
TUE AMARANTIL.

THE COVENANTEWCS PRAYEB. BE-
FORE I3ATTLE.

NOT in a temple made with hands vie worship
thee, oh God!

B3ut in this drear and lonely place, or lizather
and of sod.

Not bcncath groined and fretted roof, wvhere
rneek devoluun's eye

Is lured fromn liaven, by crirason gauds and
panes of curîous dye:

Bntwhere te temlpesi. whistles uhrough out
-a lote uncovered locks,

Wýhreanllabove islowering sly, and ail around
us rocks.

Not in the proud humility of surplice, alb or
stole ý

But in the garments of our craft, we oflar up
Our sou].

Yes ! in the garments of our traft, with hands
embrowned by toil,

Weceall on thece to cecanse our hecarts from
earthly taint or soit.

We know that thou art mighty, and we feel
that thou art kind;

That thou canst lieur our suppliant prayer
above the rushing wvind;

Tha. thou ctmst sce our upinrned cycs in iihis
sequestered dcl,

And that thy shield is over ail, who serve and
love thee well.

Lord! look thon down upon us now, as thus
wve bond the knee.

Lord! make us strong in this thy cause to bles
z.nd worship tlhe.

Lord! pour upon our thirsty souls the sweet
dcw of thy grace.

Lord! lot thy people sec the.e iii the spirit face
to fate.

Lord ! ]et thy people hear thee, nov the
hauglity spoiler cornes;

Now the saintsi biood smains the Ingle aide, the
fire consumes our homes;

Ohi, nerve our hecarts to daring deeds, thiat %ve
may flesh the sword

On ail who scorn thy hioly name, wvho scoif
thy holy word.

Behold, oh God! the ihousands of the fierce
Amnalekite,

Have soughct in these our fastnesses 10 goad us
Io the flghIt.

e! even hecre we may not drave a froc religi-
ous breaîh,

Bait like a wilderness of w(ilves they huImi us
to the'deaîh.

Lord, God, Jetiovali! full of faiti, and carnest
trust in thlee,

We go to cleave our conquering way througL,
yonder hurnat sea.

IVe go, but flot with roll of drum, or sîaîtie.
ing trunipet blare;

Nor silkeîî banner, gold-inwrough lt, that moch
tlie troubled air;

But solemnly and steadfastly, as serious mcý
should move,

Thy Woau our offlv breast-plate, our offiy
shield uhy LovE.

TIFF ]DREA1!.

niIootrrorn on the distant hIils
Its iiellow lighîl ivas flinging,

AXnd wvarbiing o'er the mnountain rilîs
'rhe skzy-lark's notes were ringung.

1 gazed upon my native vale-
My eyes wvith pleasure beaming ;

Eachi well-known rock, eaclh moun t nné dal
Ia dawn's firsî flush %vas gleaxving.

Amid those scenes of boyish gîce,
My mind ;vas backward wandering

To days whien life ivas young and frec-
Uneurbed by care's ineandering.

Tlue village schooi, the youthful gamnes,
Eaeh jealous of excelling,

*Ere gold or faine-ah! phiantom names,
Had won mxe frotu my dwelling.

A mother's wvords came to my mind,
An aged father's blessingy;

A litile brothcr's greeuings kind-
A sister's fond carcssing.

I souglit the cottage of my youth,
In yonder copse retiriag,

Whiere my loved parents tau"glt me truth,
And checked axy vain azspirisig.

Ah, me-a ruin markcd the spot!-
The green grass o'er it groxving,

For death lind failîca to their lot-
In tima's uîiwearied flowiag.

1 îuraed away absorbed in grief,
To seek the bowvly dwelliag

0f those t0 wliom- death brouglit relief-
Froin carc; incessant swel!ing.

N o costly monumen t wvas diere,
To mark whicre thicy wf-re iyiag;

But gowans grew in cluste'rs fai-
And sort wiads o'er theax ai ghing.

Rear marble to the hero's name,
Wiîh wreatlbs his grac bestrewing;

A nobler tribute fell to theax-
rromi truc lovcs founts btcdcwngii.
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