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HOPE IN 1'TIE REDEEMER.
Yes It is true, my Saviour died .
To rescue inan from sin and wo!
My héart atonce the truth appliedy
And.could not, “ould not let it go,

I felt it wasmy last lorn hope—=

. A stay 10 the lone shipwreck'd "u'en HE)
And gragp'd it with a drowning grope,

As sent to me direct from heaven.

In conﬁrmauon word on word
Rosesweelly, tog, from' memory’s store;

‘Pruths; which in other days I heard,
Butnever knew theif.worth be!‘ore

Lodged by aplaus mother’> care

In the young 1nlds of thouaht and sense,
Like fire in-filnt, ihey slumbcr’d there,

Till aaguish struck them bright from thence. .

The beacon hvhts of Holy \Vm
Théy one by ohé upon me <tolc~
Throu"h witids and waves my palfma} 1it,
And chased the darkneéss from my soul!

CAMTEELL, -

THE RCSURRECTIO‘L

* -Morning.of the Sabbath day!
O thou sweetest bout of prime !
" Dart a retrospéciive ray )
Q'er the easte,m hills'of timé ;
Daybreak let my  spiritsee,
* -Atthe footof Calvar)

Joseph’s sepulchre is nigh:
. Here the seal upon lhc stoncy
“There the sen!mel with eye,
Starlike fix’d on that alone; |
All around is calm and clear, -
) ‘Llfe and Death keep Sabbath heré,

Bnght and bnghlcr, beam on beam,
" Now, liké new-creatéd light;
From the fock-cleft, g "leam by gleam,
Shooxs athwartt'the 3 waning night;
'I‘nll the ﬁplendour grows intense,
Overpowermg mortal sense. «
-Glory turns with meé 16 gloom-=
:Sight, pulsauon, thought depar,
- And the stone, rent from the tomh
. Seems to fall upon my-heart;
With that sbock the vision ﬂles,
Christ is tisen<-11 ma) rise=
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POKRTRY.

- A
Rise, like Him, as from this trance,
AWhen the trumpét calls the just
Tothe saints’ inheritance,
“ From their dwellmg in the dust—
By the resurrection’s power,

Jesus! save me in that hour!

Subbath morning! hail to thee;
O thou sweetest hour of prime!
Fromthefoot of Calvary,
‘Now to Zion’s top I climb;
There my risen Lord to ameet, . -
1u histemple, at his feet. )

MoxTcomeny,

. DEATH IN'A FOREIGN LAND..

- NotJong shall this feéble pulse remain,

" And this failing strength endure;

- Thy sunbeams, fair Italy, shine in vain,

Thy chmatc can work no‘cure ;

And I sigh, when through myrtle groves I roam,
By the balmy breézes farmed o

+Oh! why was Isent from my quiet home,
T die in a foreign land 7"

. They /Inew 1 must die; T remember wéll,

“I'heir foreboding Tooks and sighs;

And can Death'be charméd by au carthiy spell,
" Soft zephyrs, and azure skies?,

1 would give them al), on the wood to look
Where the clistering nut-ifees stiind; .

And to gather lilies by thebrook
‘T'hat yuns in my hative Jand.

1 wcepnot becavise in early youlh
fam called from this world o care :

I have humbly sludlcd the Book of Truth,
And mourned d'er my sins in prayer;

And Ihope through the Saviour, in whom [trust,
1 may join theblessed band

Of holy angels ind spirits just,

. Inabrightét and better Jand.

" But my light and vain companions here.

No calm to my mind impart;
Their language is forelgn to my ear,
And theif mannets to my heart: .
Would; when 1liedownto yleld my breath,
My kindreéd could round mestand;

. Ithink 1 could greet the Angel of Death

Ifhe came iu my own dear land !’
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