
SUNDAY SCIIDL GUÀUItDANi

befuru meal. TPhis littie boy, wvhi1u ho
is in good health, told hiî mother ono
dayI "Muthor, I want to go home."e
The inother said sho, IlWliereabouts
you want te go?"' The little boy said,
",Mother, 1 wants te go home to hion-
yen." The mothur, soid elto, "No, no;
you noed flot gr) away and lonve me bc-
hind; I shalh bu lonesomo and grieve and
mourn after yoti." And littie Simson
Baid te his mother, Il[ must &g home."e
Poor little Simson, ho got sick in short
timo aftor, and whîile lio %vas in the midst
of his afflictions, brother Dr. John asic
his littie grandehihd, and hoe said to him,
IlAre you remember yet that ive use te
engage in prayers 1" The pour littie

TIME'S ADDRFSS TO TEACHERS.

Millie trie year is pasi thee flylifL,
reaicher! on lis îîîargiîî stay -

lcar lis accetits. faint antd dytng,
Ere lt vanisileril away:
legit aneîv îiîy seli¾lcîîiyitg-
lVork, and ivatech, and holle, and pray."1

JPork! for fast trie weeds arc growving
In the Spirit's fruitfui field;

raster titan inîe carliesi soiving
Cati lis flowcers or h.arvcst yicld

AnI te day i., shorter growingWvlicts tioust sc thy wariî fliflhi'd.
Fac!a legion-foc ls zicar the,

AndI thy ivay is îiark antI long:
Tiscre are watciiers fecw to cheur thee,

ut thy foes arc keen anîd etroîîg
Focs uof watelîiîg ttevcr wcary;

Foes tu trutn, a coutitle-ss throng.
Jiope ! isor let earth's shadi(one move thee

Lonitig darkly u'cr trie soul
Tiiey rr litarîîutîs sent 1o provc tlte,

Dre ilion rcactt the dlesîitied goal:
Thera is onle wlîo sill dotil love ihec,

Anud cati evcry slornt cotatrol.
Pray! and la tie 0-anqucring tnight

Olcelestial panoply
Thou shalt put ail locs in liglit

Aund ty high rcward sitall lbc
A dwCIllng %Viti, trie Infiaite,

la tric- vast Eterniiy.
White the ycar is pasi theC flying,

'eacher! uns ls mn argin siay,
Ilcar its accents, faouît and dyittg,

Ere it vanishetti away:
BIe2in aile%% thy sel Ç-dtieylmî,-
li'ork, aadj icalch, and hippe. -?zdproy.11

Untul. AIagazinc

Ili

boy ho wvas enabled to rpjoice in Christ,
and to raise bis litle anm in tokeni thiat
ho wvas happy ini God, and wvhîn lie vas
departittg ;and %ve sure bel juve Simnson
happy gone hume te hoaven.

T1his litilo Sims"n wvas born iii the
montit of Fob'y lOt!,, 1849, and bnp-
tized on 22nd of Juhy, by thoe Rev. John
Sunday ; and hoe attend the funerai
sermon of Simison, and reads wholo
ehapter I. Corinthians, chap. 15-his;
text 55th, verse in sanie ehaptor-wordc,
"O death wheru N thy sting? O grave
wvhore ls thy vietory 1"

C. fILacaîON.
Moneey Town$

October 1Oîh, 1853.

THE LABOURER AND THE WARUIOR.
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Thc catnp has had lis day of' sang;-
'l'le swvord, tie itayonci, the pltumte,

Have croiwdcd ontut rîtyie tou long
Trie lioî, trie ativil atîd lte but»u

Oh. nut upun trie teated field
Arc l'rccdti's licmes Iîrcd alune;

Ttie trainiing uof tte wvorltsl!ap yteliis
Moxe huens truc tnan war lias iiown.

Whou drives the boit, Xliuo Shapes trie steel,
Mlay willi a bcaru as variant stuite,

As lie who ses a fcetiat reel
Ili biuoil i'eire his tiusv ut' tîiglît

Tie i-kili ltai conquers space aItid ute,
'ruai graces lle. that ligliteis toit,

M~ay SI)itîîî froîii cuurage mîure sulimeîn
Th'iata t -vhicl iimakes a realiti lis spaîl.

Lit labor thea, lok up antî sec
Ilus ctat no pilla of ititour tacts;

Trie tioiiiicr's titrle ycî shail be
Less lionourci ltait the' woodimatui's axet

Let Aur lis mwil aîpoliiîiiiu lirize,
Nor dectia tuai goid or ouiwarîi liglI.t,

Cati cottiîetsaîe thc wortii ilt lies
Ili tasies tuiai, breed ticir owtti detîglît.

AndI inny tlic iîne draw nearer sîlli
Whiezi mnat tits sacrcd trait bhahl ileed,

'rhai frott Il t iiti attî froîn tec isilI
?îlîat ail thai mis:es niait îîroeec4l

Thoîteli Pritle tîtoY li Our caiig loir,
Futius sialîl dlity iliake il goad

Anmue fronitriuit ltu trutit sitaîl go,'ilt life anîd dcciii are uîesod


