
point.

And it for ui—our God will guide ui

In life or dejfh, we bide hii will,

We II humbly hopr, whate'er betide ui

Wc mjy be friendi and neighbour! itiil.

The time for toil hai well nigh ended,

The time for reit draw» on apace,

^nd He who ha« our life defended,

He will provide a retting place.

$$

A SONG FOR AUTUMN.
The maple leaven are crimson,

The air it fresh and clear,

The Autumn day* arc coming.

The fairest of the year
}

While 'mong the (brcst branches

Soft breezes bcem to sigh,

"The summer days arc fleeting.

And Winter drawcth nigh."

Oh days of spring time pieasancc,

And summer's golden prime,

Long be your music sounded.

On Memory's veiptr chime.

Still may we all remember

As your echo Hoatcth by.

That summer days are fleeting.

And Winter drawcth nigh.

And when with i ortune gliding

Down Time's swift-flowing stream,

When Hope's bright rays unclouded,

O'er the tjanquil waters beam,

Let's remember in our gladness.

With a smile and not a sigh,

Life's summer djys are fleeting,

Ar>d Winter draweth nigh.


