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The Compass Cradle Song.










The Home of Thought.




it of prayer,
In varments fair.
A mercy ceat,
At Jesus feet,

My last retreat,

Die to time,

Rise sublime,

To tairer clime,

H. T. MILLER.
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Ligit.
What is this garment of the great Supreme ’

What but the shadow of the dread Unseen,
Whose primal essence light will still conceal,

And of stupendous glory much reveal,

Fling out thy shadow first born beauteous
ll;Jlll

And tip the fringe of dim majestic night.

Scatter the sabie 'midst with wild wind's
wing,

And bid the sons of morning rise and sing,

Light of salvation ! last, and best and most,

Flushing the he ights of heaven’s extended
coast,

Come healing wings with blessings promised

long,

Ye vocal glades breathe soft in bounteous

song,

O garments made in heaven for earthly wear;

generous

O glittering raiment brought with
care,
Rays from the central sun arrive and burn,
And lift the homage in their swift return,
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The Soul’'s Costume.




Come near, in secret safety bid me stay,
Thy light shalichasetheever-ecathering gloom.

And help me elimb ti ver-climbing way.

Rahab.




Islandic.

“My mind to me a kingdom is,’
An island near the shore,
And lasting is my privilege,

[ts treasures to explore,

The mystic main-land silver beach
Shows beauties old and fair;
|

And glittering waves their lessons teach,

Of music rich and rare,

Great rivers, from their silvery heights,
Roll down in measure strong,
Aud bear up their bosom freights

Of laughter loving song.
n o]

From signal stations in the heights,
I'iash many a semaphore,
And bid the soul wigh strong delight

To come, and sing, and soar.

Garments of light adorn the strand,
And waves of life the shore;
The wustering hosts of the old mainland

Are free men evermore,
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Ready.

I ride at anchor in the night and wait,
And watch for beacon flash from glorious
height;

Let morning light salute my signal clear,
And let me sing the sea song's lofty cheer,

Ready to slip my moorings in the hay,
And catch the breeze and gladly sail aw ay,
Steer for the haven I have loved so long,

Aud furl my sail amid the welecome throng,

Sweet knowledge long ago put out from shore,
And told of scenes and glories hid before,
Disclosed the joy of riches trie and real,
Tust hid behind the dnll and flimsy veil,
‘Ready to be revealed!” O treasmie rarc
Ready to be revealed, so pure and fair

O welcome readiness on the heavenly shore,

O glad acelaim resounding ever more !
L 2
Enoch Walked with God.

No written word brought cheer to lonely
heart,

Nor gave response with comfort or command,

No sweeping censer curved its scented cloud,
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At the Bar.

The murmuring music of the fisher's haven

Surged on the bar as seaward flowed the

foam,

The half-tide ebb with sombre sounls were
laden,

The low-tide surf gave forth a sullen moan

First quarter flood rolled in with morning
SO,

Aud londer came the stream with life from

With tuneful note the welcome rolled along
Till sails were furled within the sheltering

bar.

So in the ebb of loss, and dread, and tear,
The dirge like murmmr of our conrse
rans on
The lowering tide brings on the time of fear,
And heart strings ery: *“ When will th

night be gon

But hark ! the musie of the morning flow
Trampling the bar with young and noisy
feet,
The swelling flood sings with tumultuous

v,
LIow

Of spring-tide melody, making joy complete,
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The Pilot Fish.

f the sweetest entries in memory's

he frequent presence in the Mediter

ranean of the pilot fish, about the size of the

mackerel, They would swim for hours one

each \l*i'

of the sterm, the ship going from

four to five knots ; they came in pairs as a

rule,

Tiny gentle ministry
Swimming silently

Hail delightful mystery

Welcome child of day,
Dy my stem to stay,

Pointing out the way

Or, dost thou come to
Symbol bright and clear,

Showing how to steer
A message for today
To seek the narrow way

Where no storms dismay,




How full of life is pilotage,
How vast the living heritage,

With Christ the only anchorage
o

Be Still,

The noisy waves grow still at Jesus’ speech,

And with the stillness comes a deeper rest,

And thoughts too pure for langunage yet to
reac h

Dwell like a ecalm on ocean's heaving breast,

1

O veiled thoughts, pure as the Father's breat)
Distilling sweetness through the spirit’s home;
Where these arrive and stay there is no death,

For life enchains the heart no more to roam.

