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ODE ON GOD.
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AZvandlated from the Russian of Derzhavin, by John Bowring, F.1.S.)

O Thou xTERNAL ONE! whose presence bright
Al space doth oecupy, all motion guide ;
-Unéhang’d through time’s all-devastating flight ;
Thou only Gon! ‘There is no Gop beside !
Being above all beings'!  Dlighty One !

‘Whom none can comprehend, and none explore ;
Who fill’st existence with Thyself alone :
Embracing all—aupporting—ruling o’er—
Being whom we call Gop—and know no more !

In-its sublime research, philosophy
-May: measure out the ocean-desp-—may count

The sands or the sun’s rays—but, Gop ! for Thee
There is no weight nor measure :—none can mount
Up to Thy mysteries; Reason’s brightest spark,
Though kindled by thy light, in vain would try

To trace Thy counsels, infinite and dark :

And thouglit is lost ere thought can soar so higt,.
Even like past moments in eternity.

Thow from primeval nothingness didst call

¥irst.chaos, then'existencé ;—Loap, on Thee
~Feataity;had its foindationt twall. .

Bprang forth from Thee ;—of light, joy, harmony,

Sble origin 1—3al life, all beauty Thine.

Thy wo=d created all, and doth create :

Thy splendour fills oll space with rays Divine.

Thou art, and wert, and shalt.be ! Glorious! Great!

Light-giving, life-sustaining Potentate !

Thy chains the unmeasur’d universe surround:
Upheld by Thee, by Thee inspu’d with breath !
. Thou the beginning with the end bast bound,
And beautifully mingled life and death?
As sparks mount upwards from the fiery blaze,
So suns are born, so worlds spring forth from Thee :
And a3 1he spangles in 12e sunny rays
Shine round the sitver rnow, the pageantry
Of keaven’s bright atrr.y glitters in thy praise.

A woitlion torches, lighted by Thy band,

Wander unwearied through the 'ne abyss ;

They. own Thy power, accomplisa Thy command,
All gay with life, all eloguent with bliss.

What shall we call them 2 Piles of crystal light—
A glorious company of golden streams—
Lamps of celestial ether, buming bright—

Suns lighting systems with their joyous beams !
.But Thou to these art as the noon 1o night.

Yen! ot a-drap of water in the sea,
Al this magnificence in Thee is lost f—
‘What ave ten thousand worlds tomparest to Thee ¢
And-whatam I thent Heaven’s unnumbder'd host,
- Though maltiplied Ly myriads, and array’d
¥n.ull the glory of sublimest thought,
- -1s.But an atom in'the balouce weigh’d
-rAxdinst Thy greatness! isa'cypher bronght
Ageinstinfinity ! O wbat am I, then'? Nought!

. Nonghtt But'thé eflluente of Thy light Diviue,
- Papwnding worlds, hath reach'd my bosom 100 ;
f

wen
N ' '

Yes! in my spirit doth Thy Spirit shine,

As chines the sun-beam in 4 drop of dew !
Nought! but I live, and en hope's pinions iy
Eager towards Thy presence: for in Thee

1 live, and breathe, and dwell : aspiring high,
Even to the throne of Thy divinity.

1 am, O Gop! and surely Thou must be!

The chain of being is complete in me;

In me is matter’s last gradation lost,

An the next step is spirit-—Deity!

I can commwind the ligh. -7, and am dust !

A monarcheand a slayatyia'ivorm, a God!
Whence came 1.} .'.,"hnd:y"“.y‘? 50 marvellodaly
Coustructad « ¥ WHet»™ inihown! this clod
Lives suyely:through some.higher energy ;

For fromits 1000 X ¥uud Tiot e !

e peremre——— —————

Thou art! directing, guiding all, Thou art !

Direct my understanding then to Thee;

Control my spirit, gnids my wandering heart :

Though but an atom ’midst immensity,

Still 1 am something, fashion’d by Thy hand !

Thold a middle rank *twixt heaven and earth,

On the last verge of mortal being stand,

Close to the realms where angels have their birth,

Just on the boundaries of the spirit-land? ~
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CRrez -ux! yes, Thy wisdom and Thy word
Created me ! Thou source of life and good ¢
Thou Spint of my spirit, and my Lorp! .
Thy light, Thy love, in their bright plenitude
Fil’d me with an immortal soul, to spring
Over the abyss of death, and bade it wear
The garments of etemnal day, and wing

Its heavenly flight beyond this little sphere, .
Even to its source~to Thee—its Author there,

O thoughts inefiable! C visions blest !

Though worthless our conceptions all of Thee, -
Yet shall Thy shadow’d image #ill our breast, ,
And waft its homage to Thy DzaTy.

H Gop! thus alone my lowly thoughts can soar;

Thus seek Thy presence—Br1nG wise and good ! -

*Midst Thy vast worke, admire, obey, adore :

And when the tongue is elogaent no more,

The soul shalt speak in tears of gratitude.

THE COVENANTER MAIDENS MARTYRDOM. ,
{From ¢ Thirty.siz Nonconformist Sonsiets.”) co
BY A YOUNG ENGLANDER.

She stood upon the beach; the swelling tide
Was quickly coming RP> but she was chained
Fast to astake. Yo, d the waters gain'd

Upon her helplessness, unterrified,

The solemin coming on of deaih she eyed, T
Serencly smiling ; for her heart susteined N
Sweet peare that fail'd not, faith that never waned, “

Above upon the rocks might be descried, - U

Amidst His rayrmidons, with scowling brow, - -

The fiendish Claﬁcthousq, hig croel gaze . S s

Feasting on that sad sight.  But hark ! she Pra?s, e e

« Fathér, thy will be dong;” and o'er hernow * '« o T - ¢

Tite stifling billow sweéps, and eddying'plars '~ ™ ©

The sutface; big with hef é,\?iﬁxi“m . !
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