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LOVE.

<TIIE GRCATE5T 0F ALL IS CIIAI1LTY."

Love i Immiortal love!1 Heaveuls richcst féast,
Fairest of Eden's fruiits 1 Essence divine!i
No tongue can tell thy length, and breadtli, and deptih
Unfathornable and cxliaustless spring,
0f joys slupernal, and of peace divine.
Brighit liglit! tliou dost kindie the liglit of heaven,
And gloiv iii evcry breast that hurns above.
For ivant of thec, lhel is a hiel indced;
For love is heaven,7 anid heaven is love. Tliy bondii
Arc tics, whieh link- Il angel band)s, and in,
F irm and sectire in holy brotherhood.
Ilarinoniotis concord!1 gift of God to man.
Thy xnild benignant sway, to heaven extcnds;
And rendors cartli as beautifuil as heavenl.
A golden Chain, fast by the thronc of God;
Connectirig carth to heaven. Thie mystic stops,
By whvlichi wv do asccnd, and gain the skies.
'Ple voice divine that hiushes- angrry storns,
Swceping ia fary o'er thc tender henrt.
The intisie swect of peace, for thon art pence.
'lie siinshinc briglit of licavcn, for thon art iC.

The golden day of bliss, for thoii art bliss.
J{cavcn's ail dîsposed to man, and that is love.
The fairest scenes of earth rosemble licaveï.;

WhVlen love is found to harmionize and blcss.
The strongcst, dearcst, tend'rcst tics of eartlî
Are bound by love-it tames the fiercest, spirits;
Tis rnighitiest powver to suibjuigate thc sou],
And bring to cart1î the joys of lieaven above.
Fountain of blesscdness, perennial streain,
'Tis thirie to, givc, whichi none can takce awvay,
And thine to blcss whien noue can blcss bcsides.
That hceart, is ricli, whoe thon dost surely dwell,
And poor indeed if unposscss'd of thee.
Faithi1 Hope! Love!1 triune gifts divine,
The last, the noblcst, grcatest, and thc best.
The tong'ue shall find no utt'rance in the grave;
The wisdom of the ivise shall be no more ;


