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Mysterious change ¢ what terrors clothe thy brove,
Ay verging ou eternity we stand,
Cioth'd 1t 1o w.otal gube, we view thee now
With 1ron sceptee i thy wan tight hand.
Thou art, say what? the fiat of thy God—
The great specitic for the acting heart,
A withieriug breath thag sweeps o'er earth abroad—
Tehl, unnlon, tell—ay ¢, 1ol us what thou art,

BARD.

Art thou thie forfuit of uncheck’d desire 2

Go.d's retribution of delit quent man,

Nature's long sieep, or death’e eternal hire,

The consttmmation of crention's ptant

The pow’s iow vast, how veugefol is thy weath,
Thy conest as trackless as the wind's wild way,
Aud yet deth God define thy devious path,
Dircet thy goings, or conunand thy stay.

Insatiate victor ! thing’s a ruthle-s part §

10 =titl the pulse, 1o clog the wheels of life, .
o guatl the lite bicod o1 the beatiug heart,

And grapple nitaee in nuequal strite,

Whos¢ heart but pal-ies when he hiears thy tread,
Wiose soul hut quiyers 'neath thy eghaetly bre. *h,
Brave thy he were, yet heroisi’s tled

At thiestern preseuce of the Kng of death.

Disrohed moriahty, embodied here,*

By fancy’s ticuou=~drealiful sacrifice;

Nature cxclaiiug that .. vas bought too dear
1If for it plearures death imust be the price !
.Now »turtled con-civuce {10 her stupor wakes
Aud shoeks 10 tind her iunbereil years had fled,
With lrautic pray’r on wierey's ear she breaks
To graut hice respite Ciom thy presence dread,

The dying Christian, as thou drawest near,
Althd' no @nilt with palor shades his fuce,

A moment shrinks, they chatiut wheels to hear,
Hle Yongs, yeudreads, 1o ~sink in thy embrace,
Stiil not supinety do.h he shun ihe strife,

Tho' seraph’s hit him from a fricndly shore,
But bravely hatties for the God gift life

Tilt oue ueep quiver telts the straggle o'er.

The dark sout’d Deist hears thy coming tread
Aund quants to enter on the dark unknown,
Ihis boasting sucers, s empty courage fled,
Have teft the wreteh untended and alone ;
The panorauuna of eteruity

Doth specteat terror with her wand unroil !
Aghast hic gazes, and he fam would flee

For uow tuo late, he tinds he has a soul.

“The wartrior heroqat his country’scail

Forgets that tho ¢ ny'st siaap hia valor's crest

As swily winged upan the fated calt

You bear the bullet to his beating breast,

His valliaut heart ne’ce travails with a fear

Where ! elehing caunonr's loud toned thunders break,
Yet. can they breath perchance cowdense a tear,
Atleast a pator on that manly cheek.

The hoary ginner own’'s thee with a sigh,

In failing hearing, and iu sight growa dim,

Thy heralds 1ell hiae that thou'st drawn nigh,

In waning seuses und iu palsied tubd

His statl’ i3 broken, round the tomb he recls,

Y Jesus ! hie cries, ¢ Oh, ain 1 quite forgot 1?
But, Ah, Omuiputence, his sentence peals,

s The duor is closed,”? * depart, 1 know you not.*

Yet death, thou hast nottold us what thou art,
Wiheunce is thy pow’s to snap hic's silver chain,
To freeze the warnn tide In the beattug heart
And rend wortality’s bright haks o twain,

To tear the loved ones from cur arms nway,

To pluck the flow'r now withdred past perfuine,
To wrest the spirit from itscot ot elny

And blignt the rose-bud bursting intw bloom.

Art thou that pow’r by which just heaven wreaks
113 wrath on wan for his inconstaucy ?

Art thou—stay ! hark ! Eternal Wisdom speaks—
Death is the portal of Eternity,

The portat ! Ab, the my try now is sotved,

‘I'he my stic fear that caured the soul to shrink,
Tuat nitu.e (from her very law,) ab=olved

That almoat bade her to forget to think,

'Tis done, 'tis done, the doubits are now dispetled,
The gloomy clouds (around the heart.) withdrawn
*Gainst w hich in pride i1 oftentimes releiled 3

A sliver day spring now beginy o dawu,

Yet, Uh, what gloomy shaduwe hiere surround
This dark vented gateway to the Eternal's throne,
Ceunnesean horrurs hath the areade crown'd,
One silver cay of light hath lit aloue.

Rehigion, with a crystal lusire stands,
The wWord, like vest uents round her form doth play,
And points (a golden sceptre in her hauds,)
The wearied pilgritn to the “ narrow way 3
He enters, and the wiystic lord is puss’d,
He tinds his spirit in his lieht s free,
*I'is us, the conquest of the geave at last,
Elysiun pleasures and Eiernity,
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THE LIGHT IN WIICH THE CANADA BAPTIST
UNION 18 VIEWED By OUR REGULAR BRETIIREN.

As certain remarks of the editor of the Christian
Messenger, who scems to think, in the n. e of his
brethren, manifest sad misconception of the naturo
and design of the C. B. U,, perhaps a few observa-
tions may assist him and his readers to a better
understanding

The first remark I shall notice runs as follows:
“This Union (viz., the C. B. U.) which the Montreal
Witness presumes is formed on the open Com. basis:
and which is ccrtainly not a Union of Regular Bap-
tists, as they themeelves allow.”

Was it fuir in the editor to give bis readers the
presumptions of the Montreal Witness, when he could
have easily had our own explanation of the nature
of our organization? Itis true he is not bound to
read the Zribune; but if he meant to treat us fairly,
not to say brotherly, he was bound to give our own
explanation in preference to the presumptions of any
stranger, if that was within his reach. Had he con-
sulted a short article commencing on page 331 of the
Tribune he would have scen that the basis of our
Union is no more open than it is close. It may be
the Close brethren will refuse to identify themselves
with the Union—that will be their blame; the door
is set wide open. Ile says, we oursclves allow our
Union is not a Regular Baptist Union. He will

< please to be corrected here ; for we assure him most



