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reccii'e lif 1 IC-ood 011iv, andi I'ftat in a inea-
sue-letthe wtuiad~ater of adh1lie-

tioli- Yet tt rte jkist Ile 11uqs, pays flheni
into tlittir he:îrîs, ;îv h it iito their batnds
iso. We ttt:t reiliciliber iot~scasotîs0ft
flitt, Vet ii<ttstc avour; the prayets of
.1 sould yet witiltut -strcmgti, testrtcs
ani îetcI stîhltl i il, hîoltuî evein
irht eoris to te alter ; wcv îu1ay renieuther

stil tilte. or %QI' wao flt:o et theni, but titeir

soîrti in te:u'S; is ttc,\ :ieîdtn. a iaveil
fiaran.e, wkiiti out li'es, -andl sonie 0t' it
xviIIit llQ>ssUi, peniuîps hear fruit, over ur
graves.

I Coîu- se to Teo te.nligit.,
lu my lou elozet ivlere ne oyes can sec,
.And dare te crave an interviewv Iith Thee,

Yatber of love und liiht.
Seftly the inloolieaitis sitine,

On the stili branches of Site shadowvy trocs,
Whiie ail srcet soulis of fle eVening breeze

Steati rouI,1 flic siuuîbring vine.
Thon g:tv*.t: the calta repose

That rests on all--the air, tht birds, the ilow-
ers,

Tho hutuan spirit in its 'weary lionne,
Now at the bniglit day's clQo.
'Tis nature's t1iu for prayer;

The sUlent praise of thte giorious sky,
The earth's urisetis profound and iih,

Tla heaven titeir biessings bear.
I'itli titeni tny eul %vonld bond

la humble rciverciice et Tby itoiy throne,
Trustin, te tîterits ef tie Son alece,

Jthy seeptru to extend.
If I tbis day have striven

Witiî Tity biesed Spirit, or bave boiwed the
ktîet

To auglit of eanth, in iveak idolulry,
I pray to, bc i'engiven.
If in iny heurt lias been

An r.oiitgthttu gbt, or %vord, or look,
Tboughl del the malice ichl I scarce could

brooik,
Wzash inc frotin tlie dark sin.
If I htave turncd nway

rFront grief or suicring whicli I mi-lit relieve,
Cartecss the cup ofwavter c'en te give,

Forgivc iue, Lord, I pray.
And teci esc how io fuel

Mîy zinful wvanderiîtgs %with deeper stnart,
àad maure of iînercy andi of grace itnpart,

àMy einfulniess te becai.
Father ! nîy $0oul iould bo

Pure as thec drojss of oec's unsulicd dew;

And as thto stars whoso nighlîtycourse is crue,
So votild 1 bc te Thec.
Not for iyscif ale

IVould I these biessings of Thy love implore,
Blut for oeh peuitent the wide worid cor,

WVhoîu Thou hast zallcd thine own.
And for iiiy h)e.arts hast frionds,

Whoso stoidfastkindncss o'oriny pain fui years,
PIas watehed to sootho afflictious, grief, and

tears,
My wvaruscst prayer niscads.
Shtould oer their patli declino

The lighit of gladness, or ofhopc or bealth,
Do thou tlueir soiaec, joy, and weaith,

As they have long~ been mine.
And now, C0 Fzithcr. tako

Tie huart 1 cast iitli humble fàitli on Thec,
And cleanse its depilis fro:n eauh imlpurity.

For uîy I 2dee' akc.

BOCHIM, THE PLACE OF WEEPING.
Tbrouglî Irachliln's Valley ail inust trend-

Sainie- bitttr, burning tears
illuist ev'rýv hoaven-bound îîilgrim shedi,

3iefore bis home -appears:-
Deforc hie secs his Fnitlier's face

In re-ahus of eiidlcsa day;
]3eforo in Je.n's fond embrace,

.Ail tears are iwipcd alviy.
Dark dceeds of sie, wvrought long ago,

In iwild anid tloughitlcss youclî,
M'hiist -çet wve waudered to and fro,

Strangers to God and trutb-.
Theso nft, like gliosts, 'will leavo the tonib,

lu stiliness cfftue niglit,
Oppress the lieart with deepeat, gloom,

Vhe trexnbling isoul affrigbt:
Ilany the dIrcary, steepics.s aigbts,

Many the tcars and prayers,
Ilefore tiiese grimi and ghanstly spritcs,

Arc driveu, frein, tioir mairs
fleside Cono, littie gras3y niound,

With liiging ivild llow'rs drcat,
Oft ivill semae kneeliag forin bu found,

]ly 'Wlielulinlg grief*op)prest:.

Sorne mîust, lilie kingly David weep,
Abweo a siehiy obild;

Soule must, liko ftiUîftl RIzpah licep
Dcath-wa teli on a mouatain wiid.

Somne or theïr own detp-scatedl woes,
'lTh flotvifg tcars mrust shed;

Wiiszt nîlicrsq, ChristIii<e, weep o'er those
Wlîosc da.y cf grace is lied.

The easily sect in S-.
Vlie ecret, gnaw11i1tg ivoc-

Tlhe!e ~vit' ho grievinig seul within,
.And inalzo the end drops lloiv:
These drive us te Vic Il sinucr'a Friand,"7

Thcise lift aur ;ltoughts aeu
lu Iiui our dal; forebcdiug end,

l'Acre greef it ?* t ini love.
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