P

o

@lhe @%é@a.wp 0f Sanaan:
e

£

SELECTIONS FROM THE POETS

‘9
OR

ON

BIBLE HISTORICAL INCIDENTS.

ARRANGED CHRONOLOGICALLY BY

REV. J. DOUGLAS BORTHWICK,

Author of ' Cyclopeedicof History § Geography,” & * The Britisk American Reader."

** I'll sing, first in uight’s diadem
For ever, and for evermore
The STAR!—the STAR of BETHLEHEN.”

Rontreal :
RICHARD WORTHINGTON, GREAT ST. JAMES STREE

1866.



Entered accordivbg to Act of Provincial Parliament, in the year of our Lord one
thousand eight hundred and sixty-five, by Rev. JoEN DouGLAS BORTHWICK,
in the Office of the Registrar of the Province of Canada.

PTRINTED BY JOHN LOVELL, ST. NICHOLAS STREET.



TO THE
VENERABLE W. T. LEACH, D.C.L,, LL.D,
ARCHDEACON OF MONTREAL,

PROFESSOR OF LOGIC, &¢., IN M'GILL UNIVERSITY,

AND
MEMBER OF THE COUNCIL OF PUBLIC INSTRUCT(N
FOR

LOWER CANADA,

THIS WORK 1S DEDICATED,

As a small token of respect for high literary attainments, and endeavours to
elevate the standard of English Literature in Lower Canada,

BY TIHE AUTHOIL.

MONTREAL, Xmas., 1565,



CONTENTS.

rAGE
The Creation......... secentetiiiaan o Dro Addisones e vivaiiios 13
The Creator's Works. cveveeenevaancans Wallace.ooovovevennnnn. o 14
The Beauties of Creation.......c.oves oo Bishop Heber. .. ...... vee. 15
The Creation....eeeesuisevsacsesncesesMillon.oovviiianiii,., 15
The First Sabbath..ccivveeeeaecnss oo Milton .. oua. .. Ceeeenaiene 17
The Firmament.eeeeseesersesssaarans Bryant coeoviiiiii i 20
God Visible in all Nature..... ceveen oo Cowpere oo 1|
Adam’s First Sensations..... P 1T S
The Garden of Eden . ...vevevevooneeee Millon ooienvonn. Pereraes 24
Eve's Recollections..ove vavevsesennvans Milton + ... ereana vee 26
Eveand Adam...oecvaviocsvoansese s Millonieeiniooiin e, veo 26
Adam, Where Art Thou?........c.0.vne Ragg.eoeeeeonieniinneanns 27
Adam and Eve leaving Paradise......... Milton....c.coovun o cee 29
Eve's First Born...ooeiviianens eoness Mrs. Sigourney. o ooiiiiie. 30
Cain, Where is thy Brother Abel ?...... Ragg...coviiiiaiiiiena, 32
Cain on the Sea Shore......ccvveveeo. From the German of Stolbery 34
Enoch Walked with God.eovvveveneevo  Mrs. Hemansooooas.vvaaee 33
The Delugeseceecoesrorsinsconseesssslrocteriee, ioe.. [P . 37
Subsiding of the Waters of the Deluge...Milton...cooovvicvviees 40
To the Rainbow...... cevevevenn e Campbell. .. ool i, 41
The Destruction of Sodom...... [ Crolyeeoeveeivnniinninn,s . 43
Abraham’s Sacrifice..cveeviiesennas voo Mrs. Leprohon...ov.ovovoe. 44
Abraham at Machpelah................ Mrs. Sigourncy........ veee 46
Jacob's Dream.e.ceveeeerevsonenanr et Croliaienciinivariennses 43
Jacob Wrestling with the Angel........ Wesley..... P 11
The Burial of Jacob....vecvveevennnnn Rev. J. D. Burns..... eees 53
The Finding of Mosed....evevearnnns Grahame........ . ereenn 56

MOSCS ¢ v v tveee®unrnnsnrocnonernns oo o Ilannah More., . ... T

o7



vi CONTENTS.

PAGE
TheSeventhPlagueongypt..........CzolJ N -
The First-Born of Egypt.. eoreraRevd. Dr. .LJOIIS tesaneses 61
TheFirs’o—Bornongypt......... ...... ARON.eeeerisncesssrasees 63
The Passage of the Red Sea....c..cevt . Bishop Heber.......... e 65
With Strength of His Right Hand....... Rev. Thos, Fyles.....coeos 69
The Song of Miriam........ veensracos Edmeston. vt ciiiiiins . 70
The Old Testament Gospel..... vessanss Cowper.. ... ceses v .71
Balaal coveanasasnarnarnsononsansnssnsd ANONy e eesssros sranoonee i3
Rigera ... Ceeenereraiane veeeres.ovoRevd John Reade. oo ove T4
Jephthah......vn veeriasseneesssorosRevd. John Reade....o.ooo 15
Samson's Lament for the Loss of his Sight.. Milwon. .. ... eesessseasss 16
The Hebrew Mothelieeeeeesencesoros s Mrs Hemuns.ovaeeeveaaen T

The Child Samuel......... B A /R . 81
David and Goliath.......oevvven ceves Drummond.ovoviiiiinn ..o 82
Saul and Davide . eeeeeeesracnnsscasae s Grakame oo ceves 87
Saul in the Cave of Engedi....cevoes.. Chas, Heveysege.ooninnn . 88
Saul...... eseensraeianes N vesenByron...... PR een 89
Absalom ...voiviveeniannns eeeeraee e NP Willisiiavinovveean 90
Building of the Temple....oveesnrennns Sumner..oo.ooooo ceeres 93
Living Temples........ Ceeeenreeraanen Revd. I I'. Durnell...... . 95
Elijal’s Interview.....coovens Ceeeees Campbell.oo.oviiiivaniaees 97
The Destruction of Sennacherib....ve.o . BYron.co.v .o etaaeaees 99
Choral Hymn of the Jewish Maidens.....Miman...... Ceieeriieaes 100
Jerusalem. ..vveneeeeroennonananne s HOOTE Lo e e 103
Palestine........coovvinnins Vessinans Heber. vouivven nn evenns 105
Hymn of the Captive Jews.............J Milman.coveviiiians cans. 105
Hymn of the Hebrew Maid..... Cereeneen Sir Walter Scott........o.. 107
By the Waters of Babylon............. Jlon., T. D. MeGer.vcoovv oo 108
Ariel ..o, esraear e Ao e i 110
The Messiah......ovvvvve cannt, P ) R O T
Babylon is Fallen............ PO 1 P B ¥
The Cities of Old.......... Crrereiaees I, Brownlee....oovounen. 115
Tyrecceeeeenininns ersteiranesasiteen Mary Iowitle e eovecveanss 118
The Vision in the Valley of Dry Bones...Anon...vvevniieenn. . vee 120
Belshazzar........ Ceeerieieas . o Byron........ feirenieean 122
Belshazzar's Feast,oovvevuvuvnn.n, voo I8, Hughes. cer... 123
Belshazzar..iovevscvivieneiiinena s Ol e coviiinene vy 127



CONTENTS. vil

The Fall of Nineveh.v........cvseere.s E. Atherstone. .......... .13
The Maccabees. s esevere sovievenanns Hon, T. D, McGee.ouu 0. 131
A Hebrew Melody..... PRSP £ (1 7/ D 8. %
Watchman ! what of the night ?.........Bowring.. ..o vvevesenas 135
Messial’'s Advent...vvevnsnivevsunnns AROT v es i e e 137
A Prelude for Christmas...ccesuvee..ocdlon. T, D, MeGee...... vee 139
A Voice from the Desert....ouveeess. Drummond. c.ov.vviivnea..s 142
Hymn on the Nativity............ eovs Mrs, Hemans. .o vovnnss 143
The Annunciation, &c......ooovvvnnen. The Christian Year. ... ... . 146
God withUs........ ........ pevean oo rom the Spanish..oovoue. 144
A Bethlehem Hymn............ P - 1 N 147
Bethlehem, ..o vovevveniiianvennnnnans Revd. J. K. MacDuff....... 148
Christ's Nativity....ovveeiiioeeineen. Campbell. oooiui.. crenees 149
A Christmas Carol...o.oovvevvniunnn. Revd. E. II. Sears,.o.ovus.. 150
The Saviour’s Birth.......o.oieeenan. Anon.ev i v, ce ve 102
Christmas. s vvvvie v ivnniveaiiiiinen . Lol ceave i annn 133
Adeste Fideles..... P Y. AnOn. v cviiiie viiiaas 154
The Incarnation......cvovvuuvvrnanianes Wil o oovveeiioneinns . 155
Christmas Day............ eeieeaaes The Christian Yeur. .. ... .. 156
The Madonna and Child........cvn.s woeDdlessoiian P 159
The Stable at Bethlehem........... wov Mrs, Leprolon..oouian «. 161
Rachel Weeping for Her Children....... Bishop Heberoo. ovoeeen 1G4
The Holy Innocents........ocvuens wee.The Chrestion Yeur.ooouuvs 165
Christmas Day......ooivveeinnceenns Kirke White v cviiviiannn 167
The Purification.........oeonicvevnen. The Christeun Year,ooooo.. 169
The Presentation of Christ in the Temple. Mrs. Leprohon............ 171
Our Saviour’s Boyhood....... veeveenee s Leprohon. ..o ..o.. .. 173
Christ in the Wilderness...ovviuveivaaes Milton vovvaiianicessn aon 175
The Savjour performing Miracles........ Bishop Taulor. ... ovavuen. 176
The Leper...oooviaveiieeiiennnnnes UL S | 77 L 1i7
The Widow of Nain and her Son........ Bishop Heber.ooouven.ones 182
The Widow of Nain........oe0vvuen veeDale oo Lo 183
The Woman that was a Sinner......... . Rev. Il F. Durnell ... .... 185
The Memorial of Mary........ ereenan o Wrs, Hemuns, o ooooooiiois 13y
The Night in Galilee......... Cenranes Revd. Jodie Readde o000, . 189
The Night in Galilee...oveinineannnnnad A0 e eveveinn AP 191

The Healing of the Daughter of Jajrus.. . N. P Willis.oooovvnenne. 192
L]



viii CONTENTS.

PAGE
The Raising of Jairus' Daughter......... Doane.oovvvvn coiilo. 194
The Woman of CANARIL. veervee vvennee s VIO tisene.ieeesennies 105
The Ten_Lepers......................J[r.x-. Leprohon. ... . 107
LiAZATUS v v venneoonnansanssnnnoeseses s Adeline. oiiiiiiiiue. 108
The Raising of Lazarus..cooneeveveeee s Duleoiiio i, cie. 204
Christ and the Little Ones..o . covveenenedidioc Gillooviiivinnesns 206
Christ and the Little Ones.. v oo evone oo Irahame, oy ve i ee saeess 208
Christ Blessing Little Ones....ovvoveee o Mrs. Sigourney.....c..... 209
Christ’s Entry into Jerusalem....... «e o Croly.voviuiiviiiinnains. 211
Christ's Entry into Jerusalem, oo ve oo e Meilman. s vuieessinniinene. 212
Jesus Weeping over Jerusalem..ooou.... Daleo. ... teee veranieaes 213
The Saviour Comforting His Disciples.... Comberlund, vy ). seenns 213
Jesus Passing over Kedron.........ove. Muric Do Fleury, ... .. ee. 214
Gethsemane ... ovvevevvnnneraenanseddeline s iuiy voveuinnn. 210
“1 donot know the Man.”....vveesen.dnon.. ... Ceeiiieasiiees .. 217
The Passion of Christ....... cevvvene Ml o0 00 0 el . 218
Ecce Homo..ovvvvnieievnaenn, ., wonsPaud Grrhardr, . o000 0, 220
The Crucifixion. ..veeeenviiineienee a0y e iiiennn s
The Crucifision...... vevvisannee e Milnan, o0 e
The Cross.cvveiiveniiieeneiivinnnesndrchdoacon Leack. ... ou.,
The Cross...... eeenen D TP £ L T
Jezus Remember Calvary. oo oo O Moy snn e i vnnn..
T I N /1 17 P
The Resurrection......... P 1 A
Baster Hymnzeeiiveenoio v iiiviene e e Mary Howitlvevuonann s,
Journey to Emmaus........
Jesus a King........... cerrveveneen s Comphell L0 oiiiiiial.,
The Ascension........... ceeivnenensDronmond. oo
The Ascension...oouvuie v inne e 000t ie s ceeennnnnn.
\Vhitsuntide........................../Inon...................
St Stephen ool ceveess The Christion Yoar oouoia,
Stephen, Proto-Martyr........ov.... .. Rev. John Readeo. ... .. ...
The Proto-Martyr oo vvevennnvnnnnn.... Ree. ILFE. Darnellooyyo... 2
St Peterin Prison.. .....ooovuvii,oou The Clristian Year.. . .. ... 250
The Conversion of St. Paul............The Clristinn Year..oooo.. 253
1hm\'m'siunofh'l‘Paul............_....anv.................. 256
The =econd Advent ..o ou i vuuuun. ... Josiah Conder 257

t

LS I |

M T O Y
=L gl

t

¢

3
wow
—

B & T '

12 0 o W2

oLow
B

(2 I S &)
YNNGV
el

N
()



CONTENTS. ix

The Two Horsemen...evvuivienenannns T. Greenwood............ régg
The Saviour's Second Coming.....cosesMilman...... beserenanas 261
The Song of the Hundred and Forty and

Four Thousand +.oeevevee vunnns coadll Monlgomery.ceeeun.., u63
The Lost Day covevvrenanns. ceeseeeesSir Walter Seoit..... ceee. 24
The Final Judgement................. DPollock ...... Ceeracaen,. 204
The Pleasures of HEaven vevevuervees e edd0mS0m. o0t v ves venrenns 264
The Better Land.......... evveraanaa. Mrs, Hewans, oo, ... .. oo 267

The City of Restev.vuvuvuvinvevvaee o Ilymns of the Ages,vusiuss 269



PREFACE.

Ix issuing this volume of Sacred Poctry to the favourable notice of
tlic Publie, the author hegs leave to say that he has carried out an
idea which he had entertained for some time. YWhilst many volumes
of poetry, both original and sclected. have within the last few years
heen printed in England and America, none have been produced
ot the same character and arrangement with this, so far as is known
to him. Itis uunccessury to recommend this collection; the picees
will speak for themselves far morve eloguently than can be done by
any other pen than that of the poct; and the world-wide renown
and the illustrious names of many of the authors are a sufficient
snarantee for their merit,

Poetry, of all the forms of printed words, is by far the most
expressive and effective. It has a much greater effect on the mind
of the reader or hearer than any other, and therefore most im-
portant it is that this effect should be for good and not for evil.
Much of the Poetry, or what is termed Poetry, and prized as such,
is not inspired by she light from Heaven above. Such is peculiarly
hurtful to young minds.  In this collection nothing is offered to
the public but what is perfectly pure. There is not a word in it
which cannot agree with the Great Standard of our morality ; and if
it cause one holy aspiration, one heavenly feeling, one good thought
to arise within the breast, one tear of heartfelt sympathy to flow;
if it awaken in the bosom of any, one feeble determination to
conquer through good or bad report, to press on and forward, still
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more vigorously in the battle of life, or in the pilgrimage to Heaven,
whilst reading the incidents in the career of our ever Blessdd and
Divine Lord and Master Jesus Christ, or of His Holy Apostles, o1
in the recorded events of the Prophets and Datriarchs of old, one
very great aim and design of the work will be accomplished.
“Verse,” says the celebrated Sir Philip Sidrey, « far exzceedeth
prose in the knitting up of the memory ;” and the earliest advan-
tage which is found to arise from the practice of hearing and reciting
passages of poetry is an improvement of this faculty. In po way
is the memory capable of being made more useful than by treasur-
ing up some choice productions of poetic genius, and especially
when these productions are founded on the great events of the
Sacred Seriptures. And one very great advantage of the following
compilation is, that as nothing doctrinal or denominational has
been admitted, so it is fit to be read by all classes of the commu-
nity.

The author willingly avails himself of some very beautiful
observations of the illustrious Milton as to the end, scope, object.
and usefulness of religious poetry. ¢ Poetical abilities,” he says :
“ wheresoever they are found, are the inspired gift of God, but
rarely bestowed. They are of power to imbreed and cherish in »
great people the seeds of virtue and public civility ; to allay the
perturbations of the mind, and set the affections in right tune, to
celebrate in glorious and holy hymns the throne and equipage ot
(od’s almightiness, and what He works and what He suffers to be
wrought, with high providence in His church; to sing victorious
agonies of martyrs and saints; the deeds and triumphs of just and
pious nations, doing valiantly, through faith, against the enemies of’
Christ; to deplore the general relapses of kingdoms and states from
justice and God’s true worship.

« Lastly, whatsoever in religion is holy and sublime, in virtue
amiable or grave, whatsoever hath passion or admiration in all the
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changes of that which ix called fortunc from without, or the wily
_uhtletios and refluxes of man’s thoughts from within; all these
things. with a solid and treated smoothness to paint out and de-
~ribe, teaching over the whole book of sanctity and virtue,
through all the instunces of example, with such delight to those
especially of a soft and delicious temper, who will not so much as
Jook upon Truth herself. unless they sce her elegantly dressed ;
that whereas the paths of honesty and good life appear now rugged
and difficult, thoueh they may be indeed easy and pleasant, they
will appear to all men both caxy and pleasant, though they were
rueced and difficult indeed.”

The creater number of the picees in this collection are well
known, hut some arc original. To Mrs. Leprohon, the gifted
oetess. the author would return his sincere thanks for the two very
heautiful poems received from her, which appear here for the first
time in print, viz., “ Abrahan’s Sucrifice.” and “ The Ten Lepers,”
ax well as for her other pieces. To the Hon. Thos. D’Arcy McGee
Tic is under grcat obligations for his poems, and chiefly for his
¢ Prelude to Christmas.”” which, amidst the diversity of the calls
upon his time and mind, he kindly wrote for the “Ilarp of Canaan.”
To others also who have sent picces or their works, and allowed
cxtracts therefrom, he returns thanks; and lastly, to the kind
public who have so liberally subscribed for the whole edition
previous to its publieation, thereby evincing an approval of the
labours of the author and an appreciation of his desicn.

MoNTREAL, Nmux, 1863,
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HISTORICAL INCIDENTS OF THE OLD TESTAMENT.

THE CREATION.

Genesis I.

THE spacious firmament on high,
With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangied heav'ns, a shining frame,
Their great Original proclaim.

Th’ unweary'd sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator's pow'r display ;

And publishes to ev'ry land

The work of an Almighty hand.

Soon as the ev’ning shades prevail,

The moon takes up the wondrous tale,
And nightly to the list'ning earth,
Repeats the story of her birth;

While all the stars that round her bura,
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,

And spread the truth from pole to pole.
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What though in solemn silence all
Move round the dark terrestrial ball ?
‘What though no real voice, nor sound,
Amidst their radiant orbs be found ?
In Reason’s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice;

For ever singing, as they shine,

¢ The hand that made us is divine.”

THE CREATOR'S WORKS.

THERE's not a star whose twinkling light
Tllumes the distant earth,

And cheers the solemn gloom of night,
But mercy gave it birth.

There’s not a cloud whose dews distil
Upon the parching clod.

And clothe with verdure vale and hill,
That is not sent by God.

There’s not a place on earth's vast round,
In ocean deep, or air,

Where skill and wisdom are not found,
For God is everywhere.

Around, beneath, below, above,
Wherever space extends,

There heaven displays its boundless love,
And power with mercy blends.

Dr. Addison.

Wallace.
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THE BEAUTIES OF CREATION.

T prais'd the carth, in beauty scen,
With garlands gay of various green ;
1 prais'd the sea, whose ample field
Shone glorious as a silver shield,
And earth and ocean seem’d to say,
Our beauties are but for a day.

I prais’d the sun, whose chariot roll'd

On wheels of amber and of gold ;

I prais'd the moon, whose softer eye
Gleam'd sweetly through the summer sky ;
And moon and sun in answer said,

“ Qur days of light are numberéed !”

0O God! O Good beyond compare !
If thus thy meaner works are fair !
If thus thy bountics gild the span
Of ruin'd earth and sinful man,
How glorious must the mansion be
Where thy redeem’d shall dwell with Thee!
Bishop Heber.

THE CREATION.

MEANWHILE the Son

‘On his great expedition now appear’d,

Girt with omnipotence, with radiance crown’d
Of Majesty divine ; sapience and love
Immeunse, and all his Father in Him shone.
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About his chariot, numberless were pour’'d

Cherub, and seraph, potentates, and thrones,

And virtues, wing’d spirits, and chariots wing’d
From th’ armory of God, where stand of old
Myriads, between two brazen mountains lodg'd
Against a solemn day, harness’d at hand,

(elestial equipage! and now came forth
Spontaneous, for within them spirit liv'd,
Attendant on their Lord : heaven open’d wide
Her ever-during gates, harmonious sound!

On ¢olden hinges moving, to let forth

The King of Glory, in his powerful Word

And Spirit coming to create new worlds.

On heavenly ground they stood ; and from the shore
They view'd the vast immeasurable abyss,
Outrageous as a sea, dark, wasteful, wild,

Up from the hottom turn’d by furious winds

And surging waves, as mountains, to assault
Tleaven’s height, and with the centre mix the pole.

Rilence, ye troubled waves, and thou deep, peace!
Said then th’ omnific Word; your discord end :
Nor stay’d; but on the wings of cherubim
Uplifted, in paternal glory rode
Far into Chaos, and the world unborn ;

For Chaos heard his voice. Him all his train
Follow’d in bright procession, to behold
Creation, and the wonders of his might.

Then stay’d the fervid wheels; and in his hand
He took the golden compasses, prepar’d

In God’s eternal store, to circumsecribe

This universe, and all created things.
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One foot he center'd, and the other turn’d
Round through the vast profundity obscure,
And said, ¢ Thus far extend, thus far thy bounds,
This be thy just circumference, O world !”’
Milton.

THE FIRST SABBATH.

Genesis ii. 3. 2, 8.

