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WINTER.
TuE Suimer is pasti the winter is nighi
And the wind through the tres begins to sigh
lo. leaves on the trees; the flowers are dead,
And thre hardy shrub would fain bide its head.
The feather'd songsters have all flown away
lo Warm clines, where they can sing and play
'Tie snow bird onily Nmrains beli d
To endure tihe cold and buffet tii'windi.
Around ricli heartIhs it is cheerfil and warn,
Thougli oitside may fall the slow in a storèrrr
The children prattle, and listen to itales,
And think of the beauty of snowy dales.
*Iut, ahi hoN is it with the poor and sad,
Who hive littIl food, and arc poorly clad,
Who are scant of fuel to keep ot the co*ld
To keepife in the'young, and revive the old ?
May-o d shelter the poor fron wintry blasts,
And supply their vants while this season lasts

.lay He touchI the hecarts of peoffle:of wýealthl
To give for Christ, and for His creaturest health.

(For the CAOI Âiý mu suSÂYÍ XAGAzINE.)

JAMES SAWYER, TIHE YOUING B JIGLA1R
A TALE FOUNDED ON FACT.

James Savyer was the son of rspòct.able piarents,
0 though latterly the father contracted intempera hbt

and frequlently came home at ni lit in a beastly Sfite of
intoxication, causing the utmnôst terror to his nvife and
children.: James w\as the eldest chiid; -and n vas how in
hisSourtenth, ï He s -tIingf, anatoe noic
thn iid idplo h fathenya setting him nd Ie k


