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Preface.

HE Lyra Myjtica owes its origin

& more toaccident than to defign ; and

a few words will fuffice to explain
the reafon of its publication.

Whilft arranging the Colle&ions
of Sacred Poetry which have been publifhed under
the titles of Lyra Eucharifticaand Lyra Meffianica,
by the kindnefs of Friends I was placed in
poffeflion of many Poems of confiderable merit
which, from the conditions impofed by allotted
fpace and felefted fubjetts, I was obliged to deny
myfelf the gratification of publifhing in thofe
Books. ‘The refult, however, which attended the
ifJue of the earlier Works led me to think that a
Mifcellaneous Colleétion of Religious Poetry,
which fhould be written by the Contributors who
fecured the popularity of the former Lyrz, and
which fhould form at once a companion and a
contrafting Volume to the Colletions already
publifhed, would not be unacceptable to their
Readers.



vi Preface.

With the obliging permiffion of the Authors of
the feveral Poems, this plan has been carried into
effet ; and the Poems to which I allude form the
nucleus of the Lyra Myftica. ‘This nucleus of
Sacred Poetry, however, has been much enlarged
from the original fele(tion. Many tranflations
have been made by Friends ; original Poems have
been received both from former Contributors and
from other Authors ; privately printed pieces have
been kindly placed at my difpofal; and to thefe
elements have been added, with a [paring hand,
Poetry already publifhed, chiefly by Contributors
to the earlier Volumes.

The Title ¢ Myftica® was chofen as indicative
of the myftical interpretation which has been given
in many of the Poems in the following pages to
the Sacred or Legendary Events, or to the doc-
trinal Statements of Holy Scripture, or to the
other Subjets upon which the Hymns and Verfes
were compofed.

I have not attempted to make any plan or ar-
rangement of Subjefts in the following Poems.
The Hymns and Verfes have been printed [o as
to produce as much variety in ftyle and matter as
poffible. And the Collettion, it is hoped, will be
confidered to be, as it was intended to be made,
entirely mifcellaneous in charater and treatment.

ORBY SHIPLEY,
All Saints’ Day, a.p. 1864.




Contents.

No. 1.*
) N Natale SALVATORIS.
A4 Chrifimas Hymn of Adam cf S.
Vidor. xi1. Century. A.M.M
)| 2. CHRIST in the Wildernefs,
ALAN Broprick (Bramfhaw)
3. Speciofus Formi prz natis homi-
num JESUS.
A Sequence for the Transfiguration, from the
Saltzburg Miffal of the XV1. Century.
H.R.B.
4. The Well of Bethlehem.
RicHARD FREDERICK LITTLEDALE
5. Hymn to CHRrIST Crucified.
From the Spanifh of Luis de Leon.
ARCHDEACON CHURTON
6. The Communion of the Saints.
. ARCHER GURNEY
7. Euchariftical. . . . . . PHIPPS ONsLOW

Page

11

15

20
23

* The Hymns are not numbered in the Text; but by a refer-
ence to the Page they can at once be found both in the Table of

Contents and Index of Firft Lines.



viii
No.
8.

Contentg.

Page

9. The Afcenfion of CHRIST.
PHILIP STANHOPE WORSLEY
10. After this the Judgment.
CHRISTINA G. ROSSETTI
11. The Embracing of the Body of CurisT by His
Virgin-Mother.
Founded on a “‘Lament,” tranflated from the
Greek of Symeon Metaphrafles.
WiLLiam CHATFERTON Dix
12. The Hymn of Aurelius Prudentius Clemens on
the viir. Day before the Kalends of January
(Chritmas Day) . . . HENRY THOMPSON
13. The Two Covenants: an Allegory. R.E.]J. A.
14. Stanzas . . . . AUBREY DE VERE
15. Prayer of Hxldebert the Venerable to the Holy
TriNITY. . . . HERBERT KYNASTON
16. The Vifion of the Glory.
For the Feaft of the Transfiguration, Auguf? 6.
GERARD MOULTRIE
17. The Life of CHRIST.
A Latin Hymn of the x11, Century.
HENRY TREND
18. Thy Daughter is dead, trouble not the Mafter.
CEecIL FRANCES ALEXANDER
19. The Shadow and the Subftance.  J. M. KinG
20, Surgit CHRISTUS cum Trophzo. ’
An Eafler Sequence from the Miffal of Tour-
nay. xvi. Century.
Joun WiLriam HEWETT
21. The Childhood of CHRIST. ANNA H. DRURY
22. We would fee JEsus,
CRBARLES LAWRENCE ForD
23, Faith. . . . . . . MATTHEW BRIDGES
24. In Youth I died.. . . . . ANONYMOUS
~ Stanzas . . . . . . G. HUNT SMYTTAN

Soul-Gardening. . . . DoRA GREENWELL 27

kR

33

36

38
43
47

49
53

57

60
63

65

70
73
76
78




No.
26,

27.

28.
29.
30.
31,

32,

33

34-

3s-

36.

37

38.
39.
40.
4r1.
42.

Contents.

The Sacred Heart. ADELAIDE A. PROCTER
Sanétz Syon adfunt Encaenia.

A Sequence for the Dedication of a Church,
JSrom the Drontheim Mifal of t/e xv1.Cen-
tary. . . . . . . . P.OnsLow

Lays of Ancient Paleftine.
E. DUDLEY JACKSON
Virginis in gremio.
A Sequence from the Saltzburg Mifal of the
Xvi.Century . . . . . AMM.
Type and Antitype. EpwIN L. BLENKINSOPP
Verfes . . LADY GEORGIANA FULLERTON
The Tomb of Jofeph of Arimathea.
DeaN NEwMAN
Concerning the chief Spiritual and general Gifts
of Gop.
An ancient Latin Hymn . . . ]J.M.H.
The Advent of the Divine Stranger.
RicHaRD ToOMLINS
The Heavenly Fatherland.
A Cento from the Rhythm of Bermard of
Clugny. . . . . . G.MOULTRIE
Omnes Gentes plaudite.
A Hymn for the Afcenfion ; from the Latin.
CHARLES INGHAM Brack
Bei ftiller Nacht.
From the Hymn-Book of the Diocefe of Trewes.
Frances ELizaBeTH Cox
Sonnets. . . . . . . DEAN ALEXANDER
Verfes. . . . . . . . . . .ORWELL
Is there no Balm in Gilead? . . . . C.S.
Commendation of a Faithful Seoul . ., W.B.
The Epiphany. - :
FRrEDERICK W, KITTERMASTER

43. Meditation of a Faithful Soul.

From the Latin . . F.C. HUSENBRTH

I3

1X

Page
83

86
88
95

97
101

104

106

IIx

113

117

119
123
12§
130
133

135

138



x Contentg,
WNo.
44. The CHILD-CHRIST on the Crofs: an Antici-
pation of Calvary.

HENRY NUTCOMBE OXENHAM
45. The Signalsof Levi. . . . R.S. HAWKER
46. The Tree of Life.

From an old Latin Poem.
ARCHBISHOP TRENCH

47. An Ode on the Nativity.

From the Italian of Manoni.
C. B. CayLEY
48. Stanzas, ., . « + « D.GREENWELL

49. A Legend of S. Peter . MarYy MoULTRIE
s50. An Eafter Carol, . . R.F.LITTLEDALE
51. Qui procedis ab Utroque.
A Sequence on the HoLY SPIRIT of Adam
of S.Vidor . . . P.S, WORSLEY
52. The Advent Antiphons. R. MEUxX BENSON
53. The Transfiguration. . . . . . G.V.C.
54. In Diebus Celebribus.
A Latin Hymn for the Holy Days of the
Churck; of the xv, Century. H. TREND
55. To CHRIST hanging on high. . . L.M.S.
56. The Way-fide Crofs. . . C.E. KENNAWAY
57. O quam Glorificum.
An ancient Latin Poem.
I. GREGORY SMITH
. 58. After the Earthquake a Still Small Voice.
ARTHUR Baker
59. The Three Enemies: a Colloquy.
C. G. ROSSETTI
60. Pentecoftal Odes from the Service-Books of the
Holy Eaftern Church. . . W. C. Dix
61. The Afcenfion. . . . . . AM.M.
62, Death. . . . FREDERICK W, FaABER
63. Quam dile&ta Tabernacula.
A Hymn for the Dedication of a Churck; of
the 11, Century, WiLLIAM B, FLOWER

145
143

152

155
159
163
168

170
173
178

182
186
186

191
196
199
201

20§
207

211




+ 65,

66.
67.

68.
69.
70.
71.
72.
73.

74.
75-
76

.

77.

78.
79

8o.

81.
82.
83.
84.

8s.

Contents.

In a Vifion of the Night when deep Sleep falleth _
upon Man, . . WiLL1AM S. Raymonp *
A Tradition of S. John the Evangelift.
GEorGE W. Cox
Hymns of Novalis, . . . . HELEN Lows
Paradife.
From the Spani/b of Luis de Leon.

ANONYMOUS
The Incarnation. . . . . . C.L.ForD
Jael. . . . . . . . . . R.ToMLINS

Funeral Hymn. . . . . G. MovuLTRIE
The Story of the Crofs. . EpwarD MONRO
The Pafion. . . . . . . . C.I BrLack
Thoughts from the Manual of S. Auguftine.
JAMES SKINNER
Childlike Holines. . . MaNLEY HOPKINS
The Advent, . . . . . P.S WoRsSLERY
Colloquies between the Difciple and the Divine
Mafter, . . . . . . . . . . Eua
In Domo PaTris.

An Ancient Latin Poem. . . . H.R.B.
Thoughts in Lent. . F. MINDEN KNoOLLYS
Verfes from the German.

CATHERINE WINKWORTH
Gethfemane.

‘THE VOICE OF CHRISTIAN LIFE IN SONG
Old Teftament Hymns. . . H.KyNasToN
An Allegory. . . MORNING THOUGHTS
TheBurial. . . . . . . . AMM.
The Power of Contrition.

An Ode from the Italian of Roffetti,

C. B. CaYLEY
Lux advenit veneranda.
A Sequence for the Purification from the
Breviary of Rennes of the Xv1 Century.
H.R. B

iw

21§
218

223
224
229
231
233
237

242
245
248

251

254
261

263
267
269

274
276

281

283



xii

No.
86..

87.

88,
89.
90.
91.
92.

93
94+

95-
96.
97.
98,
99-
100.
101,

102.

103.
104.

105.
106.

107.
108,

Contentg,

Verfelets. . . . . . . . R.E.J.A.
Ad perennis Vitz Fontem.
A Hymn of S. Peter Damiani on the Foys of
Paradife . . . R.F.LITTLEDALE
She is not dead, but flecpeth, A. BRODRICK
The Holy Sacrifice. . . . A.GURNEY
God’s Acre. . . . . . W.B.FLOWER
The Five fmooth Stones of David. J.M.KING
Hymns for Whitfuntide : from the Latin.

WitLiam JoHN BLEW

The Church, . . . . S.M.
The Salutation of the Greck Church on Eafter
Day. . . . . P.OnsLow

De Laudibus S. Scnpturae
An ancient Latin Poem. . C.I.BLack
S. Patrick’s Coat of Mail.
AFTER JaMES CLARENCE MANGAN
Dies eft lxtitiz.
Hymn on the Nativity : from the Latin.
F. C. HUSENBETH
Go! and Come! . . . D.GREENWELL
The Three Comings. .« E.D. Jackson
The Old-year’s Bleffi ng. . A A. PROCTER
Verfes. . . . . .« .+« . . SB.
Lztabundi jubllemus.

4 Profe for the Transfiguration. A.M.M.
Paradife. . . « « . « . C.L Forp
The Difciple whom Jesus loved

DEAN ALEXANDER

In Sapientia difponens omnia ZEterna DEITAS.

A Sequence from the Narbonne Miffal of the

xvrL. Century. . . J. W. HEWETT

The Living Death. . . DEeaN NEwMAN

Thoughts in Verfe. . . W.S. RaymonDp
The Delcent of the SPIRIT.

