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TO JUVSUS.
Ah, Jesus, Jesus—in what wonl
What potent worid, shalf 1 declare i
The depth of tinitling rapture stir ed, :
In my full beart when ‘Thou art there !
Al murt T ever voivelers l,
When soul and sense are wrupped w shee:

Do let me find some words that will
But breuths the fove { feel so deep j—
For now-—whene'er ! try my skill
In human sounds—I only weep,—
Or if; perchavee, my lips will move
1 only sob, “1 love--1 love.”

Heart of my Jesus! thou know'st well
The love thou dost to e reveal

i cannot gpeak, I canne tell ;— :
Alb that § know, is that | fzel,

And feel such agony of joy,

That language works me most annoy ! '

But shall I be so slow of 1ongue, i
And shall | so unletiered prove,
When every nerve to biess is strung
In one delirious gasp of love 2.

And shall I never mould to praise
The raptures that thy mercies raise ?

Yes! by the mighty joys of heaven,

By thy own heart that wept aar full!
By thy own hload and body given

To man, aud me, the worst of all!
¥ witl, [ wail thy praise repeat .
‘Whilst life shall leave o puise to beat!—

Ave ! Father, Brother, Guide and Friend—
My memory’s dreams,iny hosom’s flame,

Would that these tities I could blend,
And relt them inw one dear mune,—

That name of praise shonhd upmost be

In my heart’s heart eternally j—
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AXNIGHT HYMX TQ THE BLESSED ’HR-,1
(GIN.

Ere sleep upon us full,
One prayer, ihe Inst ol all,
Alother, 1o thee our wenry Licarts shall raise ;
Ah, pressed by hostile might
Unfit for fight or flight,
Guard us this live-long night,
And we will bless thy care with morning praise.

Do not good children meet,
Before iheir mother’s fect

At night, 0 beg her blessing cre they rest?
So now 10 thee we fleo

P

RS B DR o e Y

e o o et ——— o . —axe

. ' TSR
Sweetest ! one swile from thee
Bhall sword and buckler be

*Guinst every foe, and mnke us truly blest.

And if ere I nwake
ighs frony sy breast shall break,

To Jexut« first, then shall they raise to thee;
And when my senses steay, .
From consciaus life away,

Da thos, dear Mother, pray,
Wihien prowls the midaight dewon,pray for me.
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TO THE GUARDIAN ANGELS.

€ ye, whain golden pinions bear -

Dusvis to this world of 8in and cure
By bouundless mercy semt,

To skighi us when most desolate

And guide us baek to Eden’s gute,
Ot love and pity blent!

Ye pure, ye white-robed choirs, who raise
Melodious songs of endiess praise, " -
Oh ! sench us to {ulfil,
Though our frail nature mnay rehel,
And all our ruder passions swell,
Like you, th> Eternal's will!

Some heavenly spark bring from rhove,

To warm our frigid souls with love,

. And bid them soar away,

Ujpon devotion's wings of flame,, -

To that far clime, framn which she came,
The reatms of lasting day !

Oh! when the durker power would bind
The fatally deluded wmind, .
‘To warn ug, hover nigh 3
Aud may your inspiraticus bright
Aye round us shec a radiant hight,
And guide us to the sky!

B nter - qmee )
THE MOTHER OF JESUS. -

{Transinted from the Parisian Breviary by
the Inte Puseyite cundidate for the chair of
Poetry at Oxford.)

Ul 50! decoro luntine

Stunds amud
1The vernnl hower;
Or the wnter's
IGlassy face

As the sun

O’cr misty shrouds
Wheun he walks
Upon the cluwds §

Or as when iDothreflect :
The noon doth rise, | The starry space
And refresies iThus above

L2 Mother's shone
I The Mother of
- The Bleseed Onc !

All the skies;
Or »¢ when
The Lily ifewer



