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(Rapulihed bz. J2equest.)

Talking of secte Liii late eue ove,
0f the various doctrines tho saints believe,
That night 1 stood lu a troubied dreain,
By the aide of a darkly floiig atreain.

And a " Churchinan"I dovn te tho river uame:
Whon I heard a atrango veice cati bis naine,
" Good father, stop; vhen sou cross tbis tido,
Yeu muet leave your robes on the ether aide."

Bot the agod fathor did net mind,
And bis long gown floatod out bobind,
As dovn te the atreain hie vay ho took,
Hia pale bande olaeping a gilt-edged book.
49Im bound fer boaven, and vhen I'm there,
I ohall vant my boak of Commuon Frayer;
And though I: put on a starry crevu,
I should feel quite lest vithout iny gave."

Thon ho fixed bis oye on the shining track,
But bis gava vas beavy. and bold hlm back,
And the peer aId father tnled in vain,
A single stop in the flood te gain.

I aav hlm a:Êp.ia on the other aide.
But bis siiik govn floated en the tide;
And ne one neked in that blisafül spot,
Whetber ho bolonged te «'the Churcb "lor net.

Thon dovu te the river a Quaker strayed,
Bis drese of a sober hue vas made;
" My ceat and bat must ho &Hl of gras'.
I caunot go auy other wai'."

Thon ho huttened bis coat straigbt up te bis chin,
And staidly, Eolemnly vaded lu,
And bis hroad-brimmed bat ho pullcd down tigbt,
Over bis foreoad se celd aud vhlte.

But a strong vlnd carried avay hie bat;
A moment ho e iiontly aighed ovor thet,
And thon as ho gazed te the fartber shane,
The cent aiipped off and vas seen ne more.

As ho entered beavon bis suit of gray
Went quietly sailiug-away-away,
And noue of the angole queetiened hlm
About the vidth of hie heaver's brm.

Nextecame Dr. Watts with a bundle of Psalnis
Tied nicely up in hie agod arm?,
And hymne as mains, a very vise thlng,
That the people inhbeaven,'all round" migbtsing.

But I thought that ho heavcd an analous slgh,
As ho sav that the river ra> broad and hgh,
And iooked 'rather surprisod as, one by eue,
The Psaame and Hymne in the wave vont down.

And afterbhim. vith hs MSS.,
Camne Wesley, the pattern of goduiu,
But ho onlod, " Dean mua vhat shall I do?
The 'wator bas soakod thora through and throug,".

And t.hora on the river, far and vide,
Àvay thoy vent down the avollon ti de,
And the caint, aatonisbed. paased thre'aloies
Without his imanusoripta, up to tho throe.

Thon gravely walking, two saints by naine,
Down to to tht, stream together came,.
But as tboy stopped at the river's brink,
I saw one saint from the other shrink.

'«Spriakled or plungod, may I aek soui,friand,
IBoy you attalned to life's great end? "

TIhit-q, vwitb a few drops on my brow,"
But 1 have been dipped, as you'll see me now.

"And I roally think it will hardly do,
As l'in 'close communion,' te cross vith you;
You'ro bouud, 1 know, te the realms of bies,
But you nmuet go that way, aud 1'i1 go this."

Thon straîghtway plunglug vith ail bis might,
Avay te the left-his frieud at the right,
Apart thoy vent frein this venld of sin,
But at last they entered together in.

And nOv, when the river was rollîng on,
A Presbyterian Church went down ;
0f vomen there soemed an innuinerable threng,
But the mien I could count as they passed along.

And concorning the roail, tboy coula neveragle,
The old or the ni, vay, vhich it coula ho,
Nor ever a moment paused te tbink
That both vou]d lead te tho river-. brînk.

And a souud of znurmuring long aud leud
Caie ever up frein tho moviDg crowd,
" You're lu the old vay. and I'm in the new,
That le the false, and this le the true;"I
Or, " I'm ln the aid vey, aud yeu're in the nov,
2'/st ie tho false, and 1Ati8 is truc.'-

But the bretbrcn only secmcd te speak,
Modeet tho sisters valked. and meek,
And if ever anc of thoin chanccd te say
What troubles aho met with on the way,.
Bow sho longed te pesa te the other aide,
Nor feared te cross the swelling ido,

A veice arose frein Lhe bretbreu thon:-
"Lot ne one spoak but the 'bholy men ;'

For havese notheoard the words of Paul,
Oh, lot the women keep silence aIl?"' I

I watched thora long in my cunieus dreeni,
Till thcy steod by the bordera of the streain,

Thon, just as I tbougbt, the tvo vays mot
But ait the bretbren were talking sot,
Ând would talk on, tilI the heaving tide,
Carried them, over, aide by side ;
Sido by side, for the way vas one,
The toilseme journey of lifo vas donc,
And Prieat and Quaker, and ail vho died,
Came out alike on the other Bide.

No ferme, or crosses, or booke hadl thoy,
No gevns of sllk, or suite of grsy,
No eede te guide tbeui, or MSS.
For ail bad put on Christ'e rig'hteoum!iea
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