HERE finish'd he, and all that he had made,
View’d, and behold all was entirely good ;
So even and morn accomplish’d the sixth day :
Yet, not till the Creator, from his work
Desisting, though unwearied, up return’'d,
Up to the heaven of heavens, his hich abode;
Thence to behold this new created world,
The addition of his empire, how it show’d
In prospect from his throne, how good, how fair.
Answering his ¢reat idea.  Up he rode,
Follow'd with acclamation, and the sound
Symphonious of ten thousand harps, that tuned
Angelic harmonies; the earth, the air
Resounded (thou remember’st, for thou heard’st,)
The heavens and all the constellations rung,
The planets in their station listening stood,
While the bright pomp ascended jubilant.
“ Open, ye everlasting gates !’ they sung,
‘ Open, ye heavens, your living doors; let in
¢ The great Creator from his work return’d

* B
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- Magnificent, his six days’ work, a world ;

* Open, and hencefortheoft; for God will deign
“ To visit oft the dwellings of just men,

¢« Delighted ; and with frequent intercourse

¢ Thither will send his winged messengers

« On errands of supernal grace.”—=So sung

The glorious train ascending : he through heaven,
That open’d wide her blazing portals, led

To God’s eternal house direct the way;

A broad and ample road, whose dust ix gold,

And pavement stars, as stars to thee appear

Seen in the galaxy, that milky-way

Which nightly, as a cireling zone, thou secest
Powder’d with stars.  And now on earth the seventh
Evening rose in Eden, for the sun

Has set, and twilight from the east came on,
Forerunning night; when at the holy mount

U1 heaven’s high-scated top, the imperial throne
Of Godhead fixed for cver firm and sure,

The Filial Power arrived, and sat him down
With his ureat Father there; and. from his work
Now resting, bless’d and hallow’d the seventh day.
As resting on that day from all his work.

But not in silence holy kept: the harp

Had work and rested not ; the =olemn pipe,

And dulcimer, all organs of sweet stop,

All sounds on fret by string or golden wire,
Temper'd soft tunings, intermix’d with voice
Choral or unison : of incense clouds,

Fuming from golden censersy hid the mount.
Creation and the six days’ acts they sung :

“ Great are thy works, Jehovah ! infinite
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¢ Thy power ! what thought can measure thee, or tongue

« Relate thee ? Greater now in thy return

¢« Than from the giant angels: thee that day

“ Thy thunders magnified; but to create

¢« Ts greater than created to destroy.

“ Who can impair thee, Mighty King, or bound

“ Thy empire? Easily the proud attempt

¢ Of spirits apostate, and their counsels vain,

¢ Thou hast repell’d; while impiously they thought

“ Thee to diminish, and from thee withdraw

¢ The number of thy worshippers. Who seeks

« To lessen thee, against his purpose serves

“ To manifest the more thy might: his evil

¢ Thou usest, and from thence createst more good.

“ Witness this new-made world, another heaven

¢ From heaven-gate not far, founded in view

¢ On the clear hyaline, the glassy sea;

« Of amplitude almost immense, with stars

“ Numerous, and every star perhaps a world

¢« Of destined habitation ; but thou know’st

¢ Their seasons: among these the seat of men,

« Earth with her nether ocean circumfused,

« Their pleasant dwelling place. Thrice happy men

¢« And sons of men whom God hath thus advanced !

¢ Created in his image there to dwell -

¢ And worship him ; and in reward to rule

“ Qver his works, on earth, in sea, or air,

¢ And multiply a race of worshippers

“ Holy and just; thrice happy, if they know

‘ Their happiness, and persevere upright 1”

So sung they, and the empyredn rung

With hallelujahs: thus was the Sabbath kept.
Milton.
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THE FIRMAMENT.

Av ! gloriously thou standest there,
Beautiful, boundless firmament !
That, swelling wide o’cr earth and air.
And round the horizon hent,
With thy bricht vault and sapphire wall,
Dost overhang and circle all;
Far, far below thee, tall grey trees
Arixe, und piles built up of old,
And hills; whose ancient summits freeze
In the fierce light and cold;
The cazle soarshis utinost height,
Yet far thou stretchest o’er his flight.
Thou hast thy frowus: with thee on high
The storm has made his airy seat,
Beyond that soft blue curtain lie
His stores of hail and slect.
Thence the consuming lightnings break,
There the strong hurricanes awake.
Yet art thou prodigal of smiles— _
Swiles, sweeter than thy frowns are stern :
Barth sends, from all her thousands isles,
A shout at their return.
The ¢lory that comes down from thee
Bathes, in deep joy, the land and sea.
The sun, the gorgeous sun is thine,
The pomp that brings and shuts the day,
The clouds that round him change and shine,
The airs that fan his way.
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Thence look the thoughtful stars, and there
The meek moon walks the silent air.
The sunny Italy may boast
The beauteous tints that flush her skies;
And lovely round the Grecian coast
May thy Llue pillars rise :
I only know how fair they stand
Around my own beloved land.
And they are fair—a charm is theirs
That earth, the proud green earth has not—
With all the forms, and hues, and airs
That haunt her sweetest spot.
We gaze upon thy calm pure sphere,
And read of Heaven's eternal year.
Oh, when, amid the throng of men,
The heart erows sick of hollow mirth,
How willingly we turn us then
Away from this cold earth,
And look into thy azure breast

For seats of innocence and rest!
Bryant.

GOD VISIBLE IN ALL NATURE.

THERE lives and works
A soul in all things, and that soul is God.
The beauties of the wilderness are His,
That make so gay the solitary place,
Where no eye sees them ; and the fairer forms
That cultjvation glories in are His.
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I1e scts the bright procession on its way,

And marshals all the order of the year;

He marks the bounds which Winter may not pass,
And blunts his pointed fury; in its case,

Russet and rude, folds up the tender germ,
Uninjured, with inimitable art;

And, ere one flowery season fudes and dies,
Designs the blooming wonders of the next.

The Lord of all Himself through all diffused,
Sustains, and is the life of all that lives,

Nature is but a name for an effect,

Whose causeis God. . . . One Spirit—His

Who wore the platted thorns, with bleeding brows—
Rules universal nature. Not a flower

But shows some touch, in freckle. streuk, or strain,
Of his unrivalled pencil. He inspires

Their balmy odours, and imparts their hues,

And hathes their eyes with nectar, and includes,

In grains as countless as the sea-side sands,

The forms with which he sprinkles all the earth.
Huppy who walks with him! whom what he finds
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower,

Or what he views of beautiful or grand

In Nature, from the broad majestic oak

To the green blade that twinklesin the sun,

Prompts with remembrance of a present God.
Couwper,
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ADAM'S FIRST SENSATIONS.

Genesis ii. 7.

As new waked from soundest sleep,
Soft on the flowery herb I found me laid,
In balmy sweat which with his beams the Sun
Soon dried, and on the recking moisture fed.
Straight toward heaven my wondering eyes I turned,
And gazed a while the ample sky; till, raised
By quick instinctive motion, up I sprung,
As thitherward endeavouring, and upright
Stood on my feet. About me round I saw
Hill, dale, and shady woods, and sunny plains,
And liquid lapse of murmuring streams; by these
Creatures that lived and moved, and walked or flew;
Birdson the branches warbling.  All things smiled; -
With fragrance and with joy my heart o’erflowed.
Miyself I then perused, and limb by limb
Surveyed and sometimes went, and sometimes ran
With supple joints, as lively vigour led:
But who I was, or where, or from what cause,
Knew not. Tospeak I tried, and forthwith spake;
My tongue obeyed, and readily could name
Whate'er I saw. ¢ Thou Sun,” said I, “fair light.
And thou enlightened Earth, so fresh and gay,

Ye hills and dales, ye rivers, woods, and plains,

And ye that live and move, fair creatures, tell,
Tell, if you saw, how I came thus, how here ?
Not of myself! By some great Maker, then,
In goodness and in power pre-eminent:
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Tell me how may I know him, how adore,
From whom I have that thus I move and live,
And feel that T am happier than T know.”

Milton.

THE GARDEN OF EDEN.
Geuesis i, 8—14.

SorTHWARD throuch Eden went a river large,
Nor changed his course, but through the shaggy hill
Passed underneath engulf'd; for God had thrown
That mountain ax hisx garden mould, high raised
Upon the rapid cwrrent. which through veins
Of porous earth, with kindly thirst up drawn.
Rose a fresh fountain, and with nuny « rill
Watered the varden; thence united fell
Down the steep glade. and met the nether flood,
Which from hisx darksome passage now appears :
And uow divided into four main streams,
Runs diverse, wandering many a famous realm
And country, whereof here needs no account;
But rather to tell how, if’ Art could tell
How, from that sapphire fhunt the crixped brooks,
Rolling on orient pearls and sands of gold,
With mazy crror under pendent shades,
Ran nectar. visiting each plant, and fed
Flowers worthy of Paradise, which not nice Art
Inbeds and curious knots, but Nature boon
Poured forth profuse on hill, and dale, and plain,
Both where the morning sun first warmly smote
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The open field, and where the unpierced shade
Imbrowned the noontide bowers: thus was this place
A happy rural seat of various view ;—

Groves whose rich trees wept adoroux gums and balm,
Others, whose fruit, burnished with golden rind,
Hung amiable, Hesperian fables true,

If true, here only, and ot delicious taste:
Betwixt them lawns and Ievel downs, and flocks
Grazing the tender herb, were interposed,

Or palmy hillock ; or the flowery lap

Of some irriguous valley ~xpread her store,
Flowers of all hue, and without thorn the rose:
Another side, umbrageous vrots and caves

Of cool recess, o'er which the mantling vine

Lays forth her purple grapes, and gently creeps
Luxuriant; meanwhile murmuring waters fall
Down the slope hills, dispersed, or in a lake.
That to the fringed bank with myrtle crowned
Her erystal mirror holds, unite their streams.
The birds their quire apply; airs, vernal airs.
Breathing the smell of field and grove. attune
The trembling leaves, while universal Pan,

Kuit with the Graces and the Hours in dance.

Led on the eternal Spring.
Milton
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LVES RECOLLECTIONS.

Genesis i, 22,

Tuar day I oft remember, when from sleep
T first awaked, and found myself reposed
Under a shade on flowers, much wondering where
And what I was, whence thither brought, and how.
Not distant far from thence, » murmuring sound
Of waters ixsued from a cave, and spread
Into a liguid plain, then stood unmoved
Pure ax the expanse of heaven. I thither went
With unexperienced thought, and laid me down
On the ereen bank, to look into the clear -
Smooth luke, that to me scem’d another sky.
As I hent down to look, just opposite
A shape within the watery gleam appear'd,
Bending to look onme: I started back,
It started back; but pleased I soon return’d,
Pleased it return’d as soon with answerine looks

Of sympathy and love.
Milton,

EVE TO ADAM.

WirH thee conversing I forget all time ;
All seasons, and their change, all please alike.
Swect is the breath of Morn, her rising sweet,
With charm of earliest birds; pleasant the Sun,
When first on this delightful land he spreads
His orient beams on herb, tree, fruit, and flower,
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Glistering with dew: fragrant the fertile Earth
After soft showers ; and sweet the coming on

Of grateful Evening mild; then silent Night,
With this her solemn bird, and this fair Moon,
And these the gems of Heaven, her starry train.
But neither breath of Morn, when she ascends
With charm of earliest birds; nor rixing Sun

On this delightful land ; nor herb, fruit, flower,
Glistering with dew ; nor fragrance after showers,
Nor grateful Evening mild ; nor silent Night,
With this her solemn bird ; nor walk by Moon
Or ¢clittering star-licht, without thee, is sweet.

- ADAM, WHERE ART THOQU?”
Genesis iii. 9.

ApaM, where art thou? monarch, where ?
It is thy Maker calls:

‘What means that look of wild despair
What anguish now enthralls ?

Why in the wood’s embowering shade,
Dost thou attempt to hide,

From him whose hand thy kingdom made,
And all thy wants supplied ?

Go hide again, thou fallen one,
The crown has left thy brow ;

The robe of purity is gone,
And thou art naked now.

27
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Adam, where art thou? monarch, where ?
Assert thy high command ?

('all forth the tiger from his lair,
To lick thy kingly hand ;

Control the air, control the carth,
Control the foaming sea ;

They own no more thy heavenly birth.
Or heaven-stamp’d royalty.

The brutes no longer will caress
But share with thee thy reign;

Far the sceptre of thy rivhtevusness,
Thy hands have snapped in twain.

Adam, where art thou ? monarch, where ?
Thou wondrous thing of clay ;

Ah! let the carthworm now declare,
Who claims thee as his prey ;

Thy wmother, oh thou mighty one,
Tor thee re-opes her womb;

Thou to the narrow house art gone,
Thy kingdom is thy tomb;

The truth from Godhead's lips that came,
There in thy darkness learn ;

Of dust was formed thy beautcous frame,
And shall to dust return.

Adam, where art thou ? where! ah where ?
Behold him raised above,

An everlasting life to share,
In the bright world of love.

The hand he once "zainst heaven could raise,
Another sceptre holds;
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His brows where new-born ¢lories blaze,
Another crown enfolds.

Another robe’s flung over him,
More fair than was his own ;

And with the fire-tongued seraphim,
He dwells before the throne.

But whence could such a change proceed ?
What power could raise him there ?

So late by God’s own voice decreed
Transeression’s curse to bear.

Hark! hark! he tells—a harp well strung
His grateful arms embrace ;

Salvation is his deathless song.
And grace. abounding grace;

And sounds through all the upper sky
A strain with wonders rife,

That life hath viven itself to die.
And bring death back to life.

ADAM AND EVE LEAVING PARADISE.

Genesis iii. 23, 24.

So spake our Mother Eve; and Adam heard
Well-pleased, but answered not : for now too nigh
The Archangel stood ; and from the other hill
To their fized station, all in bright array,

The Cherubim descended; on the ground
Gliding meteorous, as evening mist

Risen frgm a river o’er the marish glides,
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And gathers ground, fust at the labourer’s heel
Homeward returning. High in front advanced
The brandished sword of God before them blazed,
Fierce as a comet ; which, with torrid heat
And vapours as the Lybian air adust,
Began to parch that temperate clime; whereat
In either hand the hast'ning Angel canght
Our lingering parents; and to th'eastern cate
Led them direct and down the eliff as fast
To the subjected plain: then dixuppeured.
They, looking huck, all the eastern side beheld
Of Puradise; so late their happy seat!
Waved over by that flaming brand; the gate
With dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms.
Some natural tears they dropped, but wiped them soon ;
The world was all before them, where to choose
Their place of rest, und Providence their guide.
They, hand in hand, with wandering steps and slow,
Through Eden taok their solitary way.
Milton,

EVES FIRST BORN.

I have gotten a man from the Lord.”’—Genesis iv. 1.

For the first time, a lovely scene
Earth saw, and smiled—

A ccntle form with pallid mien,
Bending o'er a new-born child.
The pang, the anguish, and the woe

That speech hath never told,
Fled, as the sun with noontide glow
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Dissolves the snow-wreath cold,
Leaving the bliss that none but mothers know,
While he, the partner of her heaven-taught joy,
Knelt in adoring praise beside the beauteous boy.

She, first of all our mortal race,
Learned the ecstacy to trace
The expanding form of infant grace,
From her own life-spring fed;
To mark each radiant hour,
Heaven’s sculpture still more perfect crowing
More full of power ;
The little foot’s elastic tread,
The rounded check, like rose-bud clowing,
The fringed eye with gladness flowing
As the pure blue fountains roll;
And then those lisping sounds to hear,
Unfolding to her thrilling ear
The strange, mysterions, never-dying soul,
And with delight intense
To wutch the angel-smile of sleeping innocence.

No more she mourned lost Eden’s joy,
Or wept her cherished flowers,
In their primeval bowers,
By wrecking tempests riven ;
The thorn and thistle of the exile’s lot
She heeded not,
So all absorbing was her sweet employ
To rear the incipient man, the ¢ift her God had given.
Mrs. Sigourney.
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« ("AIN. WHERE 18 THY BROTHER ABEL
(renesis iv. 9,

WuERE is thy brother Abel ?
Thou nowderer. answer, where ?
Ie talked with thee on yonder plain,
Beside the altar there;
Sweet peace was in his eye serene,
And his hewrt was fill'd with love ;
Ax he pointed thy unbended soul
Tu Him who reizns above.

Where is thy brother Abel ?
Thou fratricide, ah ! where?

Thy heart, in childhood’s earlier hours,
His joy or urief could share;

Ye danced beneath the same green tree;
In the same bower ye pluyed

Aund oft have wandered hand in hand,
Beneath the srove’s deep shade.

Where is thy brother Abel?
1 ufecling one, ah! where?

Lock'd in cuch other’s fond embrace,
Ye once could know no care ;

Nor the silence nor the gloom of night
Could wake an anxious fear,

While in each other’s arms ye lay,
O felt each other near.
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. Where is thy brother Abel ?
Ungrateful one, ah ! where ?
His lips dwelt long upon thy name
As he breathed his morning prayer;
He begged that Heaven would fix thy faith,
On Him that is to come,
To take away the curse of sin,
And bring God’s outcasts home.

Where is thy brother Abel ?
Thy red hands answer where,

No light is in his sunken eye,
No smiles his cold cheeks bear;

His lips are closed ; his tongue is sealed ;
His locks are wet with gore ;

The cooling breeze revives him not,
"Twill wake him now no more.

His blood has raised its voice to heaven,
And calls for vengeance loud ;
Yet mercy still, with smiling face,
Looks o’er the thunder cloud ;
But a fugitive and a vagabond,
Thou now on earth shalt be,
Though the latest breath that passed his lips
Was spent in prayer for thee.
Ragg.
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CAIN ON THE SEA-SHORE.

Genesis iv. 14,

WoE is me! oh where, oh where
Doth my spirit drive me ? where ?
These wild torrents roll to me
Abel’s blood '—1It is the sca!

E’en to carth’s remotest verge
Vengeance doth me onward urge !
Where no toneue did ¢’er complain,
Abel’s blood has banished Cain'!

Woe isme ! My brother's blood
Thunders in the roaring flood !
In the rocky beach’s sound !

In the cavern’s loud rebound !

Ax the waves beat round the rock,
So my spirit feels the shock

Of grief and rage, anguished mood,
Dread of Heaven, Ahel's blood!

Open, waves, your surging tide !
For the earth, when Abel died,
Drank the blood of him I slew,
Heard the curse of vengeance too !

Open, waves, your surging tide !
And disclose your bed all wide!

Ah 'tis vain ! revenge has might
In the realm of ancient night!
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In the darkest, deepest deep,
Abel’s shade would near me keep—
Near me, though I took my flight
To the highest mountain’s height.

Should this frame dissolve away,
Of the whirlpool-storm the prey,
Yet, oh yet, would Cain still dread
Heaven’s anger on his head !

Knowing now no end, no age,

My tormented spirit's rage
(Time’s remotest bound'ries past)
Through unceasing years will last.

Vengeance on my head I drew,
Th’ instant I my brother slew !
Woe is me ! oh woe is me!
Dread of Heaven follows me!
From the Germun of Slolberg.

“«ENOCH WALKED WITH GOD.”

Genesis v. 24.

HE walked with God, in holy joy,
While yet his days were few ;
The deep glad spirit of the boy
To love and reverence grew.
Whether, each nightly star to count
The ancient hills he trod,
Or sought the flowers by stream and fount—
Alike he walked with God.
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The graver noon of manhood came,
The time of cares and fears;

One voice was in his heart—the same
Tt heard through childhood’s years.

Amid fair tents, and flocks and swains,
O’er his green pusture sod,

A shepherd king on castern plains,
The patriarch walked with God.

And calmly, brightly, that pure life
Melted from eurth away;

No cloud it knew, no parting strife,
No sorrowful decay ;

He bow'd him not, like all beside,
Unto the spoiler’s rod,

But join'd at once the glorified
Where angels walk with God !

So let us walk !—the night must come
To us that comes to all;

We through the darkness must go home,
Hearing the tempest’s call.

Closed is the path for evermore
Which without death he trod;

Not so that way wherein of yore
His footsteps walk’'d with God.

Mrs. Hemans.
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THE DELUGE.

Genesis vi. vii. viii, ix.

MogN came : but the broad licht, which hung so long
In heaven, forsook the showering firmament,

The clouds went floating on their fatal way.

Rivers had grown to seas: the great sea swollen,
Too mighty for its bounds, broke on the land,
Roaring and rushing, and each flat and plain
Devoured. Upon the mountains now were seen
Gaunt men and women hungering with their babes
Eyeing each other, or, with marble looks,

Measuring the space beneath, swift lessening.

At times a swimmer from a distant rock

Less high, came struggling with the waves, but sank
Back from the slippery soil. Pale mothers then
‘Wept without hope, and aged heads struck cold

By agues, trembling like autumnal leaves;

And infants mowrned, and young boys shrieked with fear.
Stout men grew white with famine. Beautiful girls,
Whom once the day languished to look on, lay

On the wet earth, and rung their drenching hair ;
And fathers saw them there dying, and stole

Their scanty fare, and, while they perished, thrived.
Then terror died, and grief, and proud despair,
Rage, and remorse, infinite agony,

Love in its thousand shapes, weak and sublime,
Birth-strangled ; and strong passion perished.

The young, the old, weak, wise, the bad, the good,
Fell on their faces, struck,—whilst over them
Washed the wild waters, in their clamorous march.
Still fell the flooding rains. Great Ossa stood
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Lone, like a peering Alp, when vapours shroud
Tts sides unshaken in the restless waves:

But from the weltering deeps Pelion arose,

And shook his piny forehead at the clouds,
Moaning; and crowned Olympus all his snows
Lost from his hundred heads, and shrank aghast.
Day, eve, night, morning, came and passed away,
No sun was known to rise and none to set :
"Stead of its glorious beams a sickly light

Paled the broad east what time the day is born;;
At others a thick mass, vapours and black

In form like solid marble, roofed the sky,

Yet gave no shelter.  Still the ravenous wolf
Howled ; the wild foxes, and the household dog
Grown wild, upon the mountains fought and fed
Each on the other. The great eagle still

In his home brooded, inaccessible ;

Or, when the gloomy morning seemed to break,
Floated in silence on the shoreless seas.

Still the quick snake unclasped its glittering eyes,
Or shivering hung about the roots of pines;

And still all round the vultures flew and watched
The tumbling waters thick with bird and beast ;
Or, dashing in the midst their ravenous beaks,
Plundered the rolling hillows of their dead.
Beneath the headlong torrents, towns and towers
Fell down ; temples all stone, and brazen shrines,
And piles of marble, Palace and Pyramid

(Kings’ homes or towering graves) in a breath were swept

Crumbling away. Masses of ground, and trees
Uptorn and floating, hollow rocks brute-crammed,
Vast herds, and bleating flocks, reptiles, and beasts
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Bellowing, and vainly with the choking waves
Struggling, were hurried out,—but none returned :
All on the altar of the giant sea

Offered, like twice ten thousand hecatombs.