A Hymn for Whitfun-Day. G. MOULTRIE

Page
286

289
293
297
800
303

307
312

316
319

321

326
329
333
336
338

343
344

348
350
353
555

357




Contentg,
No.
109. The Palimpfeft: an Allegory. P. OnsLow
110. Via Sanéte Crucis. . . . . A.BakKERr
111. Jerufalem, du hoch gebaute Stadt
A German Hymn on the Heawvenly City; of
the xvir. Century . . . F,E, Cox
112. I am the Rofe of Sharon and the Lily of the
Valleys. . . . FREDERICK GEORGE LrE
113. JEsus CHRI1ST the Same yefterday, to-day, and
forever.. . . . . . . A.GuURNEY
114. En Dies eft Dominica.
A Latin Hymn for the Lord’s Day ; of the
xv. Century. . . . . H.TREND
115. Tria Dona Reges ferunt.
A Cento from an Epiphany Sequence of Adam
of 8. Vicdor. . . R.F, LITTLEDALE
116, Have mercy on me, O Lorp, Thou SoN of
David. . . . . . . . A.BrobrICK
117. A Song which none but the Redeemed can fing.
D. GREENWELL
118. De Parente Summo natum.
A Sequence from Tournay Miffal of the xv1.
Century. . . . . JJM.H.
119. Song of the early Chrx(han Confeﬂ'ors
C. E. KENNAWAY
120. Being in an Agony, He prayed more earneftly.
C.s.
21. Theopen Vifion. . . . . . R.E.J.A.
122. The Mufic of Heaven. . . . F.E.Cox
123. Holy Childhood. . . . . A.BRODRICK
124. Stanzas, . . . « . H.N,OxENHAM
125. Sequence on the HOLY SPIRIT.
After Adam of §. Vidtor. . W. J. BLEw
126. Of the Gifts of Gob.
From the Latin. . . .C.B.CAYLEY

xiif
360
362
365
367

368

371

376
378

380

332
385
387
389
392
394
396

402

408



xiv Contentg,
No.
127, Urbs beata Hirufalem.
On the Heavenly Jerufalem: from the Latin.
H.R.B.
128. The Church, Militant and Triumphant.
SIR ARCHIBALD EDMONSTONE, BART.
129. Voices from the American Church :
Heart’s Song. .
A. CLEVELAND CoxE, BisHor ELECT
Song of Faith . . WiLLiaM CROSWELL
As thy day, fo fhall thy firength be.
BisHoP EASTBURN
The fafbion of this World paffeth away.
BisHop DOANE
The Glory Referved.
' W. A. MUHLENBERGH
130, The Prodigal’s Return. . . . W.C. Dix
131. Home. . . . . . . . . P.ONsLow
132. Stanzas. . . JoHN HOSKYNs-ABRAHALL
133. Pro CHRISTO Mortuus. . . E. D. JacksoN
134. Man.
A Hymn of Alanus, of the x11. Century.
P. S. WORSLEY
135. CHRIST Triumphant.. ARCHDEACON MaNT
136, Martyr'sSong. . . . .C.G. RoOssETTI
~ 137. The Starry Night.
From the Spanifk of Luis de Leon.
ARCHDEACON CHURTON

Page

409

410

412
413

414
414

416
417
418
419
420

422
424
427

430




Lyra MPylica,






Hymng and UWerfes on
Sacred Subjects,

In PNatale Salvatorig.
" 4 Chriftmas Hymn of Adam of S. Vi&or.

PON the Saviour’s Birthday bleft
i Let all who fhare this mortal ftate
Send up [weet Hymns of joy and
reft
¥ T Angel-choirs fubordinate,
That varying tones of many be
Made one in holieft harmony.

P)

‘This is a happy Day ; on this
The Co-eternal WorD made choice

" For our cold world to leave His Blifs—

Let us be merry and rejoice ;
The True Sun lights our darkened morn,
Of the meek Virgin Gob is born.
B

>u



In Patale HSalvatorig.

‘That man the guilty might not die
Gop a Redeemer fent below,

Gop in the Sole-Begot came nigh
To thofe He lovéd. Even fo

He called us back to Life’s loft place

Not for our merit ; of His Grace.

He lived before He fought our clime,
Tranfcending time and fpace and fenfe ;
But now the Eternal dwells in time,
And now doth place confine the Immenfe ;
Our imperfections all He bore
‘That He might all things fallen reftore.

It is not fin He takes; it is
Only the form which finners wear ;
He comes a BaBe of Holinefs
To earth grown old with guilt and care,
Immortal to the mortal, Spirit
To flefh, that flefh might Him inherit.

Thus the Eternal WorD hath lot

With Flefh in One Bleft Perfon now,
And yet That PERsoN changeth not,

Nor is made Twain. Whene’er we bow
Our knees to our Incarnate LorD
ONE altogether is adored.

This is a Thing Divinely great,
A Sacrament the crafty Foe

Might fearch in vain by fraud or hate,
All blind this Myftery to know




CHril in the Wlilvernels, 3

What Gop’s Eternal Wispom True
Under the Veil of Flefh would do.

The vajt Enigma is not read,

By eager fearch it cannot be
(Or fubtle fpeech) illumined ;

To know the way is not for me,
But I believe that Gop can make
What human reafon cannot take.

How deep His Counfels! how fublime
Of Gop-IN-FLESH the Myftery !
The Fleece is wet like grafs at prime,
The Rod doth bloffom, all for me ;
What Saints of old fo craved is done;

The Virgin doth bring forth a Son.

Chritt in the Wilvernels,

the Camp where flares the watch-fire,
In the lamp-lit ftreet
I had wandered, O my Mafter,
With what weary feet !

I had fate at Monarchs’ tables
While the red wine ran,

And bright Beauty breathed her magic,
A moft lonely Man:

In the world’s pale, reftlefs market
I had learnt to bend
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CHrift in the Wilvernels,

To the golden Idol, Money ;
Trampled foe and friend,

Scrambled fierce for place and riband,
Cringed and fchemed and lied—
Haft thou found a worthy Mafter,
O fad Soul ?—I cried.

Let us feek fome fimpler pleafures :
There’s a home I know,
Lit by lanes of earlieft primrofe
. Where wild rofes blow.

So we dwelt ’mid fummer murmurs
Of tall honied limes,

Heard acrofs cool water-meadows
Faint Cathedral chimes.

Ah! I felt a want, a longing
E’en in earthly blifs,

Felt a nobler impulfe ftir me
From a young Child’s kifs.

Lorp, where art Thou? from my Manhood
Unto Thine, I fighed :

Not an anfwer came, but ever
Boomed Thought’s (ullen tide.

‘Thus along Life’s mifty feafhore,
Tired of all, I ftrayed ;

Heard Death’s deep fea call me, call me,
Of my/elf afraid.




Thrikt in the Wilvernels, 5

Woatched grey fkies and ocean mingle ;
- Nature kind replied—

He is not where thou haft fought Him ;
Seek Him in the Wild.

What fool praifed Man’s kindly Nature ?
Mad my Spirit [pake—

Who can guide me o’er Grief’s moorland,
Through Care’s thorny brake ?

Devil’s laughter rang around me,
Moaned Doubt’s hollow fea—

Where’s thy Gop ? I know not any—
Woe for me, for me!

Ah! a Hand fo kind and gentle
Touched my wicked lips!

Sorrow’s [unfet breathed a Bleffing
On Hope’s fading (hips :

I rofe up ; He went before me,
Such a wondrous King :

All my Soul did gladly follow
Without queftioning.

All the way grew bright beneath Him,
Mufic ftole around,

Such as Angels love to whifper
On Heaven’s holy Ground.

Strange and dark the rocks frowned round us,
Hoarfe the torrent’s cry :
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Chritt in the Wildernels.

On He went ; I could but follow,
Half afraid to figh.

Darknefs fell, moft weird and dreary,
Sudden through the night

I heard holy Pfalms uplifted :
Then upon my fight

Loomed a Minfter’s lighted windows ;
On He went before,

I crept after wondering, dazzled
Through the flafhing Door.

White robed Figures filent, kneeling
Thronged the fapphire Nave ;

As I knelt, my Mafter turning
One long Love-look gave.

All my Spirit worfhipped weeping ;
When I raifed mine eyes

He was ftanding at the Altar,
And in lowly guife

All around, like Priefts, the Angels
Woke a joyous fong :—

He has come, our wandering Brother,
Looked for, oh, how long !

Through the Nave and Aifles and Arches,
With trlumphant roll,

Surged a deep of Heavenly Anthems,
Flooding all my Soul.
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Cheil in the Wilvernels.

Then I faw Him in His Glory
‘Take my tear-ftained prayers,
Place them in His golden Cenfer,

Pafs up Heaven’s ftairs.

As He went, I heard His Bleffing—
Come to Me, My Child !

If in crowds thou find’ft no Mafter,
Seek Him in the Wild.

Angel-faces came around me,
Gladly on mine ear

Fell the Story of Gop’s Gofpel ;
With a reverent fear

I could fee the Cavern manger,
Roofs of Nazareth,

Learnt by Calvary’s Wood-Altar
Myfteries of Death.

I am Thine—I wept—O [ave me,
I will ftray no more:

Thou haft given me a Prefence
On the World’s wild fhore :

I fhall find Thee in all places,
For I wear the key

Which unlocks the Gate of Heaven
When I pray to Thee.

Then a Voice [pake fondly, flowly—
Fear thou, left thou fall!
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Chei fn the Wilvernelg.

Liften, when to inmoft Confcience
I, the Mafter, call!

In the world, if thou wouldft find Me,
In its wildeft Wild

Thou muft feek Me, prayerful, fafting,
O My Child, My Child.

From the Camp or City hurry,
Pilgrim to Gop’s Shrine ;

Dally not with Pleafure’s whifpers,
Fear not! thou art Mine.

From the Market and the Harbour
Follow, follow Me :

I will be thy gentleft Mafter
Through Eternity.

Then I rofe up with my fellows ;
All the Minfter fled,

Like a dream before Gop’s morning .
Breaking overhead.

Day(pring! Thy great Glory
his wandering breaft ;

Wild I found my Mafter—
ith given Reft.




Specfofug Forma prac natfg hominum
Jelug,

A Sequence for the Transfiguration.

4| ESUS, Beautiful in Form above the fons
3 of men,

= On Whofe Countenance diftilling
Joy Divine, through Angels thrilling,
" Seraphim defire to look :
‘Who, for us Him(elf abafing,
All His Majefty effacing,
King, a fervant’s likenefs took :

‘The unapproachéd Light, to-day,

Which veils His GopHEAD’s Form fupernal,
Doth to His Chofen ones difplay,

As fhadowed forth by Light external.

Upon a lofty Mountain creft

They faw His bright Transfiguration,
The Mountain high above the reft
Forefhown in Daniel’s Revelation.

His Countenance was fhining as the Sun,
And as the Light
His Raiment white
‘To three alone
This view Divine was fhown,
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By flefh and blood this Vifion was not won ;
By Gob in Heaven
The glimpfe was given,
Whofe awful Voice
Declared the eternal Choice—

This is My Beloved Son,
By all the world to be obeyed ;

Now to Him be homage done,
Be reverence to His Teaching paid.

Oh, how bleft, beyond all other,
WitnefJes of this to be :

Peter, James, and John his brother,
Of the Chofen, chofen three.

Within the overfhadowing Cloud
The FATHER’s Voice proclaimed aloud
The wondrous Myftery to which ye hearkened ;

That Cloud it bodes not fear to you,
It fheds a gracious, Heavenly dew ;
With brightnefs glowing, not with vapours
darkened.

Oh, fovereign Grace, oh, Dream of wonder,
Meet reward for Sons of thunder.

The Bearer of the Keys is fleeping ;

Baut his heart is vigil keeping.

Afcend now this Mountain,
And follow thofe three,




The Well of Bethlehem. 1
From each of earth’s quarters,
His Glory to fee :

A MAn above all men
Exalted is He;;

The Mountain is JEsus,
Whom pure hearts fhall fee,

Reigning in the lofty Brightnefs
Of the FATHER’s Majefty,
Like as Mofes and the Prophets
Sang in conftant harmony.

