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IMMÂ&NUEL'S LAND).

Sà.aeat RïitmEvoa wua a Soth divine, Who
*uffered much during the religions permecution in
&3otiand, but maintained his stron& integrity of
ehlaracter and de p -toned piey toe lent. At
!!eath, hie lest words were ' (lory. giory dwelleth
in Inianuel's land." The lines following are made
tlp ueoaty of expressions of bis awn.

Txim sands of' time are sinting,
The dawn of heaven breaks,

The summer morn I've eighed for-
The fair, sweet xnorn-awake.,

Dark, dark hath been the midnîgh%
But dayspring ie at hand;

And glory, glory dwelleth
In Immanuet's land.

Oh! well it ie for ever-
Oh! well for evermore;

My nest hung in no foreet
0f ail this death.doomed shore;

Yea, let this vain world vanish,
Ag fnni the sliip the strand,

White glory, glory dwelleth
In lminanuel's land.

There the red Rose of Sharon
Unfoida its heartmost bloom,

And fille the air of beaven
Wjth ravishing perfume:

Oh! to behoid it biossom,
While by its fragrance fanned,

Where glory, glory dwelleth,
In Inunanuelsa land!

The King there, iD hie beauty,
Without a vail je seen;

'Lt were a veil-epent journey,
Though seven deathe lay between.'

The Lanb with bis fair army
Doth on Mount Zion stand,

And glory. giory dwelleth
In Inunanuet s land.

Oh, Christ--he je the fountain,
The deep sweet well of love!

The streamei on earth I've taeted,
More deep l'Il drink ahove:

There to an, ocean fulînes
Hie Mercy doth expand,

And glory, glory dwelleth
11u Iiunanuet's land.

Oft in you sea-beat prison,*
My Lord and 1 held tryst;

For Anwortbt wae not heaven,
And preaching was not Christ,

And aye uap murkiest 8torm-cloud
W«t by a rainbow spantied,

C«#ga* from the glory diveUing
ls IpamanueiVa land.

But that he buit a heaven
Of hie surpassing love-

À littie new Jerusaiem
Like to the one above-

Lord, take me a'er the wster,'
liad been my tond demand;

'Take me ta love*s own country,
'UuO lmmanuells tend!'

Ut~ lit hmh,'

But flawern need nigtv cool darkueus,
The uioontight and thes. dew;

Bo Christ from one Who loved 1t,
Ris*shintng oft withdrew.

And then for canse of absence
M(y tronbled mont I scanned;

But glory ghadelegg shineth
In lmmanuei'u land.

The lutile birds of Ânworth-
1 used to-count them bleui;

Now beside happier altars
1 go te build my neet:

O'er these there broods no silence;
No graves around thcm stand;

For gl ory deathiese dwetleth
lu limnanuet's land.

Fair Anworth hy the Solway,
To me thon still. art dear;

E'en froin the verge of heavep
I drap for thee atear.

Oh! if one coul fromn Anworth
Meet me at God's right hand,

My heaven will be wio heavens,
lu tmnaanuel's land.

I've wrestled on toward heaven,
'Gainet stan., and wind, and tide;

Now, like a weary traveller
Tihat leaneth on bis guide,

Amid the shades of evening,
Wbilc sinks tife's lingeriug saud,

1 bail the glory dawning
From [inianuel's land.

Deep waters crossed life's patbway,
Thie hedge of thorne was sharp;

Now theee lie ail bcbind me:
Oh! for a weil-tnned harp!

Oh! to join Hallelujah
With yon triumpliant band,

Who uing wbere glory dwelleth,
ln Immanueles land!

With mercy and with jndgment
My web of time lie wove,

And aj e the dewe of eorrow
Were lustered with bis love.

l'il bleue the band that gui dêd,
l'1l bleu the heart that planned.

When thruned where glory dwelleih,
lSr lnuanuel's land.

Soon shahl the cnp of glory
Wash down eartb's bitterest woes;

Soon sthah the deseri brier
Brake ttt Eden's roe

The curse uhail change ta blemsing,
The name on earth that'. ban.d

Be graven an the White Stone,
In Immauells land.

Oh! 1 arn my Beloved's,
And my Beloved ta mine'.

Bs brings a poar vile aluner
Int him hansue of wlne.'

I stand upan his merit;
1 know no mafer stand,

Not even where giary dwefletb,
ln Immannel'm lad.
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