Still fell the flooding rains, still the earth shrank!
And ruin held his strait terrific way.

Fierce lightnings burnt the sky, and the loud thunder
{(Breast of fiery air) howled from his cloud,
Exalting toward the storm eclipsed moon.

Below, the ocean rose boiling and black

And flung its monstrous billows far and wide,
Crumbling the mountain joints and summit hills:
Then its dark throat is bared, and rocky tusks,
Where with enormous waves on their broad backs
The demons of the deep were raging loud :

And the sea lion and the whale were swung,

Like atoms round and round. Mankind was dead;
And birds whose active wings once cut the air,

The beasts that cut the water, all were dead :

And every reptile of the woods had died,

Which crawled or stung, and every curling worm :
The untamed tiger in his den, the mole

In his dark home—were choked ; the darting ounce,
And the blind adder, and the stork fell down

Dead ;—and the stifled mammoth, a vast bulk,

Was washed far out amongst the populous foam.
And there the serpent, which, few hours ago,

Could crack the panther in his sealy folds,

Lay lifeless, like a weed, beside his prey.

And now, all o’er the deep, corses were strewn,
Wide floating millions, like the rubbish flung

Forth when a plague prevails, the rest down sucked,
Sank buried in the world-destroying seas, Procter.

39
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SUBSIDING OF THE WATERS OF THE DELUGE.

Gienesis viii. 614,

HE looked and saw the ark hull on the flood,

‘Which now abated ; for the clouds were fled,

Driven by a keen north wind, that blowing dry,

Wrinkled the face of Deluge, as decayed;

And the clear Sun on his wide watery glass

(ilazed hot, and of the fresh wave largely drew,

A after thirst; which made their flowing shrink

From standing lake to tripping ebb, that stole

With soft foot towards the Deep; who now had stopt

His sluices, as the Heaven his windows shaut.

The ark no more now floats, but seems on ground,

Fast on the top of some hizh mountain fixed.

And now the tops of hill, as rocks, appear;

With clamour thence the rapid currents drive,

Towards the retreating sea, their furious tide.

Forthwith from out the ark a raven flies,

And after him the surer messenger,

A dove, sent forth once and again to spy

Green tree or ground, whereon his foot may light :

The second time returning, in his bill

An olive leaf he brings, pacific sien :

Anon, dry ground appears, and from his ark

The ancient Nire descends, with all his train,

Then with uplifted hands, and eyes devout,

Grateful to Heaven, over his head beholds

A dewy cloud, and in the cloud « bow

Conspicuous with three listed colours gay,

Betokening peace from God, and covenant new.
Miltor.
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TO THE RAINBOW.
Genesis ix, 12—17,
TRICMPHAL arch, that fill'st the sky
When storms prepare to part,
I ask not proud Philosophy
To teach me what thou art.

Still seem, as to my childhood’s sight,
A mid-way station given,

For happy spirits to alight
Betwixt the earth and heaven.

Can all, that optics teach, unfold
Thy form to please me so,

As when I dreamt of gems and gold
Hid in thy radiant bow?

When Science from Creation’s face
Enchantment’s veil withdraws,
What lovely visions yield their place

To cold material laws!

And yet, fair bow, no fabling dreams,
But words of the Most High,

Have told why first thy robe of beams
Was woven in the sky.

When o’er the green undeluged earth
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine,
How came the world's grey fathers forth,

To watch thy sacred sign.
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And when its yellow lustre smiled,
O’er mountains yet untrod,

Each mother held aloft her child,
To bless the how of God.

Methinks, thy jubilee to keep,
The first-made anthem rang

On earth, delivered from the deep,
And the first poet sang.

Nor ever =hall the Muse's eye,
Unraptured greet thy beam;

Theme of primeval prophecy,
Be still the poet's theme!

The earth to thee her incense yields,
The lark thy welecome sings,

When clittering in the freshened fields,
The snowy mushroom springs.

How glorious ix thy girdle cast
O’er mountain, tower, and town,
Or mirrored in the ocean vast,
A thousand fathoms down !

As fresh in yon horizon dark,
As young thy beauties seem,

As when the eagle from the ark
First sported in thy beam.

For, fuithful to its sucred page,
Heaven still rebuilds thy span,
Nor lets the type grow pale with age,

That first spoke peace to man.
Campbell,
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THE DESTRUCTION OF KODOM.

Genesis xix. 24—28.

Tue wind blows chill across those gloomy waves ;
Oh! how unlike the green and dancing main !

The surge is foul, as ifit rolled o’er graves:
Stranger, here lie the cities of the plain.

Yes, on that plain, by wild waves covered now,
Rose palace once and sparkling pinnacle ;

On pomp and spectacle beamed morning’s glow,
On pomp and festival the twilight fell.

Lovely and splendid all,—but Sodom’s soul
Was stained with blood, and pride, and perjury;
Long warned, long spared, till her whole heart was foul,
And fiery vengeance on its clouds came nigh.

And still she mocked, and danced, and, taunting, spoke
Her sportive blasphemies against the Throne :

It came! The thunder on her stumber broke :
God spake the word of wrath !—Her dream was done.

Yet, in her final night, amid her stood

Immortal messengers, and pausing Heaven
Pleaded with man; but she was quite imbued,

Her last hour waned, she scorned to be forgiven !

"Twas done! down poured at once the sulphurous shower,
Down stooped, in flame, the heaven’s red canopy.

Oh! for the arm of God, in that fierce hour!
"T'was vain: nor help of God or man was nigh.
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They rush, they bound, they howl, the men of sin;
Still stooped the cloud, still burst the thicker blaze ;
The earthquake heaved!  Then sank the hideous din;
Yon wave of durkness o’er their ashes strays.
Croly.

ABRAHAM'S SACRITFICE.

Genesis xxii.

THE noontide sun streamed brightly down

On Moriall's mountain crest,

The colden blaze of his vivid rays

Tinged sacred Jordan’s breast ;

Whilst towering palms and flowercts sweet,

Drooped low "neath Syria’s burning heat.

In the sunny glare of the =ultry air,
Toiled up the mountain side,

The Patriarch sage in stutely age,

Aud a youth in health’s cuy pride,
Bearing in eyes and in features fair,
The stamp of his mother's beauty rare.

She had not known when one rosy dawn

Ere they'd started on their way,

She had smoothed with care, his clustering hair,
And knelt with him to pray,

That his father's hand and will alike,

Were nerved at his young heart to strike.
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The Heavenly Power that with such dower
Of love fills a mother's heart,

Ardent and pure, that can all endure,

Of her life itself a part,

Knew too well that love heyond all price,
To ask of her such a ucrifice.

Though the noble boy with laughing joy
Had borne on the mountain road,

Th’ holociust wood, which in mournful mood,
His sire had helped to load,

Type of Him who drageed up Calvary,

The cross on which He was to die.

The hot breath of noon began, ah! soon,

On his youthful frame to tell,

On the ivory brow, flushed, wearied, now,

It laid its burning spell.

And listless—heavy—he journeyed on,

The smiles from hix lips and bright cyes gone.

Once did he say, on their toilsome way,

¢« Father, no victim is near,”

But with heavy sigh and tear dimmed eye,
In accents sad though clear,

Abraham avswered; “ the Lord our Guide,
A fitting holocaust will provide.”

The altar made and the fuel laid,

Lo! the victim stretched thereon

Is Abraham’s son, his only one,

Who at morning’s blushing dawn,

Had started with smiles that care defied,
To travel on ut his father’s side.
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With grief-struck brow, the Patriarch now,
Bares the sharp and glittering knife,

On that mournful pyre, oh hapless Sire!
Must he take his darling’s life;

Will fails not, though his eyes are dim,
God gave his Boy—he belongs to Him.

With anguish riven, he casts towards heaven,
One look, imploring wild,

That doth mutely pray for strength to slay,
His own, aye! his only child ;

When forth on the air swells a glad command,
And un angel stays his trembling hand.

The offering done—father and son,
Come down Mount Morial's steeps,
Joy gleaming now, on Abraham’s brow,
In his heart thanksgiving deep;
‘Whilst from His far and resplendent Throne,
With love, Heaven's King on both looks down.
Mrs. L:prohon.

ABRAHAM AT MACHPELAH.
Genesis xxiif.
DENSELY wrapped in shades
Olive and terebinth, its vaulted door

Flecked with the untrained vine and matted grass,
Behold Machpelah’s cave.
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Hark ! hear we not
A voice of weeping? Lo, yon aged man
Bendeth beside his dead. Wave after wave
Of memory rises, till his lonely heart
Sees all its treasures floating «n the flood
Like rootless weeds.

The carliest dawn of Jove
Is present with him, and a form of grace
Whose beauty held him ever in its thrall:
And then the morn of marriage, gorgeous robes
And dulcet music and the rites that bless
The Eastern bride. Full many a glowing scene
Made happy by her tenderness, returns
To mock his solitude.

Again their home
Gleams through the oaks of Mamre. There he sat
Rendering due rites of hospitality
To guests who bore the folded wing of Heaven
Beneath their vestments. And her smile wus there
Among the angels.

‘When her clustering curls
Wore Time’s chill hoar frost, with what glad sarprise
What holy triumpls of exulting faith
He saw, fresh blooming in her withered arms,
A fair young babe, the heir of all his wealth,
For ever blending with that speechless joy
Which thrilled his soul when first a father’s name
Fell on his ear, is that pale, placid brow
O’er which he weeps.

Yet had he seen it wear
Another semblance, tinged with hues of thought
Perchance, unlovely in that trial hour
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When to sad ITagar’s mute reproachful eyes
He answered nougzht, but on her shoulder bound
The cruse of water and the loaf, and sent
Her und her son unfriended wanderers forth
Into the wilderness.

Say. who can mourn
Over the smitten idol, by lonz years
Cemented with hix being. yet perceive
No dark remembrance that he fain would blot,
Troubling the tear? If there were no kind deed
Omitted, no sweet healing word of love
Hxpected yet unspoken ; no sharp tone,
That jarred dizcordant on the guivering nerve,
For which the weeper fain would rend the tomb
To ery, - Forgive!” oh ! let him kuneel and praise
Giod, amid all his grief.

We may not say
If aueht of penitence was in the pang
That rung his laboring breast, while o’er the dust
Of Sarah, ut Machpeluh’s watery tomb,
The proud :nd princely Abraham bowed him down

A mourning stranger, ‘mid the sons of Heth.
Mrs, Sigourney.

JACOB’S DREAM.

Genesis xxviii. 10,

THE sun was sinking on the mountain zone
That guards thy vales of beauty, Palestine!
Aud lovely from the desert rose the moon

Y ot lingering on the horizon’s purple line,
I.ike a pure spirit o'er its earthly shrine.
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Up Padan-aram’s height abrupt and bare
A pilgrim toil’d, and oft on day’s decline
Look’d pale, then paused for eve’s delicious air;
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The summit gain’d, he knelt and breathed his evening prayer.

He spread his cloak and slumber’d—darkness fell
Upon the twilight hills ; a sudden sound

Of silver trumpets o’er him seem’d to swell;
Clouds heavy with the tempest gather’d round ;
Yet was the whirlwind in its caverns bound :
Still deeper roll'd the darkness from on high,
Gigantic volume upon volume wound,

Above, a pillar shooting to the sky,

Below, a mighty sea, that spread incessantly.

Voices are heard—a choir of golden strings,

Low winds, whose breath is loaded with the rose,
Then chariot-wheels—the nearer rush of wings;
Pale lightning round the dark pavilion glows,

It thunders—the resplendent gates unclose :

Far as the eye can glance, on height o’er height,
Rise fiery waving wings, and star-crown'd brows,
Millions on millions, brighter and more bright,
Till all is lost in one supreme, unmingled light.

But, two beside the sleeping pilgrim stand,

Like cherub-kings, with lifted, mighty plume,
Fix’d, sun-bright eyes, and looks of high command;
They tell the patriarch of his glorious doom;
Father of countless myriads that shall come,
Sweeping the land like billows of the sea,

Bright as the stars of heaven from twilight’s gloom,
Till He is given whom angels long to see,

And Israel’s splendid line is crown’d with Deity.
D

Croly.
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JACOB WRESTLING WITH THE ANGEL.

Gencsis xxxii. 24.

Part the First.

CoME, O Thou traveller unknown,
Whom still I hold, but cannot see ;
My company before is gone,

And I am left alone with Thee;
With Thee all night I mean to stay,
And wrestle till the break of day.

1 need not tell Thee who I am;

My misery and sin declare :

Thyself hast called me by my name;
Look on thy hands, and read it there:
But who, I ask Thee, who art Thou ?
Tell me thy name, and tell me now.

In vain Thou strugglest to get free,

I never will unloose my hold ;

Art Thou the Man that died for me ?
The secret of thy love unfold :
Worestling, I will not let Thee go,
Till I thy name, thy nature know.

Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal
Thy new, unutterable name ?

Tell me, I still beseech Thee, tell ?
To know it now, resolved I am:
Wrestling, I will not let Thee go,
Till I thy name, thy nature know.
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What though my shrinking flesh complain,
And murmur to contend so long ?

1 rise superior to my pain :

When I am weak, then I am strong,

And when my all of strength shall fail,

I shall with the God-man prevail.

Part the Second.

YIELD to me now, for I am weak,

But confident in self-despair,

Speak to my heart, in blessings speak ;
Be conquer'd by my instant prayer :
Speak, or Thou never hence shalt move,
And tell me if thy name be Love.

"Tis Love'—'tis Love! Thou diedst for me;
T hear thy whisper in my heart :

The morning breuks, the shadows flee ;

Pure, Universal Love, Thou art:

To me, to all, thy bowels move;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

My prayer hath power with God; the grace
Unspeakable I now receive;

Through faith I sce Thee face to fuce;

I see Thee face to face, and live ;

In vain I have not wept and strove;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

I know Thee, Saviour, who Thou art,
Jesus, the feeble sinner’s friend :
Nor wilt Thou with the night depart,
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But stay and love me to the end :
Thy mercies never shall remove ;
Thy nature and thy name is Love.

The Sun of Righteousness on me

Hath risen, with healing on his wings;
Wither'd my nature’s strength; from Thee
My soul its life and succor brings ;

My help is all laid up above;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

Contented now upon my thich

1 halt, till life’s short journey end;

All helplessness, all weakness, I

On Thee alone for strength depend ;
Nor have I power from Thee to move:
Thy nature and thy name is Love.

Lame as I am, I take the prey ;
Hell, earth, and sin, with ease o’crcome ;
T leap for joy, pursue my way,
And, as a bounding hart, fly home ;
Through all eternity, to prove,
Thy nature and thy name is Love.
Wesley.
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THE BURIAL OF JACOB.

Genesis 1. 7—15.

It is a2 solemn cavalcade, and slow,

That comes from Egypt; never had the land,
Save when a Pharaoh died, such pomp of woe

Beheld ; never was bier by such a band

Of princely mourners followed, and the grand
Gloom of that strange funereal armament
Saddened the wondering cities as it went.

In Goshen he had died, that region fair

Which stretches east from Nilus to the wave
Of the great Gulf; and since he could not bear

To lay his ashes in an alien grave,

He charged his sons to bear him to the cave
Where slumbered all his kin, that from life’s cares
And weariness his dust might rest with theirs.

For seventy days through Egypt ran the ery

Of woe, for Joseph wept: and now there came
Along with him the rank and chivalry

Of Pharaoh's court,—the flower of Egypt’s fame ;

High captains, chief estates, and lords of name,
The prince, the priest, the warrior, and the sage,
Made haste to join in that sad pilgrimage.

The hoary elders in their robes of state
‘Were there, and sceptred judges ; and the sight
‘Of their pavilions pitched without the gate
Was pleasant ; chariots with their trappings bright
Stood round,—till all were met, and every rite
‘Was paid ;—then at a signal the array
Moved with a heavy splendour on its way.
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Tts very gloom was gorgeous ; and the sound
Of brazen chariots, and the measured feet
Of stately pacing steeds upon the ground,
Seemed, by its dead and dull monotonous heat,
A burden to that march of sorrow meet;
With music Pharaoh’s minstrels would have come
Had Joseph wished,— twas better they were dumb.

They pass by many a town then famed or feared,
But quite forgotten now ; and over ground
Then waste, on which in after time were reared
(!ities whose names were of familiar sound
For centuries,—Bubastus, and renowned
Pelusium, whose glories in decay
Gorged the lean desert with a splendid prey.

The fiery sons of Ishmael, as they scour
The stony glens of Paran with their hordes,
Watch their array afar, but dread their power;
Here first against mankind they drew their swords
In open warfare ; as the native lords
Of the wild region held their free career,
And fenced the desert with the Arab spear.

But unmolested now the mourners puss,
Till distant trees, like signs of land, appear,
And pleasantly they feel the yielding grass
Beneath their feet, and in the morning elear
They see with joy the hills of Canaan near ;
The camels scent the freshness of the wells,
Far hidden in the depth of leafy dells.
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At length they reach a valley opening fair

With harvest field and homestead in the sweep
Of olive-sprinkled hills, where they prepare

The solemn closing obsequies to keep;

For an appointed time they rest, and weep
With ceaseless lamentation, and the land
Rings with a grief it cannot understand.

The rites thus duly paid, they onward went
Across the eastern hills, and rested not
Till, slowly winding up the last ascent,
They see the walls of Hebron, and the spot
To him they bore so dear and unforgot,
Where the dark cypress and the sycamore
Weave their deep shadows round the rock-hewn door.

Now Jacob rests where all his kindred are,—
The exile from the land in which of old

His fathers lived and died, he comes from far
To mix his ashes with their mortal mould.
There where he stood with Esau, in the cold

Dim passage of the vault, with holy trust

His sons lay down the venerable dust.

They laid him close by Leah, where she sleeps
Far from her Syrian home, and never knows

That Reuben kneels beside her feet and weeps,
Nor glance of kindly recognition throws
Upon her stately sons from that repose ;

His Rachel,rests far-sundered from his side,

Upon the way to Bethlehen:, where she died.
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Sleep on, O weary saint! thy bed is bless'd ;

Thou, with the pilgrim-staff of faith, hast pass'd
Another Jordan into endless rest:

Well may they sleep who can serenely cast

A look behind, while darkness closes fast
Upon their path, and breathe thy parting word,—
¢« Fur Thy salvation I have waited, Lord !"

Rev. J. D. Burns.

THE FINDING OF MOSES.

Exodus ii. 1-11.

Srow elides the Nile: amid the margin flags,
('losed in a bulrush ark, the babe is left,—

Left by a mother’s hand. His sister waits

Far off; and pale, "tween hope and fear, beholds
The royal maid surrounded by her train,
Approach the river bank,—approach the spot
Wheve sleeps the innocent: she sees them stoop
With meeting plumes ; the rushy lid is ope’d
And wukes the infunt smiling in his tears,

As when along a little mountain lake,

The summer south-wind breathes, with gentle sigh,
And parts the reeds, unveiling as they bend,

A water-lily floating on the wave.
Grahame.
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MOSES.

T'vE almost reach’d the place—with cautious steps
I must approach the spot where he is laid, -
Lest from the royal gardens any see me.
Poor babe! ere this, the pressing calls of hunger
Have broke thy short repose; the chilling waves,
Ere this, have drench’d thy little shivering limbs.
What must my babe have suffered—No one secs me,
But soft, does no one listen! Ah! how hard,
How very hard for fondness to be prudent!
Now is the moment to embrace and feed him.
Where's Miriam, she has left her little charge,
Perhaps through fear; perhaps she was detected.
How wild is thought ! how terrible is conjecture !
A mothei’s fondness frames a thousand fears,
With thrilling nerve feels every real ill,
And shapes imagined miseries into being.
Ah me! Where is he ? soul-distracting sicht!
He is not therc—he’s lost, he’s wonc, he’s drown'd !
Toss’d by each beating surge my infant floats.
Cold, cold, and watery is thy crave, my child!
Oh no—T see the ark—Transporting sight!
I have it here. Alas, the ark is empty!
The casket’s left, the precious gem is gone !
You spared him, pitying spirits of the deep
But vain your merey; some insatiate beast,
Cruel as Pharaoh, took the life you spared—
And I shall never, never see my boy !

Hannalh More.
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THE SEVENTH PLAGUE OF EGYPT.

Exodus ix. 23-35.

"Twas morn—the rising splendor rolled

On marble towers and roofs of gold ;

Hall, court and gallery, below,

Were crowded with a living flow ;

Eeyptiam, Arah, Nubian, there,—

The bearers of the bow and spear,

The hoary priest. the Chaldee sage,

The slave, the gemmed and glittering page—
Helm, turban and tiara, shone

A dazzling ring round Pharaoh’s throne.

There came a man—the human tide
Shrank backward from his stately stride:
His cheek with storm and tide was tanned ;
A shepherd’s staff was in his hand ;

A shudder of instinctive fear

Told the dark kine what step was near;
On through the host the stranger came,

It parted round his form like flame.

He stooped not at the foot-stool stone,

He clasped not sandal, kissed not throne;
Erect he stond amid the ring,

His only words—¢ Be just, O king!”

On Pharach’s cheek the Dlood flushed high,
A fire was in his sullen eye;

Yet on the chief of Israel

No arrow of his thousands fell ;

All mute and moveless as the grave

Stood chilled the satrap and the slave.
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“Thou'rt come,” at length the monarch spoke,
Haughty and high the words outbroke::
¢ Is Israel weary of its lair,

The forehead peeled, the shoulder bare ?
Take back the answer to your band:
Go, reap the wind ! go, plough the sand.
Go, vilest of the living vile,

To build the never-ending pile,

Till, darkest of the nameless dead,

The vulture on their flesh is fed !

What better asks the howling slave
Than the hase life our hounty gave ?”

Shouted in pride the turban'd peers,

Unclasp’d to heaven the golden spears.

“ King! thou and thine are doomed !—Behold !
The prophet spoke—the thunder rolled !

Along the pathway of the sun

Sailed vapory mountains, wild and dun.

“Yet there is time,” the prophet said :

He raised his staff—the storm was stayed :
“King! be the word of freedom viven :

‘What art thou, man, to war with Heaven ?"’

There came no word—the thunder broke!
Like a huge city’s final smoke ;—

Thick, lurid, stifling, mizxed with flame,
Through court and hall the vapours came.
Loose as the stubble in the field,

Wide flew the men of spear and shield ;
Scattered like foam along the wave,

Flew the proud pageant, prince and slave:
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Or, in the chains of terror bound,

Luy. corpse-like, on the smouldering ground.
“Speak, King!— the wrath is but begun ! —
Still dumb ? — then, Heaven, thy will be done!”