JEsu, King of Glory, draw us after Thee. Amen.

The WWell of Bethlehem,

HERE is found of war in Judah, and
over Ephrath’s plain,
Though the fields are ripe for harveft,
no Hebrew reaps the grain ;

For the armies of the Heathen have come with
flame and fword

To walte the pleafant dwellings of the People of
the Lorb.

In the Valley of the Giants Philiftine tents are
fpread,

And their warriors are marfhalled within the
Houfe of Bread.
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No Chief goes forth againft them,and noChampion
comes to [ave ;

For Ifrael’'s Hope, an exile, is pent within a Cave.

Around him ftill are gathered a chofen faithful few
Tried in full many a battle, and to his banner
true. '

Upon the cliffs of limeftone rock the autumn fun-
beams beat,

And glare upon the hunted band with all their
parching heat,

Till David, faint and thirfty, in his longing (peaks
to them—

Would that I had but water from the Well of
Bethlehem !

Then up arofe three Chieftains from the places
where they [ate,

‘To bring their Mafter water from the Fount befide
the gate.

They reck not of the thoufand [words which fain
would bar their way,

But calm in ftrength and valour ftraight addrefs
them to the fray.

Three men againft an army vaft, they have no
thought of flight,

For each againft a hoft of men hath ftood alone in
fight.




The Well of Bethlchem, 13

Too well Philiftine widows have learnt thofe three
names in woe,

Shammah, and Eleazar, and the peerlefs Adino.
Thofe mighty men have broken through all that

oppofing ring,

And have borne the cooling water in triumph to
their King.

But David hath the Chalice out before JeHOVAH
poured,

Saying—This is blood, not water, I may not drink
it, LorD!

O Type of future ftory ! O moft deep and myftic
Jign

Of the longing of the Nations for Him of David’s
line !

"There is found of war in all lands, and through its
cruel bane,

Though the Souls are ripe for harveft, no reaper
Jtores the grain;

For the hofts of evil Spirits make war with flame
and (word

Againft the Gentile watchers who are waiting for
the Lorb.

Afar in every Country their countlefs legions
fpread,

To turn the poor and hungry from the bleffed
Houfe of Bread.

—— i e
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And the [corching rays of forrow on mourners ever
beat,

No Rock is in the weary lands to fhadow from the
heat.

There is nothing to bring cooling, and naught may
comfort them

Save the Well of Living Water that [prings in
Bethlehem.

But Three go forth to feek that Fount, in faith
and valour ftrong,

Three who reck not of hindrances, nor of that
travail long ;

They go o’er hills and deferts with the guiding
Star before,

Wife Cafpar, true Baltafar, and the faithful
Melchior.

In vain the hofts of Satan would befet their wan-
dering,
For the mighty Men break through them to reach
1eir new-born King.

fte in eager worfhip to that long-expected
ght, ‘

7ell of Life whofe Glory gives all believers
ight,

‘hief Who comes to vanquifh, the Cham-
ion ftrong to fave,
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To Ifrael’s Hope, an INFANT, now laid within a
Cave.

And where the BaBe is cradled, Whom the Three
in awe behold,

They lay their three rich Offerings, Myrrh, Frank-
incenfe and Gold.

Then they turn them back in triumph once more
afar to roam,

‘Till they bear thofe Living Waters to thirfting
hearts at home.

And that Chalice of ThyPaffion, unto the FATHER
poured,

Although It is Blood, not water, yet we may
drink It, LorD !

O Pledge of future Glory! O moft deep and
myjtic Sign

Of the Healing of the Nations by Him of David’s
line!

Bymn to Chritt Crucified,
From the Spanifb of Luis de Leon.

HOU Spotlefs Lams of Gop,
Bathed in Thine own dear Blood,
That flows to wafh the world’s deep
guilt away,
‘Who on the ftubborn T'ree
Doft feem to call to me,
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With Arms outftretched, to find the Grace I pray;
Ere yet life’s flow decay
Makes pale the luftre bright
Of that celeftial Face,
And Death’s cold fingers trace

Their darkening fhadows o’er thofe Orbs of light,
O let one glance be thrown

From Thy meek Eyes on me, to mark me for

Thine Own.

Now when Thy Love profound
Hath reached its utmoft bound,
Nor mortal veil fuch Might may more confine ;
While on the painful Rood,
With fharpeft anguifh bowed,
Thythorn-crowned Head Thoudoft toearthincline,
With Mercy’s glance Divine
Thy Mother’s gaze to meet ;
And Thy majeftic Prayer
E’en rebel Souls would [pare,
Sent upward to Thy FATHER’s Glory-feat ;
O let Thy Pardon free
Prevail for fins like mine. Now, LorD, remember
me!

Jow while Thy (uffering Hands

Thy bounteous Grace expands,

sugh in dying ftill outftretched to give ;

And as in balance weighed,

Che full account is paid,

eby poor flaves redeemed from bondage live;
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Thy captive, LorD, receive ;
While every vital pore,
‘With flowing Mercy rife,
Burfts out, and parting life
Drains from Thy Heart Love’s ne’er-exhaufted
Jtore;
Fain would I firft be there,
My lofs, All-righteous SAVIOUR, earlieft to repair,

Thy Bedefman, Lorp, behold,
In thraldom dark and cold

Long laid, entangled long in Error’s chain :
Yet Hope, o’ermaftering Fear,
Still prompts, that Thou wilt hear,

My Advocate will not my prayer difdain :
Since Mercy’s higheft ftrain
Decrees, that pardon free
E’en there fhould moft abound
‘Where deepeft guilt is found ;

And when the darkeft ftain is cleanfed by Thee,
Thy Blood with richeft coft

Is lavifhed, and Thy Godlike Love rejoiceth moft.

‘What though with guilty load
My drooping neck is bowed,
And my [ad Spirit faints with toil and care,
Becaufe my rebel pride
Caft Thy mild Yoke afide,
Doomed, jujtly doomed, a tyrant’s bonds to bear :
‘What though I might defpair
With weary fteps and flow
c
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To reach Thee, Thou art nigh,
And never more wilt fly ;

Thofe royal Feet transfixed Thy Purpofe fhow ;
Fixed on the firm-fet Tree

In patient grief they tell how Mercy waits for me.

I know it, O my Gob:
As in a quiet road
My good defires may here at anchor ride ;
That Heart, in open fign
Of pitying Love Divine,
Seen through the lattice of Thy wounded Side,
Hath all my need fupplied :
That to the dying Thief
Gave comfort; one brief word
He (pake, and he was heard :
E’en as a glad furprife the prayed relief
Thy Anfwer gave ; the night
Of darknefs left his Soul in dawn of Life and Light.

I come in happy hour
To feel Thy Grace’s power,
Now, when with Charter new, embracing all,
Thy Gifts Thou doft prepare
For all who feek to fhare :
Now, when to ‘Thy fad Mother, bowed in thrall,
Thy fovereign Voice doth call
And bids her find a Son,
Bids John a Mother find,
‘The Thief of contrite mind
To look for promifed Joy—/hall I alone

|
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Still pine for Grace denied ?
No, Lorb, each empty Soul with Thee is fatisfled.

Behold me, Lorp, a Son
In error’s path undone,

My portion loft, did Juftice fpeak my doom :
But Thy good Word hath faid,
That Mercy’s mildeft aid

«  Turns,ftays,and guides repentant wanderers home.
I come, Dear Lorp, I come
To kifs Thy fainted Feet,
As on a rack, outfpread
On Thy hard dying bed ;

For here my (orrowing voice Thy Grace fhall meet,
And Grace to Sons forgiven

Here [peaks—O loft and found, thy portion refts

in Heaven.

For token of that Grace
To all who feek Thy Face,
E’en now Thy Head in death Thou doft incline :
I know that I have won
Of Thee that pricelefs Boon,
"The earneft of my hope, in that dear Sign.
O Majefty Divine,
O Love of truth fo pure,
Thy Bounty to bequeath,
That the Teftator’s death
Mujt pafs to make the gift of Bleffing fure!
O Mercy great and high,
That to confirm the bond ¢’en Mercy’s Lorp
muft die !



20 The Communion of the Saints.

My Song, we here muft ftay :
Such theme to honour beft
Not words, but flowing tears, fhould [peak the reft:
Sad filent mufings chafe loud fongs away :
Our notes we cannot keep,
When Earth is hufhed, and Sun and Heaven in
darknefs weep!

The Communion of the Haints.

EAVEN is no world of felf-fufficing
Blifs ;
Love is its radiance, Love its atmof-
phere,
And Love the lajft and leaft-beloved doth mifs
And counts each Soul, Love’s Blood was poured
for, dear.
Did not our gracious Mafter tell us this,
That Joy’s vaft thrill (weeps through Heaven’s
fplendour clear
1e poor finner turns that he may live,
1 not Heaven bewail one fugitive ?-

e, each Saint who loved his brethren [o
It their forrows his, loves lefs above ?
 make hearts lefs tender ? Surely, no.
:n is the dwelling-place of deathlefs Love.
r faint hearts, unconfcious of that glow,
a falfe blifs : myfelf do I reprove
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Who fhared your doubts ; but Faith its world of
light
And facred lovelinefs unbares to fight.

The Virgin Mother, higheft raifed of all,
Who at her heart earth’s Wondrous SAviour
bore,
Whofe meek affent retrieved Eve’s primal fall,
Can fhe forget her brethren evermore ?
That tender heart of pity refts the thrall ;
She cannot ceafe to love on that bright fhore :
And JEsus® Fofter-father mourns with her
The fouls that mock, the lovelefs hearts that err.

And all that glorious Hoft no tongue can count,
Apofties, Prophets, Martyrs, (well their moan.
Within each Soul ftill fprings compaffion’s fount :
Should human griefs and cares remain unknown ?
Number the funs; then weigh the vaft amount
Of mortal woes! That can the Bleft alone.
With tender yearning prayers for aye they feek
To blefs the lovelefs and to cheer the weak.

And you, [weet Friends, who here partook our
cares,
Have you forgotten and forfaken quite ?
Nay, HE Who fhared the heart’s fond yearning,
fhares
Its tendernefs and weaknefs infinite ;
For weaknefs, ftrong in faith, is rich in prayers,
And muft be weak, while wrong contends with
right.
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HEe would not drain the care-benumbing gall ;
Love, in the Higheft, can be grieved by all.

He, on Heaven’s Throne, thefr Lorp and ours,
Whofe Heart
Blends every Love, all human griefs in one !
O, that this world could know Thee as Thou art,
Undying Lorp, the All-loving FATHER’s Son,
Yet ours, our Friend, our Own, Who mak’ft Thy
part
To fue for ever hearts that fcorn and fhun:
Thou canft forget not—how fhould Thine forget ?
Love pays, for ever pays Love’s boundlefs debt.

O Thou, the SpirrT of Light and Wifdom, pour
Thy quickening rays into thefe hearts of ours,
‘That they may brim with grateful ardours o’er !
O, earth’s bare fwamps fhall yet be thronged
with flowers,
Could we but know, we furely muft adore ;
Where [unfhine ftreams, in vain the twilight
cowers. )
Come Light! come Faith! 'our colder felf deftroy!
We only afk to love, and Love, we know, is Joy.
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Cucharittical.,

HE evening fhadows thickly fall
O’er graffy flope and guarded wall,
Till darknefs folds them in her pall.

But ftill, while darknefs creeps around,
Linger the lights on holy ground,
On Zijon’s mountain, Temple crowned.

Like a rich garment’s golden hem,
Or jewels in a diadem,
So gleam thy towers, Jerufalem.

And ftill the fading lights creep higher,
Tl fretted roof and golden [pire
Stand up, like lances tipped with fire.

And then the fleeting glories fly,
Maffive and dark the towers lie,
Purple againft a crimfon (ky:

‘While up and down, and round about,
As fireflies Eaftern darknefs flout,
The glimmering hearth-lights twinkle out,

And through the gathering darknefs, yet
Gleam the white Tents, in order fet
Adown the flopes of Olivet,

And ever from the bufy ftreet
Rife the quick founds of pattering feet,
Where friends with friends in gladnefs greet.
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For of the Jewifh nation all,
Obedient to their Prophet’s call,
Are met for their high Feftival.

