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How, in each expressive face

il'inged by joy or sorrow’s grace,

‘¢ the mind immaortal trace,
That heavenly spark !

Charm'd by faney, tanght by truth,

e were dear to me in sooth

n the green leafl of my youth"
Now in.the sere,

@etter known end understood,

s

(e are still more wise, more good,

olacers of my solitude !
And doubly dear!

e have made—it else had been
troubled sojourn—Ilife serene,
pul strew’d my path—not always green—
With fairest lowers,
pmortal blossoms of the mind
beauty born, by taste refined,
tlands gloriously entwined
For lonely hours,

shened by the morning dews,
t & friend who loves the muse,
well-temper'd wit infuse,

And tell the time—

ted in my woodbine shade—

hen we two together strayed,

pking voeal grove and glade
With wizard rhyme !

d having struck the balance fiur
wixt what we are and what we were,
bd rezkoned how much cross and care
Our path beser,
th what strength —not ours—we've striven §—
n we hope to be forgiven
lat we humbly owe to Heaven
If we forget ?

" Selected for Priends’ Review.
THE WASTED FOUNTAIN.
BY ANNA 0. LYNCH.

And thelr nobles hava sent their llitle ones to the waters; |

came to the pits, and found no water ; they returned with lhh:i{

vessels empty,---Jer. x1v, 3.

When the youthful fever of the soul -
Is awakened in thee first,

And thou goest like Judah’s children forth
To slake the burning thirst

And when dry and wasted like the sprin
Sought by that little band, i
Before thee tu their emptiness
Life’s broken gisterns stand;

" .its that tempted,
sn the taste,

ge of the waste;

When faiiu Jarkens and hopes vanish
In &° | shatle (coming years,

And th | ... u bearest is empty,
Or o-feflifyni 1 with thy tears ;

Though the transient springs have failed thee,

Though the f>unts of youth are dried,
Wilt tie. mc  the mouldering stones
In weariness abide 7

Wilt thou sit among the ruins,

With all words of cheer unspoken,
Till the gilver cord is loosened,

Till the golden bowl is broken ?

Up and onward ! toward the East
Green oases shalt thou find,—

Btreams that rise from higher sources
Than the pools thou leavest behind.

Life has import more inspiring
Than the fancies of thy youth ;
It has hope<g€.)igh as heaven—
‘ It has @ % Yas truth;
y .?’; ?;h‘:&ﬁ* be righted
Mroncd i ey be righted,
el ''.-.IEI:'_J':E::""in,.1 ‘4 be done,
%/ %, ught,
S synwon.
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e are [etters to d.g "9 > é
There are words to raise "2 2y
There is lig..t to give thé"ﬂﬁ I
"
There are <rusned and broken spirits
That electric thoughts may thrill;
Lofty dreams to be embodied,
By the might of one strong will.

There , » God and ce above thee:
Wilt thoy; lmguinﬁn despair 1

Tread "y griel beneath thy feet,
Scal” the walls ot Heaven by prayer,

*T'is the key of the  istle
That opens heav _-om below;
*Tis the ladder of tl ./ atriarch,
Whereon angels :ne and go !
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The forsywing lines [, &5 &8 .assed to Doctor Adan
Clark, while he wus e 4. "in the Shetland Islands,
on a4 missionary visit, in 1826, by a poetess of one of

those islands.
TO DR. ADAM CLARK.

i Lot them q!u glory unto the Lord, and declare His pralse |

im the lslands.
And hast thun,. generous stranger, come

From blooming scenes where nature smiles,

And left thine own delightful home,
To visit Thule’s barren isles 7

What tempted thee to come so far,

A wanderer from the land of bliss 7
To brave the elemental war

Of such a stormy shore as this ?

*Twas not the insatiate thirst of gold,
Nor proud ambition’s loftier aim ;
Nor brighter regions to behold,
Nor undiscovered lands to claim.

No; it was still a loftier aim,—‘
*T'was Christion zeal and Christian love ;
A bright and never-dying flame,

not {ong remain.

(!""" e young, for they
will have enough to bear—
Pasa through life as best they may,

*Tis full of anxious ecare !

Speak gently to the aged one,
Grieve not the care-worn heart ;
The sands of life are nearly run,

Let such in peace depart |

Bpéak gently, kindly, to the poor;
Let no harsh tone be heard ;
They have enough they must eadure,
ithout an unkind word |

Speak gently to the erring—know,
They may have toiled in vain;

Perchance unkindness made them so ;
Oh win them baek aganin|

Bpeak gently! He who gave his life
To bend man’s ﬂuh’b-uf; will,

When elements were fierce with strife,
Baid to them, * Peace be still,”

Speak gently I—'tis a little thing
" h[:mp[?d II:? the I:I.H:I.'l;: deep well
good, the joy which it may bri
Eternity shall tell, ey
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“«MY JIMES %9 THY HLH s
Fati I pow that all my life
Is ‘ticped out for me,
And the changes that will surely come,
I do not fear to see;
Dut I ask thee for a present mind,
Intent on pleasing thee,

I ask thee for a thankful love,
Through constant watching wise,
To meet the glad with cheerful smile

And to wipe the weeping eyes,
And a heart at leisure from dtself,
To soothewnd sympathise.

I wonld not have the restless will
That hurries to and fro,

Seeking for some great thing to do,
Or secret thing to know,—

I would be dealt with as a child,
And guided where to go.

Wherever in the world I am,
In whatsoe’er estate,

I have fellowship with hearts
To keep and cultivate,

And a work of holy love to do,
For the Lord, on whom I wait.

I ask thee for the daily strength
To none that ask denied,

And a mind to blend with outward life,
While keeping at thy side ;

Content to fill a Zitele space,
So thou be glorified.

And if some things I do not ask
In my cup of blessings be,

I would have my spirit filled the more
With gratitudes to thes ;

More careful than to serve thee much,
To please thee perfectly.

There are briars besetting eve A
That call for patient care gy

There is & crook in every lot,
And a nead fOr sarnest prgyer ;

But a lowly heart that leans on thee,
Is bappy every where.

In a service that thy love appoints
There are some bonds for me,

For my secret heart is taught the truth,
That makes thy children free,

And a life of self renouncing love,
Is a life of liberty.

_Demoeritus, in London.

| | The hen is proverbially a nurse, a faithful

PSRN Naly, hermiess, from sbere, l nurae—whntuugruhu hnt:ﬁma she nurses, be it

Blest is the man whose holy breast turkey, goslin, duck—or even the crowy'and for

Enshrines this spark of life Divine | this peculiar quality she was so highly honoured

e B'.g“ :hhli::hgul s qo mf:ﬂ'lm‘tﬁ;# > by Christ, when he uttered his memorable lamen-

S eave the v i i y {ation over that noted city—“ 0 J umﬂem,ﬁ
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ok et - | thera which are pent unto thee ; how often wonld

When Death shall set thy spirit free, I Bave gathered thy olslldran t::llgat ey, oveniiain

To live with God in real.as of love. ot
Lorwick; 1836 . .0 %% {hen gathereth hey chickens under hér w
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