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"Full oft have I been praying so, and chiding His delay,And, Io ! the work was doue, or ere my lips had ceased to prayFor our ears are dull of hearing ; stay and put them not to proofBeneath the grmnding of the wheel, and trampling of the hoof."
"Nay, it boots not," said the angel, "they are but the ghosts- of thoseTliree hundred priests of Baalim who fell beneath thy blowsThat glorious day on Carmel ; let them perislh, as they cryTo the gods that cannot help them when they live, or when they die.
"Drive on, ye horses of the Lord, across the weltering throng,It is the great Elijali ye are bearing now along,Let thiem see him once again in the triumph .of his faith,And hear the bitter miockerv, and taste the bitter death."
It was the great Elijah, the prophet stern and grand,Faithful only to Jehovah lie in all the faithless landZealous even unto slaughter for the God of Israel'Gainst Ahab and the minions of the Tyrian Jezebel.
But he answered, "Stay thy running, and let me here descend,For the Lord lias hither brought me suirely for this very endAh ! this thing I had forgotten-day of glory and of dole-And I wist not what did ail mie, but its weight was on my soul.''
Then lie stept down from the chariot, looking O so meek and mild,For the burden of the glory made himi humble as a child •And lie lifted up the prostrate head of one and then another,For the burden of the greatness made him tender as a mother.
"Ye priests of ancient Sidon and of purple Tyre" he cried •"I have heard a still small voice that hushed the storms of wrath and pride,A d God Who was not in the fire, and was not in the wind,Was in the still snall voice that spake to the unquiet mind.
"O worshippers of Ashtoroth, and priests of Baalim,I thouglht to please Jehovah, and I only grievèd Him;I flouted you, and mocked you, and I deemed that I did wellWhen I smiote you in the name of Him, the God of Israel.
"But He hath no pleasure in the death of any man that dies,He delighteth not in blood or smoke, of such a sacrifice ;Yea, not a worm is crushed, but the writhings of its painTouch a chord of His great pity, Who made nothing live in vain.
"He had patience with thee, Sidon, and patience I had noue ;For the art of Tyre, perchance, He let the sin of Tyre alone,Something lie saw to stay His wrath, but I would nothing see;Ye were the priests of Jezebel, and hateful tnto me.
"'I did not think how liard it is to find the way of truthI did not think how liard it is to shake the faith of youthVet if I was walking iu the light, the credit was not mine,But God's, Who lu His grace to mue, had made the light to shine.


