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licarts ta love him; for if bcft alono I cari not
bicas auid praiso Mia as I %vant 1",

.Aftcr that 31r. Chiniquy rcmerkcd, tiiet, by
a strange providence of God. the bride ivith
lier briidegroom lind selected tinit tliird of
.August for the blcssed day of their union,
witliaut kioiniig that it waa the anniversary
of the greatest triumphi of the people of St.
Amie agalùîst Rame. 1-le gave a graphîie ne-
courît of the last effort made, tweîity.niîie ycnra
n1p, by l3islîap Duggaîî, ta bring lîack the pea-
ple of St. Amire ta the Churcli of Reime. Alter
liaving tald liaw the prelate lied conîpletely
.failed, lic recalled tlrt. praphetie words of 11r.
Bclard, who, scc-ing the bishop and ]lis priests
running away, weîit ta the platfornu and cried
out: "h urrah for St. Anne, thec burl ground
of the tyrniy of the bislîops of Rame ini Aune.
rioa 1" .And lic told how the five thousand
canverts fron Rooule wvho surrouiîded tue nui-
bassator aof the Pope in tlîat solemîs heaur, lied
made the eohoes repeat these proplictie worda:-
"l-lHurraht for St. Anne, the birrial grouind aof
the tyrnny of tha bishops of Rlome iu Aieni.

?OETIO GEMS r,1 YOUNG AN~D OLP.

MuE LOST SIIEEP.

minAR Good Slieplierdl, hocar xny cry;
ÏLeati'. cornie tua nilscty-ino.

I s, L aiîîfori tne thi ciii I.ie
Find nie, flnd, aîîd îîîîke nie Tlîina.
In l Uic moauntaina, strayed froni T'loce,
Couic, O couie, and sock for îiie-

' "'''Wlero tua wilderncss is dry,
Scck for nie before I die.
Wlîere tua înoîintain*sidc la step,
.And ravineos aie clark nnd deep,
Wlîero Thou hearcst ana low inoan,
Seek nie starving, lest, and loue.

Lay nie on Thy sliouîlders. Iay,
Welik and wcax'y of mny w-ay.
.AII îîy strcnglIh in îaîudcring spent,
Take and bear me ta Thy tout.
Let nie hear Thino own dear voice,
.And Tlîy fricnds wvith Tlîco rejoice.

Tuin 11Ev. T. O. PAINE.

110, 1EVERLY 01;E TIT TISTET1I.
"Tic, ercry onre tlrot thdrstetlr, cere ye to thre wucre."1

.rA55: 1.
lie every one that thirsteth 1

;lî ýill yc gaza and mock,
'Wheir living -warter hursteth

Frein out tho living rockI
Coie. Zion's sons and daîîghters,

What, du ye -waver stili
Hoe. coulea yc ta bbc wvaters,

Andi freely quf your MI 1,
Ilow f rcsl tic fountain springcth!

Iaw briglit its rippies glweaîu

Y RECOR&D OF

The very isang It slngeth.
Miglît ll yoîîr hearis ta dTrenîn.

If ilih ta Bighit It flowcvtl ,Wlînit ivurds avait to tell
1mw% bie8t a boon lie kîîo'eth

Who, stooping, drlnkcth well?

Oh. coume, yo gladly thronging,
Yca, corne, ye low anid hlgh;

Lot noe matn gaze in longing,
As lacking g ad ta bnu.

Throughi al t tie parI cesuI mmcce
It sparklcs cicar and froc;

IL flows for every camler,
Without a prico or foc.

A respita swoet ane earneth
By %vtll or rivcr-brink;

But soon tho thirst rcturncth-
.%gain hoe longs to drink.

Coine, Zin's sons and daughiters,
Yc plgrimas faint and sore;

Yca, quiti' tho living waters,
N.or thirst for everniore.

FinEv)Eaxcic LANGBRIDGE.

1101V TO BuE IArPy.

ARE you a]înost disgustell with life, littie maul
I wiil tel you a wandcrfrii trick

To sectire yeti contentinent if an)ything can-
Do Somle service for sonîchody quick;
Do sumcething for soincbody quick I

Ara you awfnlly tircd -wlth play. little girl?
Sa wcary, cliscouraged and -:ickl

lIfl tell you the lovelicat gaine in tha world-
Do your cluty for somecbody, quick:
Do sonîcthing for sometiody quickl

If -tL rains as if raining a floodl, littho inan.
And the clouds tire forbidding and tiik,

You can wvin happy sunshinc of soul, littie inan-
Do soine hivor for sonmcbocly qtiek;
Do sonmething for soimebody quick !

If the skies be as brasa overhcead. little girl,
And tho ral likc a wcvllieatedl brick,

Anîd your carthly affatirs ie a terrible wlîirl-
1)o saine kîndncss for soliiebodyý quick;
Do soincthing for soniebody quiok!

THE 7'ATiMEWtS WIFE.

On give iac thc life of a fa.rniîcr's wifo
Ia the lields and waods so briglit.

'M8ng the singing birds and the lowing bords.,
And tIha cloyor blassomis wvhite.

Tite sang in thc niora of the lark hieavcu-borae
Is the niusie swcct ta me;

And the devy flowvers in Uic carly hours,
The, gois 1 love ta soc.

Ohi give ne the brece from the waving trecs,
The inurmur of sunumor leaves;

And Uie swallow's son g as lio skinis along,
Or twitters bencath the cavcs!

The plouîghnian's shout, ns he's turning out
BIS teani at tho risc cf Sun;

Or bis înorry " good-niglit" by the fire-fly's liglit
M'lien bis daîly work is donc.

.And give nie the root and tbc hîiscions fruit
My own lianda rcnrod for fond ;

And the bread so liglît, and the Ilaney white,
-And Uic inik s0 pure aud gond.


