
POETRT.

From flic haunts wbere the sun of lis childhood similed,
And thle counitry of the frec :

Pour the hope oi heaven d'er his desert wild,
For wliat home un earth lias lie ?

Light for the hills of Greece !
Liglt foi thiat traiipled clime

Where fl rage of the spoiler refused to cease
Ere it wrefk'd t boast of tiie :

If the Moslem hiath deait the gift of peace,
Can ye grudge your booui sublime ?

Lighit. on the Hiindoo sled
On the mnaddening idol-train ;

The flaie of the suttee is dire and red,
-And fle Fakir faiits with pain ;

And the dviiig imoaii on their cheerless bed,
Bv the Gaiiges laved in vain.

LiAht for flic Persian skv
The Sophiîs wisidoni fades,

And the pearls of Oritis are poor to buy
Ariour wlen d eath iiivades:

Hark ! hark !-'tis the sainted Mlartyn's sigh
From Ararats moairnfil shades.

Light for the Binrman vales !
For flic islands of the sea !

For ftle coast wlhere the slave-ship fills its sails
With sirh s of agonlv !

And her kidnapp'd habes flic motlier wails
'Neath the lone banana-tre!

Ligit for the ancient race
Exiled froi Zion's rest!

Homeless they romain froi place to place,
B3eighted and< oppressid:

Thev sliidder at Sinai's fearfil hase,
Guide tihcim to Calvarv's breast.

Liglt for flic darkn'd earth !
Ye bles.,ed, its heamîns whio shed,

Shriiik not, titll the day-spring liath ils birth,
T ii w'hereer file )ootstep or n:n doth tread,

Salvatioi's h baniner. spread broadlv forth,
Shall gild the dreamn of the cradle-bed,

.An.îîd clear thie tomb
Fron its ling'ering gloom,

For the aged to rest bis weary head.


