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(For the ('anadiain Tndependent.)

AT DAY BREAK~.

And why is nigit ? th' s loss of time-
This break in action, stoppage of ail progress-
This men prostration of the strong, the briglit, the good-
This cov'ring- up o£ flow'rs, and scenes and works-
That splendid wastc on higli, magnificence unseca-
(Olouds endless, trav'lling fast, yet stately,
Mooti, stars and distant suins ail out nt once-

Acourtly meeting of the %vorIds near earth,
Yet darkness, stupor, broken fancies reign o'er nman.)
Whbat inians this dull and ile frequency ?
This separation of our race froin what i3 grand?
This weakuess, meanness, loss, derangement ?
Yes, ic/iy is Niglit? Why net coatinueus day, and noon ?

Niglit is net vacancy and stilîniesa.
lt's softly donc, 'fis true, yet muchi is done-much as in d&y.
An equilibriumn of the «iir*s restor'd,-dews hielp te ripen-
Myrinds of insects sport in happiness at fire.fly signaIs.-
Many a bird beside tlie owl, and bat, and night-hawk
Finds bier dlay, and flits, and flirts, disdaining common hour-
]3easts renni, aud nicet, and lay up etores-
And birds of passage traverse airy iays on pleasure,
Or sensons keep as suits their taste for lient or cold,-
A music of the spheres is heard by nature's fav'rites-
Children of geaius look at beauties hid froni viiîgar eye3-
The deeper, fluer truths are brouglit te men of hert-
And patterns new of tliougit, are giv'n
For universal distribution-
Ilearts yearn for distant goed-decisions strong
Are made and register'd-sharp-edg'd ideas
Emnerge froni busy day's confusions,-
Anguls of judgnient round the guilty go
Whisp'ring te conscience final warnings-
And liglits of faith peer threugli as life's glare fades.
Night's but the complement of day, a turn for othier orders,
A tinie for vast mysterieus operations.
Morning closes busy scenes, nnd sun-dowvn opens day
0f vist significance.

Yles, great is Niglit. It keeps Tinxe's record,
And thus makes days, and months, and years.
It's God'3 tiimc. Nuin'rous races wait upou Ilini-
Progress vast is nmade around us and far off,
(M:iin's but a chld-mucli may be donc lie dees net sce or know.
As infants sleep wvhile parents nre einploy'd.)
AIl nature gets refresh'd while man's away,
A curtain darkly bights drawn o'er the heav'ns
W'hile erring, grev'lling moert-ils moil and sin.
Yes, IlGod's linzc,"-Darkness marks bis grandeur-
Darkness full of life and action-inercy, justice, wisdoin.
"6 lis way is in the deep," ilpast finding eut," Il Hus paths."
Our darkness is Ilis liglt-Ilis liglit but blinda us.
The deepest mys'tries are iost God-like.
Parts of 1lis ways are these, and only parts-
Liglit alunes effulgent there, whule here 'tis dark.
flcsscd is Niglit te us, se lieavy, dreniy, grosa,


