
Poety.

Ijvctvi?.
Dy JAMES MoMTeoaeauy, in illustration

of bral. iii. 3.
[The beautiful illustration of tîsis passage,

inEerted Ont pages 166-7, takes anoîher forin
of beauty iii tIse following exquisite lities frssm
the peu of our estimable friend, JAMES
MONTGOERYa, a namse cîniincntly deac te
genius asud devotion. ED. B. M.]
Ile that frein drose %vould svie the precious ore,

Bonds o'er the crucihle an cames! oye,
Mie subtle searehing procéss te explore,

Lest theione brilliarit mnoment clieuld îîass lsy,
Mben le tlie molten silver's virgin niiass
lie meele lus picturod face, as lu a glass.
Tficus in God's fumnace are lus peopsle tried;

Thrico happy tlîey uvîo te the eil endure:-
Bunt wlîo tIse fiery trial înay alsido ?

Who frein the cruciblo coîne forth se pure,
Ilat THe, whiose Oeyi5 of flame look Ilîrougli tlie

uvbole,
blay sec bis image perfect ln the seul ?
Nor with ait evaneecent glinepse alono,

As in thsat mirror tIse refiner's face ;
But stampt wits lîeaven's broad signet, tîsere hoe

shewn
lmrnanuel's features, full of truili and Mrace.

And round tlîat seal of love tlîis motte hoe,
IlNet fer a moment, but-eteriiity!
.- The Clsurch.

DESTRUCTION 0F FDOLATRY.

VIEl IDOLS HE S5tALL UTTERLY ABOLISI!.
ÎSAIAII il. 18.

LiSES, by WILLASI B. TAI-PAN, on re-
ceiving from Dr. Judeon, Missionary in
Bormah, a Bon, wecli uvas talses by him,
frem a deserted temple on thse lsanks of the
SAr.WIN.

The idole of tise orient bows,
Abashed, te a superier Poirer;
And weeds offend the pilgrim, nôw,
Wbere flaunted prieet, andI glitored touver.
Tbey corne! tlîoy corne! fromn sulent abnns
0f Guega, and the blue Salw..in;
Theugli dnmb-to, us convincing signa
Of rising Trutb and falling Sic.
They cerne! those conquered gode! te, etir
0ur lsgging faith, anud sltov tlîat Ils
Wbhose le the Cbhurcb, uvilI give te ber
Thle werld beyond the Indian sea.
Aina Bors! that fromn the eculptor's lîand,
Dropt, fresb ini marble, ycars tige,
Sent me by one of tIsat truc band,
Whose future crowne are starred belewv-
Tlcetgh thîy rocumbent chiselled limbe
Are spetted now, meîbinke, witb bloed,
Peîsred ngee sicc, 'anit beisit bymns
Of praie te Gîîilt's incarnate god ;
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Vet liail 1 liore tlîy proseuico! flot
Exultingly, o'er senselees atone;
Or haughtily, because My lot
le cast wsbero better things are known;

But gladly-for tlîou tellest me
The fiend of Ilarlcness plumes bis wings
Atid eartlî, cnliglctned, hastes to lie
Su1bioctod to the King of kîngs.

- Boston Recorder.

TUE SABBATII-DAY.

Thy mort), sweet Sabbath-day!
1 love thy early, quiet, balîiny inorn,
For thico, fresh hopos andI heavonly thouglits are

born;
AndI nany a ray

0f love divinie, pours, in upon the seuil
Wlîich turns te «etI scom'ng the cvorld's control.

Tlîy noon, sweet Sabbath day!
Oh! how 1 love thy hsighi and solemn anoon,
From thee, my God!1 and front this blessed boon

No tleugbite shall stray,
But ador-ation deep, and fervent praise
1Fron tlie soits issmost deptbs uny lips sali raise.

Tls.y ecc, siwoet Sabbatlî.day!
Far more 1 love thy etill calm, deu-y ecc.
At that blest houc my seul tVils tato wvould leave,

And soar away
On atugel*$ wvigs, beyond the stars to nuse,
AndI spend an endiess Sabbath. in the skies.

-«United States Gazette."

THY -%TLL BE DONE.

Miy God, tlîough every earthly hope
Be rued, lest-ecd nerve unstruug!

AndI ovory concixg year, but ope,
On buried joys to wvhich 1've clung:

Tiiongîs ail, for wvhich I've fondly prayed,
Be stilli withheld ; ecdi glorious sun,

But view sorne chorisb*d comfort fade;-
Yet, Father, lot tliy ivill hoe donc.

Tliouigh frionds, wooft this heart estrsagod
From, thy pure worship, O my God,

ShoultI lickIe prove; groti' cold and changed;
Sti11 let me kiss the Ichaat'ning rod;

And mako me learu, that when the soit]
Hor boavcnward race bas once begin;

No idol should lier ffight contreul;
Maos, Father, lot tliy will bo dono.

In pain andI anguielu, lot thine urm
Support me, LonD, in hours of il).

Do thon the vcnom«d sbaft disarm;
AndI boni my wounded spirit still:-

And, wlien tIse Ist dreaul heur ie nighi,
Wbien boere my wveary race is man;

le Jesus trustlng thon, snay 1,
Departieg, say--Thy wili ho donc. C. G.