Echoed from carth a hollow roar

Like ocean on the midnight shore!

A sheet of lightning o’er them wheeled,
The solid ground beneath them reeled ;
Tn dust sank roof and battlement;

Like webs the ciant walls were rent;
Red, broad, betire his startled gaze

The monarch saw his Igypt blaze.’

Still swelled the plague—the flame grew pale
Burst from the clouds the charge of hail
With arrowy keemness, iron weight,
Down poured the ministers of fate;

Till man and cattle, erushed. congealed,
Covered with death the houndless field.

Still swelled the plague—uprose the blast,
The avenger fit to be the last

On ocean, river, furest, vale,

Thunder'd ut once the mighty eale.
Before the whirlwind flew the tree,
Beneath the whirlwind roar’d the sea.

A thousand ships were on the wave—:
Where are they ? — ask that foaming grave
Down go the hope, the pride of years,
Down ¢o the myriad mariners ;

The riches of earth’s richest zone
Gone!like a flash of lightning, gone!
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And, lo! that first fierce triumph o'cr,
Swells ocean on the shrinking shore;
Still onward, onward, dark and wide,
Engulfs the land the furious tide.
Then bowed thy spirit, stubborn king,
Thou serpent reft of fung and sting ;
Humbled before the prophet’s knee,
He groaned, « Be injured Isrucl free!”

To heaven the sage upraised his wand ;
Back rolled the deluge from the land;
Back to its caverns sank the vule;
Fled from the noon the vapors pale ;
Broad burned again the joyous sun:

The hour of wrath and death was done.
Croly.

THE FIRST-BORN OF EGYPT.

Exodus xii. 29, 30.

O’er Pharaoh’s wide domxin,

The sun went brightly down,

On many a lofty fane,

And many an ancient town:—
The revel song was breath'd,

The starry lamps were fair,

The banquet crowns wese wreath’d,
And all wege joyful there.
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But, ere the morning smil'd

On temple, stream, and flower,
A wailing strange and wild
Went up from tent and tower :—
The ruler’s porphyry halls,

The shepherd's reedy shed,

The dungeon’s sunless wally,

All mourn’d an inmate—dead.

For sudden Wrutl; went forth
(Ver that rebellious land,
Which deem’d of little worth
Jehovah's dread command ;
And smote the eldest-born
With an avenging sword,

Of those who dared to scorn
His hich and awful word.

The monarch’s wail ix loud,
The stubborn heart is bent,
The lofty neck is bow'd,

The Hebrew chain is rent;
Vain is the warrior’s trust ;—
The despot's iron rod

Lies broken in the dust
Before a frowning God.

Rev, Dr. Lyons,
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THE FIRST-BORN OF EGYPT.

WHEN life is forgot, and night hath power,
And mortals feel no dread,

When silence and slumber rule the hour,
And dreams are round the head ;

God shall smite the first-born of Egypt's race ;

The destroyer shall enter each dwelling-place—
Shall enter and choose his dead.

¢ To your homes,” said the leader of Israel’s host,
¢« And slaughter a sacrifice:

¢ Let the life-blood be sprinkled on each door-post,
¢ Nor stir till the morning arise :

And the angel of vengeance shall pass you by,

“ He shall see the red stain, and shall not come nigh,
¢« Where the hope of your household lies. ”

The people hear, and they bow them low—
Each to his house hath flown :

The lamb is slain, and with blood they go,
And sprinkle the lintel-stone ;

And the doors they close when the sun hath set,

But few in oblivious sleep forget
The judgment to be done.

"Tis midnight—yét they hear no sound
Along the lone still street;

No blast of pestilence sweeps the ground,
No tramp of unearthly feet;

Nor rush as of harpy wing goes by,

But the calm moon floats on the cloudless sky,
"Mid her wan light clear and sweet.
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Once only, shot like an arrowy ray,
A pale blue flash was seen,

It pass’d so swift, the eye scarce could say
That such a thing had been;

Yet the beat of every heart was still,

And the flesh crawled fearfully and chill,
And back flowed every vein.

The courage of Israel’s bravest quail’d
At the view of that awful light,

Though knowing the blood of their off ring avail’d
To shield them from its might ;

They felt "twas the Spirit of Death had past,

That the brightness they saw, his cold glance had cast
On Egypt's land that night.

That his fearful eye had unwarn’d struck down,
In the darkness of the grave,

The hope of that empire, the pride of its crown,
The first-born of lord and slave ;—

The lovely, the tender, the ardent, the gay;

‘Where are they ?—all wither’d in ashes away,
At the terrible death-glare it gave.

From the couches of slumber ten thousand cries
Burst forth 'mid the silence of dread—

The youth by his living brother lies,
Sightless, and dumb, and dead !

The infant lies cold at his mother’s breast:

She had kissed him alive, as she sank to rest;
She awakens—his life hath fled.



THE HARP OF CANAAN, 65

And shrieks from the palace-chambers break—
Their inmates are steeped in woe,

And Pharaoh has found his arm too weak
To arrest the mighty blow:

Wail, king of the Pyramids! Egypt's throne

Cannot lighten thy heart of a single organ,
For thy kingdom’s heir laid low.

Wail, king of the Pyramids! Death hath cast
His shafts through thine empire wide,
But o'er Israel in bondage his rage hath past,
No first-born of her’s hath died—
Go Satrap ! command that the captive be free,
Lest their God in fierce anger should smite even thee,

On the crown of thy purple pride.
Anon.

THE PASSAGE OF THE RED SEA.
Exodus xiv. 13—31.

FuLL many a coal-black tribe and cany spear,
The hireling guards of Misraim’s throne, were there.
From distant Cush they trooped, a warrior train,
Sirvah'’s green isle and Sennaar’s marly plain :

On either wing their fiery coursers check

The parched and sinewy sons of Amalek :

‘While close behind, inured to feast on blood,
Deck’d in Behemoth’s spoils, the tall Shangalla strode.

Mid blazing helms and bucklers rough with gold,

Saw ye how swift the scythed chariots rolled ?
E
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J.u, these are they, whom, lords of Afric’s fates,

0ld Thebes had poured through all her hundred gates,
Mother of armies!—How the emeralds glowed,
Where, flushed with power and vengeance, Pharaoh rode !
And stoled in white, those brazen wheels before,
Oxiris” ark his swarthy wizards bore;

And, still rexponsive to the trumpet’s ery,

The priestly sistruw murmured—Victory I—

Why wwell these shouts that rend the desert’s gloom ?
Why come ye forth to combat ? warriors, whom ?
These flocks and herds, thix faint and weary train

Redd from the scouree, and recent from the chain ?
God of the Poor, the poor and friendless save!

Giver and Lord of’ Freedom, help the sluve !

North, =outh. and west, the sandy whirlwinds fly,

The eireling horns of Keypt's ehivalry.

On carth’s last margin throng the weeping train :
Their cloudy cuide moves on, “ and must we swim the main ?”
Mid the light spray their snorting camels stood,

Nor bathed a fetiock in the nauseous flood,

He comes, their leader comes! the man of God.

O'cr the wide waters lifts his mighty rod,

And onward treuds: the circling waves retreat,

In hoarse. deep murmurs, from his holy feet

And the chased surges, inly roaring, show

The hard wet sand and coral hills below.

With limbs thut falter and with hearts that swell,
Down, down they pass a steep and slippery dell,
Avound them rise, in pristine chaos hurl’d,

The ancient rocks, the secrets of the world ;
And flowers that blush beneath the ocean green,
And caves. the sea-calves’ low-roofed haunt are scen.
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Down, safely down the narrow pass they tread ;
The beetling waters storm above their head :
While far behind retires the sinking day,
And fades on Edom’s hills its latest ray.

Yet not from Israel fled the friendly light,
Or dark to them, or cheerless, came the night.
Still in their van, along that dreadful road,
Blazed broad and fierce the brandished sword of God.
Its meteor glare a tenfold lustre gave,
On the long mirror of the rosy wave :
While its blest beams a sunlike heat supply,
Warm every cheek, and dance in every eyec.
To them alone, for Misraim’s wizard train
Tnvoke for light their monster-gods in vain :
Clouds heaped on clouds their struggling sight confine,
And tenfold darkness broods above their line.
Yet on they fare, by reckless vengeance led,
And range unconscious through the ocean’s bed,
Till midway now, that strange and fiary form
Showed his dread visage, lightening through the storm :
With withering splendour blasted all their might,
And brake their chariot-wheels, and marred their courser’s

flight.

“ Fly, Misraim, fly !” The ravenous floods they sec,
And fiercer than the floods, the Deity.
“Tly, Misraim, fly!” From Edom’s coral strand
Again the Prophet stretched his dreadful wand :
With one wild erash the thundering waters sweep,
And all is waves, a dark and lonely deep—
Yet o’er these lonely waves such murmurs past,
As mortal wailing Swelled the nightly blast :
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And strange and sad, the whispering surges bore
The groans of Egypt to Arabia’s shore.

Oh! welecome came the morn, where Israel stood
In trustless wonder by the avenging flood !
Oh! welcome came the cheerful morn, to show
The drifted wreck of Zoan’s pride below ;
The mangled limbs of men, the broken car,
A few sad relics of a nation’s war:
Alag, how few ! Then soft as Elim’s well,
The precious tears of new-born freedom fell.
And he, whose hardened heart alike had borne
The house of hondage, and the oppressor’s scorn,
The stubborn slave, by hope’s new beams subdued,
In faltering accents sobbed his gratitude—
Till, kindling into warmer zeal, around
Tl virgin timhrel waked its silver sound :
And in fierce joy no more by doubt supprest,
The struggling spirit throbbed in Miriam's breast.
She, with bare arms, and fixing on the sky
The dark transparence of her lucid eye,
Poured on the winds of heaven her wild sweet harmony.
“ Where now,” she sung, “ the tall Egyptian spear ?
«On’s sunlike shield, and Zoan's chariot, where ?
* Above their ranks the whelming waters spread.
«“Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triumphéd I”
And every pause between, as Miriam sang,
From tribe to tribe the martial thunder rang ;
And loud and far their stormy chorus spread,
¢« Shout, Israel, for the Lord hath triwmphed!”

Bishop Heber,
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WITH STRENGTH OF HIS RIGHT HAND.

Exodus xv. 2—8.

WiITH strength of His right hand
He brought His people forth,
And shed o'er Zoan's land
The fury of His wrath—
Darkuess, fire, and storm,
Disease, and death, and woe,
Till Egypt’s power was gone,
And Pharaoh’s pride was low.

The sea its Maker saw,

And from His presence fled,
When as 2 man of war,

His host Jehovah led—
Congeal’d on either side,

The mighty billows rose,
A passage firm and wide

To open from His foes.

Egyptian maidens mourn’d,
With wailings of despair,
For nevermore return'd
The objects of their care—
On them had pass'd the fire,
And blasting of the breath
Of God’s avenging ire—
The bittegness of death.
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Who shall resist the Lord,
Who made the South and North,
Who spread the skies abroad,
And call’d the morning forth ?
He, vast Behemoth made!
He set the ocean bars!
He, earth’s foundations laid,
While sung the morning stars !
Rev. Thos. Fyles

THE SONG OF MIRIAM.

Exodus xv. 20, 21.

HARK to the sound of the timbrel,
By the side of Egypt’s waters;
"Tis the song and the dance of triumph,
Of Israel's dark-eyed daughters :
O’er many a neck so swan-like,
The loose black locks are flowing ;
And many a lip is smiling,
And many a cheek is glowing;
And those dark eyes are beaming,
And those warm hearts are leaping ;
And those light forms are swimming,
The measured dance-step keeping :
And this is the song,
As they sail along,
Miriam, Miriam leads the throng!
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“ Qh, sing to Jehovah! who gloriously,

Hath triumph’d, hath triumph’d, and no one but He;
Oh, sing! for Jehovah, victoriously,

The horse and his rider hath sunk in the sea!”

Now the heights of Pi-hahiroth
Catch the echo softly beating;
Now the rocks of Baal-zephon
Answer to the light retreating;
Now across the sanny ocean,
Floats the music of soft voices;
And above, the sky is cloudless,
Asif Nature's self rejoices:
And the song is sweetly sounding,
And the step is lightly twining,
And the timbrel gaily ringing,
And the eye with pleasure shining.

* Oh, sing to Jehovah ! who gloriously,
Hath triumph’d, hath triumph’d; and no one but He;
Oh sing! for Jehovah, victoriously,

The horse and his rider hath sunk in the sea!”
Edm eston.

THE OLD TESTAMENT GOSPEL.

ISRAEL, in ancient days,
Not only had a view
Of Sinai in a blaze,
But learned the Gospel too;
The types and figures were a glass
In which they_saw a Saviour’s face.
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The Paschal sacrifice,
Aund blood-hesprinkled door,*
Seen with enlighten'd eyes,
And once applied with power,
Would teach the need of other blood,
To reconcile an angry God.

The lamb, the dove, set forth
His perfect innocence,}
Whose blood of matchless worth,
Should be the soul's defence :
For hie who can for sin atone
Must have no failings of his own.

The scape-coat on his head
The people’s trespass bore,
And to the desert led,
Was to be seen no more
In him our Surety scem’d to. say,
 Behold, I bear your sins away.”

Dipt in his fellow’s blood,
The living bird went free; ||
The type well understood,
Express'd the sinner’s plea ;-
Described a guilty soul enlarged,
And by a Saviour’s death discharged.

Jesus. I love to trace,
Throughout the sacred page,
The footsteps of thy grace,
The same in every age !
O grant that T may faithful be
To clearer ligh t vouchsaf’d to me! Couper

* Exod. xii. 13 + Lev. xii 6. iLev. xvi. 21 Il Lev. xiv. 51—53.
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BALAAM.
Numbers xxiii, xxiv.

HE waved his wand ? dark spirits knew
That rod. Yet none obeyed its call ;
And twice the mystic sign he drew,
And twice beheld them bootless all ;
Then knew, the seer, Jehovah's hand
And crushed the seroll, and broke the wand.

T feel Him like a burning fire—
When I would curse, my lips are dumb ;
But from those lips, 'mid hate and ire
Unchecked the words of blessing come ;
They come—and on his people rest
A people by the curser blest:

I see them from the mountain top,
How fuir their dwellings on the plain,
Like trees that crown the valley’s slope
Like waves. that glitter on the main !
Strong. strong the lion slumbering there—
Who first shall rouse him from his lair ?

Crouch, Amelek! and thou, vain king!
Crouch by thine altars—vainer still!
Hear ye the royal shouts that ring
From Israel’s camp beneath the hill ?
They have a God amidst their tents;
Banner at once and battlements !
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A star shall break through yonder skies,
And beam on every nation’s sight;
From yonder ranks a sceptre rise,
And bow the nations to its might:
1 see their glorious strength afar—
All hail, mild sceptre ! hail, bright star!

Aund who am I, for whom is flung
Aside the shrouding veil of time ?
The seer whose rebel soul is rung
By wrath, and prophesy, and crime:
The future as the past I see—
‘Woe, then, for Moab ! woe for me.”

On Peor’s top the wizard stood,
Around him Moub’s princes bowed;
He bade—and altars streamed with blood
And incense wrapped him like a shroud,
But vain the rites of earth and hell—
He spitke—a mastered oracle ! .
Anon,

SISERA.
Judges v. 28—30

“ WHY comes he not ? why comes he not,
My brave and noble son ?
Why comes he not with his warlike men,
And the trophies his sword has won ?
How slowly roll his chariot-wheels !
How weary is the day!
Pride of thy mother’s lonely heart,
Why dost thou still delay ?
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He comes not yet! will he never come
To gladden these heavy eyes,
That have watched and watched from morn till eve,
And again till the sun did rise?
Shall I greet no more his look of joy,
Nor hear his manly voice ?
Why comes he not with the spoils of war,
And the damsels of his choice ?”

Years rushed along in their ceaseless course,
But Sisera came no more,

With his “ mighty men " and his captive maids,
As he oft had come before.

A woman’s hand had done the deed
That laid a hero low ;—

A woman’s heart had felt the grief

That childless mothers know.
Rev, John Reade,

JEPHTHAH.

Judges xi.

REJoICE, ye tribes of Israel, the Lord was on your side,
Your fierce and daring enemies have fallen in their pride.
In vain the heathen strove against Jehovah’s awful word,
For Ammon’s proud presumptuous sons have perished by the sword.

From Aroer to Minnith and to Abel’s fertile plain,

Of twenty noble cities the ‘ mighty men ” are slain

Rejoice, thou son of Gilead, the Lord hath heard thy vow,—
Thy foes are crushed, thy fathers’ sons before thy presence bow.
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It ix an hour of trinmph to the warrior and his band,

An hour of stern rejoicing to all the chosen land,

When the conqueror of Ammon, the valiant of his race,

Beholds once more with well-earned joy his long-lost native place.

But who ix thix advancing with gay attendant crowd ?

Oh! Jephthah! dost remember now the vow that thou hast vowed ?
Why is thy face so ghastly pale ? why sinks thy noble head ?

Thy dangliter's blood must now atone for all that thow hast shed !

Honour and pomp and victory are all forgotten now,

And clouds of darkest anguish sweep across the father’s brow,
He ~peaks—his words are words of death: he orders—is obeyed—
And lonely mountains mourn the fate of Israel's queenly maid.

Rejoice. ye tribes of Israel, the Lord was on your side,

Your fierce, presumptuous enemies have fallen in their pride !

But, Jephthah, thou wrt childless now, lift up thy voice and weep!

No sound of wailing can disturb thy duughter's dreamless sleep !
Rev. John Reade.

SAMSON'S LAMENT FOR THE LOSS OF HIS SIGHT.

Judges xvi. 21.

O Loxs of sizht, of thee I most complain !

Blind among enemies, O worse than chains,
Dungeon, or begeary. or decrepit age !

Light, the prime work of Gind, to me’s extinct,
And all her various objects of delight

Annulled, which might in part my grief have eased
Inferior to the vilest now hecome

Of man or worm; the vilest here excel me:

They creep, yet see; I. dark in light, exposed
To daily fraud. contempt, abuse. and wrong,

?
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Within doors, or without, still as a fool,

In power of others, never in my own ;

Scarce half I seem to live, dead move than half.
O dark, dark, dark, amid the blaze of noon,
Irrecoverably dark, total eclipse,

Without all hope of day !

O first created beam, and thou great Word,
Let there be light, and light was over all;
Why am I thus bereaved thy prime decree ?
The sun to me is dark,

And silent as the moon,

When she deserts the night,

Hid in her vacant interlunar cave!

Since light so necessary is to life,

And almost life itself, if it be true

That light is in the soul,

She all in every part; why was the sight

To such a tender ball as the eye confined,

So obvious and so easy to be quenched 7
And not, as feeling, through all parts diffused,
That she might look, at will, through every pore?
Then had I not been thus exiled fromn light,
As in the land of darkness. yet in light,

To live a life half dead, a living death,

And buried; but O, yet more miserable !
Myself my ~epulchre, a moving grave!
Buried, yet not exempt

By privilege of death and burial

From worst of other evils, pains, and wrongs;
But made hereby obnoxious more

To all the miseries of life,

w

Life in captivity. Milton.
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THE HEBREW MOTHER.

1. Samuel i. 28.

THE rose was in rich bloom on Sharon’s plain,
When a young mother, with her First-born thence
Went up to Zion; for the boy was vow'd
Unto the temple-service. By the hand
She led him, and her silent soul. the while,

Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye
Met her sweet scrious elance. rejoic’d to think
That aught so pre. so beautiful, was hers,
"To bring before her God.
So pass’d they on,

O'er Judah's hills; and wheresoe'er the leaves
Of the broad xycanore made sounds at noon,
Like lulling rain-drops or the olive-boughs,
With their cool dimnesx, cross'd the sultry blue
Of Syvia ~ heaven, sl paus'd that he might rest ;
Yet from her own meek eyelids chas'd the slecp
That weigh'd their dark fringe down, to sit and watch
The erimson deepening o'er his cheek’s repose,
As at a red flower's heart: and where a fount
Lay. like a twilizht star, midst palmy shades,
Making its bunks grcen gems along the wild,
There too she linger'd, from the diamond wave
Drawing clexr water for his rosy lips,
And softly p.rting clusters of jet curls,
To bathe hi~ brow.

At last the Fane was reach’d,
The eartl’s One Sanctuary; and rapture hush’d
Her bosom. - s before her, thro' the day



THE HARP OF CANAAN. 79

It rose, 2 mountain of white marble, steep’d

Tn light like floating gold.—But when that hour

‘Waned to the farewell moment, when the boy

Lifted, through rainbow-gleaming tears, his eye

Beseechingly to hers; and, half in fear,

Turn’d from the white-rob’d priest, and round her arm

Clung e’en as ivy clings; the deep spring-tide

Of nature then swell’d high ; and o’er her child

Bending. her soul brake forth in mingled rounds

Of weeping and sad song.—¢ Alus ! she cried,

- Alus, my boy! thy gentle grasp is on me,

The bright tears quiver in thy pleading eyes,
And now fond thoughts arise,

And silver cords again to earth have won me,

Aund like a vine thou cluspest my full heart—
How shall T hence depart 72—

How the lone paths retrace, where thou wert playing
Sy late along the mountain at my side ?
And I. in joyous pride.
By every place of flowers my course delaying.
Wove, e'en as pearls, the lilies round thy hair,
Beholding thee so fair!

And oh! the home whence thy bright smile hath parted !
Will it not seem as if the sunny day
Turn’d from its door away,
While, thro’ its chambers wandering weary-hearted,
I languish for thy voice, which, past me still,
Went like a singing rill ? '
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Uander the palm-trees, thou no more shalt meet me,
When from the fount at evening I return,

With the full water-urn!
Nor will thy sleep’s low, dove-like murmurs greet me,
A~ midst the silence of the stars T wake,

And watch for thy dear sake.

And thou, will slamber’s dewy cloud fall round thee,
Without thy mother’s hand to smooth thy bed ?

Wilt thou not vainly spread
Thine arms, when darkness as a veil hath wound thee,
To fold my neck ; and lift up, in thy fear,

A cry which none shall hear ?

What have I said, my child ?—will HE not hear thee,
Who the young ravens heareth from their nest ?
Will He not guard thy rest,
And, in the hush of holy midnight near thee,
Breathe o’er thy soul, and fill its dreams with joy ?
Thou shalt sleep sott, my boy!

T cive thee to thy God !—the God that gave thee,
A well-spring of deep gladness to my heart !

