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solitary and alone, and finds flot this and made reverenlt at this miarvel-
Divx 1e presenlce! H-e nmay be a king lotis manifesstation of superior
oni his throne, a despotic ruler iii pJwe%,r, miglit, and grcatness.
bis office, ai ronarcli in his store, a " Faw tire the spots so dcathly 8till,
tyrant iii his workslîop, but here lie Sa %vrapt in deop o ternal glooli;

-so (lwarfcd, mnade sz) sniall, if lie No sauinc ie licard of sykvati rnu,
hiave any sotil ait ail, lie is Ilumlbled A voiceless silence 8eei to li

Tho air arousid tlhis rocky toiib."

THE BIRDS 0F ýTH-E CROSS.

%VhiIe in Hie agany the saviour hlig,
Tirc, wandering birds aliglited ah Hi-is cros,
ISfyrk ha>» . Seyrk ha,»i!'' the foremost cried,
1Strengthien our Saviour in tlîis cruinig %%oe."

It %vas tha Stork ; nd over sinca thiat liou,'
0f strength and blessing hid.lu thiat 'olnd been tnnuued.

Thoin cried the secondl, eircling ini distres,-
'Sval ha» ! Sval ha>» ! Si-al lînt ! " Vet again

Rafrcesl Himi 'Tic our suffering bSaviour (lean-
I3ehold Hinui (d3'ig !" 'Twvas the Swavillow spaie.
Ani ever ince tliat hiour the sonis of men
Look on the Swallowv with a lovinge oye.

The Tiurtle-dove maine lluttering wvhcn sue saW
Oui- suffering Lord's distress, and softly cried:
'Kyrie ! Oht Kyriea Oht, niy clying Lord !

And (lotr the Tuirtle*dIove is to, aur lucnt.
Tho Crozshili came and imadce a loci haient,
Twisting ics bcnk to piuck: the meils away
.And wvell that bird foýr over shiall iaved.

Thon darkly swept, uipon ill-oiiieii'd wing,
One crying,-" Puen hai» 1 Puem hani! " harsli and long
"1'unishi and torture Hiiii, -%ho liangs accurzed!
Thiat Archi-deeciver blecding an the troc !"
Then off hae flow ; and evor since that hauir,
Tho Lapwviig flics, a crying, evil bird,
LoNv aven carth upan a lialting wving.

B3e coniforted, ya sympathatic sotis,
Who ta the paiticd your consolation bring'
And ta the hiurt your healing! Joy ta you,
Yo checerful sauls, -w'ho scattar wvide yaur chucor
Yu pitying amies, bc pitied in your waeoo;
Yo laving once, ha laved ;-far ever <ban
The generons spirit is ta errant man.

But waao ta yau, hird of the doleful cry
And wae ta you, scarnftil and saturnine,
V'indictivj4 and incriinative soul,
W~ho inakest thyself Judgo, and criest blanue!
For thau art loved by neithier God uior .1n
Non findest rnercy whiero thou hast not shown.


