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The hallow'd whacatcn loaf bo breaks, and gives
The synibols to tic Eiders scatcd nigh-
"aTakc, cat the bread ut lire, sent tluwn froin hcavcn

on1 bigh."I

Ife, i like inanner, also lbfled up
The liagon, fiii'd with coîîsecra:ed %vine-

~~~~~y d'àn-din > uof il-Salvaiui's clp,
Meîniurai itiuurtiful uf lais luve divine."
Titin suuiîîuî liatiue-Save tic rustling fainle,
Or polanc-true buughs-, nu butinai alutes inte cars;
Ini ,ileiiîe l)ast, the alv e vsseis shine,
Ilcvutiuu'., :Sbbath .ir-aiin., froin bygunc years,
ltuturn, tii in any ait cye ià misija vicia springing tears.

Again the preacher breaks thc solcrnn pause--
IlLI up y iur eyes to Calvary's rnoutain-sec,
fl rmauurninig veil'd, the inid-day sain withairaws,
Whlîe dies Chf- Saviour, b!eedizlîg o1 tlle troc.
But lîark! again the stars singjubilee.
Witb arithenîsi Il ýaveî's arcades bail their king
Ascnd .iu glor>' iruin. the grave set froc-
Triutîpbanît sie 1aill suar on scraph's wvin-,
Tu mnecet bis anage] bosts around tbe clouds uf spring

I3ebold lais radiant robes of ficecy light,
Meit inito suriny ciller soft and blac ;
Then in tbis, giuomy wvrld of tears and niglit,
l3ehold the table bie biath sprcad for you.
What, tbougb you tread aflictioa's path-a fuw,
A few blhort years your tolis will ail be o'er-
Fromn Pisg-ab's tup the prornised country view-
Tbc happy land, beyund loîrnanuel's shore.-
Where Edcil'à blibsful bower bloomns green for ever-

more.

"Core Ilere, ye houseless wandIrers, soothe your
grief,

Whiie faitb proscrnts yo.ir Fatber's blcsq'd abodie
And bure, ye frieîîdless inourners,fiind relief,
Anal dry yonr tears, in drawing near to God.
The pur inay huLre lay down op)preslion's ioad,
Tbe ricli forger bais crosses and lais care,
Youtb, ecor on Rlleigion's narrow road,
The oh], for bis eternal change prepare,
And whosoever will, life's waters freely share.

Il Eowblestarctbey who in tby courts abidle,
Whose strengli, whose îrnst, upon, Jehovais stays!
For bie in hb pavilion shall thientbide
In covcrt safe, wbcn corne the evii days.
Thougli shadoxvy darkness corrapasseth lits ways,
And tbick clouds like a curtain laide bais tbrcae,
Not even ihrough a glass our cyes shall gaze ;

ln brighter worlds, his wvisdomrn shali be sbown,
And ail things work: for good to chose that are bis cavan.

-1 And blessed arc tie young, te, God Whbo bring
The niiorning of thecir ulays in sacrifice-
Tise licarts luitifil fowers yet fresis vitba spring,
Senti forct an incense jîleasing in !lis cye-,s.
'17o me, ye cliuîdren, hecarieil and bc Wise,

The prcGphets died-our fatbers wherc arc they 1I
Alas 1 ibis iceting word's delusive joys,
Like morziing clomds, and carly dlews, dccay:
B3e yours tchat bctter part, chat fiadeth îlot away.

"Walk rouind chose walls-and o'er the yet greenî
graves,

0f frimna whorn you bave loved, let fali the tear,
On inany dtressecs dark, d.ep inourniîig waves,
Pur soînle ina suaînosers past, w'bo worsbipp'dl ber--
Aruid chose tables, caehi revolvingy-ear,
Wbat fleeting generations 1 blave seent,
Wbte, wbere iny youtbfüi frienfis anîd coirnradesdleari
Fluai, flid away, as they liad never bcen ;
Ai sleeping in te dust beneatb cbose plane-trees

green !

"And sorne are seatcl hure, mninie ageda friends,
Who rouin ib his ta ble never mnore shallincet ;
For lainawbo, b-uw'd wiîlî age, before yu stands,
The muorners burn shal go abut the street.
BlJeuw tbese green bouglis slîadow'd fromn the lien!,
l'vu bics,;s'd the bread uf life for tbrcescorc ycars,
An(: skial nuL mnany nîulrn nabmy> fet,
And some wvbo sit arounfi Ile now ina tears,
To mie bc for a crown of joy wlien Cbrist appearsl

Behuld bie cotnes! witb chauds a kindling flood
0f fiery lamte before bais chariot Lices;
The suin, iu sackciotbi vcil'd, tue muun in blood-
Ai kindreds of the earti dismay shall seize-
Like figs, tîntirne> shakent b>' the breeze.
The fîx'd1 stars fail, amnid the thunder's, roar-
Tbeburied spring t Illfe bentatb these treces-
A iniglîty ange] standing on clic shore,
Witb arns stretcb'd forth to heaven,swears timcshai

bc no more.

Tbe bout is isear, your robes unspotted keep-
The vuws you now bave s;worn, are seal'd on Iigh.
Hark! hiark! Gud's answcrtîîg voice in thunlders dcep,
'Madst waters dark, and tbick cloua of thc sky.
Andi wbat, if now to jcdgment or, your cye
Ilc bu rst-wherc yonder lîvid lightnings play.
His chariot of saivation pasiujg by,
Tbe great white chrono, thc terrible array
0f Hini, before wbose frown the heavcns shaîl flee

away 1

'My friends, how dreadful is this boly place,
Wbere rails thc tbickening thunder, God is near
Anti tbough we cannot sec baimr face to face,
Yet as froin Iloreb's moulât bis voice wc hear;
l'be angel armaies of tbe iîpper splbere,
Downa fraona chose clouds un yuur coaniunion gaze,
The spirit of the dcad who once were dear,
Arc vicwless witnesscs of ail your ways.
Go froni bis talt tliîe-wiLi treiabling lune bis

praise.


