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Tha Bs:‘.titud.as. Waile to the scorn and hate and wrath of men,
o How e'er foes rage and gnash their teeth at

BY THE REV, ROBEKE FOWLER, M. D, them,
—_ ey ever hold a most forgiving heart ;
Poor in themselves, their poverty they mourn, They see withanguish keen and inward smart
Kuowing that they of ho'y thou ht have none,  Satan’s poor slaves his evil hiddme do,
Not that vain griel which worketh deeper Unknowing work their own eternal woe,
death ; They bless, they pray, for every cursing foe
Jut these they mourn beewse Christ mourned . .
for them Thiug pure in heart, in love to God and man,
( ’

Bled for their ging, and died that they may By Faith and Love they seck more grace to gain,

Pure in their hatred of all evil things,
Noaring they mount on high on eagle's wings,
I'hey see God's Law, discern its righteousness
In Jesu's death and full obedience,

Robed in his neerit stand before God's face.

reign,
Mourning they weep with Christ o'er sin's dark

crimson stain,

And therefore meek, whatever ill he done

By mortal un.n. they pity feel ’fl""" 3 Is there an angry thought in human breast,
They know 'tis less toan their most rightful © 1) ¢y, buruing malice tiud in hearts a place, M
med, In souls where love should dwell and comstant i il
Which, if God gave, would send them swift to peace
y
death. | Aud holy tempers reign in rightcousness, !

Patient endure, and suffering long and kinl,
Gently they bear, unmurmuring and resigned,
Show to the world Christ's meek and lamb-like |

Thus do they caln the tempest brooding there,
Why should ye strive wio Heaven-born brothers

s | are?

mind. | Why do ye rage and hate and rie in holish

' " | war ? o
And still they hunger after righteousness, ;
They minister to every saint's distress, | Are ye not sons of our great Father, God ?
Greedy of time and opportunity | Are ye not bought with price of richest bleod * i
To show their love, blest Jesus, unto thee : | Called to be heirs of an eternal crown, |
Pure thoughts to win which riseto heaven and | To sit with Christ in heavenly plaees down ?

God, | Brothers are we of one great family,
To learn the way to virtue's high abode Called to love through all cternity,

Upward they ever gaze on their ascended Lord. | Plunged in the sea of love of God's infinity.



