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The First Missionary.

BY MKS. ). [, BAKEK.
[Read ot the Brantford Eveming Meeting)

There is a region bathed in sweetest light,

No death is ﬁ\

No billows beat the shore, nor tempests high
Disturb the calm of heaven's cloudless sky

In vain essays this sin-encumbered hand

To pen the glories of that blessed land.

No eye hath seen the brightness of 1ty days,
No car hath heard its soul-entrancing lays,

No heart conceived the sweetness of the love
That ever reigns within that home above.

But once there came a pause within the song,
A silence {ell upon the tuneful throng,

Then quick the tidings ew—'* Far-off below

* A world is dying in its sin and woe. .
** And who {a voice was heard) will haste awny

ere, nor ought of sin's dark blight.

**To save that world from sin's unbounded sway?”

Among thé countless throngs of angels there,
Amony the sons of God and all who share
High hmvcn'l glory, there was found but One.
And He, the Father's well-beloved Son.

O matchless pily of a loving heart *

O Love ! O Christ, the Son of Love Thou anl
Let all the people Join aud loudly sing

Glad praise to God the yreul cternal King
Yes, sing aloud the sacnfice He made!

O * ow before the aftar where was laid

All heaven's 1arest treasure ! Lot the an
Reverberate with rongs of praise and prayver *
God gave His Son n g;ing world to save ;
And ongels wondered al the gift He gave

The Saviour left the Inry had above,

And in the fulness oF His dying love

ile came *“ a stranger " to this world of ain
Tho' lofty ones refused to take Him

* The common p ople” gathered (ar and near
And waited stil} impatiemly to hear

The treading of the great Messiah's feet

Who walked unknown about the crowded street
Awenry, sad, rejected by His own

He bore our griels ; for sin He did atone.

We hid our faces from Him, and the rod

Fell heavily upon the Son of God.

He wiped the tear from ev'ry uptumed eye,
He heard and hoahed the penitertial sigh,

He healed the blind who rat beside the way,
And stretched His weary arms to be a stay
For helpless ones.. Ho raiced the falien child
And cleansed ta purity the lile defiled.

To every yearning heart He gave rebel, |

And heale! the spirns breaking with their grief.
He suffered even the little child 1o share

The tender blessing of His Joving care.

And devils fierce were quict ot the will

Of Him who bade the ragiog storm be still.
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* The Gentiles shall come to thy light, and kings to the briphiness of thy rising,"—/s. (x. 2.}
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The tanguishing arose from beds of pain

And blessed the power that gave new hife again
The gloomy graves pave back their hieless clay
To live once more within the light of day.

[t war the meat of [esus to fulfil

In 10il and pain His gracious Father’s will.

- He bore the burden and the heat of day, -

His hleeding footprints marked the rugged way,
In shame and snrrow hie's dark path He trod

I'n lead the way 10 happness and God.

Alone within the garden's gloomy shade

The biessed Saviour agomzed and prayed

His heart was heavy with the awful wue

That but the sinless heart of Chirist could know
The cup of agony could not be passed,

The sacred heart mast bleed and break at last.

The heavens were dack and Gad withdrew His face

When dicd for us the Chnist of truth and grace.
His mosion s fulfilled, His work is done,
The Father plaribied, the Ulessed Son
Now dwells kucvcl in the light of God,
And angels stnke their harpy to prase and laud
The holy namewof Jesus.

And to-day
Kememb'tiog all the roughness of His way, &
And that for us His heart hath ached and bled,
And that e had wot wheee to ay His head,
An that for us Ths hands and feet were torn;
The sacrifices made, the sotrows horne,
RememU'ring. though 10 ajany Tle shrank
Refore the awlnl cup, ver bowed and drank,
Kemembnng all His angunk, so woul! we
Take up the crass, dear Loed, anl faliow Thee

Wha
Whe
Who will brave the
Of a il stranget

Holdimg high the cruw ¢

will follow [esus?
will bear the e ?
se

Who will follaw Jesus
Thra' the ceasciess «trnfe?
Who in vale ; on mounlam,
Will woseal the fountam

Qf the stream of Lafe?

Who will follow Jesus
Thea' the darksome way ?
Who will hush the uphing
Of the heipless, crymg
For the dawn of day?

"Tis the Father’s promise—

“ Th' heathen sha.l be Thine.”
Go, then, tell the story

Till His fadeless glory

O'er alt the nauons shine.

Jan., 1883

We might as well have no oppartuniy as not to use
the one we have.—Fas. French.