And precious as thou art,
And pure as dew of Hermon, He shall have thee,
My own, my beautiful, my undefiled !

And thou shalt be His child !

Therefore, farewell! I go; my soul may fail me,
As the stag panteth for the water-brooks,

Yearning for thy sweet looks!
But thou my First-born ! droop not nor bewail me,
Thou in the shadow of the Rock shalt dwell,

The Rock of Strength— Farewell1”’

Mrs. Hemans.
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THE CHILD SAMUEL.
I Samuel iii, 1-15,

HusHED was the evening hymn,
The temple courts were dark ;
The lamp was burning dim
Before the sacred Ark,

When suddenly a voice divine

Rang through the silence of the shrine.

The old man meek and mild,
The priest of Israel slept ;
His watch the temple child,
The little Levite kept ;
And what from Eli’s sense was sealed,
The Lord to Hannah’s son revealed.

O give me Samuel’s ear,
The open ear, O Lord,
Alive and quick to hear
Each whisper of Thy word ;
Like him to answer at Thy call,
And so obey Thee first, of all.

O give me Samuel's heart,
A lowly heart that waits,
Where in Thy house Thou art,
Or watches at Thy gates;
By day and night, a heart that still
Moves at the breathing of Thy will.
- F .
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O give me Samuel’s mind,
A sweet, unmurmuring faith,
Obedient and resigned
To Thee in life and death ;
That I may read with child-like eyes,
Truths that are hidden from the wise.
J. D, B,

DAVID AND GOLIATH.
I Samue!l xvii.

WHEN Israel’s host in Elah’s valley lay,
O’erwhelm’d with shame, and trembling with dismay,
They saw how fierce Gooliath proudly trod
Before their ranks and braved the living God.
On Israel’s ranks he cast a withering look,
And Elah’s valley trembled as he spoke.

“Ye slaves of Saul, why thus in proud parade
Of martial threatening, stand your ranks arrayed ?
Though high your vaults, and unsubdued your pride,
A single arm the contest may decide.

Send forth the best and bravest of your hosts,
To prove in me what might Philistia boasts;
And if your champion fall beneath my hand,
Let Israel own Philistia’s high command :
But if his better arm the triumph gain,

Her yielding sons shall wear the victor's chain.
You, and your God who rules the cloudy sky,
Armies of Israel I this day defy!”
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Through Israel’s curdling veins cold hotror ran,
And each sunk warrior felt no longer man:
‘One heart alone its wonted fire retains,
One beart alone the giant’s threats disdains:
David, the last of Jesse’s numerous race,
Deep in his bosom feels the dire disgrace,
That e’er a godless Philistine, so proud,
His single prowess thus should vaunt aloud.

Before his prince, magnanimous he stands,
And lifts the imploring eye and suppliant hands,
With modest grace, to let him prove the fight,
And die or conquer in his country’s right.

The king and nobles with attention hung
To hear the aspirings of 2 mind so young,

But deem his darings, in the unequal strife,
Were but a fond and useless waste of life.

Then David thus: ¢ As erst my flocks I kept,
Pale shone the moon-beam, and the hamlet slept ;
In that still hour a shaggy bear I spied
Snuff the night-gale, and range the valley-side;
He seized a lamb,—and by this hand he died.
And when a lion, made by hunger bold,

From Jordan's swelling streams o’erleap’d the fold ;
The brindled savage in my hands I tore,

Caught by the beard, and crush’d him in his gore.
The God that saved me from the infuriate bear
And famish'd lion, still has power to spare ;

And something whispers, if the strife I meet,
Soon shall the boaster fall beneath my feet.”

83
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Moved by his words the king and chieftains yield;
His spirit laud, and arm him for the field :
In royal mail his youthful limbs they dress'd,
The greaves, the corslet, shield, and threatening crest.

But ill those youthful limbs with arms aceord,
And ill that hand can yield the imperial sword ;
Whence wisdom cautions—these to lay aside,
And choose the arms whose power he oft had tried.
Straight in his hand the well-proved sling he took,
And in his scrip five pebbles from the brook ;
These all his earthly arms:—but o’er his head,
Had Faith divine her sheltering segis spread.

His bosom beats with generous ardour high,

And new-born glories kindle in his eye;

Swift o’er the field he bounds with vigour light,
Marks the gigantic foe, and claims the fight.

Now men of Israel, pour your ardent prayer:
“God of our fathers, to thy sovereign care
We trust our champion, for to Thee belong
Strength for the weak, and weakness for the strong :
Arm him with might to vindicate Thy name,
To smite the proud, and blot out Israel’s shame ;
Let angels round him spread the guardian shield,
And oh! restore in triumph from the field 1"

Philistia’s chief now mark’d with high disdain,
The light-arm’d stripling rushing to the plain;
Saw, with a scornful smile his airy tread,

And downy cheek suffused with rosy red ;
His pliant limbs not cased in shining mail,
No shield to ward, no sabre to assail ;
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But clad like shepherd-swain,—when swains advance
To hand the fair, and frolic in the dance.

Fierce from his breast the growling thunder broke,
And Elah’s valley trembled as he spoke.

“ 0O powerful Dagon! wherefore was I born ?
Am I a dog ?—the theme of children’s scorn ?
Cursed be thy God! cursed thou, presumptuous boy!
But come—draw nigh—and glut my furious joy.
Thy feeble body, crush’d beneath my power,
The birds shall mangle, and the dogs devour.”

Then Jesse's son :—¢ Accoutred for the field,
Proudly thou marchest with thy spear and shield :
But T unarm’d, yet, reckless of thy boasts,

Approach, protected by the God of Hosts;

That righteous power, whom thy infuriate pride,

With tongue blaspheming, has this day defied.

Me, of our race the humblest, has He sped,

From thy broad trunk to lop thy impious head,

And through thy armies wasting vengeance spread ;—
That all may know, through earth’s wide realms abroad,
To trust the righteous cause to Israel’s God.

He saves not by the shield, by spears, or swords:—

No more.—Advance—the battle is the Lord's.”

With giant stride the lowering foe draws nigh,
Strength in his arm, and fury in his eye;
In thought, already gives the ruthless wound,
And the scorn’d youth transfixes to the ground.
While David, rapid as the fieetest wing,
‘Whirls round his head the quick revolving sling ;
Aims with experienced eye, the avenging blow
At the broad visage of the advancing foe.—
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How booms the thong, impatient to be free,

Wing'd with resistless speed, and arm’d with destiny !—
"Tis gone—loud whizzing flies the ponderous stone !—
That dirge of death—hark! heard ye Dagon groan ?
It strikes—it crashes through the fractured hone!
Struck in his full career, the giant feels

The bolt of death ;—his mountain-body reels—

And nerveless, headlong, thunders to the ground.—
Loud bursts of joy along the vale resound :

Shout ! men of Israel, shout—till earth and sky.
With replication loud, re-echo victory!

See, see him now, u~ flushed with honest pride,

He draws the sabre from the giant's side:

Now on the groaning trunk behold him tread,

And from the shoulders lop the ¢haxtly head!

Shout! men of Txracl. shout your hero’s praise!
Send it immortal down to future days!
Let farthest Dan his triumph loud proclaim
And Sheba’s springs resound his glorious name;
In Jesse's son, O Bethlehem ! rejoice;
And Salem, thou exalt thy grateful voice;
Thy victor hail triumphant in the Lord;
Girt with the grisly spoils, he waves the recking sword.

Daughters of Ixracl. loud his praises sing !
With harp and timbrel hail youwr future king.
By mighty Saul a thousand bite the plain,
But mightier David has ten thousand slain!

Drummond.
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SAUL AND DAVID.

I Samuel xviii. 10, 11.

DxEr was the furrow in the royal brow,
When David’s hand, lightly as vernal gales
Rippling the brook of Kidron, skimmed the lyre;
He sang of Jacob’s youngest son, the child
Of his old age, sold to the Ishmaelite;
His exaltation to the second power
In Pharaoh’s realm; his brethren thither sent ;
Suppliant they stood before his face—well known,
Unknowing—till Joseph fell upon the neck
Of Benjamin, his mother’s son, and wept.
Unconsciously the warlike shepherd paused ;
But when he saw, down the yet quivering string,
The tear-drop trembling glide, abashed, he checked,
Tndignant at himself, the bursting flood,
And, with a sweep impetuous, struck the chords.
From side to side his hands traversely glance
Like lightning 'thwart a stormy sea; his voice
Arises mid the clang, and straightway calms
The harmonious tempest to a solemn swell,
Majestical, triumphant, for he sings
Of Arad’s mighty host by Israel’s arms
Subdued ; of Israel through the desert led
He sings; of him who was their leader, called
By God Himself from keeping Jethro’s flock
To be a ruler o’er the chosen race.
Kindles the eye of Saul; his arm is poised ;—
Harmless the javelin quivers in the wall.

Grahame.,
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SAUL IN THE CAVE OF ENGEDI.

1 Samuel xxiv. 4.

STAY. stay, injurious king; oh, father stay,

If T may yet so style you. Why dost thou

Listen to those who say I am disloyal ?

Lo, in this hour, and in this very cave,

How easily could I not have ta’en your life;

As some did bid me do, but I refrained,

« T will not harm,” T said, ¢ the Lord’s Anointed.”
In proof of which behold here your robe’s skirt,
Which role I took. yet could as casily

Have ta’en your life as it.  Yes, look on this
Upbraiding proof; yes; look on this dumb witness,
Then stund convicted of injustice toward me.
Believe. oh. eruel and suspicious king,

That since I took hut this and spared your lite.
At last, believe me honest.  Oh, my father,
Why hast thou ever deemed that T was other ?
Why doxt thou hunt me like a least o’ th’ forest ?
Let the Lord judge hetween us; let the Lord

Be mine Avenger: fur 1 will not harm you.

Oh, that your majesty should have dread of me!—
Have dread of one o poor and weuk as I!

For what could I do (even were I so minded)
Against your majesty ?  But I will nothing :

Let the Lord judee between us; let Him enquire;
Yes, let Him plead my cause still with your anger;
Let Hing from it at length deliver me.

Charles Heavysege
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SAUL.

1 Samuel xxviii. 7—21.

THOU, whose spell can raise the dead,
Bid the prophet's form appear—
“ Samuel, raise thy buried head !—
King, behold the phantom seer !”
Earth yawned; he stood, the centre of a cloud ;
Light changed its hue, returning from his shroud ;
Death stood all glassy in his fixéd eye ;
His hand was withered and his veins were dry ;
His foot, in bony whiteness, glittered there,
Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly bare ;
From lips that moved not, and unbreathing frame,
Like caverned winds, the hollow accents came.
Saul saw, and fell to earth as falls the oak
At once when blasted by the thunder stroke.

“ Why is my sleep disquieted ?

Who is he that calls the dead ?

Is it thou—oh kine? Behold

Bloodless are these limbs and cold :

Such are mine, and such shall be

Thine to-morrow when with me;

Ere the coming day is done,

Such shalt thou be, such thy son.

Fare thee well, but for a day;

Then we mix our mouldering clay ;—

Thou, thy race, lie pale and low,

Pierced by shafts of many a bow;

And the falchion by thy side

To thy heart thy hand shall guide;

Crownless, breathless, headless fall

89

Son and Sire, the house of Saul!” Byron.
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ABSALOM.

II Samuel xviii. 33.

THE waters slept. Night's silvery veil hung low
On Jordan’s bosom, and the eddies curled

Their glassy rings beneath it, like the still
Unbroken beating of the sleeper’s pulse.

The reeds bent down the stream : the willow-leaves,
With a soft cheek upon the lulling tide,

Forgot the lifting winds; and the long stems,
Whose flowers the water, like a gentle nurse,
Bears on its bosom, quietly gave way,

And leaned, in graceful attitudes, to rest.

How strikingly the course of nature tells,

By its light heed of human suffering,

That it was fashioned for a happier world!

King David’s limbs were weary. He had fled
From far Jerusalem : and now he stood,
‘With his faint people, for « little rest
Upon the shore of Jordan. The light wind
Of morn was stirring, and he bared his brow
To its refreshing breath; for he had worn
The mourner’s covering, and he had not felt
That he could sec his people until now.
They gathered round him on the fresh green bank,
And spoke their kindly words; and, as the sun
Rose up in heaven, he knelt among them there,
And bowed his head upon his hands to pray.
Oh! when the heart is full—when bitter thoughts
Come crowding thickly up for utterance,
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And the poor common words of courtesy

Are such a very mockery—how much

The bursting heart may pour itself in prayer!

He prayed for Israel; and his voice went up

Strongly and fervently. He prayed for those

‘Whose love had been his shield; and his deep tones

Grew tremulous. But oh! for Absalom—

For his estranged, misguided Absalom—

The proud, bright being, who had burst away

In all his princely beauty, to defy

The heart that cherished him—for him he poured,

In agony that would not be controlled,

Strong supplication, and forgave him there,

Before his God, for his deep sinfulness.
* * * % * *

The pall was settled. He who slept beneath

Was straightened for the grave; and, as the folds

Sunk to the still proportions, they betrayed

The matchless symmetry of Absalom.

His hair was yet unshorn, and silken curls

Were floating round the tassels as they swayed

To the admitted air, as glossy now

As when in hours of gentle dalliance, bathing

The snowy fingers of Judea’s girls.

His helm was at his feet: his banner, soiled

With trailing through Jerusalem, was laid

Reversed, beside him: and the jewelled hilt,

Whose diamonds lit the passage of his blade,

Rested, like mockery, on his covered brow.

The soldiers of the king trod to and fro,

Clad in the garb of battle; and their chief,

The mighty Joab, stood beside the bier,
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And gazed upon the dark pall steadfastly,
As if he feared the slumberer might stir.
A slow step startled him. He grasped his blade
As if a trumpet rang; but the bent form
Of David entered, and he gave command,
In a low tone to his few followers,
And left him with his dead. The King stood still
Till the last echo died : then throwing off
The sackeloth from his brow, and laying back
The pall from the still features of his child,
He bowed his head upon him, and broke forth
In the resistless eloquence of woe !—
« Alas! my noble Loy ! that thou shouldst die!
Thou, who wert made so beautifully fair !
That deuth should settle in thy glorious eye,
And leave his stillness in this clustering hair !
How could he mark thee for the silent tomb,
My proud boy. Absalom !

 Cold is thy brow, my son ! and I am chill,
As to my bosom I have tried to press thee,
How was I wont to feel my pulses thrill,
Like a rich harp-string, yearning to caress thee,
And hear thy sweet ¢ My Father,) from these dumb
And cold lips, Absalom!

“ The grave hath won thee. I shall hear the gush
Of music, and the voices of the young;

And life will pass me in the mantling blush,
And the dark tresses to the soft wind flung ;

But thou no more, with thy sweet voice, shalt come
To meet me, Absalom!
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“ And oh! when I am stricken, and my heart,
Like a bruised reed, is waiting to be broken,
How will its love for thee, as I depart,
Yeamn for thine ear to drink its last deep token!
It were so sweet, amid death’s gathering gloom,
To see thee, Absalom !

« And now, farewell! ’Tis hard to give thee up,
With death so like a gentle slumber on thee—

And thy dark sin!—Oh I could drink the cup,
If from this woe its bitterness had won thee.

May God have called thee, like a wanderer, home.
My erring Absalom !”

He covered up his face, and bowed himself
A moment on his child ; then, giving him
A look of melting tenderness, he clasped
His hands convulsively, as if in prayer;
And, as a strength were given him of God,
He rose up calmly and composed the pall
Firmly and decently, and left him there,
As if his rest had been a breathing sleep.

93

N. P. Willis.

BUILDING OF THE TEMPLE.
I Kings vi.

IN ancient times, when Israel's king that famous fabric reared,
Tn which his glory and his wealth so manifest appeared,

He in his wisdom first gave heed to Heaven's great law to man,
Axd QOrder, beauteous and sublime, through all the process rau.
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No sound of axe or metal tool through all the time was heard,
No craftsman broke the harmony with one discordant word ;
For so the work was portioned out, by Solomon, the wise,
From corner-stone to capital, no discord could arise.

Eleven hundred men, thrice told, as Master Masons wrought,
And eighty thousand Fellow Crafts the quarried marble sought;
While entered as Apprentices, were seventy thousand more,
Who, through the progress of the work, the heavy burdens bore.

A vast fraternity they were—a labour vast to share,
Who always on the level met, and parted on the Square:
And three Grand Masters gave the rules, by which the work was

done:
The King of Isvael, King of Tyre, and He—the Widow's son.

The eolumns and pilasters were of Parian marble wrought,

The timbers from the famous groves of Lebanon were brought;
Of cedar, fir, and olive wood, the stately walls were made,

And all within, and all without, with gold was overlaid.

Thus two great structures had a birth—the one of wood and stone,
The other framed and fashioned of Fraternal love alone:

The one was joined in all its parts by cunning work of art ;

The other, by the ligaments that bind the human heart.

The one stood out in bold relief against the vaulted sky;
The other raised no towering front to greet the vulgar eye :
The one was all resplendent with its carving and its gold;
The other’s beauty kept concealed beneath its mystic fold.

Age after age h:s rolled away with time's unceasing tide,

And generations have been born, have flourished, and have died,
Since wrought o'ir ancient brethren on that Temple’s massive wallg,
And thronged i .3 lofty colonnades, and walked its spacious halls:
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The Temple with its wondrous strength, hath yielded unto time—
The Brotherhood that flourished there still lives and lasts sublime ;
The one, a mere material thing, hath long since passed away—
The other holds its vigorous life, untouched by time’s decay.

Long may it live, through coming years its excellence to prove,
And Masons ever find delight in offices of love,

Till sammoned hence, the glory of that Upper Lodge to see,
When the Grand Master shall confer on each his last degree.

Sumner.

LIVING TEMPLES.
How fair, in page of Holy Writ,
Judea’s Temple stands !
Twas God himself who fashion'd it
By means of mortal hands :
"Twas He conceiv'd the grand design—
The gates—the massive wall;
The outer courts—the inner shrine—
The ¢ Holiest of all.”

Majestical it rose beneath
The Master-builder’s eye,

And soon, within its courts, the breath
Of incense rose on high ;

While priests, by altars stain’d with blood
Were loud in praise and pray'r,

And over all, Shechinah stood
To show that God was there.
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That temple charms no more the sight—
Its stones are prostrate laid—

Its holy pomp, each solemn rite,
Were doom’d of old to fade:

They were but shadows of the things
Which Christians now possess—

The grey of early dawn which brings
The Sun of Righteousness.

But God, our God, has Temples still,
In which the faithful meet,

To hear their loving Master’s will,
And hymn His praises sweet,

"Tis there, their spirits seem to leave
This world for one above,

As they the pledges sweet receive
Of Jesus’ dying love.

And other Temples yet than these
God has upon this earth;

"Tis only He, perchance, that sees
Their unpretending worth.

They are not temples built of stone,
Adorn’d by human skill;

But, hearts that worship Him alone,
And love to do Hiswill.

In those still shrines some fav’rite sin-
Each day a victim dies;

And from those silent courts within
Sweet pray’rs, like incense, rise.
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There dwells a peace, which nought can muar,
To soothe all earthly pains—

There, brichter than Shechinah far,
God's hlessed Spirit reigns!

That Spirit breathes upon the soul,
And warms it into life;
"Tis ever present to control
The evil that is rife;
It seulsit as a child of vrace,—
As one of Jesus' band;
And gives an earnest of the blisx
Of Heaven’s promis’d land.
Rev. H, F. Durnell,

ELIJAH'S INTERVIEW.
I Kings xix. 4—19.

ON Horeb’s rock the prophet stood,—
The Lord before him passed :

A hurricane in angry mood
Swept by him strong and fast;

The forest fell before its foree,

The rocks were shivered in its course:
God was not in the blast;

"T'was but the whirlwind of His breath,

Announcing danger, wreck, and death.

G
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It ceased.  The air grew mute,—a cloud
Came, muffling up the sun,

When, through the mountain, deep and loud
An carthquake thundered on;

"The frichtened cagle sprang in air,

The wolf ran howling from his lair;
God was not in the storm;

*Tw.as but the rolling of His car,

Th> tramping of His steeds from far.

"Twas ~till again,—and Nuture stood
And calmed her ruffled frame;

When swift from heaven a fiery flood
To carth devouring came ;

Down to the depth the vecan fled,—

The sickening sun looked wan and dead :
Yet tiod filled not the flame

"Twax but the terror of His eye,

That lichtened through the troubled sky.

At last, a volce all still and small
Rosc sweetly on the ear;

Yet rose =0 shrill and clear, that all
In heaven and earth might hear;

It spoke of peace, it spoke of love,

It spoke us angels speak above
And God himself was there;

For, O! it was a Father's voice,

That hade the trembling heart rejoice.
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Speak, gracious Lord, speak ever thus,
And let thy terrors prove
But harbingers of peace to us,
But heralds of thy love;
Come through the earthquake, fire, and storm,
Come in thy mildest, sweetest form,
And all our fears remove;
One word from Thee is all we cluim—
Be that one word, a Saviour’s name !
Cumpbell,

-

THE DESTRUCTION OF SENNACHERIB.
II Kings xix. 35.

THE Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. ~
Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen :
Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath blown,
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed ;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,

And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever grew still!
And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,

But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,

And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.
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And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail
And the tents were all silent, the banners alone,
The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown.

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their wail,
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ;

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,

Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord ?
Byron,

CHORAL HYMN OF THE JEWISH MAIDENS.

Kinag of kingx! and Lords of lords!
Thus we move, our sad steps timing,
To our cymbal’s feeblest chiming

Where thy house its rest accords.

Chased and wounded birds are we,

Through the dark air fled to Thee;

To the shadow of Thy wings,

Lord of lords! and King of kings!

Behold, O Lord! the heathen tread
The branches of thy fruitful vine,
That its luxurious tendrils spread
O’er all the hills of Palestine.
And now the wild boar comes to waste
Even us, the greenest bough and last
That, drinking of thy choicest dew,
On Zion’s hill in beauty grew.
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No! by the marvels of thine hand,
"Thou still wilt save thy chosen land,
By all thy ancient mercies shown,
By all our fathers’ foes o’erthrown ;
By the Egyptian’s car-borne host,
Scattered on the Red-Sea coast;

By that wide and bloodless slaughter
Underneath the drowning water.

Like us in utter helplessness,

In their last and worst distress,—
On the sand and sea-weed lying,
Tsrael poured her doleful sizhing ;
While before the deep sea flowed,
And behind fierce Ecypt rode—
To their fathers’ God they prayed,
To the Lord of Husts for aid.

