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view. We perhaps, however, owe an apology toPo ;Mo iin u
proininence to Poefr-y-but as we have seeil Poetry is ulore of' un Art
than Prose, and rnay fairly invite criticismn, w'hile Prose niay afford to
despise it, or at Ieast regard it with an exaltcdl independence. Prose,
lhowever, becomes an Art in the hands o!' an Addison, and framni s time
lbas fairly corne within the province of the critic.

AD TE, DOMINE!

In glooniy doubts and fears,
'Mid sorrows dark as niglut,
1 cry, my God, to thee:
Answer niy prayers, my tears;
So shail thy presence brighit
Bid grief and darkness fiee.

My hardened, stony hieart
}Iatli long withstood thy grace,
.And 'gainst thy mcrcy s triven:
Let flot thy grace depart;

ide flot in -%ratlî thy face;
Leave me not unforgiven.

Bowed low now in the dust,
No humnan aid I seek
To bear this load of sin:
Give une an humble trust,
Teacli me witli spirit meek
Christ's pardoning love to win.

Bis tender, pitying liand
Breaks not the bruiscd reed,
The smoking fiax 8tili spares:
fleneath his Cross 1 stand;
lis sufi'erings 1 plead;
On Ilm cast ail rny cares.

Father! for His dear sake,
J3lot out the dreadful past:
lar fromn thy throne on high,
My guilt-stained soul ta mrake
Pure as a ehild's mut last:
Father! to thee I ery.

IDE31 LATINE REDDITUM1.

Metu obscuro implicatus,
Angore gravi jain oppressus,

Ad te clamno, Domine!
Ploranteni, fientein me inspice,
DIoloris tenebras dispelle

Vultus tui lmine.

Cor rneumn diu obdurescens,
Omnique gratoe resistens,

Fuit ingratuin tibi:
A, ine non oculos averte;
Peccata omnia benigne

Tandem remitte mnihi.

Supplex, ini pulvere prostratus,
Criminum onere afflictus,

Nulluni quicro hominem:
Spiritu penitus contrito,
Animno toto nune demisso,

CimnISTux rogo veniam.

Arundini quassatoe parcit,
Nec liuum funiigans extinguit,

E-jus manne tenera:
Per supplieium Ejus salvus,
Ad Cruceni cruentatani gressus

Mecuni fero erimina.

Pater! Ver Filiumi dilectum,
Dele judicium horrendum;

Audi alto in coelo:
Ut mcea anima polluta
Culpoe omnino expurgata

Sit, Pater, te inploro!
w. P. D.
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