
Review V Pollok's" Il w.. qf Tinse."

Hie, 8eeiing- aimed to stab ber t.o the htart,
,îid with inifernal chyrniitry to weing
l'le last swect drop from sorrow's cup of &al1;
To quench the oflIy ray that cheered the eartb,
A11(i lave mankind in ni-ht which had no star.
Others the stream of ileaisure troubltJ'; L
Tooued Mucb tu di y her very fountaju head.
Ilopardonable man ! Eold under ý,in!
He was the devil's pioncer, who cat
Tli-. Cnceg down of Virtue, sapped her w-alls,
Andi opencti a ?rmooth and casy way to death.'t

11Jell's mad-houses are full of sucb, toc, flerio,
Toc furiously ingane, -ind desperate,
To rage uubound 'mon- evil spirits dav'red."1

The voice of Wisdomn, caffing on marn to reform bis wayq, i
next poetically described as being heard iri al the worksr ci
Nature.

"The gentie Flowers
Rettred, anud, stooping o'er the wiliderness,,
Talked of bumility, and peace, and love.
The Dews carne down unseen at evening-tidc,
Aiid silently theïr bouuties sbed, to teacli
Alankir1d unostentations charity."

Mercy stood in the cloud, with eye that wept
Essential love ; and, froin ber glaoos bow,
Tueadin- tu biss the enrth ia token.of peace,
NV ith ber own lips, ber gracions lips, 'which God
0f sweetest accent made, she whiMperrd 'Ziiii,
Shp whispered to lleve»ge-Forgive, fovgivt.
The Sun, rejoicing round the earth, announced
Daily the wisdem, power, and lo've of God.
The Moon awoke, and froni her maids» face,,
Sheddiing ber danudy locks, looked meekly forth,
And with her virgin Stars walked ini the heav;en@,
VU alked nigh,,tly there, conversing as ehe wallkeid,
Ofpurity, and boliness, and God."1

"Day uttcred speech tu day, and night to ni.-lt
Taught knowl edge. Silence had atongue; thetrave,
The darkneçs, and thie lqnely waste, had eacli

talngue, that cver sa id, Man! tbink of (Coà

lii the above our readers iviii pcrceive, that theflvwerý,:ý-
(11,ws, the raitibow and the moon, are-, though briet', very beauifulj
and expressive Eketches, full of the spirit of nature and of poetry.

In describing the effeçts.of disappoitment, cuir. aufthor, if ni
mistake not, ilraws a sweet portrait of himself He says-aludrq
t Llite helpless langour which disappointment prc',Itcr's-

"Ont of thia mood 1 do rememIcr well
Wug suBe biun not,-wliat.now are earthly mame"?-


