
Lines- On lome, 4-c.

i N E S

f ig~tt vhille ILmtersn'Oieî ncveeniuig, in Toronto, to tlc îîarmany ni' Çeniale voieu
ênrgaged in Sacred Song j

Oit wlicn, thec joy:ý of Heuvmi wve 'iing,
Our fatiîclt!b tale ia glOrioi.1 flisghî-

Our licatrts ascen<l, wvili equal wii,
B-eyuntd the utiIIost bouiids of* nighi.

CI) to the thrune of God ! wvlierc ail
Ti i radiant hiots ut* leuv'n combine

Tod( ii ha ornage as they fuil,
Andt siing inii nelody divilie.

The ivonders of redeenting- love-
Tflic glanies of a Iieuv'itly world-

So fur below-v-so far ahove-
Ou r tliîoug-hts-iowv 'er so %vide unfurlt

HitrI<! lîow the swvelling anthemn's ili
Tite vast circurnference along-

IKind'1ing in every heart and seul
The glorious exstacy of song!

A nd millions, moved with lcindred flarne,
Shall loin the brighît cclestial choir,

Wlîo ce1ebra!e thiat glorious naine,
Wlcichi ail their lîearts and songs inspire

TO A LADY.

On the death of a youvig and Iovely child.

V<iii! iis a troussa 's tender care-
Vaiii! a motlieir'swairrnest prayr-
lit vain shte clarps thec to lier bosorn,
lier latest and her only blossoni:
Vain!1 the jpbysician's hcahling p)ower
To P:ave thee, lovely littie llow'r-!
1 t. came ta twvine around the heart,
Ansd theme Iilae nîorning gems clepart.
Sveet pica.sure, likie a happy sprite,
Pllay'd arotind lier features brighlt-

A transript ol its nolh)er's ehar-na.,
'Twas imfaticy in Beauty's Ar-ms!

But, now, lioie clîang'd that sunîcien chue'
'Tells the tale we need notspeak-
Wlîile ev'ry throb, with l<eener smar,
Is mirrored in lie niotlîer's lieart:

Tif! éinatclid fioni eartlîly paiins aïsd lio
It soars to bloomi fn baov'rs above.

W. A. STEPHE\&

ON SEEING

In tue distance a liglit in the windoiv ot- Home."

Yon Idflipsthat illumine on highi
'l'lie rnagnificent concave of niglit.

Tlirowv tlieir radiarace around thro' thesky,
But 1 see a miore litkLrt-cheeriflg siglît

Yon glimm..ening light, far beIowv
The vault o*N ight'd luminous doane,

Its lèchler lustre does tlîrowv
Round thce social endeartuents of Ilussac.

Thse blaze of ambition niay lead
Trhe youthf*ul aspirant afar-

Wliere nodding plumed wvdurior. blced!
*Mid tIhe triur-nphb, and etruggîs of wvai!

He snay follov its blaze tliroug la ctheË
O'er the ivide rolling billaws of fois

But its lustre, ohi never! mna) ciaimi,
Like the social endearanentE of thiOtI

Le! Byron, has donn'd his briglit cro
On the dazzling- summit of Faine'

Whiletiie trumpet oU lofty renown
The triumphs of Genius prorlaiiru'

He may gather the incenise of Praire,
Arsd tliro' the visions ofglory may --S

But, harki! 'rnid tic laurels and baYý
He inournis the lost Pleasut-es of Bo,.

W. A. STEPUIEN'


