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MY BODY.

X

The house 1y Maker made for me
Received His likeness in its form,
His wisdom all its parts displayed,
His beauty cloth’d its chambers warm;—
If not so fair, as years go by,
What matter, for it is not 1.

The lamps that light its rooms burn low,
Its music sounds more dull, of late,

And ene, it may be friend or foe,
Knocks loudly, often at the gate ;

I trouble them, I scarce know why,
My house He claims,—it is not L.

I amindeed a dweller there,
A winter and a summer guest,
Its rust and 1ts decay I share,
Rut cannot look therein to rest,
I’m sure to leave it by and by,-—
*Tis but my house—it is not I.

I sometimes think, when lying down,
For the last time I seek the door

And leave the home, so long my own ;
That I may find it yet once more,

So chang’d and fair I scarce shall know
The house I lived in long ago.

THE NEW BIRTH.

I knelt beside thee, dearest babe,

On thy new birthday morning bright ;
The dewdrops gleamed upon thy brow,
The Font seemed rayed with sudden light.

I almost saw the angel glide
Adown the lucid, golden stair,

With earnest face. and snow-white wings,
Who took his place beside thee there.

Henceforth ! thou art to be his charge
Through all the devious paths of life,
And thou hast now an Angel-guard
To aid thee in unequal strife.

Thou art enlisted 'neath the Flag
Of CHRrisTour Captaiu ! CHRIST the Son
And thou art called His Father’s child,
Whose Precious Blood that guerdon won.

Within thine heart is radiance shed
From Gob the HoLy GHOsT, this hour
Descending dave-like there ta dwell,

. In all His soft, yet mighty power.

Thy name is written now in heaven,
Thy Christian name that Angels know,
O sweet, unconscious innosent,
Thou know’st not thou art blessed so !

That unto thee, to-day, is given
A right that highest Angels prize,
The Royal Gift of CHzrIsT the King,
The ° Right of Birth beyond the skies
~—Estrel.

* ¢“QOur conversation (citizenship) is in
heaven.”




