
THE CHURCH OF< >SC/TLAYVD.

E.arth wltli vIgorous lifo is bearnlng,
Green tlio robes areîîndi hor gleainlng,
Fair the %iinsliiiuo n'cr lier sirenrning,

WVhuî sho weleoinos Spring.

Sprin&r cornes gliding througli our citica,
%isperinig in the. cars of mian,

111 brlng thec a swveet compaffion,
Cornc tvitiitie, lier tentures sean."

Golden look8 like sunbearns gtanolIng,
Ailftic Gracos round lier dancing.
flearning cyc.s andI sliils ontrancing,

HomE cornes with flio Spring.

Sprlng cornes teacbing manl this lesson-
T1hat, ais flowcrs retictt' thrir blooni,

Wco shll have inmiortal wvaking
Though our dust descends the tomib.

Thon, %%lieu cnrthiy tics are rcnding,
WVitii th(e songs of' atigels tcn<Iing,
M1ay'st thon hear tlic "WelI Donc"' b1onding

Froin te IlOIaVOIly KING!t
Thornil, Scotlaaui. DAVIID CLAnRI.

TEETOTAL IIYM,'.
Farewell to the tankard, tlic cap, and te howl,

llencefortli frein titeir lîresence lVil flice;
They poison flic bodly. tbcy rajan the seul,'-

Thcy saal ne'er bco lie ruin of nie 1
For the pledge 1 bave taken, tue picdge FLl fill,
And a total abstainer 1 mienti te ho stiii.

Sec, sec bow the tankard la foaining with rage;
But I laugh ait its impotent spito.

Fg r1 menti if I can, te aittain to old age,
o Ill banisi iLt t fny sighit;

Lot drunkards nnd publicans sav that they will,
Yet a total abstainer I mnenu to*be stili.

The -%vine cup rnay sparklo and tcrnpt mec te sip,
Lt shail tcrnpt flie and sparkle In vain,

Net a drop ef tho poison sball inoisten nmy lip,
w'lile reason and lite shail romain.

'Tis a vow I have matie wi th a hicarty good-wili,
And a totail abstainer 1 moen le be stili.

£ho bowl in which theusands their reason have
droivncd,

As its contents tlbey drained te the drcgs.
[n my sting habitation tili itover be found,

Clothing tue and rny children iii rags.
Fer 1 staind iii ne drcud ef tile pulîlican's blill
As a total abstainer I men te b e stili.

TRE HOM.%ESTEAD-FAIIMf.
Oh, wandercrs from ancestral soi],

Leave noisonie nîll and ebaffering store,
Gird up your loins fer sturdior toci1

And buiiid the horne once more.

Conme haek te bayberry scented siopes,
And fragrant fera and groundnut vine,

Breathe air blovn over lillandepse,
Sweet with bluel. bircli and pine.

What maliter if the gains are smail
That lifc's essential wants supplyl

Your hentostcad's title gives you ail
That ilile wealth can bny.

Ail that the many-dollared crave,
The brick-walled slave ot 'change and mart,

Lawns. trees. fresh air and flowers you have,
More doar fer lack ef art.

I Your owîi sole maisters. frcedeni-wliled,
W'lth noue te bld yen go or stny:

Farta tlic ofoidsvour fatbums tllledJ As iîunnly initL1 ais thley

Witb skili tliat sparc; your toiling bands,
.,% ut cheiluic nid tinit science brings.

liecilini tlic vaste il'nd outworn lands,
And reign thercon lis kinga.

JOHiN GuEINsLL.11 WiIITTIER.

TEIE 'WIDOWED 'NVIFE.

By Rev. T'. loiag, B.D., EUait.

Mute and paie, besido lier dear one,
Lyinig Invely In bis sbreud,

Sat bis fair and youthftl %vidàow,
Hiccioss of flie ntourniîig crowd.

On bis ealiii and inarbie tentures
Doewn site bout lier tearicsï oye;

Fixeillber look as titougl site fclt'not,
Till licr ttikuisIîl shaped this cry-

Robin, lino ye galle wivtheet met
I canna, wiinna, (lae withoot yu Il'

Prône sie <li. in fmautie sorrow,
Sobbiiîg wiidly on te floor:

Tiîrustiîig freinlber oery rnotrt
Since lier Robin tvas ne more.

Flnshedl l ton bier nnguishied visioti
Scenos Ktmaddened more lier bralu-

sees of byg:ue love:ad glances.
Forcinîg forth tiîis cry iigain-

"-Robin, lino ye gallo %vitboet, met
1Ianiindowtoty!

Front te grave tvhero 10w tltey laid hlm,
Turncd she to the cloudîcas domno;

And, b.y faith. tiirongli opened Iteavens,
Saw~ lier Robin safe at home.

Vowcd she tiînt by grace shîe'd folloiv,
With bis oildron at hi-r aide,

Thiouqît fltc way w-cru rotîgb and gloomy;
Se, inhely hio;te, s9he cried-

Rebii, iac ye galle 'withoot mie?
I canna, iiija, dao tvithoet ye 1"'

DIIVINE PROVIDENCE.

"NeVt a sparreio faiUs withoîît yoîcr Fathier."

Not froni a vain or slîallotv thotîght
His awful Jove young Phidita brought!
Nover froni lips of cunning fe11
*The thriiiing J.elphic oracle;
Out frern the bcart of nature rolled
The burdons of tho Bible old:
Tue litanies of nations carne
Liko the volcauo's toxîgue ef flame,
Up, Iton-, tie burning core below,-
The canticles ef love aîîd woe!
The hand that rounded Peter's domno,.
.And groined tlic aisies et Oltristian Reome,
Wrought in a sad sineerity;
HirnacI f<rom God hoe cotîld net frc;
He builded botter tuait ho kuew,-
The conscieus atone te beauty grctv.

Knowst; thou wvh&t ivove yen -%%eod-bird's nest,
0< bcaves. aud feathors fromi lier broastÎ
Or how the Ish outbuilt her sheil,
Painîting tvith mera oaeh annual coU.?
Or hotv the sacrad pinc*troe adds
Te hier old leaves netv inyriadsl
Sucli and se grew these holy piles
Whilst love and terrer laid the tiles I


