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As ljly that deserves its blessom fair
And floats securely on its parent wave,
As rose that sheds iis fragrance on the air,

The fragrant sweetness earth: and darkness

gave,—

So Mary, in the meckness didst ilion rest

YWhere bold-~faced crime its banner had un-

furled,
So like the rose, unheeded and uablest,

Didst shed thy fragrance oer a ihankless

world.

Yet some there are the lily's charms to prize;
Some, with delighted love the rose to tend;

Thus bid me, Mary, iTom the crowd arise,
Down at thy sliine in gretitude 10 bend!

THE VESPER HOUR.

it is the wilight's holy hour,—

Blute is the bind, and closed the fower,

‘The Leaven and exrih are suill and clear,

As if they lisiened HIS voice 10 hear !

All is hushed on the ear of night,

Save a ftfal breeze, and a beeile’s flizht—

Buz hark ! thet knell—io the evening sizr,
2 Tesper-bell tolls faint and far

The Heaven abore, and the earth beneath,
Send up 1lis bourdless praise,

The wpers are light

On the aler Lright,

And ke lozely friar

And kely choir

Theireven song upryise !

The stars in the sky,

Are His tapers high,

And the flowers ot the feld

Their incense yield.

And Xe dew of the righs,

Like drops of tight,

Earth’s holy water; pure and bright.

*

Glory 1o him, who reigns i mnight,
Where vever is bound of day or night,
And all in Heaven's eternal bizze,
Cherubs and Seraphs sing His praise.
Child of the dust 1 kneel to THEE!
Angels of Heaven pray for e *

Thou, who on thy sick-bed lying,

Hear'st ithat sweet beil's blessed sound ¥

¢ Lingering, hoping,”—haply dving,

Lift thy hand, and sign thy brow,

When that feint chime wakes thee now ;
Faiker and mother shall pmay for thee,

And the stainless soul of infancy

Minzle in sinless hyma. .
And while that bell, and lIiymn, and prayer,
Rise up 0 heaven from eartialy air,

The Cherubim and Seraphim

Shall veil their heads ia their wings, and join
Thir glarious voices e succour thine.

Fazr away, on the ocean wide,

Where mariners sad the white wavesride,
Ard 2l unlike this evening sull

The tenpest israving wild and shrifl ;—
Taint is> the blast through the water’s roar,
When the vesper knell comes off the shiore,
Thie hoary pilot, and fainting men,

“ Dr Proroxnis” shall murmur then,

And the trembling matesshall sy, Ames?
Motaer of MERuEs ! pray for them !

Deen, in the lonely prison cell,

Where never the sun tie day may teil,
And many a year of pain and dole,

The ison lias entered the capiive sonl,
When to the dangeon’s living grave,
The vesper bell its toil shall wave,
Beside the ring-bar’s steely tree,

The wasicd form shail beod bis kace,
Andin the cold ead Leavy chamy

To cross his brow the fetters strain—

It may be at that vesper'sdim,

His brother and sister shell pray for him-
Blessed Aposiles and Alariyrs dear, .
Besecch in Heaven their prayer to hear ¢



