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JUSTIN

By leafarched brook, and lowings from the fold,
In cooler evening, when the maidens ply
Their daily task ; the children’s innocent mirth,
And angels’ songs, cloud-wafted from the deep
Of heaven’s blue ; and, fainter still, the sounds
Of far-off worlds and the orbed universe.

But that which ran thro’ all, and linked them all
In one long harmony—that undertone ;
Which made them music—was the voice of Christ
And the soft beating of His human heart.

A calm light stole on Justin, and a peace,
Unknown before, unutterable, deep

Within the spirit's depths—a new-born sense

As if his heart had eyes, and every €ye

Saw God thro’ all in His own loveliness.

The vision passed, and slowly Justin rose,
Unwilling quickly to disturb the peace
Which his strange dream had poured into his soul,
And the last accents of the voice that yet
Throbbed in his heart and kindled all his love.
here was 5 stillness and a hush o’er nature,
he sweet expectancy of early dawn
That waits its king; the wind had fall'n, the sea
And shore spoke but in whispers ; only birds
elt not the universal awe, but from their nests,
Dew‘sprinkled, woke with songs the sleeping woods,
hro“gh which, a faded beauty, peered the moon.
€D, turning, Justin suddenly beheld :
™Man of years, with long dark robes and bair