* * *
But He, to Whom the Feaft was due,
Sate fadly with the chofen few,
Among the faithlefs only true,

As friends who meet, and meeting know
That they muft part, yet, lingering flow,
Would eat and drink before they go.

He fate within the Upper Room,
And told them of His coming Doom
Amid the evening’s gathering gloom.

He told them of His Foemen’s [pite,
And of His yielding to their might—
‘Then one went out, and it was night.

He bleffed the Cup, He brake the Bread,
And, ¢ This My Broop’ for finners fhed,
And, ¢ This My Bopy,’ fo He faid.

out into the darkening air—
hen, the Agony of Prayer,
oly Angel knoweth where—

inderneath the Olive fhade
wrrying torches gleaming played,
iy His Own He was betrayed—




@ucharittical,

And then, the fcornful, cruel eyes,
"The Crofs, the Scourge, the bitter cries,
The All-fufficlent Sacrifice.

* * *
O Heavenly Food, O Living Bread,
‘Whereon of old Thy People fed,
Wherewith Thy Church is nourifhed !

O Bleffed Wine, by Thee outpoured
When Thou wert prefent at the Board,
‘Then for Thy Church in mercy ftored !

O bleffed Prefence, wherewith Thou
Doft feed Thy Church in mercy now,
‘While Saints and Angels reverend bow ;

They who their glittering wings unfold,
And they who ftill Thy Face behold
Amid the flafhing lamps of gold.

Silent they ftand, thofe Words to hear,
And Heaven is filled with holy fear,
‘While fallen men on earth draw near ;

They draw their wings before their face,
And filent for a little fpace
Adore The Myftery of Grace;

Adoring, while the Church they [ee,
Which fin had made in twain to be,
In Heaven and earth made One in Thee;

25
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Then from their golden harps again
Peals forth the Church’s rapturous ftrain,
¢ Worthy the LaMB that once was flain.’

O broken Flefh, O Blood outpoured,
By man and Angels both adored,
O Holy, Holy, Holy Lorbp,

Grant us to know with faithful eye,
As Saints and Angels know on high,
Thy Prefence in Thy Myftery,

With John’s deep love to Thee to cling,
Peter’s warm faith to Thee to bring,
With Mary’s tender forrowing ;

Then, by the Sufferings keen and fore
Which once that broken Body bore,
Draw near, and filently adore :

There, by our cares and troubles preft,
There lean on Thee, and leaning, reft,
As One that night, upon Thy Breaft ;

Caft at Thy Feet our guilty fears,
The load of all our fin-ftained years,
And wafh them, as that Saint, with tears;

Till all its ftrength Thy Love difplays,
And troubled hearts Thy Comforts raife,
And mourners join in fongs of praife,
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In fongs of praife that fhall not ceafe
‘Till Thou fhalt grant the full releafe
And call Thy Church to perfect Peace.

Soul-Garvening,

O fpake the hoary Thyme,
Half hidden in the grafs—

¢ I watch from morning prime
Until my Lorbp fhall pafs.

¢ How bright beneath the Sun,
How f[weet within the glade,
The flow’rets ope, each one
Beloved by Him Who made
His Flowers that live in light, His Flowers that
live in fhade.

¢« The Primrofes are pale,
Yet fair ; the Violet grows
Beneath her leafy veil,
And be fhe pale none knows,
Or be fhe fair, fo fweet her foul that overflows.

“ But all my head is ftrewed
With afhes gray; and bent
Beneath the footfall rude,
Steals forth my timid [cent
Crufhed from a leaf that curls, its wound to hide
content.
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¢ Why fhould my Lorp delight
In me? Behold how fair
His Garden is! How bright
His Rofes blowing there ;
His Lilies all like Queens that know not toil nor
care,

¢ In white calm peace on high

Each rears a bloffomed rod ;
The Gentian low doth lie,

Yet lifts from up the fod
An eye of fteadfaft blue that looks up ftraight to
Gonb.

¢ I wait my Lorp to greet,
I can but love and figh;
I watch His Eye to meet,
He can but pafs me by ;
And if His hafty Feet
Should crufh me, it were [weet
Beneath His Feet to die.”
* * *
My Love, my Lorpb, has gone
Down to His Garden fair,
To tell o’er His Rofes, one by one,
And to gather Lilies there;

Now will I rife and fing
A Song which I have made
Unto my Lorp the King;
Nor will I be afraid
To afk Him of His Flowers that fpring in fun-
Jhine and in fhade,
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“ Oh, what are thefe Rofes bright,
That in Thy Garland blow ?
Thefe Rofes red as blood,
Thefe Rofes white as [now?”

¢¢ Thefe blood-red Rofes grew
On a field with battle dyed ;
Thefe fnow-white Rofes ftrew
A path that is not wide ;
None feek that path but they who feek Him Who
was crucified !*

¢ Oh, what are thefe Lilies tipped
With fire, that (word-like gleam ?
Oh, what are thefe Lilies dipped
As in the pale moon-beam,
That quiver with unfteadfaft light and fhine as
through a dream ?”

¢ Thefe fiery Spirits paffed
From earth through fword and ﬂame ;

Thefe quiet Souls at laft
Through patience overcame:

Thefe fhine like ftars on high, and thefe
Have left no trace nor name;

1 bind them in one Wreath becaufe their triumph
was the fame.”

 Oh, what are thefe Flowers that wake
So cheerful to the morn,
All wet with tears of early dew ;

And thefe that droop forlorn,
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oul-Garvening.

dropsof night drenched through
le Flowers of cheerful hue

the wayfide grew,

z among the corn;

,, that o’er a Ruin wave

mfon flag, in fight

ded fore, yet ftill are brave

the fcent and fight ;

1 upon a grave all wet with drops

: I have that will unfold

zht is dufk and ftill,

have that keep their hold
wind-fwept hill ;

k not from the fummer heat,
not fear the cold,

hefe I know for [weet,

nt, and for bold.”

reft Flowers within Thy Hand,
areft on Thy Breaft

now tell me which of thefe
wers Thou loveft beft ;

Thou gather to Thy Heart
ibove the reft

not love my Flowers,

rers that bloom and pine,
ought, unwatched for hours
yes but Mine ?



The AlcenGon of Thritk.

¢ Should I not love my Flowers ?
I love my Lilies tall,

My Marigolds with conftant eyes,

Each Flower that blows, each Flowerthat di
To Me, I love them all.

¢ I gather to a Heavenly bower
My Rofes fair and fweet ;
I hide within My Breaft the Flower
‘ 1 That grows befide My Feet.”

Tbpe Alcenton of Chrik,

NAIOTHING now is left to do,

All the labour is gone through,
CHriIsT hath bought us with His Bloc
Proved the work, and found it good
Sealed, and writ with iron pen,

‘The unutterable Amen.

Look not for the fiery car
Borne above the winds afar,
Where the Angel-horfes beat
Golden air with flying feet,
Flaming by a path untrod
In among the ftars of Gob.

As to earth, with no high name,
Nor like earthly Kings He came,
Now rejected of His Own,
Grandly quiet and alone
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The Alcenon of CHrilk,

He returneth to His Reft,
Back into the FATHER’s Breaft.

Only by a chofen few

Who believe His Promife true,

Eat His Bread, and drink His Cup,
He is feen as He goes up,

Till the cloud, that waiting lies,
Veils Him from their yearning eyes.

On the pure lips, ere He paffed,
Words of Bleffing were the laft.
His receding Hands, outfpread,
Pour Redemption on their head.
But the cloud comes in between,
And the Form is no more feen.

Spake befide them, in their fight,
Two Men robed in fhining white—
Why in wonder thus do ye

Gaze, O Men of Galilee?

Hence! nor from the Work refrain
Till your CHRr1sT fhall come again.

‘Then into the world they fare,

And His Love goes with them there;
To life’s daily tafks they turn,

And His fecret Prefence learn;
While they do His gracious Will
All is good and nothing ill.
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Comes a Day when on the earth
The new Kingdom fhall have birth,
And with many a wondrous Sign
Judah fhall arife and fhine ;

But the feafon and the hour,

‘Thefe are in the FATHER’s Power.

Now let us new comfort draw
From the Vifion which they faw,
And ourfelves example take

From the word thofe Angels fpake,
Nor from the good work refrain
Till our CHRrisT fhall come again.

And if here, in light fo dim,

Toil itfelf is fweet for Him,

If, when under clouds we go,

From the Crofs true pleafures flow,
What if ever we fhould ftand,

Crowned in the Celeftial Land,

‘With the Saints at Gop’s Right Hand !

- After thig the Judbgment.

S eager homebound Traveller tothe goal,
Or fteadfaft Seeker on an unfearched
main,
Or Martyr panting for an aureole,

My Fellow-pilgrims pafs me, and attain

‘That hidden Manfion of perpetual Peace
Where keen defireand hopedwell free from pain:

D
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That Gate ftands open of perennial eafe ;

I view the Glory till I partly long,
Yet lack the fire of love which quickens thefe.

O paffing Angel, [peed me with a fong,
A melody of Heaven to reach my heart

And roufe me to the race and make me ftrong ;
Till in fuch mufic I take up my part,

Swelling thofe Alleluias full of reft,
One, tenfold, hundredfold, with Heavenly art,

Fulfilling north and fouth and eaft and weft,
Thoufand, ten thoufandfold, innumerable,

All blent in one yet each one manifeft ;
Each one diftinguifhed and beloved as well

As if no fecond voice in earth or Heaven
Were lifted up the Love of Gob to tell.

Ah, Love of Gop, which Thine own Self haft

given

To me moft poor, and made me rich in love,

Love that doft pafs the tenfold feven times feven,
Draw Thou mine eyes,draw Thou my heart above,

My treafure and my heart ftore Thou in Thee,
Brood over me with yearnings of a dove ;

Be Hufband, Brother, clofeft Friend to me;
Love me as very mother loves her fon,

Her fucking firftborn, fondled on her knee :
Yea, more than mother loves her little one ;

For earthly even a mother may forget,
And feel no pity for its piteous moan ;

But Thou, O Love of Gop, remember yet,
Through the dry defert, through the waterflood,
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(Life, Death), until the great White T hronefs fet.
If now I am fick in chewing the bitter cud
Of fweet paft fin, though folaced by Thy Grace
And oft-times firengthened by Thy Flefh and
Blood,

How fhall I then ftand up before Thy Face,
When from Thine Eyes repentance fhall be hid
And utmoft Juftice ftand in Mercy’s place:

When every fin I thought, or [poke, or did,
Shall meet me at the inexorable Bar,
And there be no man ftanding in the mid
To plead for me ; while ftar fallen after ftar
With Heaven and earth are like a ripened fhock,
And all time’s mighty works and wonders are
Confumed as in a moment ; when no rock
Remains to fall on me, no tree to hide,
But I jtand all creation’s gazing-ftock,
Expofed and comfortlefs on every fide,
Placed trembling in the final balances
Whofe poife this hour, this moment, muft be
tried ?
Ah, Love of Gob, if greater Love than this
Hath no man, that a MaN die for His Friend,
And if fuch Love of Love Thine own Love is,
Plead with Thyfelf, with me, before the end ;
Redeem me from the irrevocable paft ;
Pitch Thou Thy Prefence round me to defend ;
Yea, feek with piercéd Feet, yea, hold me faft
With piercéed Hands—Whofe Wounds were
made by Love
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36 The Embracing of the Bodp of

Not what I am, remember what Thou waft
When darknefs hid from Thee Thy Heavens
above,
And fin Thy FaTuer’s Face, while Thou didft
drink
‘The bitter Cup of Death, didft tafte thereof
For every man ; while Thou waft nigh to fink
Beneath the intenfe, intolerable rod,
Grown [ick of Love : not what I am, but think
Thy Lifethen ranfomed mine, my Gop, my Gob.

The Embracing of the Bovp of Chrilk
by Big Wirgin-MWother.

THOU uncovered Corfe, WorD of the
Living ONE,
Self-doomed to be uplifted on the
bitter Tree,
‘Thereon to die, Thy patient Will, Eternal Son,
And thence in Love draw all men unto Thee.