On the margin of the flood

With lifted rod the prophet stood ;

And the summoned east wind blew,

And aside it sternly threw

The gathered waves, that took their stand,
Like crystal rocks, on either hand ;

Or walls of sea-green marble piled,

Round some irregular city wild.

Then the light of morning lay

On the wonder-pavéd way,

‘Where the treasures of the deep

In their caves of coral sleep.

The profound abysses, where

Was never sound from upper air,
Rang with Israel’s chanted words,

¢ King of kings! and Lord of lords!”
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Then with bow and banner glancing,
On exulting Egypt came,

With her chosen horsemen prancing,
And her cars on wheels of flame;

In a rich and boastful ring

All around her furious king.

But the Lord from out His cloud,

The Lord looked down upon the proud j

And the host drave heavily

Down the deep bosom of the sea.

With a guick and sudden swell
Prone the liquid ramparts fell ;

Over horse and over ear,

Over every man of war,

Over Pharaoh’s erown of gold,

The loud thundering billows rolled.
A the level waters spread,

Down they sunk, they sank like lead,
Down without a ery or groan.

And the morning sun that shone

On myriads of bright armeéd men,
It« meridian radiance then

Clast on a wide sea. heaving as of yore,
Agqainst a silent, solitary shore.

Then did Israel's maidens sing,

Then did Israel’s timbrels ring,

To Him, the King of kings! that in the sea,
The Lord of lords! had triumphed gloriously.
And our timbrels’ flashing chords,

King of king=! and Lord of lords!

Shall they not attunéd be.



THE HARP OF CANAAN, 103

Once again to vietory!
Lo! a glorious triumph now
Lo! against Thy people come
A mightier Pharaoh ! wilt not Thou
Craze the chariot-wheels of Rome ?
Will not, like the Red Sea wave,
Thy stern anger overthrow ?
And from worse than bondage save,
From sadder than Egyptian woe,
Those whose silver cymbals glance,
Those who lead the suppliant dance;
Thy race, the only race that sings
“ Lord of lords! and King of kings!”

Milman,

JERUSALEM.

FALLEN is thy throne, O Tsyacl!
Silence is o’er thy plains!

Thy dwellings all lie desolate,
Thy children weep in chains.
Where are the dews that fed thee

Ou Etham’s barren shore ?
That fire from heaven that led thee
Now lights thy path no more!

Lord thou didst love Jerusalem;
Once she was all thine own :
Her love thy fairest heritage,
Her power thy glory’s throne:
Till evil came and blighted
Thy long-loved olive tree,
And Salem’s shrines were lighted
For other gods than Thee,
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Then sank the star of Solyma,
Then pas=s'd her elory’s day,
Like heath that in the wilderness
The licht wind whirls away.

Rilent and waste her howers,
Where once the mighty trod,

And sunk those guilty towers
Where Baal reien’d as Giod.

< Gol” said the Lord, - ye conquerars.

Nteep in her bluod your swords,
And raze to earth her hattlements.
Tor they ure not the Lord's.

Tell Zion's mournful dauchter
O)'er kindred bones she’'ll tread.

Aud Hinmow's vale of dlaughter
Shall hide but half her dead.”

Bat soon shall other pictured scenes
Tu brighter vision ri<c.

When Zion's sun #hall =eventold shine
On all her mommers” eyes;

And on her mountaing heanteous stand
The messengers of peace:

- Sulvation by the Lovd's richt hand,”
They shont and never cease.

Moore,
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PALESTINE.

REFT of thy sons, amid thy foes forlorn,
Mourn, widow'd queen! forgotten Zion, mourn !
Is this thy place, sad city, this thy throne,
Where the wild desert rears its cragey stone ?
While suns unbless'd their anery lustre fling,
And way-worn pilgrims seek the scanty spring ?
‘Where now thy pomp, which kings with envy view'd ?
Where now thy might, which all those kings subdued ?
No martial myriads muster at thy gate;
No suppliant nations in thy temple wait;
No prophet-bards, the littering courts among,
Wake the full lyre. and swell the tide of song ;
But lawless Force and meagre Want are there.
And the quick-darting eye of restless Fear.
While cold Oblivion, ‘'mid thy ruins laid,
Folds his dank wing beneath the ivy shade.
Bishop Heber.

HYMN OF THE CAPTIVE JEWS.

Gop of the thunder! from whese cloudy seat
The fiery winds of desolation flow :

Father of vengeance! that with purple feet,
Like a full wine-press treadst the world below :

The embattled armies wait thy sign to slay,

Nor springs the beast of havoe on his prey,

Nor withering Famine walks his blasted way,
Till Thou the guilty land hast sealed for woe.
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God of the rainbow! ut whose gracious sign
The billows of the proud their rage suppress ;
Father of mercies ! at one word of Thine
An Eden blooms in the waste wilderness!
And fountains sparkle in the arid sands,
And timbrels ring in maiden’s glancing hands,
And marble cities crown the laughing lands,
And pillared temples rize Thy name to bless.

O’cr Judalh’s Lmd Thy thunders broke, O Lord!
The chariots rattled o’er her sunken gate,

Her sons were wusted by the Assyrian sword,
E'en her foes wept to sce her fullen state :

And heaps her ivory palaces became,

Her princes wore the captive’s garb of shame,

Her temple =ank amid the smouldering flame,
For Thou didxt ride the tempest-cloud of fate.

O'er Judal's Jand Thy rainbow, Lord, shall beam,
And the sad city lift her crawnless head ;
And songs shall wake, and dancing thotsteps gleam,
Where broadx o’er fullen streets the silence of :he dead
The sun shall shine on Sulew’s gilded towers,
On Carmel's side our maidens cull the flowers,
T deck, at blushing c¢ve, their bridal bowers,
And angel-feet the clittering Riom tread.

Thy vengeance gave us to the stranger's hand,
And Abraham’s children were led forth for slaves;
With fettered steps we left our pleasant land,
Envying our fathers in their peaceful graves.
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The stranger’s bread with bitter tears we steep,

And when our weary eyes should sink to sleep,

"Neath the mute midnight we steal forth to weep,
Where the pale willows shade Euphrates’ waves,

The born in sorrow shall bring forth in joy;
Thy mercy, Lord, shall lead Thy children home;
He that went forth a tender yearling boy,
Yet, ere he die, to Salem’s streets shall come,
And Canaan’s vines for us their fruits shall bear.
And Hermon’s bees their honeyed stores prepare;
And we shall kneel again in thankful prayer,
Where, o'er the cherub-seated Giod, full blazed the

irradiate dome.
Milman,

HYJMN OF THE HEBREW MAID.

By the rivers of Babylon there we sat down.”"—Psalm cxxxvii, 1.

WHEN Israel, of the Lord beloved,
Out from the land of bondage came,
Her father's God before her moved,
An awful guide in smoke and flame.
By day along the astonish’d lands
The cloudy pillar glided slow;
By night Arabia’s crimson’d sands
Return’d the fiery pillar’s glow.

There rose the choral hymn of praise,
And trump and timbrel answered keen ;
And Zion’s daughters poured their lays,
With priest’s and warrior’s voice between.
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No portents now our foes amaze,
Forsaken Israel wanders lone;

Our fathers would not know Thy ways,
And Thou hast left them to their own.

But present still, though now unseen,
When brightly shines the prosperous day,
Be thoughts of Thee a cloudy screen
To temper the deceitful ray.
And oh! when stoops on Judah’s path
In shade and storm the frequent night,
Be Thou long-suff’ring, slow to wrath,
A burning and a shining light :

Our harps we left by Babel’s streams,
The tyrants’ jest, the Gentiles’ scorn ;
No censer round our altar beams,
And mute are timbrel, trump, and horn :
But Thou hast said,—*“The blood of goat,
The flesh of rams I will not prize;
A contrite heart, an humble thought,

Are mine aceepted sacrifice.”’ :
Sir Walter Scolt.

BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON.

THE sun flashed on the royal domes
Of Babylon the great—

The captives sat upon the stones
Without the water gate;

The river through the willows rushed
Where they their harps hath hung,

For sorrow all their songs had hushed
Ana all their harps unstrung,
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Forth came a thoughtless city throng

And round the mourners drew—

“ Come, sing to us a Sion song,
And string your harps anew.”

‘¢ Ah no, not so!"” the captives said,
Not in a stranger land

Song from our hearts is banishéd,
And skill from every hand.”

¢ Jerusalem ! dear Jerusalem,
Could thy sons sing or play,

And thou that art all earth to them
So fallen and far away ?

Oh, Sion! may the tongue or hand,
That first forgets thee, rot—

If thou art fallen, dear native land,
Thou art not quite forgot.”

The Babylonian troop are gone,
In thoughtful mood, away—
The rivers and their tears flow on,
And none their grief gainsay;

Their sad harps on the willows swing

Their lips in secret pray—

That yet in Sion they may sing,
Their native Sion lay.
' Hon.
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T. D' Arcy McGee,
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ARIEL.

Isaiab xxix. 1-8.
Arier! Ariel! City of our God,
How art thou fallen ! no more the voice of prayer
Ascends from thy proud temple; nor repair
The tribes of Judah, o’er the sacred sod,
To worship where their father,’ feet have trod.
How long, oh God, how long wilt Thou forbear?
How long the oppressor of thy people spare ?
How long must Israel bow beneath thy rod ?
Thou hust, O Lord, from Egypt brought a vine,
Prepared room, and planted it. The land
Was cover’d with its shadow, oh, return,
Revisit it, and cause thy face to shine;
And place upon thy servant thy right hand;

=0 we to call upon thy name shall learn.
Anon,

THE MESSIAH.

A great part of this poem is taken from Isaiah’s prophetic description of
Christ’s kingdom.,

Y E nymphs of Solyma! begin the song:

To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong.
The mossy fountains and the sylvan shades,
The dre:uns of Pindus and th’Aonian maids,
Delight uo more. O Thou my voice inspire,
Who touched Isaiah’s hallowed lips with fire !
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Rapt into future times the bard begun!
A virgin shall conceive, a virgin bear a son'!
From Jesse’s root behold a Branch arise,
Whose sacred flower with fragrance fills the skies:
Th’ ethereal Spirit o'er its leaves shall move,
And on its tops descend the mystic Dove.
Ye heavens! from high the dewy nectar pour,
And in soft silence shed the kindly shower;
The sick and weak, the healing plant shall aid,
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade.
All crimes shall cease, and ancient frauds shall fail;
Returning Justice lift aloft her scale;
Peace o’er the world her olive-wand extend,
And white-robed Innocence from heaven descend.
Swift fly the years, and rise th' expected morn!
O spring to light ! auspicious Babe, be horn!
See, Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring
With all the incense of the breathing spring :
See lofty Lebanon his head advance :
See nodding forests on the mountain dance.
See spicy clouds from lowly Sharon rise,
And Carmel’s flowery top perfume the skies!
Hark! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers.
Prepare the way! a God, a God appears :
A God, a God! the vocal hills reply :
The rocks proclaim th’approaching Deity.
Lo, earth receives Him from the bending skies :
Sink down, ye mountains : and ye valleys, rise:
With heads declined, ye cedars, homuge pay:
Be smooth, ye rocks, ye rapid floods, give way !
The Saviour comes, by ancient bards foretold !
Hear him, ye deaf; and all ye blind, behold !
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He from thick films shall purge the visual ray,
And on the sightless eyeball pour the day ;

"Tis He the obstructed paths of sound shall clear,
And bid new music charm the unfolding ear :
The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch forego,
And leap cxulting like the bounding roe.

No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear;
From every face He wipes off every tear.

In adamantine chains shall death be bound,
And hell’s ¢rim tyrant feel the eternal wound.
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care,
Necks freshest pasture and the purest air;
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs;
By day o’ersees them, and by night protects;
The tender lambs he raixex in his arms,

Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms;
Thus shall mankind His ouardian care engage,—
The promised Father of the future age.

No more shall nation against nation rise,

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eye«,
Nor fields with gleaming <teel be covered o'cr,
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more :

But useless lances into scythes shall bend,

And the broud falchion in a ploughshare end :
Then palaces shall rise; the joyful son

Shall finish what his short-lived sire begun ;
Their vines a shadow to their race shall yield,
And the same hand that sowed shall reap the field ;
The swain in barren deserts with surprise

Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise;

And starts, amidst the thirsty wilds, to hear
New falls of water murmuring in his ear.
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On rifted rocks, the dragon’s late abodes,
The green reed trembles, and the bulrush pods.
Waste, sandy valleys, once perplexed with thorn,
The spiry fir and stately box adorn ;
To leafless shrubs the flowery palms succeed,
And odorous myrtle to the noisome weed :
The lambs with wolves shall ¢raze the verdant mead,
And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead:
The steer and lion at one crib shall meet,
And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim’s feet.
The smiling infant in hix hand shall take
The crested basilisk and speckled snake ;
Pleased, the green lustre of the scales survey.
And with their forked tongue shall innocently play.

Rire, crowned with light, imperial Nalem. rise !
Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes!
See a long race thy spucious courts adorn ;
Nee future sons and daughters yet unborn,
In crowding ranks on every side arise,
Demanding life, impatient for the skies :
See barbarous nations at thy cates attend,
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend :
See thy bright altars thronged with prostrate kings,
And heaped with products of Subwun springs.
For thee Idumé’s spicy forests blow,
And seeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow.
See heaven its sparkling portuls wide display,
And break upon thee in a flood of day!
No more the rising sun shall gild the morn,
Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn,
But lost, dissolved in thy superior rays,
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze,

H
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O’erflow thy courts: the Light himself shall shine

Revealed, and God’s eternal day be thine !

The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay,

Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away :

But fixed His word, His saving power remains:

Thy realm for ever lasts, thy own Messiah reigns.
Pope.

BABYLON IS FALLEN.
Jeremiah li.

FALLEN ix stately Babylon!

Her mansions from the earth are gone
For ever quenched, no more her beam
Shall gem Euphrates’ voiceless stream.
Her mirth is hushed, her music fled—
All) save her very name, is dead,

And the lone river rolls hix flood,
‘Where once a thousand temples stood.

b

Queen of the golden East! afar

Thou shonest, Assyria’s morning star !
Till God, by righteous anger driven,
Expelled thee from thy place in Heaven.
For false and treacherous was thy ray,
Like swampy lights that lead astray :
And o'er the splendour of thy name
Rolled many a cloud of sin and shame.
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For ever fled thy princely shrines,

Rich with their wreaths of clusteriog vines ;
Priest, censer, incense—all are gone

From the deserted altar-stone.

Belshazzar’s halls are desolate,

And vanished their imperial state ;

Even uas the pageant of a dream

That floats unheard on Memory’s stream.

Fallen is Babylon ! and o’er

The silence of' her hidden shore,

Where the gaunt satyr shrieks and sings,
Hath mystery waved his awful wings.
Concealed from eyes of mortal men,

Or angels’ more pervading ken,

The ruined city lies—unknown

Her site to all, but God alone.

Anon,

THE CITIES OF OLD.

‘“ How doth the city sit solitary, that was full of people ! All her gates are deso-
late.,”’ —LAMENTATIONS i. 1—4.

WHERE are the cities which of old in mighty grandeur rose ?

Amid the desert’s burning sands, or girt with frozen snows ;

Is there no vestige now remains, their wond’rous tale to tell,

Of how they blazed like meteor-stars, and how, like them, they
fell ?

Hark! hark! the voice of prophecy comes o’er the desert wide,
Come down, come down, and in the dust thy virgin beauties hi&e,
Oh, “Daughter of Chaldea,” thou no more enthroned shalt be,
For the desert and the wilderness alone shall tell of thee.



116 THE HARP OF CANAAN.

Though old Euphrates still rolls on his everlasting stream,
Thy brazen gates and golden halls are as they ne’er had been,

Where stood thy massy tower-crowned walls, and palaces of pride,
The dragon and the wild beast now therein sccurely hide.

The © besom of destruction” o’er thee hath swept its way

Tn wrath, because thine impious hand on God's Anointed lay :
Thou  Lady of the Kingdoms,” Chaldea’s daughter proud,
Thy wold is dim. thy music mute, and darkness now thy shroud.

Lament, ye ~cas. and howl, ye ixles, for Tyre’s virein daughter,
Who sits a ueen enthroned upon the wide far-flowing water,
Who said. ¢ I am above all else with perfect beauty crowned,
And helm and shield in comeliness hang on my walls around;

& My merchant-prinees bear the wealth of every land and clime,
The choicest things that earth can give, in sea, or air, are mine,
The vestments rich of purple dyc, alone are made by me,

And kines that robe can only wear, the robe of sovereignty.”

And haughty Zidon, she too stood enrobed in dazzling light,

The precious stone her covering was. with pearl and diamond
bright;

The ruby and the emerald, the sapphire’s glowing gem,

Blazed on her star-embroider'd vest, and on her diadem.

Thou * City of a hundred gates,” through whose folding leaves of
brass,

Ten thousand men in arm’d array, from each at once might pass,

Could not thy warriors and thy walls thee from the spoilers save?

Alas! alas! thy gates are down, thy heroes in the grave.
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And where those sumptuous summer-homes, those bowers of
kingly pride,

That rose amid the ¢ palm-tree shade,” far in the desert wide ?

‘Where that gigantic structure, the temple of the sun ?

Is thy day of beauty too gone by, thy race of glory run?

Tmperial “ Mistress of the World,” where are thy triumphs now ?
For dark, and dim. and lustreless, are the jewels on thy brow ;
. The proud stream at thy feet rolls on, as it was wont of old,

And bears within it< azure depths what time may not unfold.

The seven hills thy ancient throne, the hand of time dety,
But now the marble coronets in broken fragments lie,

The stately arch, the pillar'd dome, the palace and the hall.
No more behold in banner’d pride, the gorgeous festival.

Thy (eesars, and thy citizens, the emperor, and slave,
Alike rest in the silent tomb, or in the silent grave ;
Even there thy noble ladies, in deeds of virtue bold,
And there is Messalina now, in her robe of woven gold.

And thou, beloved Jerusalem, tho' desolate thou art,

Thy honoured name enshrined shall be in every Christian’s heart,
Tho’ the harp of Jesse’s son now lies neclected. mute, and still,
Yet Abraham’s God cannot forget his own most holy hill.

The silver trumpet yet shall wake in thee a joyous sound,

Thy golden altars be once more with sweetest incensc ecrown'd ;
Yet not the blood of bulls or goats that shall be offered there,
But the sweet incense of the heart, in notes of praisc and prayer.

The seven-branch lustre yet shall shed its rays of holy light,
On every clustered capital, with sculptured traceries hright.
And He whose presence dwelt between the cherubims of 2old,
Shall to his bright pavilion cone, as He was wont of old.
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For Israel's King of David's line, the Crowned, the Crucified,
Who languished in Gethsemane and who on Calv’ry died,
Yes, he shall come, and gather in of every clime and hue,
Barbarian, Scythian, Indian, Greek ; the Gentile and the Jew.

No light of sun or moon shall then again be needed there,

Nor cooling fountains cast their floods into the balmy air,

But He who is the light and life, in the temple-throne shall dwell,
His brightest ¢rown Salvation is, his name Immanuel.

And down the strects of purest gold, bright as transparent glass,
Diffusing health and happiness o'er nations as they pass,

The everlasting streams of life their healing waters pour,

And he who tastes those erystal floods, shall faint with thirst no

more!
H. Brownlee.

TYRE.

Ezekiel xxvi.

Ixn thought, I suw the palace domes of Tyre;
The corgevus treasures of her merchandise ;
And her proud people in their brave attire,
Thronging her streets for sport or sacrifice.
I saw the precious stones and spiceries,
The ~inging girl with flower-wreathed instrument ;
And slaves whose beauty asked a monarch’s price—
Forth from all lands all nations to her went,
And kings to her in embassy were sent.
I =aw. with gilded prow and silken sail,
Her vhips that of the sea had government :
O gallant ship=! “cainst you what might prevail ?
She stood wpon her rock. and in her pride
Of strength and beauty, waste and woe defied.
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Y looked again—1I saw a lonely shore,
A rock amid the waters, and a waste
Of trackless sand ;—1I heard the black seas roar,
And winds that rose and fell with gusty haste.
There was one scathed tree, by storm defaced,
Round which the sea-birds wheeled with screaming cry.
Ere long came on a traveller, slowly paced ;
Now east, then west, he turned with curious eye,
Like one perplexed with an uncertainty,
Awhile he looked upon the sea, and then
Upon a book, as if it might supply
The things he lacked :—he read, and gazed again ;
Yet, as if unbelief so on him wrought,
He might not deem this shore the shore he sought.

Again I saw him come ;—twas eventide ;—

The sun shone on the rock amidst the sea;

The winds were hushed ; the quiet billows sighed
With a low swell; the birds winged silently
Their evening flight around the scathed tree :

The fisher safely put into the bay,

And pushed his boat ashore ;—then gathered he
His nets, and, hastening up the rocky way,
Spread them to catch the sun’s warm evening ray.

I saw that stranger’s eye gaze on the scene:
¢ And this was Tyre!” said he, “ how has decay

Within her palaces a despot been !

Ruin and silence in her courts are met,

A d on her city rock the fisher spreads his net "

Mary Howitt.
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THE VISION IN THE VALLEY OF DRY BONES.

Ezekiel xxxvii, 1—15.

HE walked the vale, where thickly ~prcad,
And whitening all the ground,

The bones of thousand thousand dead
Lay scattered all around ;

And like the leaves, all sear and dry,

When auntumn’s blast hath swept the sky,
Those bones might there he found ;

And not less thickly were they seen,

Than leaves when autumn’s blast hath been.

He stood within that gloomy vale—
He stood—that hallowed scer ;
A voicggwas heard upon the wale,
It sounded in his car;
It bade him speak that mighty spell,
Which uot ¢’en powerful death can quell,
But listens to in fear,
That word of wmystic power he xpoke—
Anp awful siound the stillness broke.

Bone linked to hone, with rustling sound,
As when, throngh autumn's trees,

The withered leaves fall (uickly round
Upon the mournful hreeze

And o’er cach bone, on thut wide plain,

Thus linked, the flesh returned acain,—
Bach lay, as if disease

Its all trunsforming work had done,

Ere yet corruption has hegun.
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But still devoid of living breath,
Those countless numbers lay ;
Still held within the grasp of death,
In horrible array :
Their eyes were fixed and glazed,—each brow
Was cold and pale as winter's snow;
Each form, but moulded clay;
Thus silently and grimly spread,
They seem’d a nation of the dead.

