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A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

ay 1111<. L. F. MORGAN.

'Tis pleasant to be bappy,
Then happy we wilI be,

For CI; risînîssis tie season,
To 1111 ilie heart with glee.

Not gîcee offcolisi inerriment
Put reverential joy-

A swveet and hioly feeling,
Unldaslied by b3ase aîloy.

God sent our gracious Saviour
Fromn iis brîghit hoine above,

Tii show tlme wvurld lie died for,
Hus boundlessness of love.

O, wvhen the grace we ponder,
That such a gift contlèrred,

The key-iîote of emotion,
In evî±ry breast is stirred.

Then gladly hall the morning,
Which celebrates His birth,

Whn wvnke the angel clierus,
1Good-will and pe-ice tu earth."

Washinrgion, D. C., Dcc., 1851.

QUESTIONS TO ASK MYSELF.

Did I ibis morn devoutly pray
For Guîd's assistance through tbe day?
And did 1 read bis sacred Wvord,
To malie my life ilierewitb accord?
Did 1 for any purpose try
To bide the truili or tell a lie ?
Was 1 obedient, humble, mild,
To prove myself a Christian Child ?
Did 1 iny uhlougi ts wvith prudence guide,
Cheeki ng ill-b umolîr, anRer, prîde?
Did 1 iny lips froni aught refrain
Tliat mi!urhî my felbow-creatures pain ?
Did I with cheerful patience bear
The hile ill we ail must share!
To ail inmy dues tbruugh ibis day
Did 1 a due attention pay ?
And did 1, when the day was o'er,
God's watcbful care again implore ?

1IYMN FOR THE NEW YEAR.

Who can counit the grains of sand
On1 the Ocean's shore that lie ?

Who, tlie nunibers understand
0f the genis that stud tlie sky ?

Who can tell the Icaves that si rew
Earth aîîîid autuinal glooxu ?

Or the drops ofpearlydew
Froi tlie mnorn's prolific woînb?

Yet, more numerous far thon tbese,
Arc tlie nîeces 1 receive;

Sands, nor stars, nor forest leaves
Cati tlie countless nuinbers give.

Mercies cvery îîîorn ienew'd-
Freshi at every evening's close;

Front the boundless Source of ood,
Ceaseless is the stream <liat flow1s.

From my înotber's anxious breast,
Where, a helpless babe, 1 hung,

He my onwvard patli bias blest,
Fill'd wvith songs of joy my tongue.

Whien, beset by every ill,
Danger lurk'd, and deafli was ihere,

He lias been iny guardian stili,
Mvade miy worthless life his care.

Tbroughi another year, so truc,
He biath hielp'd me on my wvay;

How, tlic thanks and praises lue,
Shial îny gratefuil spirit pay ?

Language, t itouglit, and feeling fail-
Ail 100 faint and feeble prove;

Endless is the -,ondrous tale
Of rny heavenly Fatlîer's love!

Then, O lake this becart of mine,
Ail I ai yield <o Tbee;

Ail I biave 1 now resign-
Thine in life and death to ha.

Tbine, in poverty or wealtb,
Thine, in sorrow or in joy,

Thine, in sickness and in healtlb,
Scenes that gladden, or annoy.

Thine, ibrougli ail tbe devious Nvay,
Yet îny feet are doom'd <o tread

Thiiie, <o serve from day to day,
Till Pitm number'd with tbe dend.

Then, wben'er the surnmons corne,
Glad froin eartlî ny soul shall fly;

R ise, to dlaini înyheavenly bomne-
T1hine, forever, in the sky !


