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TIIE MORNNG STAR.

j ne iiight is we aring fast away,
Astreak of light is d;twnin,-

S;veet harbingrer ofthiat briglit day,
The fair Millennial rnornwng.

Gloomy and dark the iniglit has becra,
And long the way, and dreary;

And sad the weeping saints are seen,
And fajint, and wvorn, and weary.

Ye rnourhing pilgrims ! cease your tears.,
And hush each sighi ofsorrow;

'£he lighit of that bright Inorn-appears,-
The long Sabbatic morrow.

Lift up your heads-behold frorn far,
A flood of spletidour streawtiig!-

It is the bright and Mlorning-Star,
In living lustre beaming.

And see tlaat star-tike host around
0f ange] bands, attending;

Hark! harik! the trumpet's glad'ning,« so'id,
'Mid shouts triuînphant bleridingy.

I-le comes-the Baidegroom promis'd long-
Go forth with joy 'to meet hiin ;

And maise the new and nuptial scmg,
la cheerful strains toagreet bila.

Adora thyself, the feast prepare,
Wlhite bridai strains are swelling;

He cornes, with thee ail joys Io share,
And maie, this carth His dwelling.

NOTYIING can be proposed so wild or so absurd, as not to
find a party- and often a very large party--reaidy te espoiuse it.
It is a sad refiection on human nature, but it is tee true. Every
day's experience and history confirai it. It would bave argnecl
gross ignorance of rnankind to expect evea Swvedetiborgrianisni
to, bo rejected at once by the commun sense of men. I-le, %vho
laid the snnre, kaewv that if a few characters of sonie 'àenrving
and respectability could be broe2ht to espouse it, tiierc %weuld
bu soon a silly multitude rcady te0 foll0W.-CECtx.


