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(Concluded from page 216.)
Not 50 the good man who reveres his Lord,
Leligion leads nm with her silver cord;
A cause he finds for every thing he sces,
The crenture-God, and God the creature please.
No chilling doubt his quict consetence draws,
e knows all's God-made, yet seeks not His cuuse s
He seeks a heaven, devoid of doubt ot tear,
Where virtue?s vorries crowns of glory wear;
And when his sminmon's calls from earithaway,
He feels 5o fears, no trembling 10 obey;
11is soul is consclous of no coward fear,
Anditrembles not deatl's sigtal trump to hear.
Firm in integrity his soul is found,
And smiles to hear death’s signal trumpet sound
He knows in heaven his Advocate will prove,
A Chirist of pity, aud a Christ o love;
A God of mercy, knows he'll meet in heaven,
Repented, past, unwitting sins forgiven;
This why inpatient is hie 10 away,
Thie why he chafes lus humble bonds of clay,
He feels impauent of hus thratdom here, -
Aud heaven's last trump 13 music an s ear;
His eager soul, fam, fuin would soar away,
‘To tread the confines of eternal day :
1n heaven's bright court he fum would take his seat
Where kindred spirits he is sure to meet;
Toe loug, he thinks, lus flight hos been delayed,
e thinks too long thiough hfe’s rough paths he's stray*d;
He waits death’s passpoits, which be gladly greets,
Then goes to tread Jerusalem's golden streets—
God’a praise 10 sing upod a sweet-toned 1yrs,
In concert rich wah the celesual choir;
No humlling power aurarts lam sull 10 canh,
No plodding scheme he labours 1o give birth,
Tho' standing on that brink where we may find
Etemity’s dread occan roll behind s
Her waves in gentlest tnunuurs lave hus feet,
No scowlg tempest on its breast he'll meet;
Tiie mists of doulit and unbelicf spel,
nd faith's bright beacon on his vicw shall swell;
#rmh‘s highthouse gleams where Christans oft reson,
Ard xuidcsﬁnis vessel to hier destined port ;
The rocks and shoals of uabelicf nre rss’d,
Aud Ceathi's blcak headlands come the worst, and !ast;
Buzg s tight vesael 0%er the tar hath stood,
Azad gained the lay, nides o'er a tranquil flood ;
No tow'ring wave he fears will now o'criwwhelm,
Ile knows he's safe—religion®s at the helm.
Though in clernity’s deep acean should
Oblivious rivers disemboguc their flood,
To sink beneath their waves he has no fears.
¥or fame shall naine hin 10 succeeding yeats ;
To after nges shall his name descend,
Bright in the mem'ry of & faithful friend,
He whom rEL1GIoN did by wisdom guide,
In heaven will find her still his bosout™s bride
Tlus carth 10 loge, counts not the good mau loss,
To him are richcs, cquipages, dross ;
The fricids he leaves, hic gives an embrace sweet,
Assured in heaven, the loved ones he will mecet ;
Where cach employ?d join with a sweet accord,
As min'string angels i a gracious Lond,
ObL! s a glurtous aim for heav'n to live,

Far such a homa life’s toilsome years to give ;

The babes we cherishi*d, and the long Jov'd wife,
All are transplunted from this land of strife —

All et in heavrn, where fuith her antben sings,
Al huppy subjects of the King of kings ;

No painful change, no chilling grief or woe,

But blessings glorious which fiom glory flow;

In vain the human eye would contemplate

The radiant glozies of this heavenly state.

Vain is the mocking luxuvy of axt,

The fuding splendor of a canker*d heart,

Or regul grandear, which a throne may wear,

With heaven's least wihie of glory can’tcompare ;
The sweetest hymns that to earth’s sons belony,

Or softest notes of instrumental song;

May not compare, tho' joy each ofd inspires

With the rich struins which thrill from angels lyres.
Nor yet is thisa fading changing scene,

That time might tell of what it once hath been;

Oh, no! the pride of art may fast deeay,

Awnd carthly splendour, too, may fade away ;

Proud architectnres crumble into dusy,

Or grandeur waste hefore devouring yust;

‘The moih inay,not o’er some gorgeo  scene,

The wonn may sport where beauty oize hath been,
Aud ¢'en satiety may weary grow,

For newness wish, or sigh for change of shiw;
Aund 1io? stall’d, at last the feastrefuse,

‘Though still perplex'd what new-bosn vice to choose,
And pleasure loathe, ayc, loathe ¢'en to decay,

The scenes once Joved, but long since pass’d away 2
But 'tis not so with those bright heavenly joys,
Which tine neter surfeits, nor which years desiroys ;
All heaven's joys are sure, they are not few,

Tho' ages ‘ormed, yei still are evertiew;

Thosc cyes may weary 1bat earth's pageant sces,
Here still behold some newborn scene 1o please;
81ill smme new seenes before our optics roll,

The mind o cheer, and 1o delight the Loul;

Seenc joined 1o scene of grand magnificence,
Outvics carth's splendour or its vast expeuse ;

The Omnicient’s throne, whose pearly 10bes enfold
Resplendent pillars of the purest gold, .
There milk and honey from cach siieain distils,
Aund flow'rs with fragrance every arcnde fills;
Each breath that blows o'er the celestial plain
Secems clothed in music of the softest staing

A balmy odour o°cr the Iandscepe nioves,

‘That is distilling from ten thousand groves ;
Trauspazent fruits, rich, clusi'ring, woo to cat,
Bright dropping gems lie Wmped at the feet;

A resting ccuch invites the weary there,

Which Ganges' cygnet down could not compare ;
Thesc are unbougkt by those by whoin unpriced,
But are the blessings of the heirs with Christ ;

Nor thesge alone vain would my pen essay

The Christian's rest, the Christian’s hoine pourtray ;
The scene surpasses far the creatures thought

That science gives us. or that carth has taught;
Oue moment there repays for years of pain,

Makes carth nao loss, but, heav'n acquired, a gain.
But where's this heaven which Christians so much prize?
Is it located in yon azure skics?

No. Whatethen? where? in yon tright ord of gold
Where gliticring #pires the morning's birth unfold?
1s it yon bright, you silver lamp of‘uig‘ht

That gilds the landscape with ho: ineliow light?

1s it thosc gems yon azuse vault that deck,

Like living pearisthe bioad cxpanse that speck ?
No: noac of these arc heaven—they 100 must waste;
Whea caith consurnes they too shall be displaced;
When final judgment its dire mandate huls,

They too must perish in the wreck of worlds.

Is 11 where lightnings flash, or thunders growl?
Whence tempests spring, of where the whisdwinds howl?
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