
W4 Poediy.

COMFORT.

Whier gatllering clouds around 1 viexW,
And (Iays are darki, and friends are few
On Wni I lean, who not in vain,
Experienced every hurnaii pain.
H1e sees rny griefs, allays iny fears,
And counts and treasures up my tears.

If aught should tempt rny soul to stray
From lieavenly wisdom's inarrow way
To fly the good 1 wvould persue,
Or do the thing 1 w%.ould not do:
Still H1e wlio feit temptation's power,
Shail guard me in that dangerous hour.

If wounded love mny bosomi swell,
iDespised by those I priÏed too %veil
I-le shaHl bis çpityiiig aiid best ow,
Who felb on t;irtt ,:evc.rer woe
At once betruycd, denied, or fled,
By those wh)o slaùpd his daily bread.

When vexing thncug"ts withi n me risc,
And, sori- dismayed, my spirst dies';
Yet I-le who* once vouclisafed to bear
The sickzening anguish of despair,
Shall sveetly soothe, shail gently dry
The throbbing heart, the -strearning eye.

Wheri mourning o'er somne stonqi' bend
Which covers ail that was a frieýd ;
And from bis voice, bis hand, fils smilel
Iûivides me for a little while;
Thou, Saviour, rnarlc'st the tears I shed,,
For thou didst %veep o'er Lazarus dead.

And 0O! when I have safely past
Throiigh every con lict but the last;
Stiii, stili unchanging,. watch beside
My painful bed-for thou hast died
Then point to refflms of cloudless day,-
Anid wipe the lat est tear away.


