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N tenderest views of the cross, yet ever listen- | Olney Hymns, which were the joint produc-
f ing to the dark fiend at his side that whis- | tion of himself and his beloved friend John
pered, “it is not for you.” No words | Newton. The total number of hymus con-
o - could describe the agony inflicted on the | tributed hy Cowper to this collection was
d _ gentle spirit of Cowper, by this awful delu- | sixty-cight. They are truly atterances of
’ | gion, which undoubtedly was a relic of his | the heart—rrystallizations of the emotions
3 | former insanity. Yet, strange to say, this { that surged through hisown spirit. What
i poor, wounded, bleeding heart was all :he | love and sorrow—what tremblingr and re-
! while pouring out iustruction, gaidance | joicing—what childlike trust and holy fear
1 and consolation for others. ¥ow much | thrill thraugh these lovely hymns; while a
5 poorer would our christian literature be, | few of them are shadowed by hisown pain-
< wanting ““The Tusk,” the hymms, the [ ful malady. Once Cowper was out in the
d touching letters of Cowper! The picrced | fields alone, meditating and lifting his
A i heart of the poet sent out the most precious | heart to God. Suddenly he was seized
i 4 balm, for others only, while taking despair | with a dreadful presentiment of returning
i { s its portion : or, as Mra, Browning finely | insanity, which unhappily was soon real-
n ! expresses it,— ized. But erc the gloom gathered and
[ 1‘ “Qpoets! from a maniac's tongue was poured the while {mlthl‘ms si{ong, ?9 sa;: flown }img
' | deathless singing; N }clompanf(‘ tu&t mosr: touc! “inlgd]}} mn whie
4 0 christians! to your cross of hope a hopeless as comforied many & troubled heart,—
| hand is clinging 5 4 God moves In & mysterious way,
0 men! this man, in brotherbood, your weary His wonders to perform;
paths begwiling, He plants his footateps on tho sea,
Groancd only while he taught you peace, and died Ana rides upon the storm.
while ye were smiling.”
But most mysterions of all—this gloom Y}‘ﬁﬂ s:nfs foealt c:u:gedmc‘
. continned to the lasc. His fast poetical Are bin with morey and shall beeals
¢ effusion was that fearful wail of o despond- Te Dig with mercy and, sha'l bre:
o ing spirit, ke Castaway, over which Hugh In Llessings on your head,
t Ml!’(‘:!‘ hung durmg‘lus last night on carth, Judge not tho Lurd by fecble sensc,
: while the clouds of insanity were deepening But trust him for his graco;
" isto miduight rloom—a mournfal witness Behind a frowniug Providence
o . to the truth of two lines of the poem,— He hides a emiling face.
B “ But misery still delights to trace . < et .
K3 Its sembl-nee in anather's case.” B]f:d‘:'::]:; ’? v?)‘:;eit: ‘:;:;
8 How sad to find the gentle, loving Cow- God is his own intepreter,
d | per, in this effusion, twking, ns o type of And he will make it plain.
4 himself, & sailor who had fallen overboard o .,
L ina storm, amnid the roaring waves of the The beautiful hymn which commences,
n Atlantic, and who, after an hour’s battling | ** How blest the creature is, O God,” and -
Y with the billows, sauk into the scething | whick he named The Happy Charge, was
8 caldron. How pitcous to think thai the | the first he composed atter his second re-
" last stanza he penncd on earth should be | covery fro 1 his cruel malady. About the
5 { this— same period he wrote perhaps his finest
N 4 Xo voice divine th storm allayed, hymn, ¢ Far from the world, O Lord, Ifice.” 7
No lieht promitious chone: ¥ Gladly would we linger longer over Cow-
e 0 Hight propitious shone; . per’s hymns, did thé space at disposal per-
8 When efmtc]wd from all effectual air, mit. e will lang be revered and loved as
: We perishied each alone: tho author of those hymns so dear to the
¢ But I beneath a rougher sea, christian’s heart, « O, for a closer walk with
. And whelmed in deeper gulfs than he.” God;” “There is a fountain filled with
b We picture_to oursclves the glad and | Plood 3 « What various hindrances we
- holy surprise of Lim whose last words were, | meet;” and, *’Tis my hnpgmcss below,
¢ 1 feel anntterable despair,” when he Not to live without the cross.
y  cmerged from the depths of that inscruta- The next great contribution to sacred
s ble despondency which had so long en- | song were the hymns of John and Charles
" throuded him, and found himself safe for Wesley. Regarded in 2 mere literary point
ever in the arms of infinite Jove—all clouds | of view, they must be accorded a foremost
seattered amid the shinings of an eternal | place in our English hymnology. Lyrieal
T day. fire, melody of versification, strength, heag-
ff . It was during the interval between his | ty and purity of diction, concentratcd power
o ‘moattacks of insanity—those eight years | without stroin or effort ; tenderness, pathos,
3 shich were the happiest of his whole life— | mastery over the emotions of the soul,—
that Cowper composed his portion of the

all theso qualities are largely and strikingly