Again the heaven-breathed voice wax heard—
Again the scer obeyed—
Auin he spoke the mystic word—
Again its power displayed.
“ Come, winds of heaven, and hreathe around”—
The winds rushed by with holiow sound—
And o’er those corses played;
“ Come, winds of heaven, hreathe o’er the slain,
That they may wake to life again.”

They brooded on those forms—they sped
Revivifying breath;—
I saw that mighty host of dead
Wake from their slecp of death ;
Light danced in every eye—each hreast
Began to heave—no more at rest,
The heart throbbed strong beneath,
The blood flowed warm in every vein,
Life started to its seit again.
Aneii,
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BELSHAZZAR.

Daniel v.

THE king was on his throne,
The satraps thronged the hall;
A thousand bright lamps shone
O’er that high festival.
A thousand cups of gold,
In Judah deemed divine—
Jehovah’s vessels hold
The vodless heathen’s wine.

In that same hour and hall
The fingers of « hand
Came forth against the wall,
And wrote as if on sand :
The fingers of a man :
A solitary hand
Along the letters ran,
And traced them like a wand.

‘The monarch saw and shook,
And bade no more rejoice ;

All bloodless wuxed his look,
And tremulous his voice.

¢ Let the men of lore appear,
The wisest of the earth,

And expound the words of fear,
Which mar our royal mirth,”
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Chaldea’s seers are good,
But here they have no skill ;
And the unknown letters stood
Untold and awful still.
And Babel's men of age
Are wise and deep in lore,
But now they were not sage,
They saw—but knew no more.

A captive in the land,
A stranger and a youth,

He heard the king’s command,
He saw that writing’s truth.

The lamps around were bright,
The prophecy in view ;

He read it on that night,—
The morrow proved it true.

+ Belshazzar’s grave is made,
His kingdom passed awuay,
TIc. in the balance weighed,
Is light and worthless clay.
The shroud, his robe of state,
His canopy the stone ;
The Mede is at his gate !

The Persian on his throne !”’
Byron,

BELSHAZZAR’S FEAST.

Joy holds her court in great Belshazzar's hall,
Where his proud lords attend their monarch's call.
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The rarest daintics which the teeming East
Pours from her bounteous lap, adorn the feast.
O'er silver fountains perfumed waters play,
And gems add lustre to the blaze of day:
The brightest tears of rich Assyria’s vine
In the broad gold with deeper crimson shine:
Mirth dips hix pinions in the rosy bowl,
And Music pours hix raptures o'cr the soul :
While the hizh domes and fretted roofs prolong
Kach dying echo of the choral song.

But, lo! the Monarch rises.— Pour,” he cries.
« Mo the ereat gods, the Assyrian deities:
«« Pour forth libations of the rosy wine
“ To Ncho. Bel, and all the powers divine.
¢ Those colden vessels crown, which erewhile stood
¢ st by the oracle of Judah's (rod ;
« Tl that accursed race provoked the ire
« And vengetd arm of my hmortal sire.
« Hail to the Gods. whose omens in the night
« Beamed on my soul through visions of delight.”
Ah! wretched mortal, worthless worm of clay!
Thou grovellivg reptile. horn but to decuy !
The Almizhty's wrath shall <oon in tempest risc.
And scatter wide thine impious sacrifice.
Roll back the torrent ot thy euilty pride,
And whehn thee, hoaster, in its refluent tide.

Such i¢ thine own impending fate, O king!
Klse, why that sturt, that livid c¢heck ? why fling
The untasted goblet from thy palsied hand ?
Why shake thy joints? thy tfeet forget to stand !
Where roams thine eye ? which seems in wild amaze
To shun some object, yet returns to vaze :
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Then shriks again appalled. as if the tomb
Had sent a spirit from its inmost gloom,
Dread as the phantom which in night's dark hour
Revealed the terrors of the Almishty’s power ;
When oer the couch of Eliphaz it stood,
And troze the life-streams of his curdling blood.
Awful the horror, when Belshazzar raised
His arm, and pointed where the vision blazed !
For sce ! enrobed in flame, a mystic shade,
As ot 2 hand. a red right-hand. displayed !
- And =lowly moving o’er the wall, appear
Letters of fate, and chavacters of fear!
"Tis that Almighty hand, that shakes the pole,
Wings the switt bolt, and bids the thunder roll.
Breathless they stand in deathlike silence ; all
Fix their glazed eyeballs on the dreaded wall :
It seem= as if a magic spell had hound
Each torm in icy fetters; not a sound
Is heard, except xome throbbing pulse proclaims
That life still lingers in their sinking frames.
Sec! now the vision brightens, now “tis gone;
Like weteor flash, like heaven's own lightning flowa !
But, though the band hath vanished, still appear
Those mystic characters of fate and fear ;
Baflling each effort vainly made to scan
Such revelation of the Lord to man.
““ Quick bring the Prophet;—let his piercing eye
i Scan these dim outlines of futurity :
“ And, oh! in mercy let his tongue proclaim
“ The mystery of that visionary flame.”
The holy prophet came, with brow serene,
With spirit speaking eye, and lofty mien.
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To whom Belshazzar :—* Prophet, by thine aid

« Be our sad doubts and anxious cares allayed.

¢« Qur sage Chaldeans now in vain explore

¢« The secret wonders of their magic lore.

«¢ Qee the dire portents that our hearts appal ;

¢« Read thou the lines upon that dreaded wall.

¢ Nor shall thy skill and high deserts forego

“ The richest gifts = monarch can bestow.”
Unutterably awful was the eye

Which met the monarch’s; ind the stern reply

Fell heavy on his soul. ¢ Thy gifts withhold,

« Nor tempt the Spirit of the Lord with gold.

¢ Did memory fail thee? was thy father’s lot

+« 8o lightly noted, and so soon forgot ?

“ Him God exalted; him the Almighty gave

“ Power to cast down, set up, destroy, or save.

“ But when the hand that ruised him, he defied,

¢ Tt smote him, and he withered in his pride ;

« An awful wreck of man, outcast of heaven,

¢ From human haunts, from social converse driven.

“ At length relenting heaven his pride ~ubdued,

« Restored his reason, and his form renewed.

¢ Then humbly bent beneath the hand that shed

¢ Mercies or judgments on his chastened head,

¢ The covering shield he blessed, or kissed the rod,

¢« And bowed submissive to the will of God.

“ But thou, unmindful of thy,sire’s release,

+¢ His pride and full, his penitence and peace,

‘“ Hast braved the fury of the living Lord,

¢ Profaned his vessels, and his rites abhorred.

“ Proud monarch, hear what these dread words reveal !

‘ That lot on which the Eternal sets his seal.
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“ Thy kingdom numbered, and thy glory flowy,

¢ The Mede and Persian revel on thy throne.

‘ Weighed in the balance, thou hast kicked the heam ;

¢ See to yon western sun the lances gleam,

** Which, ere his orient rays adorn the sky,

“ Thy blood shall sully with a crimson dye.”
This fate foretold, the strains prophetie ccaxe.

But ere the prophet’s feet depart in peace,

The chain of gold upon his neck they cast,

The robe of scarlet gird around his waist ;

And proclamations through the land'declare

Daniel third ruler, next Assyria’s heir.

In the dire carnage of that night’s dread hour,

Crushed 'mid the ruins of his crumbling power,

Belshazzar fell; though secret was the blow,

Unknown the hand that laid the tyrant low.

T. S. Hughe-,

BELSHAZZAR.

Hovr of :m empire’s overthrow !

The Princes from the feast were gone—
The idle flane was burning low—

"Twas midnight upon Babylon.

That night the feast was wild and high;;
That night was Zion’s God profaned ;
The seal was set to blasphemy ;
The last deep cup of wrath was drained.
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"Mid jewelled roof and silken pall,
Belshazzar on his couch was flung ;—
A burst of thunder shook the hall—
He heard—but 'twas no mortal tongue !

« King of the east! the trumpet calls,
That calls thee to a tyrant’s grave;
A curse is on thy palace walls—
A curse is on thy guardian wave.

- A surge is in Euphrates bed,
That never filled its bed before ;—
A surge that, ¢’er the moon be red,
Shall load with death its haughty shore.

- Behold a tide of Persian steel—
A torrent of the Median car;—

Like flame their gory banners wheel ;—
Tlise, king, and arm thee for the war!”

Belshazzar gazed—the voice was past—
The lofty chamber filled with gloom—
Bt echoed on the sudden blast
The rushing of a mighty plume.

He listened—all again was still;
He heard no clarion’s iron clang;
He heard the fountain’s gushing rill—
® The breeze that through the roses sang.

He slept ;—in sleep wild murmurs came—
A visioned splendour fired the sky;

He heard Belshazzar’s taunted name—
He heard again the prophet cry—
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“ Sleep, Sultan ! 'tis thy final sleep;
Or wake, or sleep the guilty dies;

The wrongs of those who wateh and weep
Around thee and thy nation, rise.”

He started :—'mid the battle’s yell,
He saw the Persian rushing on ;—
He saw the flames around him swell ;

Thou'rt ashes, King of Babylon!
Croly

THE FALL OF NINEVEH.

Nahum iii.

Tue days of old return ;—I breathe the air
Of the young world ; I see her giant sons,
Like to a gorgeous pageant in the sky
Of sammer’s evening, cloud on fiery cloud
Thronging upheaved,—before me rive the walls
Of the Titanic city,~—brazen gates,—
Towers,—temples,—palaces enormous piled,—
Imperial NINEVER, the earthly queen!
In all her golden pomp I see her now,—
Her swarming streets,—her splendid festivals,—
Her sprightly damsels to the timbrel's sound
Airily bounding, and their ankles chime,—-
Her lusty sons, like summer-morning gay,—
Her warriors stern,—her rich-robed rulers grave ;
I see her halls sunbright at midnight shine,—
I hear the music of her banquetings;
I hear the laugh, the whisper, and the sigh.

I
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A sound of stately treading towards me comes,—

A silken wafting on the cedar-floor:

As from Arabia’s flowering groves, an air

Delicious breathes around,—tall, lofty-browed,—
Pale and majestically beautiful,—

In vesture gorgeous as the clouds of morn,~—

With slow, proud step, her glorious dames sweep by.

Again T look.—and lo! around the walls
Unnumbered hosts in flaming panoply,—
Chariots like fire, and thunder-bearing steeds!
I hear the shouts of battle: like the waves

Of the tumultuous sca they roll and rush !'—
In flame und smoke the imperial city sinks!
Her walls are gone, her palaces are dust—

The desert is around her, and within

Like shudows have the mighty passed away.
Whenece, and how cume the ruin ? by the hand
Of the oppressor were the nations bowed ;
‘They rose against him, and prevailed ; for he,
The haughty monarch who the earth could rule,
By his own furious passions was o'er-ruled :
With pride hix understanding was made dark,
That he the truth knew not; and by his lusts,
And by the fierceness of his wrath the hearts
Of men he turned from him. So, to kings

Be he example, that the tyrannous

And iron rod breaks down at length the hand
That wields it strongest ; that by virtue alone
And justice, monarchs sway the hearts of men;
For there hath God implanted love of these,
And hatred of oppression, which unseen
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And noiseless though it work, yet in the end,
E’en like the viewless elements of the storm,
Brooding in silence, will in thunder burst !

So let the nations learn, that not in wealth,

Nor in the grosser pleasures of the sense,

Nor in the glare of conquest, nor the pomp

Of vassal kings, and tributary lands,

Do happiness and lasting power abide ;—

That virtue unto man best glory is,

His strength, and truest wisdom ;—and that guilt,
Though for a season it the heart delight,

Or to worse deeds the bad man do make strone,——
Brings misery yet, and terror, and remorse,

And weakness and destruction in the end :

So if the nations learn, then not in vain

The mighty one hath been, and is no more !

131

Edwin Atherstone,

THE MACCABEES.

I Maccabees ii. 40—44.

DARKNESS o'ershadows Israel all,
Woe and death and lamentation ;
The Heathen laughs on Sion’s wall,
The Temple all is desolation;
A dumb demoniac shape of stone
Enthroned upon God’s holy altar,
‘Where children of the Faith kneel down
And fearful Priests thro’ false rites falter
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Buried the Book of God, the spirit
Of Moses and of David gone—
Lost the traditions they inherit,
Their Sabbath scoffed and spat upon ;
Meek recusants with bent necks bare
Bescech swift death from fire and sword.
Of all deliverance in despair
Die, rather than deny their Lord.

But other men of hardier mood,
In Modin's mountains wandered free,
Their temple the o'erarching wood,
The cave their solemn sanctuary;
Men who had sworn they would not die
Like shamble sheep a willing prey ;
Had sworn to smite the foe though he
Assailed them on the Sabbath day.

Their Chiefs were Judas—Israel’s shield
Her sword, her stuff, her morning star,
The first in every fatal field
To bear the burden of the war;
And Simon sage, the man of lore,
Whose downcast eyes read coming signs;
Whose thoughts were spies, skilled to explore
Afar the invader’s dark designs.

Oh, valiant Assidean chiefs,

How well your Father’s will ye wrought,
How lifted Israel from her griefs,

And bore her on your shields aloft ;
* She shall not perish,”—so you swore—

“ They shall not root usout of earth,
Our Fathers' God we dare adore

And rule the realm, that gave us birth.”
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Oh noble pair, with awful odds

Seron, Lysias, Nicanor, come !
Their trust is in their Syrian gods,
. But Israel's hope is in her Own;
How valiantly year after year

Ye gird your loins for warfare grand !
How proud, at last your flag you rear,

On a regenerated land !

Hown. T. D. McGee.

A HEBREW MELODY.
Malachi iii. 1.

ON Carmel’s brow the wreathy vine
Had all its honours shed,

And o'er the vales of Palestine
A sickly paleness spread;

When the old seer, by vision led,
And energy sublime,

Into that shadowy region sped,
To muse on distant time.

He saw the valleys far and wide,
But sight of joy was none;

He look’d o’er many a mountain side,
But silence reigned alone,

Save that a boding voice sung on,
By wave and waterfall,

As still, in harsh and heavy tone,
Deep unto deep did call.
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On Kison’s strand and Ephrata
The hamlets thick did lie;

Non wayfarer between he saw,
No Asherite passed by :

No maiden at her task did ply.
No sportive child was seen ;

The lonely dog barked wearily
Where dwellers once had been.

Oh! beauteous were the palaces
On Jordan wont to be,
And still they glimmered to the breeze,
Like stars beneath the sea !
But vultures held their jubilee
Where harp and cymbal rung,
And there, us if in mockery,
The baleful satyr sung.

But who had seen that Prophet’s eye
On Carmel that reclined !

It looked not on the times gone by
But those that were hehind :

His grey hair streamed upon the wind,
His hands were raised on high,

As mirror’d on his mystic mind
Arose futurity.

He saw the feast in Bozrah spread,
Prepared in ancient day ;

Eastward, away the eagle sped,
And all the birds of prey.

“Whe’s this,” he cried, “ comes by the way
Of Edom, all divine,

Travelling in splendour, whose array,
Is red, but not with wine ?”
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Blest be the herald of our King
That comes to set us free!

The dwellers of the rock shall sing,
And utter praise to thee !

Tabor and Hermon yet shall see
Their glories glow again,

And blossoms spring on field and tree,
That ever shall remain.

‘ The happy child in dragon’s way
Shall frolic with delight ;
The lamb shall round the leopard play,
And all in love unite ;
The dove on Zion’s hill shall light,
That all the world must see.
Hail to the journeyer, in his might,
That comes to set us free !”
Hogg.

WATCHMAN! WHAT OF THE NIGHT.

WarcHMAN ! tell us of the night,
What its signs of promise are :

Traveller! o’er yon mountain’s height
See that glory-beaming star!

Watchman! doth its beauteous ray
Aught of hope or joy foretell ?

Traveller! yes! it brings the day,
Promis’d day of Israel.
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Watchman ! tell us of the night;

Higher yet that star ascends :
Traveller ! blessedness and light

Peace and truth its course portends.
Watchman ! will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth ?
Traveller ! ages are its own,

And it bursts o’er all the earth.

Watchman! tell us of the night,
For the morning seems to dawn :
Traveller ! darkness takes its flight,
Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman ! let thy wand rings cease ;
Hie thee to thy quiet home :
Traveller! lo! the Prince of Peace,
Lo! the Son of God is come. )
Bowring,



HISTORICAL INCIDENTS OF THE NEW TESTAMENT.

MESSIAH'S ADVENT.

HE came not in his people’s day
Of miracle and might,
When awe-struck nations owned their sway,
And conquest crown’d each fight ;—
When nature’s self with wonder saw,
Her ancient power, her boasted law,
To feeble man give way.
The elements of earth and heaven
For Israel stayed—for Judah riven!

Pillar and cloud Jehovah gave,
High emblems of his grace;
And clove the rock, and smote the wave,
Moved mountains from their place ;—
But judgment was with mercy blent—
In thunder was the promise sent—
Fierce lightning veiled his face ;
The jealous God—the burning law—
Were all the chosen people saw.



13%

THE HART OF CANAAN.

Behold them—pilgrim tribes no more—
The promis’d land their own ;

And blessings theirs of sea and shore ;
To other realms unknown :

From age to age a favoured line,

Of mighty kings and seers divine,
A temple and a throne;

Not then, but in their hour of shame,

Woe, want, and weakness—then ¢ He came.”’

Not in the earthquake’s rending foree,
Not in the blasting fire;
Not in the strony wind’s rushing course,
Came He, their soul's desire !
Forerunners of his coming these,
Proclaiming over earth and seas,
Ax God, his might and ire:
The still, small voice—the hovering dove,
Proved him Messiah—spoke him ¢ Love !”

Of life the way, of light the spring
Eternal, undefiled ;

Redecmer, Prophet, Priest, and King—
Yet came he as a child !

And Zion's favoured eye grown dim,

Knew not her promised Lord in Him
The lowly and the mild !

She saw the manger, and the tree,

And scornful cried—¢ Can this be He!”

Anon,



(W)
]

THE HARP OF CANAAN. 1

A PRELUDE FOR CHRISTMAS.

THE seer—that same Prophet child

Who dwelt in Sennaar undefil’'d—
Foretold with fire anointed lips

The elder law’s Apocalypse :

How, prone on Tigris shore, he saw

The vision filled with acts of awe—

All Heaven’s designs in earthly things
The course of kingdoms and of kings—
Th’ Egyptian’s, Persian's, Grecian's fate
But saddest scene ! saw Sion's stute
The second temple overthrown
From pinnacle to corner stone—
The eternal sacrifice supprest

By unbelievers from the west,
Dense darkness in Judean skies

Till Michael, Ixrucl's Prince, arise—
And He, the Saint of saints, descend
On earth, captivity to end I’

Round rolled the times, and Axia knew
What Daniel saw. Then Rome outgrew
All other bounds. War’s last wild roar
Lay hushed on the Cantabrian shore —
The Idol of the two-fold face

Looked on his temple’s empty space ;+

* Daniel, chapters vii. to xii. (inclusive).

1The temple of Janus was shut at Rome, in the 40th é'ear of Augustus, the
year of our Lord’s birth at Bethlehem Judah, and remained shut for the supposed
space of twelve years.
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From the far frontier of the Medes

To where day stalls his weary steeds

All men adored at Casar’s nod,

And frantic eried—a god ! a god!

Then when the day had come, and hour,
Augustus spake the word of power,

And kings and consuls, east and west
Flew to obey their lord’s behest——

¢ Number the nations who obey
Throughout the world the Roman sway.”

Then throng’d to tryst earth’s ev'ry tribe
Kindred to kin, from ev’ry side;

O’er scas and Alps lost exiles came,

Rivers reversed—some source to claim :

Cranges to Grades—floods of men

Thronged fleet and port and foot-marked glen—
The very desert seemed to be

Peopled by Casur's dread decree—

¢ Number the nations who obey

Throughout the world the Roman sway.”

Lo! from their Galilean home
Where two of Caesar’s subjects come !
Like loving sire and daughter, they
Hold reverent converse on their way.
Afoot and simply clad, yet grace
Abundant shines in either face:

He, Heli’s son, a serious man,
Whom every sign speaks artisan :
She, fairest of all Tsrael’s fair

All heavenly gooduess in her air,
Conscious of royal David’s blood
And of her holy motherhood,
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Turns to her guide with filial ear,

Well pleased his reverent speech to hear.
December’s breath breathes keen and chill
On Jacob’s well from Ebal’s hill,

The wintry sun looks worn and dim

On Sichem from Mount Gerizim,

As paces slowly from the North

That mother near her baby’s birth,
Through ways Samarian, rude and wild,
Borne and not bow’d, by such a child !
For thou Ephrata * art to be

The Man-God’s destined nursery !

For Thee alone, the star shall rise!

For Thee alone the morning skics

Shall brighten to the angelic song,
Above the troubled shepherd throng !
For Thee, those Angel-aided seers

By Ader’s{ tower, shall calm their fears,
And ravished by the heavenly strain,
Shall seek their Lord beyond the plain!
For Thee, the star-led Maci bring,
From the far East their off ring!

For Thee, shall guilty Herod quiver,
Ephrata! llessed be thou for ever!

Draw we the veil—this mystery

Is all too bright for mortal eye ;}—
How shall it then by mortal tongue
In earthly strain, be fitly sung?

*Ephrata ; the original (Jebusite) name of Bethlehem.

t Ader; very ancient Christian tradition pointed to the tower of Ader, as the scene
of the revelation of Christ’s birth to the shepherds, * who were in that country.”
(St. Luke’s Gospel, chap. ii. 8.)
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In Heaven alone, by His own choir,
Where dwells the glorified Desire,
Can worthily be raised the psalm
That hailed on Earth the dread I AM.
Hon. T. D. McGee.

A VOICE FROM THE DESERT.

A voick from the desert comes awful and still,

“ The Lord is advancing—prepare ye the way,”
The word of Jehovah he comes to fulfil,

And o’er the dark world pour the splendour of day.

Bring down the proud mountain, though towering to heaven,
And be the lone valley exalted on high;

The rough path and crooked he made smooth and even,
TFor Zion! your King, your Redeemer is nigh.

The heams of salvation His progress illume,
The lone dreary wilderness sings of her God ;
“The rose and the myrtle shall suddenly bloom,
And the olive of peace spread its branches abroad.
Drummond.
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HYMN ON THE NATIVITY.

O LOVELY voices of the sky,
That hymn'd the Saviour's birth !
Are ye not singing still on high,
Ye that sung, © Peace on earth ?”
To us yet speak the strains
Wherewith, in days gone by,
Ye bless’d the Syrian swains,
O voices of the sky !

