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T1-0UCfl{TS 0ON TI1M E.

ilTiîne 1 hion. ïovful is thy fih,
SBlit, ah, 11ore0 awlïîl stili,
Tl1it I, with w'ings as swift -as thee,
Mulist eartli's dencayiiig portais, 11ce,-

Ash eavy, difll, and chill,
Yer draw, the deeper shiades of might.

Tim-lie a eer ïdlugstreani"
Bears mY trelliblingf bark along

F-.roini the shlore-s or' carli ecedliiug
:Nw ri-c- and nearer stili appro-aciig

'The enidh3s joys, or gefndwoe,
Or that eterîa. Norld mnseeni.

Mine rmars its lastig monument
To shaîne, or giory truc:

Its chianges have inin e heex: irouglit,-
111 lenrt, iii mlind(, in deed, in tîuh

Writh steriier brouv the things 1I viewv
M\T1iceli did of' yore mniy heart content.

My soiti, awae110 laurel crowul-
XVhichi thy imnîortLal brow

*ould degrm to wvear-this earth ean twine !
Leap, likze a lion, froin tlry shirile;

Mhe glitt'.ilng mirage now
F orsake, and dlare to meiet its frown.

Ere iny inortal fr-ame pass to decay,
And duist to dnist dissolve,

* ~My mission, Lord, 1i woid fullfil,
I>erforn'i Tliî good mid righlteous Xill:

* I XVlî le sh i ig wi,\orlds revolve.
Pare I be dark) or go astray 1

Ahi, Thou -wlo iii yon distanitspace
ilmose Nvorlds lize dew-drops streNved,

O by Thy Nvisdoni mariik my place,
lIelp me my Saviour's steps to trace,

Alic, by 'fhy Spirit, show
Me t;he work TI iîol would'st have nie do.

A blubble may I nleyer be
Upon the streain of Tiime;

No weak existent of ait bout;
No useless hierb ; but a, bijght llower-

rlaiited by the I{anid divine,
~~Vhich ~~ ivssmefarnce back --o The.-J. M m~.


