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THE STORY 0F A HYMN.

0f ail ]ives rningled with sadness, that of Cowper's seeins most to enlist
general synipathy.

Left an orphian at an ear-ly age, educated in the hardest of schools, and
sufferin g from frequent and severe attacks of melancholy, lie Ieartied to
love retirenient, whlere, hid behind the stage, lie mighit w'itli safcty look out
at the bulsy conflicts of every-day life. 'l'le longer lie lived, the more lie
became disgutstcd with the sharneless sins of the worldiy, and the unblulshing
boldness of infidelity. Thus, cast in an age wvhen it wvas fashionable to scoiT
at everything religious, can we nîuch wvonder that one so pure should take so
decided a stand against the prevailing evils, as Cowper does, not only in
"The Task-,"' but i his hynins. For example, take that one so fâmiliar,

"O for a closer walk with God!
A caini and heavenly frame ;

But, passirig this by, there is one in particular to which 1 wish to refer, as
he ivas prompted to write it under the folloîving peculiar circurnstances.
Cowper, as I have already remarked, ivas subject to fits of rnelanccholy, and
iviien in sucli a state ;vas often tempted to commit suicide. On one occa-
sion while in London, being so afflicted, lie dctermined to put an end to bis
life. It ;vas a dui, drizzling day. Going out, he ordered a coach to drive
him te that bridge, wvhose history is closely allied with that of the far-fanied
Bridge of Sighs. Here lie had de;ýided te tak-e the fatal step,.-to find a
watery grave. When nearing thec bridge the mists, which ail morning had
been gathering, now became miore dense; in consequence of which the driver
wvas compelled to hiait. This gave Cowper time te refleut and repent.
XVhile waiting here, the mists rolled away; and, as they did so, his nielan-
choly departed. He ordered the driver to take him home ;and on bis return
home lie wirote thiat most beautiful hymn:-

God xnovcs in a mysterious way,
His wvonders to performn;

He plants Mis footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

Deep in unfatliornable mines
0f neyer failing skill,

He treasures up bis bright designs
And %vorks Mis sovereign %vill.

Ve fearful saints, fresh courage takze;
The clouds ye so niuch dread

Are big with xncrcy, and shall break
In blessings on your head.


