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Greater than Solonion shall open ail.
Ad here then alial we fnd the Christian Munse?

No iZan phantou 'tis, nor made of man,
Nu areture, but th e living One who spake
Ty boly inen of ohl in all the Psalms,

',aw, the Prophet,-in all loly Scripture.

"z.

I love the Ionely hour of night, but not
nes' sake, nor for its works; nor yet

Of thuthe precious light of day to tell
Persons, things and places. Light was made
fhen them ail. Nor would I love the nigbt
er storms and blackness rule. Night, with Its stars

tWhanOpied, l not the darkness dread
he eiSe and foo;ish fear alike. 'Twas bight

ae tern sages came to Bethlehem.
ei tuded by the star, and found the Babe,
.hei astale, and their honors paid,

a to ation, and their offerings gave
As heph nfg divine. 'Twas in the night,

eo l Be ad watched their Bocks the A ngel came,.
Pn od th en descending, glory shining round,.n tod tem of the wonder God bad wrought.
4dt n the hosta of Heaven appeared, and sung

71%t ous song, confirming all lis words:-
e don high; and on the eartb,
ell and good will to men." That wondrous sodg
right the an-els sing! well might the Heavens
'ak forth in anthems of sublimest strains to i the world heard not that song I The world
hatOnd in darkness slumbered. Ail its

Open was that time, for other things
of heliilt. The murderous jealousy

nbd l 5e Wakeful in Judea's court;
as r sought to know the place where He

et worshiwith the intent the Child to Md,
d areP• And by night the Angel came,
4rsed the sleeping Joseph, who, by nig

fe l ed. Chiefiy by night the Lord
The Prevaled to foil man's foe. By night

le0 f -itnessed that deep agony
leV e te blondy sweet t flow ! Ail nigbt

y4 ale n dy Of the Crucißieil

trith. , Preposed. And'twasyetnight,
te a - nighty earthuake, Gabriel came,ntr¾ee, and rolled the stone away

dfonet eth edead. A nd then He rose

thie lie d not detain; and, rising, He

81eq, o lg de rrection and the-Life,
Ar t and hin that had its power.

so 1. a God hath had for night;
i uutdone the Prince of Darkness.

to mieditate upon
themes when night o'erhargs the earth,Ouding in her sable pall.
i had its time; Egypt bath ruled,erkness covered ail the earth.
Darkness his dominion hath
l in cruelty and craft,
a rufian force. but now the endon ; andoas the Angel ckme,t" in glory clad, to ope
1 aud strike the keepers dumb,
glorY saw, the earthquake heard;

ne to ralise the sleeping dead
graves, and bI lis presence BU

The bearts of men with fear. And lie ahall shake
Ail nations and ail things as then lie shook
Earth by Hi power. And lie shall ait the Judge.
Judgment ar.d justice shall before Hlm go,
And froum Hi face ail darkness fiee away.

I SAW HER 'MID THE GLITT
ING T HRONG.

She listened to a datterer's tale-
Trusted-and was deceived.

I saw her'mid the glittering crowd,
A thing of life and love;

Fair as cold winter's snowy shroud,
And pure as saints above-

A gaDint form was by ber side-
Ah - could such fori deception hidel

. The music breathed In lofty strahi,
Some old beart-stirring lay;

To dance, he led ber forth again,
She could not aay him nay;

And words were spoken 'mid the dañoe,
That did ber simple heart entrance.

And ail that nigbt of festive mirth,
He still was by ber aide- .

What feelings in each heart bad birthl--
ShU weai or woe betide ?

The parting glance, doth it betoken
A heart made blessed, or rudely broken? -

Next iorn-I left my native aboe,
A rover blythe and free; .

Irve heard the Artie ocean roar,
And sailed o'er evry sa.

Returned-I sought to know Aer lo%
-Mr me:nory saw in every spot.

They told to me a thrMilng tale,
It stil rings in mine ear;

A tale-to maie the cheek turn pale-
The beart stand still with fear:

Of fatterer's words-of trusting maid-
of hope a:1 lost-a heart betrayed.

I saw ber once-but once again;
Ar- O'-what change was there I

Her trv now bore the mark of Cain-
Sizs punishmenit-despair 1

Reasci unseated-honor gone-
A broken heart, or changed ta atone.

Ah what i dreadful fate was hers!
Too oil of gentle ones the sbrer-

They liât to heartless fiatterers;
Like birds, fait in the trapper'a sare!

Deceived-tlheir's ls life's saddest lot-
Re=ure-the worm that dieth not.

Montreal, January, 1849.
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