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and b 'y associating ail wvith the Creator, she enhanced her owvn
pleasure, and raised in the mind of lier child a Ioriging atfer
the eacrcd joys of heaven, a longing wvhich increases Nvith
my years, and bursts forth iii overwhelmirig emotions and ear-
nest prayer. But, wivhle 1 linger in this world,-Oh ! pray My
own swveet mother, that my spirit may be gentie, my life thine,
and mine thy peaceftil end.

Montreal, June 17th, 1853. L.
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Eve drops her starry veit o'er carth,

The Sun sink.s down afar,
Noiv holy hopes and joys have birth-
The glare of day seemo littie worth;
While music, ail too pure for mirth,

Swvells high, thon melts in air.

Borne gently on the rustling air,
Corne angel votes of love,

Bidding me struggle with despair-
Bear mant'uIIy my Ioad of care-
Then rise, their better part to shnre,

And dwell with them abov.

1 listen to the thrilling strain-
On fancy's car it rings;

It lhghtcns balf rny load of pain,
Tells me that all below is vain;
And longing nowv with them to, reigo,

1 stretch xny tetter'd wvings.

But ah ! how mighty stili the corda
That bind, Oh Earth, to thee !

The gontle tonies, the loving words,
The secnes which mern'ry's pan records,
Trhe w.ther'd hopes, the vain reévards,

Forldd me to be free.

Yet wJ-Il1 ist that rapturous song,
Whcse notes soun d evermore ;

And bearing Up 'Imid toil for ivrong-
E'en though the night seem dark and long,--
Prepare to join the white.robed throng

On Iife's ali-verdant Bhore.
J.- E, il,

Montreal, June 23e 1853.


