chlas.

Whorn, on the sacred Sabbath, should
I point and guide along the road
Tlat leads to glory and to God ?

M.y GIa3s.

Wliom do 1 long to see live well,
And those sweet truths to others tell,
On which we've often loved to dwel?

My Glass.

Whomtldo 1 hope in Heavea to meet,
.And with ecstatic love to greet,
Where joys a-te pure and. bliss completeP

My Glass.

Saviour ! do thou thy grace impart,
Give each a truc believing heart,
And teach me rightly to exhort

My Glass.

.And should a flattering %çorld allure,
0 rescue in temptation's beur,
.And gave by tîtine Almighty power,

IMy Clasm

Whomi do 1 pray thie Lord will aid
Witlî that rich love in Christ display'd,
If eyer on a sick bed laid ?

My Glass.

Sen %ill our wanderings here bo past,
Etornity approaclies fast ;
Lord, inay we reign wvitlî thee at last,

1 and my little Glabs.
Moiàtreal, August 4. E.

A VISION 0F 14EA EN.

Once, witlî a foarful, iremnbling land.
1 drew aside the veil, to sc

The glories of the lîcavenly land,
The briglittess of eternity.

Iut soon thec vision overc3nle,
And terrer seized niy quaking frame.

1 look'd-I saw--but O ! the light,
The bliss, thîe splendeur eof the place,

The slainiaîg liast, who all unte
In sengs before Jeliovali's face!

A suddein dininess seized t:ny oye,
For who could look on Dcity ?

One aight I caught of loa ven's lîigh train,
Quie glimipse of that e:rnal home

I hieird ene sweet nclodiotis strain,
A na ail nuy powcrs were oveircome,

1 foîl aglast ! niy senses fled !
Nor dared 1 raise agaiti <y teacl.

The sîght, 0 ! ne'er salii 1 forget,
T1hxe song still vibratoes in my ear ;

When shah! 1 reachi that blest estate,
Whon in yen holy thiong appear ?

Haste, Jeaus, fetch niy seul away,
To ilwell with thee in endîss day,
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