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Behold the bending orchards,

With bounteous fruit are crowned;
Lord, in our hearts more richly

Let Heavenly fruits abound.

Oh, by each mercy sent us,
And by each grief and pain,

By blessings like the sunshine,
And sorrows like the rain—

Our barren hearts made fruitful
With every goodly grace,

That we Thy name may hallow, *
And see at last Thy Face.
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": “ The rapt strain hallowed the blue arch
IRy . Above the settlers ;arm,

' And held him in his forest march

{ . Closer to God's right arm
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Of these old hack-neyed hymns,
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The hymas that dared to go The verse that reads like prose;
Down shuddering through the abyss o} man-

Aro relics of a sturdier time

Than modern child hood knows

His qulfs of conscious woe
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Drop on the yellow keys, as seft and slow,
. I play some meledy of long age
@nlg to think,
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@ land Of winter and 0} bloom,
O} singing bird and meaning pine,
Thy golden light, thy tender gloom,
Thy vales and mountains all ars mine!
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