‘Which of Thy holy Members is without a Wound ?
"The thorny Wreath Thy bleffed Brow embraces
faft 5
No place whereon to lay Thee, weary Head, was
found—
" Baut Thou fhalt reft within a Tomb at laft.

O Lips, which once with fweeteft Words did
overflow,
Frefh from fharp vinegar and bitternefs of gall ;




——

v s ———

Chrit by big Wirgin-MWother, 37

O Cheeks,how oftenturned tomany a [miter’s blow,
And fpat upon in Pilate’s Judgment-hall.

By hands of men made helplefs on the dreadful
Beam,
O Hands, of man creative, how were ye pierced
through ;
Yet all outftretched, ye reach e’en Hades to redeem,
And give the firft tranfgre(Jor help anew.

O Mouthall fweet, no guile was ever found in Thee,
And yet, alas! by traiterous kifs waft Thou be+
trayed ;
O bleffed Feet, that walking on the ftormy fea
All water hallowed as the waves obeyed.

‘Where is the chorus of Thy fick ones, O my Son,
All thofe infirm whom Thou didft heal, the
upraifed dead?
To draw the nails from Hands and Feet, there
came not one
Of all the crowds whom Thou haft comforted

Only came Nicodemus, he who fought by night,
And Jofeph kind, whofe rocky Tomb Thy Bed
fhall be,
Whither, to fleep a Lion’s fleep in awful might,
My Son, how foon will they be bearing Thee.

Now Thou art borne to me from yon fharp Crofs
of pain,
And heavily upon thefe Mother-arms art laid ;
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Thefe arms which bare Thee long ago, and once
again
A lowly refting place for ‘Thee are made.

I, who firft fwathéd Thee, Thy Grave-clothes now:
will bind,
Giver of Life, Thou lieft dead before me now :
Tears laved Thee at Thy Birth; far hotter tears
I find
To wafh the Death-drops from Thy pallid
Brow.

High in thefe arms Maternal Thou didft leap,
Thou Who waft born of me, this weary world
to fave ;
O bitter Funerals! that I who hufhed Thy Sleep,
 Muftwail this doleful Paffion 0’er Thy Grave.

The Bymn of Aureliug Prudentiug
Clemeng,
On the Eighth Day before the Kalends of Fanuary,
(Cbrifimas Day.)

- MIHEREFORE doth the circling Sun
‘ : 1 Ceafe the downward courfe to run?
QV: V.l Is it that the Curisr is born,

Lengthening out the path of morn?

P




Qureliug Prudentiug Clemeng,

Ah, how [wift the hurrying day
Seemed of late to fleet away !
Almoft might the torch appear
Quenched, of the declining year!

- Now the Heaven in livelier glow
Flames o’er gladdening Earth below ;
Mounting now the daybeam fhines
Gradual on the former lines.

Spring to light, All-lovely CHILD !
Spring from Mother undefiled,
Maid from fpoufal conta&t free,
Bearing Gop and MaN in Thee.

Worp of Gop! though Thou be fprung,
Uttered by the FATHER’s Tongue,

Yet in the Paternal Breaft

WispoM found an earlieft reft ;

She did heaven and earth ordain,

Night and day, and all their train ;
At the Word their paths they trod,
Duteous—for the Worp was Gob.

But, the world’s foundation laid,
All things in due order made,

He Who wrought them all at will
In His Father’s Bofom ftill

Refted, till revolving years
Fill their thoufandfold careers,

39
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The Hymn of

And Himfelf in mercy then
Seck this (inful world of men.

For the tribes of loft mankind,
Vanity-adoring, blind,

Worfhipped as their gods alone
Senfelefs brafs, and wood, and ftone.

While they thus unfaithful ftrayed,
They the Spoiler’s prey were made,
Prone their flavifh life to fteep,
Hopelefs, in the fiery deep.

Baut the CHR1sT would not that all
Nations from His Realm fhould fall,
Left the glorious Strulture wrought
By His FATHER come to nought.

He afJumed a mortal Frame,
That, arifing with the fame,

He might rend Death’s iron ban,
To His FATHER bear a MaN.

This is that great natal Day,
When amid the quickening clay
Warm the Informing Spirit ftirred,
Breathing into Flefh the Worb.

Feel’ft thou not, imperial Maid,
All thy forrows overpaid,

All thy Maidenhood’s pure blifs
Overbleft by Birth like This ?
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O what mighty Joys fhall come
From that chafte and holy Womb,
Whence the new-born ages bright
Forth proceed in golden light!

At that wondrous Infant-cry

Spring o’erfpreads the wintry [Ky;
From her gloomy trance Thy Birth
Wakens up regenerate earth.

Well I ween that gracious morn
Saw unnumbered flowers new-born ;
E’en parched Afric’s fandy fhore
Fragrant nard and near bore.

All things barbarous, hard, and wild,
Felt Thy Birth, Celeftial CHiLD!
O’er her breaft the dry rock drew
Flowery veil of vernal hue:

Honey from the cliff wells down :
Spicy gums the hard oak crown :
Mid the fere and barren fields
Odorous balm the tamarifk yields.

O thrice holy humble ftall,
Cradle of the King of all,
Ever to His Saints endeared,
By the [peechlefs race revered!

Yes! the unreafoning kind adore,
Ignorant though of holy lore ;
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ThHe Hymn of Pruventiug,

Thoughtful erft of food alone,
Now their prefent LorD they own.

Yet, while Thee with faithful mind
Heathens, and the inferior kind
Seek, and on the unreafoning race
Falls fome glimmering of Thy Grace,

They, the Fathers’ chofen line,
Hate and fpurn the BaBe Divine :
As with forceries dark infpired,
Or demoniac frenzy fired.

Why thus headlong rufh to fin?
Own, if thought thy heart within
*Mid thy wild delufion fprings,
Here the King of all thy kings.

Him Whom humble cattle-fall,
Mortal Mother, cradle fmall,
Woeak and wailing Infancy,
Gave the Nations’ LoRrD to be,

Sinner! thou fhalt view on high
Throned upon the glittering (ky,
While with fruitlefs tears and fore
™" -1 thy trefpafs fhalt deplore.

through Heaven the Trump Divine
‘or earth to burn the fign,

storn Creation rolls

red from the blazing poles,
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He fhall from His Throne repay
Each man’s doom for each man’s way :
Heaven to thefe, and quenchlefs Light;
Hell to thofe, and raylefs Night.

Then, Jud=a! to thy lofs,

Feel the thunder of the Crofs:
Death his prey from hand of thine
Might receive, but muft refign.

The Two Cobenantg: an Allegory.

RISE! ye Children chofen of the Lorbp,
' And haften for your life ;
Nor tarry in the land of Gop abhorred,
Where all His Plagues are rife ;
Nor fondly gaze upon the accurféd fpot 3
Death lurks in Egypt’s pleafures—touch them not.

- But firft with Sacred BLoop be ye baptized,
That in this awful night
The dread Deftroyer, by that Sign apprized,
May heed the holy fight :
Behold the LaMB! from the world’s morning flain,
Make you His Pains your peace, His Grief your
gain.

Aye, mark Him on your homes, your houfehold

ways,
Him always, Firft and Laft,
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Who by His Love can fuch deliverance raife
Till the death-ftroke be paft :

Then fheltered by that Love draw near, and take

Of the myfterious Feaft fuch Love can make.

The bitter tafte of penitential woe
Makes pardoning Grace moft meet
For clean(@d hearts that no ill leaven know,
Only the favour [weet
Of meek obedience, and of conftant will
That Gob in them His Purpofe fhould fulfil.

And then, will fhoe-clad feet and ftaff in hand,
Stand ready for the flight
From dying Egypt to the living Land
Of freedom and of light ;
And while ye fafely pafs o’er fea and plain,
A much obfervéd night let this remain.
* * * *

Still are ye faring through life’s middle [pace,
The fpace of forty years ?

Is the world’s wildernefs a dreary place
Of perils and of fears ?

Seems it a long way to the end of life,

A weary journey, and a ceafelefs ftrife ?

Children no more—but Chofen People ftill!
Gop’s Cloud is fafeft forrow:

His Banquet lies outfpread ; take now your fill,
And truft Him for to-morrow :
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Ye wift not what It is; but It is fent
To ftay your famifhed Souls : be ye content.

O Marvel ever fweet, and ever new !
To rife up morn by morn,
To wander forth, a Flock forlorn and few,
Toil-ftained and travel-worn ;
To find the Wealth of Heaven on this bare earth,
And Canaan’s plenty *mid the defert’s dearth.

What though the wondrous Thing fhould melt
away
Upon the fcorching wafte—
Have ye not jtored a Bleffing for to-day
Whofe joy ye fill can tafte?
All pureft Pleafures that your Souls can need
Gathered in one—’tis Angels’ Food indeed.

Gop’s Meafure is—Enough : enough of toil,
Enough of reft and calm,

Enough of this world’s care and fret and foil,
Enough of His world’s Balm :

E’en of Himfelf enough, in joy and woe,

Till Him in all His Fulnefs ye fhall know.

* * * *

O weary Pilgrims ! nearly Home at laft,
Clofe upon Jordan’s fhore,

What are your troubles now that they are paft
What are your joys in ftore?.

Only keep clofer yet beneath His Hand,

Who brings you to the borders of His Land.
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Do ye look back upon the far-off days
When firft ye knew the Lorp ?
And went afide from Egypt’s evil ways
Unto His Pafchal Board ;
And gained a Guardian through the dangerous
time
Of morning’s early flufh and golden prime?

Or think ye on the troublous wildernefs,
Its pitfalls and its (nares ;
Your faithlefs fears, your cries of deep diftrefs,
Your forrows and your cares ;
And how the pricelefs Manna Gob-beftowed
Lay, ¢ Meat enough,’ along your Heavenward
road ?

Still to the laft muft your faint Souls be fed,
Gonb ftill prepares a Feaft;
Upon His Altar lies the Holy Bread,
‘The portion of the Prieft—
Yea, and of thofe who, prieftlike, ftand and wait
Abfolved, cleanféd, pure, within the gate.

Gop, Who through life hath fed you to this day,
Defend you to the end ;

His living Bread be ftill your Staff and Stay;
His Angel ftill your Friend ;

Till daylight fades, and hues of evening fall,

Till fhadows ceafe, and Gob is All in AlL
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Htansag.

Perfecution.

HERE was filence in the Heavens
When the SonN of MAN was led

" From the Garden to the Judgment ;
Sudden filence, ftrange, and dread!

All along the empyreal coafts

On their knees the immortal Hofts

Watched, with fad and wondering eyes,

That tremendous Sacrifice.

There was [ilence in the Heavens

When the Prieft his garment tore ;
Silence when the Twain accurféd

Their falfe witnefs faintly bore :
Silence (though a tremor crept
O’er their ranks) the Angels kept
While that Judge, difmayed though proud,
Wafhed his hands before the crowd.

But when Curist His Crofs was bearing,
- Fainting oft, by flow degrees,

Then went forth the Angelic thunder

Of Legions rifing from their knees :
Each bright Spirit grafped a brand ;
And Lightning flafhed from band to band :
An inftant more had launched them forth
Avenging terrors to the earth.
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Then from Gob there fell a Glory

Round and o’er that multitude ;
And by every fervent Angel

With hufhing hand Another ftood :
Another, never feen before,
Stood one moment and no more—
¢ Peace! Brethren, peace! to us is given
Suffering. Vengeance is for Heaven !”

Law and Grace.

no longer :
But this is true, that we, who fank of old
Oppreffed beneath that armour’s weight of gold,
Sujtain it now in glory, being ftronger!

‘The Form remains : but is a form no more
To eyes infpired, that fee
Through bondage Liberty,
And in His earthly Shape their Gop adore.
To Love, all things are Love:
To Grace, all things are Grace :
And humble Faith can never move
In an unholy place!

Within, but not beneath the Law we dwell :
That wall, of old our prifon’s circuit, now,
Girding the citied mountain’s fovereign brow,

Is but the bulwark of man’s citadel:
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Large views beyond are given ;
Safe views of all the earth, and healing airs of
Heaven.

