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MfE sABBATIr.
(From thc pen of the REv. Dit. WORDSWORtTH, Canon of Tfetminster Aliley, and

,neptec of thte late Poet Laurcate.)
O day of rest and gladness

O day of joy and light,
O baini of care and .sadness,

Mfost beautiful, xnost bright!
On thce, the highi and 1owly,

Bending before the Throne,
Sirig Holy, IIoly, Holy,

To tlue Great Thre, in One.
On thee, at the Creation,

The light first hiad its birth;
On thee,' for our salvation,

Christ rose frorn dcpths of earth;
On thee our Lord victorious

The Spirit scnt from heaven,
And thius on thee, nost glorious

Atriple lighit wvas given.
Thou art a port protected

Fro1 stornis that round us rise;
A garden intersccted

With streanis of Paradise;
Thou art a cooling fountain

In life's dry, dreary sand;
Froni thee, likie Pisgah's mountain,

We view our Proinised Land.

Thou art a holy ladder,
Whr ,nels go and corne:

Each Sunday linds us gladder,
Nearer to hecaven, our home.

A day of' sw-eet reflection,
Thou art a day of love;

A day of resurrection
From earth to things, above.

To-day on weary nations
The heaveniy manna falls;

To holy convocations
The silver trumpet cails,

Where Gospel lighit is glowing
With pure nnd radiant bearns,

And living ivater flowing
Withi soul-refreshing strearns.

New graces ever gaining
From this our day of rest,

*We reacli the Rest remaining
To spirit-s of the blest;

To ly Ghost be praises,
To Father and to Son;

The Churcli lier voice, upraises,
To thec, blest Three iii One.


