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11E following hitherto unpublished linos are from the peu of

LISTON FUIOf Rahnear Ednug, a warmly-attaclied
ber and active supporter of the Sehoemes of the Church at home.

little poemns. signed M. A. L. P., rnay bc often sen in religious

THE EMý,ERALI) DOW.

Rcv. iv. 3.

30V E the tbrone on highi

~ An emerald bow I sec,

's~Wlht docs it sigUifý ?

Wlhat lesson boar to nue ?

Lt tells of covenant to be,

That spans our cloudy sky;

It sliines in rain drops boere,

But there in cloudless sky.

Lt tells of promise sure,

0f words that neyer fail;

It tells of love, xvost pure,

For uý witlîin the Veil.

Are We in sorrow bore ?

With elouds and ternpest bound,

Ahi ! still the einerald bow

.Around the ibrone is found.

Are we in lonely grief ?

As if forgotton quite,

Ther'b, still the emerald bow

Undined and shining bright.

Our Jesus, still the sanie,

Who was and is to, be;-

Our covenant God of love,

We'll put our trust in thee!

Prov. xv. 1.

OFTLY, softly, answer not

8 With lieated words of strife,

Kr- Thesse rrievous words do but stir up

Tie ang- springs of life.

Softly, sofly, answcr -ive,

Withi loving, gontle Word;

Thon only are you like to IHini,

The loving, gontie Lord.

Softly, softly guide the Young

To speak with loving voice;

Toacli thoni to turn the a-igry Word

With love the angry noise.

Softly, softly Jesus spoke,

Wfhen taunted and revilcd;

Soffly, softly WC nxust speak,

Whou teinptcd and bcguiled.

If wrath was turnêd thus away

]3y soft ana loving speech,

Uow happy we might ever be

Is it within our reach ?
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