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The fiasixes shall not hiurt the; Iis only design And thoy glorled thint 1 trai carth wnus oxlld
1s thy dross to consume, 4nd thy goid ta reflue. Saylng: "Eue, love, thou blcst shall bc.,,
Foar flot; l1e0 la with thco 1 0 ho not dlsmaYcd 1 Thon 1 mlxod tvit1î the hieavenly throng, înammîîi.Ho-Hol Is Lb y God, and %vill stili give thec aid; WVlth chiertub and soraphlmn f»Ir,Hc'iI strcngthoen thece, help Vhce, andcause Usico And saw, as 1 roaîQcd thîro' the reglous of pence.to stand, Tho spirits whleh coine from thls îvorld of dis-Upheold hy lis rlghtcous, omnipotent hand. tressa;

.And thieirs 'vas tho Joy no tangue eau express.Tho soul that on Jesus liath leancd for repose, For they know not sorrow there.Ho wvIll not-Ho says it-give u aIL os
That soul, though ail hell sliouldtenideafvor t Do you mmnd %%,len sister Jane, inamma,shako, Laîy dcad a short timnea 0g?He1[ neyer-no novor--no, nover forsake. How yen azed on the sadf and lovoly wrcck

With a, fu 1 flood of %'oe you could flot check,
DYIN OHIFS DEAM. And Your heart ivas sore, you wvi,31ed it 'vouldj

But you loved, and yen ayo sabbeil so
'CRADLU MOeon your]hne.-, mninin, But ah! hiad you been wvitl nie, suialsImn,

And sing me the holy strain l h elaa nnw ae
VintJ ~BTasoothed mie last, as you faiid]Y To sec whiat 1 saw', 1you'd ne'or haive eried,

%~ presg hektoyursod Thougi you laid pretty Janie in the gratve as,
ivarm brenst, For bright ivith thic blest, and adornod like aFor 1 saNv a sight as you sung me5 brde,
to rest Setsse iewsùeeThat 1 fain would sec again. Setsse Rn a 1 ee

.Andsmul nsyou hondid mil, mama, Do you mind that Irnor oid Muan, mainnia,Ad weepe as 3'ou then did smle mamV ho camne so lato to our doorThnd fixcop me yourto i ep And the night -%vas dark and tise tomjsest fond.Thn gaze ond ge rýstn ey'e And his heurt wvas wvcak, but has soul %vas proud,Thnrc gaze n, ad fn ah or le dry, And his raggcd oid mantle sorved for bis sh roud.Ton roc k 'nie ftland sing and sigh Ere tise midniglit watch wvns o'er.TillyetiIv'lme asiclep.
For 1Idreained a lieavenly dream, ruamîna, And thissk -vhat a, iighit ci Nvoo, iauma,

Whso sunserig o yor keeMade heavy oach Iotng-drau n silh,AndI ivc t almern oan whero forms din As tise gaod man qat in papa's old chair,And lied n a]an whoe frin diine Whle the ramn droppod doivn frorn his tliiiIn kingdomis of glory etornally alune, . ray. hsair,And the Nvorldl I'd give, if the -%varld. %vere mine, And rast tise big tours of speecîsheas cureStili again that land to sc. ia down fran lis glazing eyc.

1 saiv as wo roamod through a wood, inamnsa, WVell, lie ivas in glory, toc, mania,Msd rcsted us under a hough, As hsappy as the blest eau ho;That by us a butterfly fluttered in pride, lie necdcd ne almis ini the nasions of iight,And I clsased iL away thraugh the forest 'vide, For hoe sat sith tise patriarclis, eiothed iu «white,And the night came on and 1 lest sny guide, Ansd not a acraph liad a, vrown mîore briglit,.And 1 kssew flot 'what ta do. Or a cosUlier robe than hoe.
.L y heart grew sick with fear, manmna. Nowv sing for I tain would sleep, suamnia,Ansd 1 boudly wept for thee; And dreans as 1 drcanied bot'oro;But a white-robed inaiden appeared in tise air, For sound was iny alunuler aud swvcetw~as mnýAnd she flusig back thse curls of lier golden hair, s'est,And sho kissed me softly eru I -%vas aware, Whsiien seul in tise regions of iight wvas a guest.Saying: "Corne, pretty Uby, w'ith nie." And ýoni eart wais so giad in the clines af hc

blcstX1y toars and tears she beguiied, niamma, I ean lave this warld no mîore!
And shie ledt nie far awvay;

We emteredl thée door af a dark, dark tomb,
We paescd through a long, lono vault of glaons;
*Thcn opened aur eyos on a land of blooi JOSEPH CO0K ON IRELAND.

And a. sky of endl~ess day.

And licavenly foris wvere tliere, maim, UESTIONS.-I. Ougit the Protestant

And soxsgs 1 lieard, and sunnybeams bazed Ireland bc advantagcous]y divided
Ail glaonos in iny sight. h ita two states, caeh witlî its owni

But soon camne a shining tbrong, mniina. lgaauo u aissdn eOf wlsite-winged babies ta me; psesentatives ta pariimst?
'Tlscir eyes lookcd love, and their sweet lips To tliese Joseph Cook asvr

So.smuledSodcighted ta meet wlth an carth-bQrn child, "Tse Protestasnts of Ulster groatly fear tlsat


