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THIE IK4Y IS DARK.

BY 'MARY TH-OMAS CARSTENSEN,

The way is dark,
And lrie, and wild!

1 stumble oft---
Oh ! Father! help Thy child!

Sharp thorns abound,
They press on every side,

Above --- the tempests war !
Oh ! whither shall I bide?

My feet are torn!
My panting breath cornes quick,

My bruised and aching heart
With very fear is sick.

I faint! I die!
O Lord ! lift Thou my head!

Lord save ! Lord, help!
Without Thee, I arn dead!

Humbly I cry:-
Thy wounds, Thy cross, 1 plead

I canriot let Thee go,
Without the help I need.

See ! low I lie
Prostrate beneath Thy rod,

1 dare flot fiee,
For 'tis Thy band, O Gofi

Lord, takc my will,
It -as no longer mine;

Into Thy hands I give,
Lord, mnake it Thine!

Then shall I see
That cloufis, and thorns, and woe

-Are ail Thy wvill---
Why-.--is not miné to knowv.

"TEE D4Y OF TH0E LORD IS AT
Il4,NrD."'

"The Day of the Lord is at bard, athband;
lIs storms roll up the sky.

The nations sleep starving on heaps of gold;
Ail drearners toss and sigh ;

The night is darkestibefore the mori;
When thé- pain is sorest the child is boro,

And the Day of the Lord at band.

"Gather you, gather you, angels of God,---
Freedorn, and Mercy, and Truth;

Corne ! for the Earth is grown coward and
old,

Corne down, and reaew us ber youth,
Wisdom, Sel"-Sacrifice, Caring and Love,
Haste to the battlefield, stoop frorn above,

To the Day of the Lord at band.

CcG-,ther you, gather you, hounds of hell,---
Famine, and Plague, and War,

Idleness, Bigotry, Cant, and Misrule,
Gather, and fall in the snare.*

H-ireling and Mammonite, Bigot a.id Knave
Crawl to the bafflefield, sneak to your grave,

In the Day of tlie Lord at band.

«"Who would sit dowa and sigh for a lost
age of gold

While the Lord of aIl ages is here?
True hearts will leap up at the truampet of

God,
And those who can suifer can dare.

Each old age of gold was an iroa age too,
And the mneekest of saints may find- stern.

work to do,
Ia the Day of the Lord at band."
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