Within the Temple of the Law we ftand,

As once without it ftood

That awe-ftruck multitude ;
And on the marble Tables lay our hand: |
There, like the Prieft of old, our Gop we meet,
And ftand up boldly by the Mercy-Seat.

Prayer of Biluebert to the Volp Trinity,
To the Everlafting Father,

IRST and Laft of faith’s receiving,
Source and Sea of man’s believing,
sl Gop, Whofe Might is all-potential,
Gob, Whofe Truthis Truth’s effential,

Good fupreme in Thy Subfifting,

Good in all Thy feen Exifting ;

Over all things, all things under,

Touching all, from all afunder ;

Centre Thou, but not intruded,

Compa(Jing, and yet included ;

Over all, and not afcending,

Under all, but not depending ;

Over all, the world ordaining,

Under all, the world fuftaining ;

E
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Praper of Bilvebert,

All without, in all furrounding,

All within, in Grace abounding ;
Inmoft, yet not comprehended,
Outer ftill, and not extended ;

Over, yet on nothing founded,
Under, but by fpace unbounded ;
Omniprefent, yet in-dwelling,
Self-impelled, the world impelling ;
Force, nor Fate’s predeftination
Sways Thee to one alteration ;

Ours to-day, Thyfelf for ever,

Still commencing, ending never ;
Paft with Thee is time’s beginning,
Prefent all its future winning ;
With Thy Counfel’s firft ordaining
Comes Thy Counfel’s laft attaining ;
One the Light's firft radiance darting
And the Elements’ departing.

To the Eternal Son.

VAEX T in Revelation’s fequel,

D § Co-eternal Son, Co-equal,
FaTuer’s Light, and FATHER’s Feature,
All-creating, yet a Creature,

With our flefh Thyfelf enduing,

All our righteoufnefs enfuing ;

With immortal Glory fhining,

Yet to death and time declining ;
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MAaN and Gobp united ever,

Gob in MAN confounded never.

Not Thyfelf to flefh converting,

All the GoprEabD ftill afferting ;

All the Gop to MaNHoOD taking,
Yet the ManHoOD not forfaking ;
One with Gob by conformation,

Lefs than Gobp by Incarnation ;

Man in fubftance of Thy Mother,
Yet than Gop Thyfelf no other.
Thus two Natures’ wondrous union
Stands in unimpaired communion ;
‘What He was ere worlds were dated,
That He was on earth created ;

He our only Mediator,

None but He our Legiflator ;

Born for us, and circumcifed,

Dead, and buried, and baptizéd ;

Fell on fleep, to Hell defcending,
Rofe again to Life unending ;
Thence to Judgment comes to call men
Who Himfelf was judged for all men.

To the Holy Spirit.

OD, of Glory unabated,

YSFA Not begotten, nor created,
SPIRIT, SoN nor FATHER neither,
Yet proceedeft Thou from either,

51
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From no Heavenly [ource exterior,
With no Quality inferior,

From Eternity no lower,
Subjtance, Majejty, or Power,

ATHER One in Gofpel-ftory,
I One the Firft-begotten’s Glory,
One the HoLy GHosT’s Proceffion—
‘Three, but One to Faith’s confeffion.
Each Himfelf is Gop alonely,
Yet not Three, but One Gop only.
In this Onenefs, worfhipped truly,
. 'Three in One I worfhip duly;
In their Perfons ever Three,
In their Subftance Unity ;
None of Whom is lefs than Other,
None is greater than Another :
In each One no variation,
Into each no tranfmutation ;
Each is Gop, and yet no blending,
Everlafting, without ending.

* * *

i’-‘lﬁ- ATRONGHOLD fafe of Judah’s Lion,

E5B) Take, O take me to thee, Sion!
Light’s own Gob thy light’s renewing,
From the Crofs thy lintels hewing ;
Living gems thy walls’ foundation,
Praife thy gates, thy ftreets Salvation.
In that City (unfhine vernal
Dwells for ever, Peace eternal ;
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There no taint of fin remaining,

No defe& and no complaining ;
Stunted none and none unfightly,
All conformed to JEsus brightly.
City of time- fainted Sages

Built upon the rock of ages,

O’er the ftormy world’s commotions
To Thee all my Soul’s devotions
Waft I, for thy Love expiring,
Peaceful Reft and Joys untiring.
Feafts how bright thy Saints are keeping,
Without mixture, without weeping ;
Heart to heart what love entwining ;
With what ftones the city (hining,
Jacinth or Chalcedon be it,

They fhall know who live to fee it.

The Wition of the Glory.
For the Feaft of the Transfiguration, Auguft

RIGHT upon the vefted Altar, pa
of the early morn,
Flame the Tapers in the ftillnefs
rofy Auguft dawn

Twin in number, twin in nature, earthly r
Shining bright

With the flame which, uncommingled, fhe
radiance of its light,
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Uncontained, yet clofe united—undivided each,
yet whole,

As the human flefh is wedded with the reafonable
Soul :

While behind, diftin&, myjterious, cafting.fhadow
from above,

Spreads the Crofs its arms of Mercy and of all-
embracing Love.

* * * *

Light of Light, from Heaven defcending to thy
earthly Altar-throne,

Lo! we call Thee, we receive Thee: Mafter, come
unto Thine Own ;

For on Tabor fhone the GopHEAD through its
Flefhly Veil to-day,

And the darknefs comprehends Thee, and the
fhadows flee away.

On the Mount, the mifts difperfing, cleared the
Vifion for a [pace,

And weak man beheld the GopHEAD, unforbidden,
Face to face;

Saw the Lowly Mannoop kindle with a Glory
not its Own,

As the GopHEAD, Uncreated, from its Human
Vefture fhone;
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Saw Him there, but not in terror, as in olden time
He came

In the blacknefs and the tempeft and the mountain
wrapt in flame ;

Saw the covenanted meeting of the Old World
and the New,

Every Word confirmed and witneffed in the mouth
of Three and Two ;

Saw the T'wo of all the Old World, of the New
World faw the Three,

Law and Prophets, chief Apoftle, and the Sons of
Zebedee, ’

Sounds the Voice through all the ages—Man has
finned, and Man muft die;

Gonp has [poken in His Juftice—Can the Gop of
Juftice lie?

Love takes up the Challenge, pleading—Gob is
Love, and Gop has won

Pardon through the Blood-atoning of the Well-
beloved Son.

Gop is Judge, and Gop the Ranfom: Heaven
and earth in one rejoice ;

Hufhed the earthquake ; paft the tempeft; prefent
is the ftill fmall Voice.

* * * *

Bright upon the vefted Altar burns the Tapers’
Jteady light,
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Therefore on the vefted Altar burns the Tapers’
fteady flame,

Setting forth the Two-fold Natures wherewith
CHRIST the SAVIOUR came,

Setting forth the Heavenly Subftance which the
faithful Soul intent

Muft difcern beneath the Subjtance of the fearful
Sacrament ;

That the fainting may gain vigour, and the fickly
be made whole,

If the hem of that bright Garment do but touch
upon the Soul.

ThHe Life of THritt.

From the Latin.

N Wifdom, Gop the Lorp,
§ Who by His potent Word
8|  The Univerfe controls,
Beheld us as we lay
To guilt and grief a prey,

And pitied our lojt Souls.
From His high Throne above
‘The FATHER fent in Love

His MefJenger to earth,
That all things might be done
As promifed to the Son

Before His wondrous Birth,
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The Life of CThritk.

Soon as the Angel [poke
‘The Virgin’s joy awoke—
Hail! favoured One, for thou
(Said he) fhalt bear a Son,
Both Gop and MAN in One,
To Whom fhall all things bow.
Nor was it long delayed
Before that Mother-Maid
Embraced her Holy CHiLD,
The Light of faithful men
Cheering the world again
With Virtue undefiled.

The Eternal Son of Gop was born

A Man, on that illuftrious morn;

He Whom the boundlefs Heavens obey
Then in the lowly Manger lay,

And then awoke the exultant Hymn
From raptured choirs of Cherubim.,

No proud ones faw the glorious light
That burft upon the Shepherds’ fight,
But, Jeffe’s Rod in bloom, behold
With Myrrh and Frankincenfe and Gold,
Fit Gifts, the Magi come from far,
Led on by Bethlehem’s Herald-ftar!

Born for men, He was indeed
Circumcifed as Abraham’s feed ;
Him His Mother gladly brings
With the appointed offerings ;
Simeon takes Him in his arms,
Spared to fee the Saviour’s Charms,
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Who ere long in Jordan’s river,
In a glorious Myftery,

Wafhed away our fins for ever,
If repentant we fhall be,

If in the Baptifmal wave

We fhall own His Power to fave.

Soon followed Aéts of glorious Fame—
See wine from water flowing ;

Eyes for the blind, feet for the lame,
Tongues for the dumb are growing :

‘The deaf find ears ; difeafes fly ;
The very dead fhow motion ;

The Devils fhun His piercing Eye ;
He calms the ftorm-toffed ocean :

Five thoufand feaft on what He gives,
Five loaves and two fmall fifhes ;

Blood is ftaunched ; and the poor child lives,
As faith maternal wifhes.

Now, as Holy Scripture reads,
On the Crofs our Shepherd bleeds,

Yielding up His precious Breath ;
Spotlefs LamB of Gop, He lies
Dying as our Sacrifice,

Winning viftory over death !
Dawns at length the appointed day ;
Hell flies open; Death gives way ;

Chriftians [ee their Rifen Lorp :
Oh, the triumphs of that hour !
Miracles of faving Power

Wait upon His gracious Word.
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Having thus (ubdued His Foes,

Up to Heaven the Saviour rofe,
Glory of our ranfomed nature :

All Dominion is His own,

One with Gop upon the Throne,
Lorp and King of every creature.

Gift of His tranfcendent Merit,

Soon came down the Promifed SpiriT,
Fount of living Confolation,

Fitting chofen men for teaching,

With new tongues and power of preaching
Truth and Love to every nation.

Ye Saints, with faithful (pirit fing
New fongs to your exalted King :
The fhades of night are melting faft,
And morning light will come at laft—

Raife your joyous eyes

To the glowing fkies ;

For He comes to blefs

With more than primal happinefs.

Thy Daughter ig vead, trouble not the
MWafter.,

EAD is thy Daughter, trouble not the
Mafter—
Thus in the Ruler’s ear his fervants
fpake,
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While tremblingly he urged the Saviour fafter
Up the green flope from that white margined
Lake.

The foft waveweltered, and thebreezecame fighing
Out of the oleander thickets red ;

He only heard a breath that gafped in dying,
Or ¢ Trouble not the Mafter—She is dead.’

Trouble Him not. Ah! are thefe words befeeming
The defolation of that awful day,

When love’s vain fancies, hope’s delufive dreaming
Are over—and the life has fled for aye?

We need Him moft when the dear eyes are clofing,
‘When on the cheek the fhadow lieth ftrong,

‘When the foft lines are fet in.that repofing
"That never Mother cradled with a fong.

Then moft we need the gentle Human Feeling
"That throbs with all our forrows and our fears,

And that great Love Divine its light revealing
In fhort bright flafhes through a mift of tears.

Then moft we need the Voice that while it weepeth
Yet hath a folemn undertone that faith—

Woeep not, thy darling is not dead, but fleepeth ;
Only believe, for I have conquered death.

Then moft we need the thoughts of Refurretion,
Not the life here, mid pain, and fin, and woe,
But ever in the fulnefs of Perfetion,
‘To walk with Him in robes as white as fnow.
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When in our nurfery garden falls a bloffom,
And as we kifs the hand and fold the feet,

We cannot fee the lamb in Abraham’s bofom,
Nor hear the footfall in the golden ftreet.

When all is filent—neither moan nor cheering,
‘The hufh of hope, the end of all our cares—

All but that harp above, beyond our hearing,
Then moft we need to trouble Him with prayers.

Did He not enter in when that cold Sleeper
Lay ftill, with pulfelefs heart and leaden eyes,

Put calmly forth each loud tumultuous weeper,
And take her by the hand and bid her rife?