O clear and shining light, whose beams
That hour Heaven’s glory shed
Around the palms, and o’er the streams,
And on the Shepherd’s head ;
Be near, through life and death,
¢ As in that holiest night
Of Hope, and Joy, and Faith,
O clear and shining light!

O star which led to Him, whose love
Brought down man’s ransom free ;
‘Where art thou ?—'Midst the hosts above,
May we still gaze on thee ?—
In heaven thou art not set,
Thy rays earth might not dima—
Send them to guide us yet!

O star which led to Him!
o Mrs. Hemans.
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THE ANNUNCIATION OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN
MARY. '

And the angel came in unto her, and said, Hail, thou that art highly fuvoured, the
Lord is with thee ; blessed art thou among women.—St. Luke i. 2%,

On! THou who deignest to sympathize

With all our frail and fleshly ties,
Maker, yet Brother dear,

Forgive the too presumptuous thought

If, calming wayward grief, I sought
To gaze on Thee too near.

Yct sure 'twas not presumptuous, Lord.

"T'was thine own comfortable word
That made the lesson known :

Of all the dearest bonds we pi‘Bve,

Thou countest sons’ and mothers’ love
Most sacred, most thine own.

‘When wandering here a little span
Thou took’st on Thee to rescue man,
Thou hadst no earthly sire;

That wedded love we prize so dear,
As if our heaven and home were here,
It lit in Thee no fire.

On no sweet sister’s faithful breast

Would'st thou thine aching forehead rest.
On no kind brother lean :

But who—oh perfect filial heart,

E’er did like Thee a true son’s part
Endearing, firm, serene ?
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Thou wept'st, meek maiden, mother mild,
Thou wept’st upon thy smless child,
Thy very heart was riven:
And yet, what mourning matron here,
Would deem thy sorrows bought too dear
By all on this side Heaven ?

A Son that never did amiss,
That never shamed His mother’s kiss,
Nor crossed her fondest prayer:
Even from the tree He deigned to how
For her His agonizéd brow
Her, His sole earthly care.

Avé Maria! Blessed Maid !
Lily of Eden’s fragrant shade,
Who can express the love
That nurtured thee so pure and sweet,
Making thy heart a shelter meet
Fox Jesus? Holy Dove!

Avé Maria! Mother blest,
To whom caressing and caressed
Clings the Eternal Child :
Favoured beyond Archangels’ dream,
When first on thee with tenderest wleam
Thy new-born Saviour smiled.—

Blessed is the womb that bear Him—blessed
The bosom where His lips were pressed,
But also blessed are they
Who hear His word and keep it well,
The loving homes where Christ shall dwell,
And never pass away.

The Christian Year.

K
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GOD WITH US.

WHILE to Bethlehem we are going,
Tell me now—to cheer the road,

Tell me why this lovely Infant
Quitted His divine abode,

“ From that world to bring to this

Peace; which of all earthly blisses,

Is the brightest, purest bliss.”

Wherefore from His throne exalted
Came He on this earth to dwell,

All His pomp 2 humble manger,
All His court a narrow cell ?

« From that world to bring to this

Peace; which of all earthly blisses,

I the brightest, purest bliss,”

Why did He, the Lord eternal,
Mortal pilgrim deign to be ;

He who fashioned for His glory
Boundless immortality ?

“ From that world to bring to this

Peace ; which of all earthly blisses,

Is the brightest, purest bliss.”

From the Spanish,
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A BETHLEHEM HYMN.

HE is come, the Christ of God,—
Left for us His glad abode,
Stooping from His throne of bliss,
To this darksome wilderness.

He has come, the Prince of Peace;
Come to bid our sorrows cease,
A ome to scatter with His light,
All the shadows of our night.

He, the Mighty King, has come !
Making this poor earth His home,
Come to bear our sins’ sad load ;
Son of David, Son of God.

He has come, whose name of grace
Speaks deliverance to our race,
Left for us His glad abode,

Son of Mary, Son of God.

Unto us a child is born !
Ne'er has earth beheld a morn
Among all the morns of time,
Half so glorious in its prime.

Unto us a Son is given !

He has come from God’s own heaven ;
Bringing with Him from above,

Holy peace and holy love. Bonar,
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BETHLEHENM.

WHAT are these etherial strains,
Tloating o'er Judea’s plains ?

Burning spirit’s throng the sky,

With their lofty minstrelsy !

Hark ! they break the midnight trance
With the joyous utterance,

“ Glory to God and peace to men,
Christ 15 born in Bethlehem !

Quench, ye types, your feeble ray,
Shadows, ye may melt away;
Prophecy, your work is done,
Gospel ages have begun !
Temple! quench your altar fires,
For these radiant angel-choirs,
To a ruined world proclaim,
Christ is born in Bethlehen:.

Pillowed is His infant head

On a borrowed manger bed !

He, around whose throne above,
Angels hymmed their songs of love,
Now is wrapt by virgin's hands,

In earth’s meanest swaddling bands ;
Once adored by seraphim,—

Now a babe of Bethlehem.
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Eastern sages from afar,

Guided by a mystic star,

Followed till its lustre mild
Brought them to the heavenly child.
May each providence to me

Like a guiding meteor be,

Bringing nearer unto Him

Once the Babe of Bethlehem !

Rev. J. R. MacDuff,

CHRIST'S NATIVITY.

WaEN Jordan hushed his waters still,

And silence slept on Zion hill;

When Bethlehem’s shepherds thro’ the night,
Watched o’er their flocks by starry lisht ;

Hark! from the midnight hills around,
A voice of more than mortal sound,

In distant hallelujahs stole,

Wild murmuring o'er the raptured soul.

Then swift to every startled eye,

New streams of glory light the sky ;
Heaven bursts her azure gates to pour
Her spirits to the widnight hour.

On wheels of light, on wings of flame,

The glorious hosts of Zion came ;

High heaven with songs of triumph rung,
While thus they struck their harps and sung :

149
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O Zion ! lift thy raptured eye,

The long-expected hour is nigh;
The joys of nature rise again,

The Prince of Salem comes to reign.

See, Mercy, from her golden urn,

Pours a rich stream to them that mourn,
Behold, she binds with tender care,

The bleeding bosom of despair.

He comes! to cheer the trembling heart,
Bid Satan and his host depart;

Again the day-star gilds the gloom,
Again the bowers of Eden bloom ;

O Zion! lift thy raptured eye,

The long-expected hour is nigh ;
The joys of Nature rise again,

The Prince of Salem comes to reign.

A CHRISTMAS CAROL.

It came upon the midnight clear,
That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth
To touch their harps of gold : —
“ Peace on the earth—good will to men,
From Heaven's all gracious King "—
The world in solemn stillness lay
To hear the angels sing.

Campbell,
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Still through the cloven skies they come,
With peaceful wings unfurled,

And still their heavenly music floats

~ Qler all the weary world;

Above its sad and lowly plains
They bend on heavenly wing,

And ever o'er its Babel sounds
The blesséd angels sing!

Yet with the woes of sin and strife,
The world has suffered long,

Beneath the angel strain have rolled
Two thousand years of wrong ;

And man, at war with man, hears not
The love song which they bring,

O! hush the noise, ye men of strife,
And hear the angels sing !

And ye, beneath life’s erushing road,
Whose forms are bending low,

Who toil along the climbing way
With painful steps and slow;

Look now ! for glad and golden hours
Come swiftly on the wing—

O rest beside the weary road,
And hear the angels sing!

For lo, the days are hastening on
By prophet bards foretold,

When with the ever-circling years
Comes round the age of gold ;

When peace shall over all the earth
Its ancient splendour fling,

And the whole world send back the sone

151
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THE SAVIOUR'S BIRTH.

St. Luke ii. 821,

ANGELS, from the realms of glory
Wing your flight o’er all the earth!
Ye who sang creation’s story
Now proclaim Messiah’s birth !
Come, and worship;
Worship Christ, the new-horn King !

Shepherds, in the field abiding,
Watching o’er your flocks by night
(iod with man is now residing,
Yonder shines the Infant-light:
Come, and worship;
Worship Christ, the new-born King!

Naiuts, before the altar bending,
Watching long in hope and fear !
Suddenly the Lord, descending,
In his temple shall appear :
Come, and worship;
Worship Christ, the new-born King'!

Sinners, wrung with true repentance,
Doom’d for guilt to endless pains,
Justice now revokes the sentence,
Mercy calls you—break your chains ;
Come, and worship;
Worship Christ, the new-born King!

Anoi,
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CHRISTMAS.

CHRISTIANS, awake! salute the happy morn,
Whereon the Saviour of mankind was horn ;
Rise to adore the mystery of love,

‘Which hosts of Angels chanted from above :
With them the joyful tidings first begun,

Of God Incarnate, and the Virgin's Son.

Then to the watchful shepherds it was told,
Who heard the angelic herald’s voice, ¢ Behold,
I bring good tidings of a Saviour's birth,

To you, and all the nations upon earth ;

This day hath God fulfill'd Hix promised word,
This day is born a Saviour, Christ the Lord.”

He spake; and straightway the celestial choir
In hymns of joy, unknown before, conspire ;
The praises of redecming love they sang,

And heaven’s whole orb with hallelujahs rang ;
God’s highest glory was their anthem still,
Peace upon earth, and unto men good-will.

To Bethlehem straicht the enlighten’d shepherds ran,

To see the wonders God had wrought for man;
Then to their flocks, still praising God, return,
And their glad hearts within their bosoms burn;
To all, the joyful tidings they proclaim;

The first Apostles of the Saviour's fame.

Oh! may we keep and ponder in our mind
God’s wondrous love in saving lost mankind ;
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Trace we the Babe, who hath retrieved our loss,
From the poor manger to the bitter cross;

Tread in His steps, assisted by His grace,

Till man’s first heavenly state again takes place.

Then may we hope, the angelic hosts among,
To join, redeem’d, a glad triumphant throng:
He that was born upon this joyful day,
Around us all His glory shall display :
Saved by His love, incessant we shall sing
Eternal praise to heaven's Almighty King.
Anon.

ADESTE FIDELES!

O couE, all ye faithful,
Joyfully triumphant ;
O come ye, O come ye, to Bethlehem;
Come and behold Him,
Born the King of Angels:
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord.

God of God,
Light of Light,
Lo! He abhors not the Virgin's womb
Very God,
Begotten, not created ;
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord.
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Sing, choirs of Angels,
Sing in exultation,
Sing, all ye powers of heaven above ;
Glory to God
In the highest,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come, let us adore Him,
O come let us adore Him, Christ the Lord.

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee,

Born this happy morning,
JEsvu, to Thee be glory given ;

Word of the Father,

Now in flesh appearing ;

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him,

O come, let us adore Him, Christ the Lord.
Anon.

THE INCARNATION.

For Thou wast born of woman, Thou didst come,
O Holiest! to this world of sin and gloom,
Not in thy dread omnipotent array ;
And not by thunders strew'd ;
Was thy tempestuous road ;
Nor indignation burnt before Thee on thy way.
But Thee a soft and naked child,
Thy mother undefiled,
In the rude manger laid to rest
From off her virgin breast.
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The heavens were not commanded to prepare

A gorgeous canopy of golden air;

Nor stoop'd their lamps th’ enthroned fires on high
A single silent star
Came wandering from afar,

(ilidine uncheck’d and calm along the liquid sky;
The eastern sages leading on,
As at a kingly throne,
To lay their gold and odours sweet
Before thy infunt feet.

The earth and ocean were not hush'd to hear
Bright harmony from ev'ry starry sphere;
Nor at thy presence brake the voice of song ;
From all the cherub choirs,
And seraph’s burning lyres,
Pour'd through the host of heaven the charmed clouds
along ;
One angel troop the strain began,
Of all the race of man,
By simple shepherds heard alone,

That soft hosanna’s tone.
Milman.

CHRISTMAS DAY.

St. Luke ii. 13—20.

WHAT sudden blaze of song
Spreads o’er th’ expanse of heaven ?
In waves of light it thrills along,
Th’ ancelic signal given—
“ Glory to God ! from yonder central fire
Flow~ out the echoing lay beyond the starry quire ;
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Like circles widening round
Upon a clear blue river,
Orb after orb, the wondrous sound
Is echoed on for ever:
“Glory to God on high, on earth be peace,
« And love towards men of love—salvation and release.”

Yet stay, before thou dare
To join that festal throng;
Listen and mark what gentle air
First stirr’d the tide of song ;
"Tis not; “the Saviour born in David's home,
“«To Whom for power and health obedient worlds should come.”

"Tis not;  the Christ the Lord : "—
With fix'd adoring look
The choir of Angels caught the word,
Nor yet their silence broke :
But when they heard the sign, where Christ should be,
In sudden light they shone and heavenly harmony.

Wrapp'd in His swaddling bands,
And in His manger laid,
The Hope and Glory of all lands
Is come to the world’s aid :
No peaceful home upon His cradle smil’'d
Guests rudely went and came, where slept the royal child.

But where Thou dwellest, Lord,
No other thought should be,
Once duly welcom’d and ador’d,
How should I part with Thee ?
Bethlehem must lose Thee soon but Thou wilt grace
The single heart to be Thy sure abiding place.
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Thee, on the bosom laid
Of a pure virgin mind,
In quiet ever, and in shade,
Shepherd and sage may find ;
They who have bowed untaught to nature’s sway,
And they, who follow Truth along her star-pav’d way.

The pastoral spirits first
Approach Thee, Babe divine
For they in lowly thoughts are mers’d
Meet for Thy lowly shrine:
Sooner than they should miss where Thou dost dwell,
Angels from Heaven will stoop to guide them to Thy cell.

Still as the day comes round
For Thee to be reveal'd,
By wakeful shepherds Thou art found,
Abiding in the field
All through the wintry heaven and chill night air,
In music and in light Thou dawnest on their prayer.

O faint not ye for fear—
What though your wandering sheep,
Reckless of what they see and hear
Lie lost in wilful sleep ?
High Heaven in mercy to your sad annoy
Still greets you with glad tidings of immortal joy,

Think on th’ eternal home,
The Saviour left for you :
Think on the Lord most holy, come
To dwell with hearts untrue:
So shall ye tread untir'd His pastoral ways,
And in the darkness sing your carol of high praise.
The Christian Year.
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THE MADONNA AND CHILD.

WaeN from thy beaming throne,
Oh High and Holy One!
Thou camest to dwell with those of mortal birth,
No ray of living light
Flashed on the astonished sight,
To shew the Godhead walked his subject earth.

Thine was no awful form,—
Shrouded in mist and storm,—

Of seraph, walking on the viewless wind ;
Nor didst thou deign to wear
The port, sublimely fair,

Of angel heralds, sent to bless mankind.

Made like the sons of clay,
Thy matchless glories lay
Tu form of feeble infancy concealed ;
No pomp of outward sign
Proclaimed the Power Divine;
No earthly state the heavenly guest revealed ¥

Thou didst not choose thy home

159
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Vet she, whose centle breast
Was thy glad place of rest,
In her the royal blood of David flowed,
Men passed her dwelling by
With proud and scornful eye,
But angels knew and loved her mean abode

There softer strains she heard
Than song of evening bird,
Or tuneful minstrel in a queenly bower ;
And o’cr her dwelling lone
A brighter radiance shone,
Than ever glittered from a monarch’s tower.

For there the mystic star,
That sages led from far,
To pour their treasures at her Infant’s feet,
Still shed its golden light ;
There, through the calm, clear nivht,
¥ ere heard angelic voices, strangely swoet.

Ol happiest thou of all
Who bore the deadly thrall,
Which for one mother’s crime to all was given;
Her first of mortal birth
Brought death to reign on earth,
But Thine brings licht and life again from heaven !

Dale.
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THE STABLE AT BETHLEHEM.

T was not a palace proud and fair,

He chose for His first home;

No dazz'ling pile of grandeur rare,

With pillar’d hall and dome ;—

Oh no! a stable, humble, poor—
Received Him at His birth ;

And thus was born, unknown, obscure—
The Lord of Heaven and Earth.

No band of anxious menials there,
To tend the new born child,
Joseph alone and Mary fair,
Upon the infant smiled ;

No broidered linens fine had they
Those little limbs to fold,

No baby carments rich and gay,
No tissues wrought with gold.

Come to your Saviour's lowly bed,

Ye vain and proud of heart !

And learn with bowed and humbled head
The lesson t'will impart ;—

T'will teach ye not to prize too hizh,
The riches vain of earth—

But lay up in yon glorious sky,
Treasures of truer worth.

161
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And ye, poor stricken sons of grief,
Sad “outcasts ” of this life,
Come, too,—ye'll find a sure relief
For your hearts’ bitter strife ;
Look at Bethlehem’s stable poor,
Your Saviour’s lowly cot,
Will it not teach ye to endure,
Aye. yes, to bless your lot ?
Mrs. Leprohon.

CHRISTMAS HYMN.

BRrIGHTEST and best of the sons of the morning
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid!
Star of the Kast, the horizon adorning,

Giuide where our infant Redeemer is laid !

Cold on his cradle the dewdrops are shining !
Low lies his bed with the beasts of the stall!
Angels adore him in slumber reclining,
Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all !

Say shall we yield him, in costly devotion,
Odours of Edom and offerings divine ;

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean,
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine.

Vainly we offer each ample oblation ;
Vainly with gold would His favour secure ;
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration ;
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.
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Brightest and best of the sons of the morning,
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us Thine aid !
Star of the East, the horizon adorning,
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid !
Bishop Heber.

_—

THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM.

WHEN marshall'd on the nightly plain,
The glittering host bestud the sky ;
One star alone, of all the train,
Can fix the sinner’s wandering eye,

- Hark! hark to God the chorus breaks
From every host, from every gem ;
But one alone the Saviour speaks—
Tt is the Star of Bethlehem.

Once on the raging seas I rode,

The storm was loud—the night was dark—

The ocean yawn’d—and rudely blow'd
The wind that toss'd my foundering bark :

Deep horror then my vitals froze ;
Death-struck, I ceas’d the tide to stem ;
When suddenly a star arose—
Tt was the Star of Bethlehem.

It was my guide, my light, my all,
Tt bade my dark forebodings cease ;
And thro’ the storm and danger’s thrall
It led me to the port of peace.
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Now safely moor'd—my perils o'er,
T'll sing, first in night's diadem,
For ever, and for evermore,
The star —the Star of Bethlehem !
Kirke White.

RACHEL WEEPING FOR HER CHILDREN.

St. Matthew ii. 16—18,

WEEP, weep not o'er thy children’s tomb,
O Rachel! weep not so:

The bud is cropt by martyrdom,
The flower in heaven shall blow.

Firstlings of faith ! the murderer’s knife
Hath miss'd its deadly aim;

The God, for whom they gave their life,
For them to suffer came.

Though evil were their days and few,
Baptized in blood and pain,

He knows them whom they never knew,
And they shall live again.

Then weep not o'er thy children’s tomb,
O Rachel ! weep not so:
The bud is eropt by martyrdom,

The flower in heaven shall blow.
Bishop Heber,
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THE HOLY INNOCENTS.

‘“These were redeemed from among mep, being the first fruits unto God
and the Lamb. ”—Rev, xiv. 4.

SAY, ye celestial guards, who wait

In Bethlchem round the Saviour's palace gate,
Say, who are these on golden wings,

That hover o’er the new born King of kings,
Their palms and garlands telling plain

That they are of the glorious martyr train,
Next to yourselves ordained to praise

His name, and brighten as on Him they gaze ?

But where their spoils and trophies ? where
The glorious dint a martyr’s shield should bear ?
How chance no cheek among them wears
The deep worn trace of penitential tears,
But all is bright and smiling love,
As if fresh-born from Eden’s happy grove,
They had flown here, their king to see,
Nor ever had been theirs of dark mortality.

Ask, and some angel will reply,
“ These like yourselves, were born to sin and die,
But ere the poison root was grown,
God set His seal and mark’d them for his own.
Baptized in blood for Jesus’ sake,
Now underneath the Cross their bed they make
Nor to be scar’d from that sure rest
By frighten’d mothers’ shriek or warrior’s waving crest.”
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Mindful of these, the first-fruits sweet

Borne by the suffering Church her Lord to greet,
Blessed Jesus ever loved to trace

The “innocent brightness”” of an infant’s face.
He raised them in His Holy arms,

He blessed them from the world and all its harms;
Heirs though they were of sin and shame,

He blessed them in His own and in His father’s name.

Then, as each fond unconscious child
On the everlasting Parent sweetly smiled,
(Like infants sporting on the shore,
That tremble not at QOcean’s boundless roar,)
Were they not present to thy thought,
All souls, that in their cradles Thou hast bought ?
But chiefly these, who died for Thee
That thou might’st live for them a sadder death to see.

And next to these. Thy gracious word
Waus as a pledge of benediction, stored
For Christian mothers, while they moan
Their treasured hopes, just born, baptized and gone.
Oh! joy for Rachel's broken heart !
She and her babes shall meet no more to part;
So dear to Christ her pious haste
To trust them in His arms, for ever safe embraced.

She does not grudge to leave them there,

Where to behold them was her heart’s first prayer;
She dares not grieve—but she must weep,

As her pale placid martyr sinks to sleep,
Teaching so well and silently

How, at the Shepherd’s’call, the lambs should die,—
How happier far than life the end

Of souls that infant-like beneath their burthen bend.

) The Christian Year.
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CHRISTMAS-DAY.

YET once more; and once more, awake my Harp,

From silence and neglect—one lofty strain,

Lofty, yet wilder than the winds of heaven;

And speaking mysteries more than words can tell,

T ask of thee, for I, with hymning high,

Would join the dirge of the departing year.

Yet with no wintry garland from the woods

Wrought of the leafless branch, or ivy sear,

Wreathe I thy tresses, dark December ! now;

Me higher quarrel calls, with loudest song,

And fearful joy to celebrate the day

Of the Redeemer.—Near two thousand suns

Have set their seals upon the rolling lapse

Of generations, since the day-spring first

Beam'd from on high! Now to the mighty mass

Of that increasing aggregate we add

One unit more. Space, in comparison,

How small, yet mark’d with how much misery;

‘Wars, famines, and the fury pestilence,

Over the nations hanging her dread scourge;

The oppress'd, too, in silent bitterness,

Weeping their sufferance ; and the arm of wrong,

Forcing the scanty portion from the weak,

And steeping the lone widow’s couch with tears.
So has the year been character'd with woe,

In Christian land, and mark’d with wrongs and crimes:

Yet 'twas not thus He taught—not thus He lived,

Whose birth we this day celebrate with prayer

And much thanksgiving—He a man of woes,
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W