
The Presbyterian ftLeview.
Bebold the bending orchards,

With bounteous fruit are crowned;
Lord, in our hearts mnore riclily

Let Hcavenly fruits abotind.

O11, b>' cadli ilercy, sent us,
Anci by cachl grief and pain,

I3y biessings ikie thle stllsliine,
And sorrow~s like the main-

Our barmen heaiéts niade fruitful
Witil every goodly -race,

That wve Thy name mnay haliowv,
And see at Iast Thy Face.

rS ll wondering

Ard surgmng up rbe beach. ;e

qre songs thot wake a nokier.ill,,
Thon Our new sinqgers rec.

Tiepsallm tlles 01 the Puriloîi;
he hojmns rhar dored to-go

Down sliudderingq througli the obtjss o marn-
His QUIS 01 cOnlCOus wOe

The rapt Strain haliowed the blue arch
.ibove the setIers Jarrim,

AJAnd lield him in his jore3r march
Closer to God*s rýgkt arnq

<T>n is ir strange thca at rthe sound
0f theze aid hack-neyed liqtmns.

pueqive a homesic< bound
ew;e l moisture swi.msl

lTe ong quoirnt words, the hum drumn rhijme,
TI>e verse thaý reads like prose,*

Alre reiics of .a sturdier time
'Than modern child hood knows

lUC t Lrcom.

Ofail sac1 Volces froni jorotten sears;.
It i3 the saddest; 5ee what tender tecirs
Drop ort the qellow key.sas sOJtr an slow,
I play some meglodqj of Iong arO

~Uniij 10 think,(9white, sad! notes, 0f ai Ibe pleasant daqs,
Tbe hopp, sOngS, the bSjmns of 'holy praise,

Ihe dreams oJ love and youth (liat 'round y0 u
Do thej not make each sl'ghin_%,iremLiing

Al mighry link'.

cling!
string

( land 0f winter aind of. bloome
0f sinoing Lird and moaninq pine, Y l,,

Thy egldon IiigI) thq tendergiqoom,
Thy voies and mounitoins ail arc mine!

Thq hoiy loves of other getrs5,
N4Wflh Lçckoning bands loward me lcan,

A!Jnd whispcr throuqh their faliîn ter
Lo rd, kccp mgj memor4 green",.

iEDcar. Me1mor,4.! whoso unclouded_%oxorV

m lace-

"Lord, (<ccp mit coijsau

.
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