
.4;

PUBLISPIED MONTH1LY

.Bythe Pli ilosophical and Lkerarl, Society of the Presbyte;ri4n College, Àlonirea?.

J. A. MlNAcFARLANE, B.A ý..................................... .Ediloi-ii-Clii4j.
R. HENDERSON, F. H. LARICIN.................................... Assistant Editors.
G. A. TiioMNtpo, B .A .....................................qorrc-sbondînj .Ea'io:-.
W. MIN. ROCHESTF.................................... Local and .Exciayt,,-eEditor.
W. L. CLAY.................................................... Reptn £dI,, .

P.N. CAYER, A. B.GROULX .............................. Fre ICI; Eit 0rS.

BUSINESS MANAGERS:

J. L. HAPRAvE, B.A., Treasurer. R. jonlsNSO;, M. 'MACKENZIE.

Sti6scriiption 6o cenuts; ft'o cobies $ i. oo.

vo]. VI. MONTREAL, MARCH, 1887. N

LIFE.

o deepest mystery of' liue-
That it should end so soon, so soon!
Go out in grief and care and strife
At earày morn, at mnanhood's moon,
Mihen fairest prospects lie before,
\Vhen hopes are brightest, when the door
0f high success, flung open vAide,
Invites to enter, when the tide
Seems on the tum to, fortune.

Dcnth knocks-that benting heart is stilled,
Thlose working hands, that thinking brain
Are dead. Thiose sparkling eyes are fi lied
\Vith darkncss noiv. Those high hopes vain.
O piteous change-thnt what was once a man
Is riow but dust, and %vorse th in dust-
eA thing which living mortals scan
With shuddering fcar ; a thing they thrust
Deep ini the earth, to silence and decay.
[s this, indeed, thc end of mrens short day?

If death ends ail, then living is but vain;
If hope must die, what then is life but pain ?
'Why longer strive ?-the grave is ail we gain.
But see 1 There sbine upon that sccrtd pnze
These solemn %vords-O write them on thy hcart-
I'Rnoiv Christ-to know him is eternal life.