Come to us, SAVIOUR! in our lone dejeion,
Speak calmly to our wild and paffionate grief,

Bring us the hopes and thoughts of Refurredtion,
Bring us the comfort of a true Belief.

Come! with that Human Voice that breaks in
weeping,
Come! with that awful Tendernefs Divine,
Come! tell us that they are not dead but fleeping,
But gone before to Thee, for they are Thine.
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The Shavow and the Subkance.

(| AMARIA proud and glorious,
- Rival City of Gop,

; }:\ ‘\” Thou ftandeft ftill viGorious,
Free from the Syrian’s rod.

The horfe and rider charge in vain,
They hear a Phantom-fhout ;

A mighty army on the plain
Flies, routed without rout.

The Spear-man flerceft in affault
Flings (pear and fhield away,

And flees, as one fears to halt,
The imaginary fray.

The Leper drinks from cups of gold,
And lies where princes laid ;

His loathfome fingers jewels hold
For dainty nobles made.

*Tis rout, and fhame, and ruin all
With haughty Syria’s men—

There’s plenty in the leaguered Hall,
Pale famine feafts again.

* * *

Jerufalem, the Righteous,
City of CHrisT and Gob,
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————

Thou art in Heaven more glorious
Thou art the Saints’ abode.

I afk Thee, Gobp, the life to live
Of holy Saints below ;

I afk Thee, HoLy GHosT, to give
The power of faith to fhow ;

I afk Thee, CHRIsT, on earth to fight
Againft the Powers of air;

I afk Thee that in craven flight
No Child of Thine may fhare;

I afk Thee that no Phantom-voice
May fhake my truft in Thee;

I rather afk the Champion’s choice,
The Martyr’s conftancy.

Jerufalem, the Glorious,

Thefe, thefe fhall dwell and fhine,
O’er fin and felf vi€torious,
 True Citizens of thine.

Thefe, refting on Thy Bofom, Lorp,

. 'The SPIRIT’s Jewels wear ;

In Faith and Love they took the Word,
And Faith and Love they are.
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Surgit Thritug cum Trophaen,
An Eafler Sequence,

HRIST with mighty Triumph rifes!
All the gates of Death furprifes !
From a Lamb a Lion ftrong :
— Hell through all its depths is quaking;
Earth through all its graves is fhaking ;
Raife on high the Victor's fong !

Hail the LaMB! adore Him greatly,
‘Who.upon the Crofs but lately

For His helplefs Sheep was flain ;
By His Death He brought Salvation,
‘To the loft of every nation

Showed the Way of Life again,

He alone His Paffion bearing,

None His mighty Grief was fharing
Save repentant Magdalene—

‘Tell us Mary, *mid thy weeping,

By the Crofs thy ftation keeping,
All the Woes that thou haft feen—

I beheld the Lorp’s Anointed
Bear the Stripes to fin appointed,
Lifted on His Crofs to die;
Saw the Lorp His Thorn-crown wearing,
Groffeft infult meekly bearing,
Pale His Cheek, and funk His Eye:
F
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Through His Hands the nails were driven,
By the [pear His Side was riven,
Then He bowed His facred Head,
And His Soul to Gop commended,
All His bitter Paffion ended—
Lo! the Lorp of Life was dead.

Tell us, Mary, all thy doing,
- Still thy tafk of love purfuing,
When the Saviour’s Soul was fled—
By the martyred Mother keeping,
While I foothed, I fhared her weeping,
‘Till unto her home I led :

‘Then upon the hard earth falling,
Mourned I o’er that Scene appaling,
Mourned my SAaviour’s bitter Doom ;
Then the fragrant [pices blending,
Love’s lajt precious care attending,
Hied me to the facred Tomb :

Search for my Beloved making,

Him for Whom my heart was breaking,
All my fearching proved in vain ;

Then my Soul was newly troubled,

All my grief and care was doubled,
And my tears burft forth again.

Weep not, Mary, now unduly
CHRIsT the Lorp hath rifen truly,
Broke the feal and ’fcaped the ward—
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Words of comfort ye have [poken;
And indeed no fingle token
Saw I of the Rifen Lorb :

Shining Angels told the ftory—
Here is not the LorD of Glory,
He is rifen, as He faid ;
See unwound each linen Cerement
And yon token of endearment
Which enwrapped His facred Head.

Yea, indeed, the Lorb is rifen!
Burfting from His narrow Prifon ;
Hope in Him, ye Sons of men!
Rifen SAvIOUR, leave us never,
Show us Love and Pity ever;
Alleluia! LorDp, Amen.

The CThiluhoon of CHrilk,

HA'T earth appeared to Angel eyes
‘That Sabbath morn in Paradife,
When man before his FATHER

Jtood,
And Gobp beheld that all was good—

‘When Nature, guiltlefs yet of ftain,
Returned her Maker's fmile again,

And over all created things

Lingered the SPir1T’s brooding Wings—
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So fair, fo frefh, fo free from taint,
Beyond all mortal fkill to paint,

So calm in growing Strength ferene,
The Holy Childhood muft have been—

A Garden fed with Heavenly Dew,
‘Where all things lovely bloomed and grew,
Where Knowledge both of good and ilt
But left the heart more holy ftill,

But vainly would we feek to raife

‘The vell that fhrouds CHR1sT’s early Days,
Each wondrous A&, each Word fublime
That beautified that glorious Prime,

A few brief lines of Sacred Writ
Contain the whole we know of it §
And there the eye of faith may fee
The lowly Home in Galilee,

Where daily in His Mother’s fight
He grew in Wifdom and in Might ;
‘The path of meek Obedience trod,
In favour both with man and Gob.

He grew in Wifdom ! who can weigh
‘The meaning which thofe Words convey ;
Or trace the deep myjterious line
Between the Human and Divine ?

We only know the daily growth
Was that of Mind and Body both,
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Until the Perfe&t Childhood paffed
Into the Perfect Man at laft.

Yet one recorded fcene alone

A Gilory o’er thofe years hath thrown,
Revealing to His Mother’s Soul

A Realm beyond her Love’s control :

Teaching both her, who meekly heard
And treafured every facred Word,
And all His Church, from age to age
Who read them in the Gofpel page,

‘That far above all earthly claim

Was that great Work for which He came,
As far beyond all earthly tie,

‘The Sonfhip of His DEerry.

And if to thofe who love Him moft,
His Prefence for awhile be loft,

And on Life’s crowded road they find
‘That they have left their LorD behind,

Let them each erring ftep retrace,

And feek Him through His Means of Grace,
Who, in His FaATHER’s Houfe of Prayer,
Still doth His Work of Mercy there.



70

We vwould fee Jelug,

NCE, amid the wondrous Story of thofe
thirty years and three,
When the GopHEAD’s veiléd Glory
JShone through our humanity,
Burfta funlighttranfitory o’erthat forrow-darkened

fea.

*T'was within the Holy City, briefeft (pace ere
He deceafed,

In His world-atoning pity Pafchal Sacrifice and
Prieft,

Chaunting pfalm and folemn ditty, came thc
people to the Feaft.

Branch of palm before Him flinging, marched the
multitude along,

Little children with their finging joined the unpre-
fumptuous throng,

Joyous Jubilates ringing filled Jerufalem with fong.

‘Then it was from thofe far Iflands dear to ftory
and to fame,

From the claffic vales and highlands dowered with
a deathlefs name,

Breaking late the world’s cold filence, Strangers
with their queftion came.

We would fee Him !—Him Whofe Finger ftills
the ftorm upon the wave,
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Him for Whom the thoufands linger, health and
benifon to crave,

Him the glorious Godlike Bringer of corruption
from the Grave.

Oh! then, for that bitter weeping o’er His own
dear Nation’s doom,

Came a fmile of gladnefs creeping like a funbeam
on the gloom,

Like a radiant Angel keeping vigil o’er a dreary
tomb.

For, beyond the darkening vifion of that lordly
Temple’s fall,

Of the ftern day of decifion, and the Roman battle-
call,

Rofe a gleam of Light elyfian, of a Day that
dawned for all :

‘When from Sinim and from Thulé, from the
Iflands of the Sea,

With their Sacrifices duly, with their gold and
filver free,

Owning His Allegiance truly, Princes to His
Houfe fhould flee.

And His Soul, through myriad ages, through the
travail of the years,

Solved the riddle of the Sages, heard the mufic of
the [pheres,

In the glad advancing flages of a world that knows
no tears.
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He, Who, with His Sire Coeval, looked on Earth
as firft it ftood,
Saw return the hours primeval, faw the Univerfe

renewed
By the taming of the Evil, and the triumph of the

Good :

Earth’s great murmur hufhed for §ever; all the
~Ttrife, and all the pain,
All the fruitlefs wild endeavour for unfatisfying
gain
Swallowed up in Joy's broad river, fwelling to a
boundlefs main.

But a Shadow dark and fearful ere that Light
before Him lay,

Of an Agony all tearful, and a dark untrodden
Way

With no friendly voices cheerful, brightened by no
Heavenly Ray.

And His Human Soul was troubled, like the
troubling of the deep,

When the gale, with force redoubled, lafhes in a
fudden fweep

Wifps of foam that danced and bubbled, to a wild

and angry leap.

And, could the Unchanging waver, feemed it as
the Fiend had power,

Working aye in our disfavour, man’s bright Hope
to overlower,
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Should He f[ay, the world’s Sole Saver—
FaTHER ! fave Me from this hour ?

But, while liftening Angels wonder, weeping o’er
earth’s finful frame,

Though His Heart be rent ajunder, ftands Gop’s
Purpofe without blame—

Hark! amid the anfwering thunder—FATHER !
glorify 'Thy Name.

Be it fo! Who fuffers for us, anfwer to His
Prayer be given!

By the univerfal chorus let the firmament be riven,

While the ages travel o’er us, glorified with Him
in Heaven.

Faith.

AITH is the dawning of Day
Where darknefs was before,
The rifing of a folar ray
To fet in night no more.

Faith lights an Eye within the Soul
From earth to Heaven that turns,
And there, where wheels of Glory roll,

Admires, adores, and burns.

Faith plants an Ear that hears the Hymn
Of everlafting praife,

Which fainted Souls and Seraphim
In Alleluias raife.
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Faith yields a Senfe of life and love
Upborne on wings of prayer,
Swift as an eagle or a dove
‘That cleaves the liquid air,

Faith gives 2 Hand, that holds the heart
Within the myftic veil,

Faft by that Friend who will not part
From thofe who will not fail.

Faith feeds that Fire whofe holy flame
Illuminates my road,

With all the Glories of His Name,
Who deigns to be my Gob.

Faith fans each phafis of the fight
Which fin and felf deftroys—

CHRIsT changing weaknefs into Might,
And forrows into Joys.

Faith leads me onward to the Crofs,
And through it to a Crown,

When purified from all the drofs
That weighs the Spirit down.

Faith lifts the Glafs which fhows fo well,
In lines of weal and woe,

Thofe twofold worlds of Heaven and Hell,-
Above me, and below.

Faith is the Subftance of my Hope,
The Evidence of things
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‘Where Angels fathom not the fcope,
But fhade it with their wings.

Faith is the Prop on which we lean
In darknefs or diftrefs,

Far oftener felt and known, than feen
Throughout this wildernefs.

Faith opens amidft waftes of fand
A Fountain frefh and fair,

Whofe Waters, rifing at Command,
Annihilate defpair.

Faith is a Compafs never wrong,
Nor fwerving from its Pole ;

It cheers the weak, direts the ftrong, . _
And gladdens every Soul.

Faith is the Charm that keeps our fight
From wandering by the way ;

It ftuds with ftars the brow of night,
Or turns it into day.

Faith is the Talifman of Power
No force can ever break,

No beafts of prey can ¢’er devour,
Nor forcery ever fhake.

Faith is the Gem without a flaw
Derived alone from Gop,

The Ranfom of His broken Law,
Bought with and bathed in Blood.
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Faith is the Iris arching Heaven,
Though gathering clouds are round,
The Token glad of guilt forgiven,
Of bondage thus unbound.

