
Revietv of f'ollok's"I Course of Tiine."

No mnore to hope, wished to forget bit vow,
Wished ta forget his harp ; then ceased ta waei'.
That was lus laut. Enjoymnt naw was dont."

'ne as saine atoin sceered, whiclu God
nad made supertluously, and needed net
To build creation with ; but back again
To nothing threw, and Ieft it in the void,
With cverlasting sense that once it was."1

"whien thus he Iay,
Forlorn of heart', witlicred and desolate,
As leaf of Auturn, which the wolfish winds,
Selecting froni iLs fallinoe sisters, rhase,
Far froni its native grave, ta lifeiess- wastes,
And leave iL there atone, ta b. forgotten
Eternally, God pabsed in mercy by,-
Ibis praisc bc ever new !-and on hirn breathed
And bade bum live, and put into bis bhunds
A holy harp, into bis lipq a song'
'rhat rolled its numbers down the tide ofTime:
Ambitioui now but little, ta be praised
0f men alane ;ambitious moat, ta be
Approved of God, the Judge of ail ; and have
Ilis naine recorded in the book ofle.

With this pleasing and patbetic; sketch, we close this chapter-
more rernains behind than we expected should do so ut the con-
clusion of the third chapter ; we hope that the sweetness of the
bard's song %viti plead sufficieotly for thbe delay. The strains
wvbîch yet lie ira promise betore us, are of rather superiar power
to ï,hose %vhich we have just been listening to, and which sve have
found ta be înelod ous as the distant echoes of the choira of Pa-
redise.

RESURI1ECTIO.
.[FRo THE J3. M- M.]

If there were no resurrectian, then are we most wretched.1"
No Resurrectian! then are we buried white we live ; and the

math which is crushed in a gale, or the leveretwhich fashionable
animais put ta death in sport, are happier in their state than brag-
gart man is in bis. What is the destiny af mnan 'f is- it ta snocre
away ane part of bis existence ta no purpose, and to sveat during
the other hilf, for the means of vegetation ? is it ta, pretend to tbis
o r'the other dignity or piety, and ta exhibit the poor disgilsig
hypcritical gravctler peeping througb the veil of eachý preteu.
s'O'? W 't tao win fasme and find it but empty wind, rta cc
mulate gold, anid S'till feel the heart poar, and peftléb, âd misera-


