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‘tesich tus' Al ‘how +Short the time is, #nd
“inake ' us more’ ready'to join that united
‘voica of praise, that ¢voice from heaven

1as the-voice of many waters, and ag thé,
voice of .great * thunder, and the voice-of

harpers harping with their hearts’ that
+few song which no.mau could learn, bitt
the-hundred and forty and four thousand
which were redeemed from the earth.!—
Eng, Magazine. : '

.

THE BYGONE YEAR.

A year, another year has fled;

. Its issues who can tell§~

Millions of voices from the dead
Reply from heaven or-hell.

All'those were living 2t the birth
Of the departed year;

They all have vanished from the carth,
‘We il taeir places here.

Though to th: eye, the mind
OF man their speech. is sealedl
“The eternal meaning each may find
-In two pluin words revenlet:

Lost spitiis, fromthe dark abyss,
Cry mourufully  Beware!”

Spirits in glory, and in biiss,
Siug joyfully < Prepare!”

‘Thus timely waroed, and moved with fear
Of wrath, let us beware;

“For life ur death, in this new yesr,
For-earth and heaven prepare.

“Who-then of those with us te-uay.
In childhood, - vouth, ov age,
T Jove theLord vur God ™ ean say,

Weall our hearts engage?
- Montgomery.

"THE LAST SABBATH IN THE YEAR.

3y fleeting years, how fast théy fly:
The moments, how they glide away;
May I for God the hours employ
Of this most solemn Sabbath-day.

This sacred Sabbath now will end
Another year of my shott time ;

Lord, bid iy heart from carth ascend,
Audlet these sacred:-hours be thine,

May I sarvey with gtatitudo -
The year that now is past and gone;
Liot.not vain thoughts my mind delude,
But let my heart be thine alone.

‘Thy sparing mercy doth: prolong
This poor unworthy life of mine
Help me to-raise a grateful song,
For this preserving cato of thine, -

But ah! what sad returns I've made;
Alast ungrateful Ihave been;

And for thy blessings aft received,
Have only made returns of sin.

Forgive my guilt and folly, Lord,
Seal to my soul thy pardoning love;
This day apply thine holy word,
Aund my affections raise ahove.
-—Brilish Workman.

MILTON'S LAST POEM.

. Tam old and blind.!
Mon point to me 28 sinitten by God's frown—
Afiticted and des. *ted of wy wind—
Yot I a1 not east down,

I am woak, yot'strong—
X murmur not that Inp longer.see—

Poor, o}, and helpless. I tne more bl)loxix,'
Fathor Supreme! to thee. '

- Oh,merciful One, o
Whonmen are farthest then thou art most néaxs |
When friends pass by, my weakness shun,

Thy chariot I hear.

. Thy-glorious face X
Is leaning towards me~—andits holy light
Shines in upon iy lonely dwetling glacu,
Aund there i3 no moroe night.

. On my bended knee
I recognize thy purpose-clearly shown—
My visiontheu hastdimmed, that I may seo
Thyself~Thyseclf atone.

i I have nought to fear— .
This darkness is the shadow of thy wing—
Basosthiit I am almoest snered—here

Can come no evil {hing.

Oh! T sesm tostand,
Trombling, where fool of mortal no’or hath been,
Wrapped in the radinnco of Thy sinless haund,
- Which oye hath never scen.

Visions como and'go--
Shapes of resplendent bes.+ty round we throry,
From-angel ips I seew to hear the flow

Of soft and holy song.

It is nothing now. . .
When Hoaven is opening on-my sightless eycs—
Whien airs from Paradise refresh iny brow,

That oarth,indarkness-lios,

In & pavor clime . .
My being fills with rupture—waves.of thought
Jollin my spirit—strains sublime

Break-over me-uusought.

Give me now my ‘Iyr¢’l
I feol tho stirrings-of a gift divine;
\Within my bos6ra glows unoarthly fire, .
. Lit byxio skill:of inive, . :



