
Poetiy.-Seîene Submrission, cýc.

and required- thse constant experience and
exhbibition, of many of the highest elements
of the.Missionary character.

The Dreadful Requisition ; or a Treatise oit
the Riglitedusrxess of God iii punishing the
neglect of seuls. By the Rev. CHAULES
STOVEL. Jackson & Watford, London;
and Greig, Montreal.

A mnost soienin and affecting arpeal to nil
Christians on the obligations %vhich their
allegiance to their Lord places thoîn undor,
te seek the salvation of seuls. It containis
the substance of five Lectures, delivered by
the author during as revival mneeting ini Loi;-
dion; and is publiihed at the request of tho
bretbren wvho wertu present, and "«as having,
a tendency te bring ail hearts into a state of
prayerfui and penitentiai seif-examitnation."
We were about to give a fulier accounit of
this litte volume; but wbhen we state that
several copies of it have been sent ta our
publisher, to be sold for the benefit of the
Missionary Society, we hope mnany of our
readers ii purchase and peruse it for thein-
selves; and if they iay thieir hearts open te
its weighty appeais, they and the worid w~ili
be ail the botter for the money and the tume
thus devoted to the best of causes.

SERENE SUI3MISSION.

"Oh! just when thon shait please wouid 1 depart,
My father and xny God! 1 would nlot cijoose,
Ev'n if 1 mnighit, the moment te unloose

'l'ie bonds which bind rny sveak amI worthiess heart
From its briglht home. So 1 but have a part,

However humble, there, it matters not,
Or long, or short, my pilgrimage,-my lot

.Joyful orjoyiess,-if the tlnwers niay start
Where'er 1 tread, or thorns obstrurt my pati,

1 look net at the present:- many yearsd
Are but so nsany moments, thoughi of tears:

My so-al's brighit homne, a lovelier aspect bath;
Ansd if it sureiy shall be nsine-and thon
For ever mine-it mnatters little when!

"GO i 'TEACH ALL NATIONS !

M1att. xxviii. 18.

Go, missionaryl1 go,
Relving on tlxy God;

Nor grieve that thon must kuýo,.
No more thy natal sod.

The pleasant joys resign
That netie round thy hîearth,

Close as the creeping vine
Clings to thy place of birth.

Go from thy inother's tomh;
c'O from thy fitther's voicp:

Leave desolato thy home,
That Pagans xnay rejoice.

'fVlxere nature sterniy piles
Eternal hbis of siiow;

Or vhere blie kindiy smniles
lu peaceful beauty, go h

Go s,'lero the suin, in ivrati,
1Moves o'èr thme blasted land,

And marks lus dreadfui patx
Ily lheaps of fiery saud.

Go te tîxe isles afar
That heautifuilly lie

Upon the sera, liko stars
Fixed iii a nether sky.

Gowire the hoiy naine
0f Jestis is unknowui

Wliere, dlead te truth sud shame,
Maxi loves hiniseîf alone!

Go! valuse flot thy life !
Aim for the h)eavpniy crovn;

And in the wseary strife,
Ne'er lay thy weapoes down.

In faith stili battie on
Intentiy fix tîuine eye

Upon thxe moark, and won
Shaih ho thé s'ictory.

Toi] on! cease net thxy pains,
Thoughl unkunown, ssncniressed

By nien ;-for thee romains
An cveriasting re-st.

T. 1%'K.
Philatde-iplia, Sept. 2G, 1837.

THE WORLD WBr DAVE NOT SEEN.

Thiere la a worid we have net seen,
Thiat tume shahl nover daro dostroy;

Where mortal footstep bxath not heon,
Nor car bas caught its sounid efjoy.

It la ail bols' and serene,
l'li land ef glery and repose:-

And tiiere, te dino the radiant scene,
The tear of sorrow nover lows.

It la not fanned by siimînier gale,
'Tis net refreshed %vith vernal shoirers;

It nover needb the moonheam piae,
For tixere are kuown noeovening houri.

1No ; for this world ia ever brigixt.
W'ith a pure radiante ail its own:

The streaoss cf uncreate l iiht
Fklis' round it froin the etornal throne.

There, forina tixat mortais, may ixot se,
Tee gierienis for tlue oye te trace,

Ani clad in peeriess majesty,t 1,Ive wvitx unutterabie gae

hii;Nly"ta phieoptde faie aliode.

O idit in the cutiedtzy;
It is the dieliiig-piare of Coa.

f256


