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rfley arc the %vise resuits of earnest theughr t of ene whlo loves Africans and
l1,1s donc inueh, for thcnx-Jtebert Ncedlîain Ctîst-a-, quotatieî frein whose
book, referred to, forms a fitting close te thîs paper \Vlien ail -are assUro-
bled before the great whbite throne, pleading withi one voice in inuitually
unintelligible words the mnrts of tlic Saviour, One alone ivill understnnd

~l.There will be only one lalguage then, the hînguagre of the angels
The imperfect coinage of wOrds and rnarshalling of sentences wiIl no longer
bc required. Language -%vill have hiad its day. ' Lo, a grcat mnultitude
whliclî no man could number, of ail nations, and kindreds, and people, and
tongues, and they cried with a loud voice.'"'
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Lord, whose giory is thec son-
0f the siniless worlds above,

lleart and kzingdoin suffering wrong
Promn the souls tlîat do neot love,

Corne and iniake TIîy works rejeice,
Marrying law uith liberty;

Rigliting each discordant veice
In crcMion's lîarmony ;

Answering lier sin-wrang groan,
Lord of glory, claim Tlîine owzn
Spring of every riglîteous power,

Source of ail authenity,
lu Thy naine, as in a tower,

Blides our frail hunianity.
Six inillennins have faiied

Christless order te mnaintain;
Over ail lias sin prevailed,

Man bas toiled for peace in vain.
Frein Thy cliud-surreunded titrone,
Ring of nations, dlainm Thine ovn!

Ail the stores of carth are Thine,
Thine the fulncs of the se;,

Thine alike in mart and mine,
Lent, but owned ctcrnally.

Thine the silver and the gold
Lavished upon glitterhîg toys,

Thine the wvcaltli the sa1iits,%vithhlold
From Thy cause, for camnal joys.

From Tby stewards, careless grown,
Earth's, ]osscssor, dlaim Thine own 1
Savieur, from the dread ýabyss

'Who hast brouglit us nigli te God,
Giver of eternal blias,

Through the inerits of Tliy blood.
Ail for ai is love's confession,

Less the Cross forbids te grive,
01 Thy Church take f ull possession,

As Tliy witness let lier livc.
Thou art wvortlîy. Tbon alone,
Our Reducier, clajni Thuinc own!
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