Deep thoughts are pever heard, no words
convey,

The mystic music as it swells within

Thoughts unexpected make glad the home
ward way,

And hearts respond to might of silent hymn,

What forces move within the silent realm,
What waves roll on }n‘.\wlui the vision's reach
Mute pilot ! touch with gentle hand the helm,

And break the silence on the golden beach.
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Jonah.
Who is this stranger on the sandy beach
Whose heart has travelled fastes than his
feet !
A troubled mind impels to farthest reach,

And far off shores suggest a safe retreat,

What ships are in the bay, and whither
Yhound ¢
How soon the mariners sing the anchor
song
And set all sail to win the western strand,
And leave the turmol of the godless
throng,

These thoughts come fast, and with them
comes the cry

Oh! for the freedom of the bounding sea!

Let me but walk the deck ere night is nigh ;

And rest me where the foam is flying free.

Not far from shore the breezes drop to calm,

And gathering clouds obscure the horned
moon,

Now piping shrouds inspire profound alarm—

Brothers, hold fast! great trouble cometh

soon.

Prone on the sweltering deck the seamen cry

To God ; while pitiless tempest raves




The seudding clonds leap o'er the misty sky,
And drifting wreckage float o'er desert

waves,

Sleeper awake ! and taste experience rare,
The sea-weed clasp thy head in lowly place,
Aund mouth of monster form the Irl‘h‘v' of
prayer
And swift returning faith with might of

grace.

Up trom the white and wailing fringe of sea,
Refreshed, renewed, arise! Retrace thy
road
;\hll }\t til_\ \} rng ol courage ever ‘lu-
The way of duty, and the strength of God.

w
The Song of the Lightship.

I swing at my anchors all day long,
And at night I sing my signal song ;
Songs in the night are given to me,

To hail the men coming home from the sea,

How welcome the gleam of my guiding light,
To the ships that pass in the night,

Ships come and go,

With ebb and flow,
But I must stay at my moorings strong

And nightly sing my signal song.

——



To an Infant.
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When Thou art Near.
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The Threshing Floor.




To an Indian.
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Samuel,

Welecome to tender ear,
In triple accents mild,

The tones ot the Great Suprem

I'o the heart of a serving chile

Gift of a mother’s heart

Pledge of a mother

I Ll
A ] 1 con 1tion

I I a fervent pray
How ' heaven t artl

jl’ I 4 s Uy 1 Lo Al
When a child may k v the t

1s plan,

Calm is tl mmp of God,
Solemn the silent w Ay,
The stillness breathes the pea

Inspiring no dismay

With gentle footsteg
With fre int
He moves from couch t u

His mission to fulfil

Speak ! it is my name,

Lord of my life art

Thy servant let me he

of a mothers vow




The Only Name.
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Rama.
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Cold in death, carly the glad

hehest shall
sound in

Egypt's land :
shall

Each broken heart be

“bring back my son”; (uickly

bound and healed,

Take i.r.xlt, the loved and lost shall greet

thee at the

Gates of pearl, and thon shalt rest fon

Redeemed, enthroned ar

1V
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Morning.

Hail to the

The melting

laybreak and th normimg stay

mists are flecing fast and tar,

The rising lig brings on the glorions day,

And westward roll the darksome clouds away,

Reveal the course of life, victorious morn,
And give me ) sweet um sueceeds the

storm ;

The plaints of night are husha

Dark times shall «

d in silent sea

ome again no more to me,

Sleep night of sin and stir np no more

Let bars of light bind up sin's ancient power,

Change the wild waves of wrath to calmest
i

And in life’s vladsome day, let me be fred
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Ties that never Break.

There is no waste in 1oy for love is lif

And life is multifor Ih eming deatl

Is but a veil that hides tl pringing

Of fresher ! wnd more fragrant it

The gifts that 1t AT e b n y
rds

Ol it nev \ l
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I'he tender trer all | 1l
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Ca ,!j,;'i s fa lew t 1o and da
Dwelling in light above the noonday clear

Give me the ties that bind and vever break,

(Giive me the life that l¢ Aps 0 el fcath and sun,













The Haunted Stream.




Anchor of the Soul.
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