
SIIADES OF TILE IIA31LIrr ANI) OTHEIt POULS. 73

Wliere thou art now the love li pure
Wlaere thon art now thy bliss is sure

An angel now,
Rcsting tipon rIiy Saviour's brenst

Would 1 wert thon ! "

0f a sirnîlar character is ' The flying Child, p. 46. We ivili venture toIaffirm that no poetie fiction, liowever truthf'uly conceived, could have suggestLd
those touching lines. Doubtlcssly they depiet a reality, and a reality too that

i uîust have been powerfully feit. Mr. a.. not aivare that anything in theJ. ourse
of' our reading lias produced so sad anîd yct so soothing an impression on tlic
nîind. Wc will înot cxccpt cven Deltas' ' Casa Wa.-pp)y,' which thougli iucli
longer is ixot more truthfully told. The uncontrullable gush of' sorrow, which
the ]ast sad scene naturally cails forth, is liere finel'y tenmpered with preseîit

jrefleetion, and chastened into a full relianco on a Iig"lier power, by thoughts
jof the briglit and glorious future.

The tone and character of these pocîns arc c-nihieîntly religions, ir-nparting a
.solcînnity and a seriousness to the diction, whieh bof h please and instruet the
devoutly inclined. In this peculiarity %ve thirik wc perceive indications of tho
high degree, in whichi the ardour and zeal of the missionary spirit impel thc

ifeelings of the author, and are mixed up xvith ail his -:entiments. The exqui-
isite lines on page -93, will illustrate our mleauing. Tliey are conceived and
*written in a inanner ivhiclî leaves no doubt of the pure and sincere spirit of

[piet.y that suggestecl t-hem

'Nù Iioy pidge, w sa«cred vow, XW

Thy saints bchold, adore, aind love."

Thc wilderness and journey o'er,
The clouds and fire are seen no more,-
But %ve poor pilgrirns, journeying herc,
By symbols know that thou art near."1

One of' the profoundest mysteries of our faith, is licre miade to yield both
instruction and nuelody. Could there be a terser or a truer description of that
solemn and sad yet calui and comforting feeling, w'hich pervades every devout
heart, in the act of coinmeniorating a dying Saviour's love, than the conclud-
ing line of thc above stauza ? Or could a soul filled 'with gratitude to, heaven
for the enjoynuent of many blessiîîgs, and overflowing with love to the Great
Creator of all things, find vent aud utterance for its feelings in loftier liues

ithan the following?
4The liglit of the mornling,j At heavefn's command ;

P' Now cornes forth adorning,
The water and land.

Awake then, niy spirit.!
ltejoice in the Lord,

'Mis thine to Inherit
lis work and his word."9

Very bcautifXil, indccd, is this 1 moruing hynîn,' and fuit of poctie ifire.


