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lieuise of God, wiLli the voice of loy
aiiid I)raise, witlî a muultitude thlat
kept holy (lILy."1 Th'lis gives uis but
un idex to Luie nainy pasL scelles
thal; Iloodud hiis 1 "cuîory. lie wruilil
recail tiiose str. -e feelingt-s tliat
were associ;itedl witli the quiet of luis
shieflierd life; tlie iiîîîiensity of
of Creaîtioîî, LHie lovelnîiess of the
bis, te airoiua of the îneadowvs,
the. blacki conicave of thie Iliavenls
stildiled ",with o umillionî couistel-

lain» lie w'ould recaîli, too, the
days' of sweet. colipanlionlslip %wiLlî
J oliaîthlîn, thie frieiid of h is youth.
For the mtomnent lit, is eiitriied(
Niil Llie voîces of the paîst. Buit
to() s0(11 the spell is brokie. Ile is

dgil iiiui idst the sad iVIilities of thie

lake Lhe v'is'ioîu of a dreani. "Whlieni
1 reit'iber these tiig«s 1 pour ouut
iuy souti w'iLiiinie. To soniie ex-
lent we canl aippreciate luis imood
luere. To aill of lis Lucrp lias couic
ait timies thaît solemil Stilfless,
wvlieu ie siiapes of the pas'tblave
trooped iii sileuit siendor througli
te sou,). The odor of te îcaîdows,

Miue sihigof the wiuîd, tuie ilodul-
daitioii of a v'oice, thc glanc of an
eye, elie pressure of a liand(Itîese
for the nmoiient posscissed otîr beiiigs
as of yo*e. The preseîit, witlî iLs
sorrows lied. And -wluat a revulsion
of feelinig wvas ours w~lieix ve, caume
Vo reaîlity lîgaili ! fflVhei 1 rcimenm-
ber thlise thnys pour out iny soul
withiiii Ille.!'

(4) Agaî inm, ail] nature îninistered
Lo lais despair. "Deep calletli uîîito
deep at the noise of thy water-

spouts :aIll thiy W.-ves aîid bihlows
-ire goie over tuie." As lie lieaîrd te
flood roliiîg Vo the sea, w'ave cali-

lue l'feilt Lliat hoe liad a straumge syln-
pathiizer with iiîself. Onme waveof
(lesj)air caîhiîg uîîto atiotiier auîd
(Ieel)er. l-lowv truly duoeq nature iii-
terpret our s(1111 . fflueuu we are
gI aiul, aill Creatiozu rejoices with uis.
"A brigliter emeiCulld twiiikil(s ini

HLile grass, a purer Saîpliph icîis
iiito the1. sp. VIIcii 'wL arc sadl, tle
wvi ids illoauî for uis, t.he starls Sh ilne
colily iito our jadedl Spirits, the
.sîuri itig su rmnds lier bghorv, Mle
silliset tills lis with t.he titouluflt of
deatlu. Yes. NaLttre is iiisiang
relaLtiotu wi'd.l Il u uuîaîuutv. Bllt ob-
serve Mhis: tiiolgti Nwe projeett olir
nIoods onl nature, thongil we fild
lier iuu symupatiy vii Our sorrows,
Naîture is noever sad foi- hefrseif.
She liais nao sorrows of lier own wvit-li
wiih te saddeît lis. WVere -%ve atl-
ways ghaid, wc woiuld flid lier glad.
Hler*s isa coniiit;il songy of Luit uîph)l
Vo lier God. Sie siîîg Uiuiuior
straii oiihy ont of synîpatlîy for tus.
ILt isa il. îsot inIi fe. 'l'euîderly
SYuI pli)11etie wit.ii thil triais of
otiiers w*c s ulit, ; but. jitver let
lis saîddeuî otit1ers WviL i r t;riails.

(5 ) \'\e filit ;îuîotiîer eaîuîse of
l)aîvads*ý dejectioî ini t'lie lauek of

iîiîii syiili.atluyi. 'As wviLli a
swvord inil uy boues mine enieines re-
I)roa(,li i wle tiîey sa.y contiîitaîl-
]y utîto Ille %vliere i-s thy GodI." Ile

ind a synupatuizer iin the exter-
uial world. Ili umail lie foiîid but
cold rebuffs. A veritable sword in


