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- , Dwelling bigh in endiess day
By thy remerse when tie vzin dream departed, Holy Spirit, shed 2 1ay,

, S Cenl . .
That lured thy soul from its Creator fur, rey divine on man.
By the sweet beams 1o soothe thine angush

darted Come, thou ligiit of every heart
From thy Rm.’etm&?’s eyes asfrom a siar. Aud thy chejcest gifts impart,
By all thy pesitence, i_. thut ematien, Come Futhrer of tite poor.
With which thou goucedst upon lis sacred .

i Thou of comforiers the best,
{ Thou the Chiistian’s saving goest,
Refreshmenta to tire soul

<& .(’
Apsorbed in gratiiude, and deep duvolion,
Qiniment, cnd tears, niore Whull the oitment
swoch Thou cans't rest in toil hesiow,

O piead for those stiil Goomad to dinger here | Thou cans't feel each passing. glow
In uus dark ciime o suGering and ¢f 1ar! i And solice man it griefl
By thy wild griell wihen, on the fatal meubtain ? Light «1 hallowed, may thy beams
G Caivary, thou diist Lolield the flood ' Evor fiow in pienteous sireiins
Bursting from Merey's sweet exhausiless foun- ! And fiil the Cluisiau’s heart.
tain,

Tor without thy aiding grace,

Todrowna world’s inpending doam in Llvod: . y
Helpless, worthiless, were our race,

Ry ali then felt, whern, ut the crossiow knceling,

Heedless of aii else near ihiee. thou didst teuce - The sous ot sin and wrazlz._
Alike in selfreproach, and lni::cr eehing, : Soiten our hearts, O God, we proy, -

. cath darken on iy foved Redeomier's foce | Wash tie stains of sin away. g
0‘: "!ead for those, stiil dooined to hager here, And heal the peopie’s wotnds.
In this dark clime of sufiering zird of rear ! i -

i Bend to grace, each stubborn wilj;
By thine oil eager love. when duil night flying | Languid souls with ardour fill,

“Gave Dlace 1o woriin. = rosv-colourcd ray.

And guide our wandering steps.
And i breezes faint with rieh perfume were sigh- ! gu .’g ~oP

ing : ine aid on o 1yleep .

All musically to the open.w‘ duys i Iaéhmed:'ndfhr hopes v-t.z 1.)iuce )

The third—the mystic uay, wien thou didst oundiess source of every graca
Listen i linjiart thy seven-fold gift.

With pious eare to deeic thy Saviour's tomb, |
O’er it to shed such sw et tenvs as might ch.nlen, Grant us virtue : crown thy deed,

I they comd not dispel, th:y spirits” gloom ; ’ Thet by deaih from shackles ficed
Oh ple'nl for those. s:iil doamed to Bnger l.erc, Our souls may rise to thee—Amen
In this dark clime of suffering and of 1er! i ’
By all the varied hepes and fears that trembled e

. N-‘*""__‘

Upo n thy hear, h..,l‘] leasure, and half pain, | :
When one, whe mosta Son of L ahtresembled, .

Teld thee that there thou soughiest thy Lord :

in Vi, . =
R

By that sweet extacy of joy, which darted ' TIE DSPARTED YEAR.

All h‘ca\em) transport, lhrough thy mortal’ Departed. gear ! there is a tone

rame, i Of sil=nce cloquent in the
Wher, as thou weeping sivodst, Lalf b ! quent in thee,
"resrted 4, P ‘0odet, Lalf broken- .4~ That teils of hopes and p?easurq& flows,

ie, thy beloved ono, pronoynged thy name | Like babbles on the swelling s,

Oh, piead for those still doomed to linger here, | Thuxl).lgs,ra goe ‘}’pﬂﬂm’men\,{h‘"f o
in"this dark-alime 6fxuffering and foor ! I And then 38 Jost in empty er. .



