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Whilo pa3.qiog a garden, 1 pnuned, Io lwar
À voico, faint, and faltering from one that vas noarý
Tho ie ofthe mourner afcctcd rny licart,
While pleading, in anguish, the pour sinner's part!

Wh f oteig, to heaven, his pitifui prayor;
He spobe ofth torments, the sinner must bear!
iie life, as a ransom, hie offered to give,

T['at sinners, redeemeod, in glory inighl livo.

1 paused a moment, and turned to see,
WVhat man of compacssion, this stranger'r.niglit be-
Whon, )o! 1 d1brover'd, knclt on the cold grouod;
Tho lovoliest beiog that ever was forme d.

Hie mantde was wet with the dew of the night,
Hie locks by pale inoonbeatns ivere gl itt'ringr and bright,
Hie eyes, sparkling liko dianionds, to heaven wero raîsed!
Whilst angols, in wonder, stood round him a mazed!

So deop 'vas hie sarrow-so fervent his prayers,
That down, o'er bis cheeks, rolledl sweat, blood, and tcars!
1 wept to behiold bini, and askod his name *
He answered, 'tis -Jesus; fromn leaven I came.

1 arn thy Rodeemr,-for thee 1 must die!
The cup ie most bitter; but canno t pass by:>
The cause ut bis trouble, to bear him repent,
Affectcd my heart, and I foli at bis feet.

1 trernbled with horror; and loudly did cry,
4Lord, gave a pour sinner; 0, saxe, or 1 die!"

Hie smiled, when ho saw me, and 8aid, tu me «Ilive:
Thy sins, which were.many, 1 freely forgive!"
How Sveet ivas the moment, he bade me rejuico;
Hie smile, 0, how pleasznt-liow cheoring his voice.
1 flow froin the garden, tu spread it abroad,
1 sbouted, salvation! 0 glory to. God!!
1 arn nov on my journay, to noansions aboya,
My soul's fult of gtory. of peace, ligâat, and love;
1 think of the gardon, the prayers aid the tears,
0f that Iovely stranger, who baniishod nmy fears,

The day of bright glory, is roffing, oround.
WVhen Gabriel, desceiiding. tha trompet -,hall Sound,
My sou(. then in raptutres of glory, shiah rise
To gaze un Iis: straiscger, ivith unclouded eve-4.

DyBishop ,IfcKiendrie on his de<dkA bed,

Whit ie, titis titat ate-a1s, tuaI steals upon iny frame 1
Isit deaili? is il death ?

That soon wil qucnchl, wili quench this vital fiame;
Is it death 1 Is it death?

if this be death, I soon shall be, from every pain and sorrowv free;
I shal the King of Glory Eee:-

ki Àl is ivell ! Ais je wel!


