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(The Editor of the Nova Scotta Church Chroutele doe8 not hold hirnelf responsible for the
opinions of Corrçspondents.) [O H HRUC1OIL

TIIO' ollwin beutfui poem, on freqùent communions, is from a collection of
hvmns on the Btessed Sacrament, pubiished ini the year 1745, 1», John & Charles
Wesley. Together with the hymna they published a treatise, by a clergyman of a
former age, entitled IlThe Christian Sacrament and Sacrifice." The hy-mn8 and trea-
tise wvere intended by them as a manuel for their Society. This hytan is probably
from the pen of Charles Wesley.
Happy the saints of former dayti,

Who first continued in the Word;
A simple, lowly, loving race,

Truc followers of their Iamnb-ike Lord.

In holy fellowsbip they lived,
Norwould from thecommandment move,

But every joyful day received
Trîe tokens of inspiring love.

Not tlien above their Master wise,
They simpIy in fis pat1h8 remained,

Ani called to mmnd His sacrifice
With stedifast faith and love unfeigned.

Frorn house to biouse they broke the bread
Inipregnated wîth life divine,

And drank the Spirit of their lcad
'rransmittcd ind-the sacrcd wine.

With Jesus' constant presence blessed,
WIîilc duteous to Ilis dying word,

They kept the Eucharistie feast,
And supp*d in Eden with their Lord.

Tlîroughout their spotlcss lives was scen
The virtue of this hcavenly food;

Supetior to the sons of men
They soared aloft, and îvalk'd with God.

0 what a fiame of sacred love
Was kindled by tlîe Altar's fire I

They lived on eartlî like those above,
Glad rivaIs of thc heav enly choir.

Strong in the strength herewith received,
And mnindful of the Crucificd,

fis Confessors for IlBm thcy lived,
For FIim his faithfui martyrs died.

Their souls from chains of fiesh released,
By torture from their bodies driven,

With violent faith the kingdom scized,
And fought and foreed their way to

heaven.

Where is the pure primeval flame,
Which in their faithfut bosoms glow'd ?

Where are the followers of the Lamb,
The dying witnesses for God?

Why is the faithfut secd dcqreascd ?
The life of God extinet anâ dead ?

The daily Sacrifice is ceased,
And 0-harity to heaven is fied.

Sad, mutual causes of decny,
Slackness and vice together move;

Grown cold we cast the means away,
And quench tîje latest spark of love.

The sacred sigus Thou did'st ordain,
Our pleasant tbings, are ail laid waste,

To nien of lips and hearts profane,
To dogs, and swine, and lîcatiiens cast.

Thine holy ordinance contemn'd
Hlath let the flood of cvii in,

And those who by Thy namne ýre namcd
Trhe lîcathens unbaptized où t-smn.

But cans't Thou not Thy work revive
Once more in our degenertite years?

Owould'st Thou with Thy rebels strive,
And mielt them into gracious tears !

0 would'st Thou to Thy Churcit retura,
For wvhich the faithfut remnant sigbs,

For whichi the drooping nation mnourns,
1Restore the daily Sacrifice !

]Return .and with Thy servants sit,
Lord of the Sacramental feast,

And satiate us with hcavcnly ment,
And inake the worid Thy happy gucat..

Now tet the Spouse, reclined on Thee,
Corne Up out of the wvildcrness

Froni evcry spot and wrinklc free,
And wvash'd, and perfected in grace.

Thou.hcar'st the pleading Spirit's groan,
Thou know'st the groaning Spirit's>vill,

Comne ini Thy graclous kingdom down,
And ail Thy ransom'd servants seat.

"Corne quickly, Lord," tlxe Spirit cries,
' Tlîe number of Thy sains compiete,"

'Côrne quickly, Lord," the Bride replies,
And niake us ail for glory meet.

Erect Thy Tabernacle here,
The New-Jerusalem scnd down,

Thyseif amidst Thy saints appear,
And seat us on Thy dazzirg thronc.

Begin the great milleniat day;
Now, Saviour, wîth a shout descend;

Thy standard in the heivens display,
And bring tbe joy which nc'cr shail end.


