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A CHANT FOR RAGGED SCHOOLS.

Cowmg, gentle folks, come, semple folks,

- Of high and low degree,

And listen to our joyous song,
And view our merry glee :

For vice and want have fled away,
While virtue marches on,

And joyous are our grateful hearts,
That vice and want are gone.

By you our infant minds are taught,
Our infant hands are trained

To practise useful arts, by which
An honest living ’s gained.

And oh, how sweet the coarsest fare,
By honest labour won !

And oh, how dear the humblest home
That we can call our own!
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LAY UP TREASURES IN HEAVEN.

Whay treasures hoard, that rust and rot,
Or gold that thieves may steal ?

Why are those priceless gems forgot
That bear God’s holy seal ?

Strive ye to gain the Christian’s share,
And store in heaven your prize;

For if your dearest treasure’s there,
There will your wishes rise.

On food and raiment wherefore spend
Your life in careworn thought,

While food for an immortal mind
Remains by you unsought ?

Your Father feeds the fowls of air,
‘Who neither reap nor sow ;

The lilies spin not, yet how fair
The gentle lilies grow !

And if God feed the sparrow small,
And clothe the fading flower,
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AYE DO YOUR BEST.

Tuk times are hard, an’ fortune shy,
Has lang been ilka grummler’s story,
But work aye on, an’ aim aye high,
The harder work—the greater glory.
The honest mind, the sterling man,
The chains o’ poortith canna fetter,
So strive, and do the best ye can,
And tak my word ye’ll sune be better.

1

Althongh ye toil for little gear,

Though whiles your labour may be slichted,
The darkest sky is sure to clear,

An’ virtue’s wrangs will aye be richted.
Ne'er deem yoursel’ an ill-used man,

Nor ca’ the world a heartless debtor,
But strive, and do the best ye can,

An’ tak my word ye'll sune be better.
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Through foliage green peep villa, grange, and spire,
The Napier’s peel-tower frowning erowns the height,
While towering high, the patriot’s soul to fire,
The hoary Castle looms upon the sight—
A monarch seated on a monntain throne,
Recounting doughty deeds of times long gone.

And while these ancient trees so gnarled and gruff,
Recall old times when castled keep was here,
On that tall elm with boughs so high and tough,
Is slung the swing to merry childhood dear ;
See how they mount ; come down, wild rogues, come down,
You'll ne’er again be fit to live in town.

And on that richly gowan’d grassy holme,
How quietly Hawky chews her flowery food,
While mare and foal through rich white clover roam,
And Grumphy, winking, feeds her squeaking brood ;
But, quick away, guard heads, and hands, and arms,
The air grows dark, a noisy bee-hive swarms.

What swarms of happy ereatures here are seen,
‘White-headed varlets group in clusters round,
Ducklings and goslings scamper o’er the green,
Young birds in every bush and brake are found,
And window caves are thick with nests of clay,
By swallows built to keep ill luck away.
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THE EMIGRANT’S ADDRESS TO AMERICA.

Aww hail! immortal Freedom’s home !
Land of the brave and free!

Far o’er the vast Atlantic foam,
I come, I come to thee.

To thee, where Truth’s defenders waved
Their star-lit flag of yore; '

To thee, whose sons Oppression braved,
And swept her from thy shore.

Thy rivers roll in ocean floods,
Thy mountains cleave the sky,
While thy untrodden solitudes
In dreamy silence lie.
But gentle peace, and giant mind,
Together journeying on,
Amid these wilds their home shall find,
And raise their mutual throne.

Then onward in thy proud career,
But, oh! be just, as strong,
R
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SUNSHINE AND SHOWER.

THE heart that is sinking in sorrow
May mourn, but need never despair;

The night may be dark, but to-morrow
The sky may be smiling and fair.

As golden day follows grey morning,
As summer heat follows the rain,

As shadow makes light more adorning,
So pleasure is heighten’d by pain.

Our life is a state of progression,
Though weary and rough be the way ;
And ere we get good in possession,
Hard labour’s the price we must pay.
Then pause not though dark and alarming
The sky in the distance may lour;
Press on ;—there be regions more charming,
The sunshine comes after the shower.

Then list not your woe-begone lover,
And heed not your woe-boding friend ;












