128

the wing,” often soars above theregion where
ordinary bards find their congenial atmosphere.
Modesty is universally the concomitant of
genius, We therefore venture to suggest to the
authdr as a young man who may yet do honour
to his age and country, to study systemati-
cally and thoroughly the writings of our reli-
gious tioets—Millon, Cowpery Pollok, Jas. Mont-
gomeiy.—2, To submit his own'\'vrit;ngs, pre-~
vious to publication, to some judicious and
Jaithful literary {riend ; and 3, To bear in mind
that the greatest triumph of art consists in its
own ¢tincéalment.

¢So it is when the mind is endued
With d well-judging taste from above,
Then, whether embeltish'd or rude,
3Fis hiilure glone that we love.

The achievements of art may anuse,
May even our wonder excite,

But groves, hills, and valleys diffuse
A lusting, ¢ sdered delight.”?

POETRY,
¢IT 1S 1, BE NOT AFRAID.
(From the United Secesston Mugazine.)

When the storm of the mountains on Galilee fell,
.And lified its watets on high;

And the faithiess disciples were bound in the spell

Of mysterious alarm,—their terrors to que!l
Jesus rhisper’d, ¢ Fearnot, it is I

The storm could not bory that word in the wave,
For twas taught through the tempest to fly :

It shall reach his disciples in every clime,

And his voice shall be near in each troublous time,
Saying, ¢ Be not affsid, it is 1.?

When the spirit is broken with sickness or S0ITOW,
And comfort is ready to die;

The darkness shall pass, and in gladness tomorrow

The wounded complete consolation shall borrow
From His life-giving word, ¢1tis 1.

When death is af hand; and thé cotthge of etay
Is left with a tremulous sigh, - ..

The gracious Forerunner is smoothing the way

For ifs' tenant to pass to unchangcnble day,
Saying, ¢ Bo not afraid, it is I

When the waters are pass’d,and the glories unknown
Burst full on the wondering eye,
The compassionate Lamb in the midst of the
throne,?
Shall welcome, encourage, and'comfort his own,
And say, ¢ Be not afraid, it is 1.’

Lzith, January 1842, w,

THE HARBINGER.

«] SING OF CALVARY.”
Down from the willow bough
My slumb’ring harp I'll take,
And bid its silent strings
To heavenly themes awake.
Peaceful let its breathings be,
Soft and soothing harmony.

Love, Love DiviNg, I sing;

0, for a seraph’s lyre,
Bathed in Siloa’s stream,

And touthed with living fire,
Lofty, pure the strdin should be,
When I sing of Calvary:

Love, love on eurth appears !

The wretched throng his way ;
He beareth all their griefs,

And wipes their tears awsy.
Soft and sweét the strain should be,
Saviour, when 1 ging of Thee:

‘He saw me as he passed,
In hopeless sorrow lie,
Condimned and doomed to death,
And no salvation nigh.
Loud and long the strain should be;
When I sing his love to me:

1 die for thee, he said—
Behola the Cross arise !

And 10! Hé bows his head—
He bows his head and dies !

Soft my harp, thy breathings be,

et mo weop on Calvary.

Hi lives ! again H: lives §
. I'hear the voice of Love—
He comes o soothe my fears,
And draw my soul above.
J oylul now the strain shall be,
When 1 sing of Calvary.
MRS, SOUTHEY,

e ——e—

The Harbinger will be pub]sshed about the 15th
of every month, by Lovell & Gibson. .

The terms are, while it continues monthly, three
shilings per annum in advance.

All the Ministers and Deacons of Congregational
Churches throughout Canada; will kindly act as
Agents.

It is particolarly reqaested that our (riends
throughout the country will afford information, at
the eurliest possible momént, how many numbers
they require at their respective localitics. Promp-
titude on this point, will prevent much loss to the
projectors of the work, and disappointment to sube.
seribers.

MONTREAL,
Printed for the Commiitee, by Lovell & Gibson.



