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Ch! what afood of waters! br.d and deep,
Froin distant lakes descending, till in one
Gireat river, over shelving ledges rough,
It leaps and rushes to the snsooth green edge,
The dreadful over rolling verge, and falis.
Mid spray and xnist and thunder, on the rocks,
And broken, roaring billows, far belqp!
Oh! flood of falling waters!1 day and night,
The early liglit of miorning, and the heat
Of burning noon, sud shadows of the eye,
Are passing over thee, in ceaseless course;
And fiâd aud leave thee as they corne aud go,
Uualtered! stili the saine tremeujous flood
Of falling waters! Winter spreads bis snows,
'Upon thy rocky batiks, and spring ber lipwers,
And summer colours fair, sud autumu strews
Her witbered leaves; and stili amid the gloom
0f winter, and the cheerful light of spring,
And beat of sommer, aud autumnal shades,
Thou rollest dowu, the same tremendous flood
0f falling waters!

From what well spring oid,
And deep, and wonderful, dost thon obtain
This mighty fulness? How eau any source
Yield sncb supply unceasiug? Every hour
Yiold such an ocean! and yet day by day,
And montb by month, aud even ycar by ycar,
Continue unexhaustcd? This 1 asked
Upon a time, wheu from a roeky bauk,
Washed by the rapid waters, I bebeld,
The green sud foaming flood, in strong career,
G;o'rolliug to the abyss: sud as 1 mused
My thoughts did wander backward to the sourE
Whence issued &Il these waters. There it lay,

* 8trctched over balf a continent; the bis
* Flr-clad, snd sloping to its sandy shores;

The znouutuins towering far aloug its edge:
TLhe broad green valleys for a thousaud miles,
And caverns deep, aud torrents from. the rocks,
And rainy clouds of heaven, without refrain,
Emptying their gathered waters, into one
Vast inland sea:-that sea its windiug way
Pursuiug sometime stretcbed betweeu its shoreu
Wide as an ocean, sometimes rolling ou
Through uarrow chaunels, forming in its course
A chaiu of lakes gigautie; tili at last,
The outiet gaîued, adowu a rougit decline,
Qf wave-woru rocks, ou to thse fiuai edge,
And over il, into the abysmai gulpb.
Mist.flled, and ecboing witb ceaseleEs roar
0f sullen thunder, with tumlnîtus swell,
Green depths sud suow-white billows,, glorlous,
FoUl in a floodtide endiessi

Masing thug
Tipon thlsrwonder, whlch my ist'niug est
Fiiied with o'erpowering muuic, and my oye
Me form of beauty and aul4lUntty;

My thoughts were iifted from the watery hg*
0f this great mirror, to, thse infite>
And everiasting; whose refiections brlgh 5
1 saw within its bosomu-Youder fail,
M1etbought, sets forth the heavcely;-in ail
Its depth sud grandeur, Itis the image dim
Of the outflow continuons, aud desceut
Silent, but overwhelniiug, of ail grace,
Ail mercy, sud ail peace, ill Iight aud joy,
Ail goodness sud ail blessing, from the fount
Of Spritual lfulncss-that swect spring,
High on the bill of God, which overflows
Withi living waters--lim wbo richiy yieids,
And freely gives to countiess multitudeýs,
More than the tougue cau utter-and ail this
Continues to impart, lonsg as the sauds
Are falliug in the hour.glass of Time;
And wili continue to supply as long
As ages roll their waves successive, o'er
The shoreless oceun of Eternityl
N~or ouly tbis;-for wbiie yon fail reflects
Dimiy the ever1a4tiuLg; its wide sour~ce
Mirrors tihe intinite: and thus unqeals
A myAery. This gives thse suswer truc
To thse deep questions ; llow can bealing graoee
Flow without ceasîug froya the wounds of Christ!
Why failctis fot Ilis love? 'Feu tbonsand timee
Rejected, why dues He stili toma ou man
Compassîou's lookà ? Why is His bleediug heasK
.Nuer drained of sympathy? Ne'cr dJraiued of

grace,
To endure tise sin that pierceth it afresh,
And on thse bauds which lacerate it oft,
To pour forgivencas? Why exbausteth not
His treasury of biessings. thougli lic gives
Unceasiugly, aud why wiil giving nc'er
Its Vulness v'en dimiudsl? To ail thig
With sulent eloquence, yon bright expause
Replies,- These rapids sud the .4oauding fal
Uubroken, Vromu my ocean depths proceed.
Not 1 created these to yield; but these,

Simply rny overflowings. Froin this leurn
The heaveuly mystery.") lu outliue Valut
Thine image Vair, 0 fountain iunduite,
Tises shines apou these waters! not the forn
0f source created is reflhcted here;
But source of &il creation! u ot tise sprinýg
Tisat may be atbomcd, aud by drain of yema
Exbausted, but the greàt pro Vouud of God!
For Tbou art God, O Christ! UJnli!ruited
Iu ail Thine attributes by ciroling bouud
0f time, degrec, or space; but far above
F'rom infinite to infinite, Thou art,

y And fromn eternal to eternity!
y Iere lies the secret weil spring of the weaXU

Of blessing, wbicb overflows titis universe.
Love without limit, wisdom vat as love,
And power commeusurate, these tbree in ose
Thse everlssting cauae ;-the grand effeet,
Sre&tioa; and Redomption of tise lost t
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