
232 Poctryq: The Iaising ?f Lazarus-lappiness, tjc.

lice of a broken and contrite spirit."
The voice of praise and thanksgiving
is Iward in their habitation ; tlîey
live in peace, and the God of. peace
dwells arnong them.

Christian reader, wiII you flot pray
for the conversion of sinners, and
especially for the conversion of fanii-
lies ?-Ch/ristian Xessenger.

G.

Vonrt»p.

TIIE RAISING 0F LAZARUS.
11Y TRE 11EV. TH031AS DALE, Id. A.

*Tis stiti tisine heur, O deatb!
Thice, L.ord of Hlados, is the kingdom stili;
Yet twice thy swerd unstained bath sotight fit

siseath,
Thotigh tiwice tipraisod to kilt;
And once again the tomb
Shall yield its captssred prpy
A inightier Arte shail pierre the pathiess gionte,
And rend the prizo awny :

1'or cornes thy Conqsseror armed with spear and
sword;

H1e hatli no arms but prayer-no weapoc but bis
wGrd.

'Tis nom the fourth sad csern
Since Lazarus, the pious and the ist,
To bis lat home by sorrowing kinsmen borne
Btath parted, dust to dist.
The grave-worm revels cew
Upon bis niculstering dlay-
And Ho. hefore whose car the motintains bow-

lu conscious awve- lie ogly rau revive
Corruption's iîlering prey, and cail the dead't

live !

Yet stili the sistors keep
Their sad and sulent vigil at the grave.
W'atching for Jestns-' Cornes bie net te weep?7
lIe did cet crne te save !
Butt now oe straining eyo
Th'advancing Ferra bath traced;
Andsoo in wild rs'sistiess ageny
'iave Maý,rtba's arms emhraired

Thse Savicssr's feet-' 0 Lord ! hadst thou been
nigh-

But sps'ak the word e'en now-it shahl be heard on
high.*

Tbey ]cd bite te the cave-
Thse rorky bcd wbere nowa in darkness 3iept
Tiscir brother, and bis friecd-tben at the grave
Tbey paused-for «Jexus wvopt.'
O love sublUme and deep!
O Band and Ileart divine!
île cornes te re,,cue, thougb hoe deigus te ics'p-
The captive is, net thine,

O deatb 1 tby tsAnds are burst aundor now :
There stands beside the grave a Migbtier far than

tbou.1

*Corne forth,' Ho cries, ' thon dead!
0 God 1 what means, tisat strange and sudden

Soundi,
That murmnurs from the tomb-that ghastiy head
Witb funeral fillets bouud ?
lt is a Living Form ;
The leved, tise 'test, the won,
WVc ftora lhe grave, corruption, and thse worm;
' And is net this the Son

0f God ?' they svhisps'red ; wbite the sîsters poured
Their gratitude in tcears; for they had knowyn the

Lord.

Yet nc,w. the Son of God-
For eucbho ieas in truth-approacbed the heur
Fer svbich atone the path of tisorns bie trod;
In wich te thee the power,
O deatb! shouid hoe restored;
And yet re5tored In vain,-
Fer thcuigh the blond cf ransom muet be poured.
Tise spottess virtimai a;

lIe sh:sit but yioid te rocquer, fati te rise,
And make tise rold, dark grave a portal te the skies!

11APPINESS IN GOD) ALONE.
Ilappiness, thou loveiy camne,

Wisere's thy seat, 0 toit me wvhero ?
Learcsug, pleasure, svealtts, and fanie,

A9t cry e)ut,-'It is flot bore;'
Net the wisdomi cf tise wvise
Can inferin mee whero it lies;
Net tise grandeur cf the great
Can the buisc 1 seek croate.

Object cf my first desire,
Jesus, crsscified for me 1

AIt te happiness aspire,
Only te be fatind in Vic:

Tbee te praise, and thee te kcosv,
Cossatitute or biiss beiow;
Thec te sep, and tice te Io-,e,
Cosastitutle our bliss above.

Lord, it is cet tife teolive,
If thy presec tbou deny;

Lord, if tbeu tby presenre give,
'Tis ne longer deatis te die;

Source assd Giver cf repose,
Singiy frosu tby smiie it flows,

Peace and isappiness are tine,:
Mine tboy are, if thons art mine.

TerLADT.
-Baptst Rcgi:ter.

LoivLTrNEssoF MrîNDisnota flower
that g-rows in the field cf nature, but
is planted by the finger of God in a
renewed heart, and learned of the
lowly Jesus. Matt. xi. 29,-Boston.


