
1l4~ TI .Afc3fcLtstl Univeirsily Monthly. [c

THE PIiELUI)E.

The voice of the singoer is silent now;
B3is fingers pass over the keys;
The notes of' the organ are sw eetly low,
Now dyling- aweay on the breez.

The quavrcr, the swell, anid thec joyous toue,
In coucord theïr miusie prolongr;
And twilighit is sweeteniecl aiuid the straiin:
The singer commenices his songc.

0 sweet -%as the prelude lie played to-niglit;
But sweeter the songr that is hieard;
Thie saduess of mc'rtals is hushed to rest,
Deep joy iu cadh -spirit is stirred.

Tie toues are ail tenderly sweet, for uow,
Not souuds that are carelessly wrong;
But perfect tie harmony soundinco' far:
Tie prelude is heard tirougli tie s ong.

0 Christian!I play well, play thy prelqde uow,
'Tis short, for it ceases with Timne;
Thle song wvill be suug tirougli eternity,

Though enidle-s, -Lil perfect, divine.

Piay carefully now, let no harshness inar
The music, the rigiteous ;nay owu,
For inortais so cagerly watch etaci day
To wituess a hiarsi , ruffled toue.

Osweeteni thy prelude with God's highi praise,
And streiigthen by ighlt.fromi- above,
That inortals, Wvhile listxiing, mnay deep]y longç
To play the saine music of love.

Harmonious then be the chords you strike,
Ail perfect in praise, thougih not long,
For of t in the mnusie that floats thro' heaven,
The prelude is heard throughi tic song.
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