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Ip 1 PORGET THEE, O JERUSALEM! LET MY R GHT MAND FOR3ZET ITS OUNNING.” P3. 137, 4.5

LINES
Sugyestad by Mr. Herdman’s noble Picture in
the Exhibition of the Royal Scotiish Ac-
ademy, (361) “ A Conventicle

Preacher arrested and brought
before & Justice Court.

By the author of “ There is a IHappy Land.”

Yes ! there nie stands, the injured and tie good
With dauntless mien before a court corrupt :
Ue knows his cause is just, and that the God
Of trath and might will vindicate his claim.
What though av ermined Judge, a hostile
priest )
Now sits in judgment—conscious in the power
Of a wiumphant faith, with placid mind
He calm iy eyes the scene, und trombles not:
Streng in the strength of an Almighty arm
That will nov leave him, nor forsake kim now,
Bound as a felon, though no crime was his,
Nor brand of infamy had stained his name;
This holy man—this shepherd of his flock—
This faithful watchman—driven trom his place
Of Sabbath mecting, by a tyrant’s la~,
Secks, with his seattered sheep 1o worship God
Among the heathy hiils and silent glens
Of their own native land : thelofey sky
Their temple’s canopy, the hills its walls
And there the blessed gospel is prociaimed,
The bread is broken and the wine poured out,
"The spivit falls upon them, like the dew
Upon the new-mown erass, and as the showers
“"That sweetly b'ess and beaatify the earth.
Oh ! in this sacred honr what haliowed juy,
What bliss ineffuble mspires the soul,
As 10w, in rapt communion, they enjoy,
Amid those wilds--that lanely 53 itude-
‘The peice of (fod, an antenast of Heaven !
Oh! happy time; alns! too bright t last:
For now a dismal elond o'erspreads their sky,

In rushing haste the ficrce oppressor comes :

The sileat air is rent with direful shouts

Gf godless men, whose hands are red with
blood.

Tho smicten sheep are scattered, and the hills,

That lately echoed to the voice ot praise,

Now sad reverberate the wail of woe.

Fear not, brave, faithful man, though captive
now,

In wicked hands, the God whom thou hast
served

Is able to deliver, and e will

Fear theu not them that may she body kill,

Aud atter that have nothing they can do

A henrtless soldicry may drag thee on,

And guard the portals of that hated hall

Where now thou art arraigned; be ot gosd
cheer, {

That b essed book now east upon the ground,

That Word of life, wiil be thy comfore still ;

And i this teying houd i will be given

To thee from God =bove what thou shaly
speak,

And let them do their worst---thon hasta hope,

A faith, a peace, which they can never know

Who perseeate the servants of the Lord.

Thy pilgrim’s stif and plaid, unnceded now

Thy faded sarnteies all---will be exchanged

For that pure robe of spotless rishteousness

Reserved for saints-~the faichful unto death,

And on thy man.y brow--now thin bespread

With silver Jocks «-a shining diadem

OF deathless glory shail for ever rest;

Aungd unta thee shall be the high award

Of those who, b ing wise, and mauy tnrned

To paihs of tighteousness, shall brightly shine,

As shines the sraeey ticmasnent of heaven ;

And trom the Master's lips,in accents swees

Of high approval, will the welcome come---

“ Okt faithful martyr, take the crown of life---

Receive thy just rewnrd- and enter thou,

For evermvre, the Paradise of God.”

A Youxse.

Elinhwzgh, 30th April 1874,



