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Anear, the buii-frcg's dismai croakc,
The speclied toad's discordant criez,
The buzzing of the venomcd flies ;

These sounds alone the silence broke.

O spot accursed of God 1 Il cuied;
Forsaken both of God and man,
WVhat part hast thou in r'ature's plan?

But (rom the depths no voice replicd.

Once more beside that m!re I stand;
And, Io, a wondrous change is wrought.
A change surpassing utmost thought:

For neyer did enchanter's wand

Or hoar niagician's Dotent rod
Sucli changes wqrlc; awhile I gaze
Upon the scene in mute amazc,

Then bowing say, Lu, here is God!

Up (roma the dark and sliniy ground,.-
Through waters M'ack, their snakelike stemns
The liies rear, and, Io, with geins

0f floral grace the lake is crowned.

I-uge palm-broad leaves of richeît green
PBedeck the bosom of the lake,
And enieraid-hued flotilias make,

Where resting grace(uIly are seen

White fioweri whose waxen leaves enfold
(Hàlf.hiding them from outward view,
Vet letting baif their warmth bumn through

Their pointed spires> rich hearts of gold.

And, borne upon th-! summier breeze,
Corne subtile perfumes, rare and sweet
As are the odorous gales which greet

The voyager on Southern seas.

With emerald wing and throat of gold,
The ruby-breasted humming.bird,
Flits to, and fro, less seen than heard,

Till, made by admeiration bold,

Hie pauses in his arrowy flight
To fan some lily's blushing cheek,
Then darts away fresh fields to, seek;

Hie is in 'cruth a lover light.

And hither cames the honey bee
To revel mid these sweet nerfumes
lie leaves the garden's cultured bloomnsi

The myriad flowers that deck the lea,
And in his boat of shinning peari,

On couch of gold, at anchor lies,
Nor heeds the mimic waves that mise

And round bis vessel foara and cumi.

Bright butterfiies on gaudy wing
Go flutteming (rom fiowem to flower,
Erijoying well their Iife's brief boum,

In idleness and wantoniDg.

Like lances robed in living light,
The crested dragon-fies are seen
To, brush their wings, of emeraI sh'en.

Against the lilis, crèamy/«bit.e.

* pennly leaves? 0 hearts of gold 1
0 subtile perfumes, rare and swect 1
Here have I found a mercy seat,

A sacred place where I niay hold
Communion with the God of love,

Communion with the God of grace,!
WVho rules in every realih and race,

Whose fitting emblem is the dove.

lc calîs no spot Ilaccursed ground. ;"
But where sin bath aIl beauty siain,
Where basks foui emror's reptile train,

There doth bis grace the more abound.

Thon bloom ye -in, ye flowerets fnir;
Blom on, nor shalh your lives be lost;
Stili let your petais, waveie.t tossed,

Shake honied perfumes on the air;

l'or whiie on your magnificence
I gaze with wonder and delight,
I iearn n lesson (roi the sight

As touching Gad's omnipotence;

That flot alone from, cultured lands.
By churchiy rite, and mule walied in,
But oftimes (romn the wiids of sin,

From moral deserts, barren sands,

From stagnant (ens of unbeiief,
From Etna heights were passions flante,
Frorn fetid pools of crime and shame,

Spring (agrant flower and verdant leaf,

That in a chapiet (air to, ste
By angel bands are wreathed aid bound
About the Brows with thorns once crowned,

A coronal of victory ;
That fomms of faîtb where seera to meet

The dark, the cold may yet give bimth
To Chlsitlike lives, to glad the earth

With beauty and with fragrance sweet ;
That even the vague and mystic creeds

0f Eastern lands, creeds centuries old,
In their dim depths perchance may hold,

Hidden from.sight, saine precious seeds
Whicb, quickened by the boly ligbt

Of God's froc grace, may germinate,
To gemn the floods of strife and bate

Witb love's pure biliez (air and white;

That sometines (rom. the daxrk abyss
0f pain, ail pain, God's grace may bring
The pure and perfect blosoniing

0f cndless joy and righteousness.

Th en bloom ye on, ye flowerets (air;
Bloom on-your lives shall not be iost 1
Stiil let your petals, wavelet tossed,

Shako bonied perfumes on the air

For while on your magnificence
I gaze with wondem and delight,
I ieam a besson (rom, the siglit

As touching Godl'q nvwIiobf>tenre.
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