Faith takes her Balances of gold,
And weighs with fkill fublime

Eternal Happinefs untold,
Againft the dream of time.

O Lorb, increafe this Grace in me
That with each fleeting breath

I more and more may know of Thee,
And hail the hand of Death.

So Faith fhall in Fruition end
And Grace in Glory ceafe,

‘Where Praife her powers can never (pend
Nor aught difturb their peace.

FJun Vouth J died.

Youth I died, in Maiden bloom ;
With gentle hand Death touched my
cheek,
And with his touch there came to me
A Spirit calm and meek.’

He took from me all wifh to ftay;
He was fo kind, I feared him not ;
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My Friends beheld my flow decline,
And mourned my joylefs lot.

They faw but forrow ; I defcried

The Blifs that never fades away :

They felt the fhadow of the tomb ;
I marked the Heavenly Day.

I heard them fob, as through the night
They kept their watch : then on my ear,
Amid the fobbing, fell a Voice

Their anguifh could not hear.

Come ! and fear not !—It foftly cried—
We wait to lead thee to thy Home.,
‘Then leaped my Spirit to reply—

I come! I long to come!

1 heard them whifper o’er my bed—

Another hour, and fhe muft die!

1 was too weak to anfwer them
That endlefs Life was nigh.

Another hour, with bitter tears

‘They mourned me as untimely dead,

And heard not how I fang a Song
Of Triumph o’er their head.

They bore me to the Grave, and thought
How narrow was my refting-place ;
My Soul was roving high and wide

At will through boundlefs fpace.
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They clothed themfelves in robes of black ;

Through the fad Aifle the Requiem rang ;

Meanwhile the white-robed Choirs of Heaven
A holy Pzan fang.

Oft from my Paradife I come

To vifit thofe I love on earth ;

I enter, unperceived, the door ;
‘They fit around the hearth,

And talk in faddened tone of me,

As one that never can return ;

How little think they that I ftand
Among them as they mourn!

But Time will eafe their grief, and Death

Will purge the darknefs from their eyes ;

‘Then fhall they triumph, when they learn
Heaven’s folemn Myfteries.

Stansag.
The Armour of Chrift.

LAD in the Panoply of Heaven
What need I fear of Satan’s power,
His cruel darts againft me driven,
Or artful wiles in evil hour?

If CHrisT have given me fuch array
To fave my Soul from hellifh fpite,
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Why fhould I dread to wend my way,
Or fear to wage the holy fight ?

For when with Truth my loins are girt,
And Virtue’s plate is on my breaft,
No falfehood can my Spirit hurt,
No vice within my bofom reft.

- And if my feet be always fhod
With the defence of Gofpel Peace,
No rugged path, that muft be trod,

Shall caufe my zeal and love to ceafe.

And while I hold the (hield of Faith
To guard me from the wicked Foe,

I am affured, nor harm, nor fcath,
Can come to work me lafting woe.

And when Salvation’s helm is mine
To cheer me with a bleffed Hope,

Why fhould my courage e’er decline,
Or fear with evil powers to cope?

The Spir1T’s Sword is by my fide,

The Word of Gob, pure, undefiled ; .

Thus pride and error are defied,
Though I am but a foolifh Child.

Prayer, alfo, is a weapon fure
Whereby temptation to withftand,
All Heavenly Graces to fecure
From my Redeemer’s willing Hand.

79
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And gives He not in very deed

Himserr, His Sacrament of Love,
‘With more than Angels’ Food to feed

My ranfomed Soul, from Heaven above?

Then fhall I not fuftain the fight,
E’en though it be prolonged and fore ;
And fhall not I be clothed with Might
To wear the Crown, when all is o’er?

Hereafter,

€YEENIOW feebly we adore Thee now ;
J,&4] How lamely pay each holy vow ;
Om' Faith how weak, our eyes how dim,
How languid every laud and hymn !
When at Thy Altar, LorD, we kneel,
‘Thy Prefence [carce our hearts can feel ;
Not even thofe on earth who knew

Thy Form, Thy beft-beloved, could view
On Tabor’s folitary height

One glimpfe of Thy Eternal Light :
They fell, o’erpowered with fight and found,
Amazed and fenfelefs to the ground.

But they who reach the Realms of Joy,
‘Where fin our blifs can ne’er alloy,
Shall look upon their Monarch’s Face
Within His very Dwelling-place :
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Shall all His Beauty fee and know,
Enraptured gaze—nor only fo—

But His effulgent Robe fhall wear,
And, one with Him, His Glory fhare.
Tranfcendent thought ! that mortal men
The fecret things of Heaven may ken ;
And Gop the Lorp for evermore

With undivided Love adore !

The Redeemer.

WAHA'T, left my Lorp the Realms of Light,

)i  His glorious ‘Throne, for me?
Yes,Sinner,CHRIST in love forfook His FATHER’s
Houfe for thee!

And was He clothed in mortal Flefh, in human
Form for me ?

Yes, Sinner, JEsus once became a little Bage for
thee!

And did He faft, and fainting pray, affli& His
Soul for me ?

Yes, Sinner, CurisT the LorDp endured life’s
bittereft pangs for thee!

And was He fcorned, and fcourged, and mocked,
and buffeted for me?
Yes, Sinner, JEsus oft-time bore moft cruel taunts
for thee !
o
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Say, did He groan, and bleed, and die, upon the
Crofs for me?

Yes, Sinner, He with joy poured forth His
precious Blood for thee!

And went He to the Realms of Hell to vanquifh
Death for me ?

Yes, Sinner, and on Eafter-morn CHRIST rofe
again for thee!

And is He gone to Gop’s Right Hand to intercede
for me?

Yes, Sinner, with His FATHER now, in Heaven
He pleads for thee!

‘Then, there is hope of Life,and Peace,and Pardon,
¢’en for me?

Yes, Sinner, if thou go to CurisT, Himfelf will
give them thee!

With JEesus may I refuge take, to Him for fuccour
flee?

Hafte, Sinner, Jesus gladly hails, and Angels
welcome thee !

‘Then, LorD, let me, a Sinner, come with contrite
heart to Thee ;
Forgive, O graciouflyforgive: inMercylook onme!

O fend Thy Hory Spirrt down, with Love to
quicken me ;

That fo, for evermore, I may devote my llfe to
Thee!
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The Sacred Beart.

HA'T wouldft thou have, O Soul,
; Thou weary Soul ?
Lo! I have fought for Reft
On the Earth’s heaving breaft,
From pole to pole.
Sleep—I have been with her,
But fhe gave dreams ;
Death—nay, the reft he gives
Reft only feems.
Fair Nature knows it not—
‘The grafs is growing ;
The blue air knows it not—
The winds are blowing :
Not in the changing (ky,
The ftormy fea—
Yet fomewhere in Gop’s wide World
Reft there muft be.
Within thy Saviour’s Heart
Place all thy care,
And learn, O weary Soul,
Thy Reft is there.

What wouldft thou, trembling Soul ?
Strength for the ftrife—
Strength for this fiery war
That we call Life.
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The Sacred Beart,

Fears gather thickly round ;
~ Shadowy foes,
Like unto arméd men,
Around me clofe.
What am I, frail and poor,
When griefs arife ?
No help from the weak earth,
Or the cold fkies.
Lo! I can find no guards,
No weapons borrow,
Shrinking, alone I ftand
With mighty forrow.
Courage, thou trembling Soul,
Gerief thou muft bear,
Yet thou canft find a Strength
Will match defpair :
Within thy SAviour’s Heart—
Seek for it there.

What wouldft thou have, fad Soul,
Oppreffed with grief ?

Comfort, I feek in vain,
Nor find relief.

Nature, all pitilefs,
Smiles on my pain ;

I afk my fellow-men,
They give difdain:

I afked the babbling ftreams,
But they flowed on;

I afked the wife and good,
But they gave none.
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Though I have afked the ftars,
Coldly they fhine,
They are too bright to know
Grief fuch as mine.

I afked for Comfort ftill,
And I found tears,
And I have fought in vain
Long, weary years.
Liften, thou mournful Soul,
Thy pain fhall ceafe ;
Deep in His Sacred Heart,
Dwells Joy and Peace.

Yes, in that Heart Divine,
The Angels bright —

Find, through eternal years,
Still new delight.

From thence his conftancy
The Martyr drew,

And there the Virgin band
Their refuge knew.

There, racked by pain without,
And dread within,

How many Souls have found
Heaven’s Blifs begin.

Then leave thy vain attempts
To feek for Peace;

The world can never give
One Soul releafe:

But in thy Saviour’s Heart
Securely dwell,
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No pain can harm thee, hid
In that [weet Cell.

‘Then fly, O coward Soul,
Delay no more,

What words can [peak the Joy
For thee in ftore?

What fmiles of earth can tell
Of Peace like thine?

Silence and tears are beft
For Things Divine.

Sanctae Syon adlunt Encaenia,

A Sequence for the Dedication of a Church.

LAD Zion’s halls are founding
With fong and feftal lay,
And with bridal Joy abounding

The Church is Bride to-day!

In robes of Grace excelling
The glorious Bride is clad,
And the organ notes are [welling
In anthems loud and glad.

Like rain and dew defcending

Is the FaTHER’s Heavenly ruth ;
In a bridal Bleffing blending

Are His Mercy and His Truth.
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Comes, all His Love revealing,
The Bridegroom, Mary’s Son ;

Brings all the Grace of Healing
Which He for earth has won,

Brings a glorious Bridal-dower
For the Church which He has wed,
In the Grace of fevenfold Power
From His HoLy SpirIT fhed.

‘With Myfteries life giving
The Pafchal Feaft is rife,
‘Where the LAaMB for ever living
Is Himfelf the Bread of Life.

And to the Lamp’s great Wedding
His SirE, the Heavenly King,
His chofen Saints is bidding
With a gracious welcoming.

Comes Abel, witnefs bearing
How innocence is bleft ;
Comes Noah, ftern declaring
How Juftice is expreft.

In myjftery confeffing
The great eternal Prieft,

Melchifedec his Bleffing,
Gives ever to the Feaft.

And Abraham the proven,
Has brought his faith fincere,
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With Ifrael the loving,
And truftful Ifaac here.

And Mofes old and hoary,

With light his forehead rayed ;
And Jofhua in his glory,

Whofe word the Sun obeyed.

And ardent David (miting
In his youth the giant foe,
On his kingly throne delighting
In the Pfalms prophetic flow.

And the Law and Prophets greeting
In union clofe rejoice ;

While their ftrength and power completing
Comes the Gofpel’s glorious voice.

And over earth and Heaven
Great peace and ftillnefs fall,
With the FATHER’s Fulnefs given,
And Gop is All in all.

Lapg of Ancient Paleine.
Miriam.

H, for that day, that day of blifs en-
trancing,
When Ifrael ftood, her night of
bondage o’er,
-And leaped in heart to fee no more advancing
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'Egypt’s dark hoft along the defert fhore ;
For [carce a ripple now proclaimed where lay
The boafting Pharach and his fierce array.

Miriam! fhe filent ftood, that fight beholding,
And bowed with facred awe her wondering head ;
Till,lo! no more their hideous [poils withholding,
The Depths, indignant, (purned their buried
dead ;
And all along that fad and vengeful coaft
Pale corpfes lay—a monumental hoft.

Miriam! fhe faw; then all to life awaking—
¢¢Sing tothe Lorp”’—with agreatvoicefhecried;
<¢ Sing to the LorD”’—their many timbrels fhaking,
Ten thoufand ranfomed hearts and tongues
replied ;
‘While, leading on the dance in triumph long;
Thus the great Prophetefs broke forth in fong—

¢ Oh, fing to the Lorp,
Sing His Triumph right glorious ;
O’er horfe and o’er rider,
Sing His right Arm viGorious ;
Pharaoh’s horfemen and chariots
And captains fo brave,
The Lorp hath thrown down
In the bottomlefs wave.

¢ Man of War is the Lorb,
And Jenovan His Name;
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We trufted His Pillar
Of Cloud and of Flame.
Proud boafters, ye followed,
But where are ye gone?

Down, down in the waters,
Ye fank like a ftone.

¢ O Lorp, Thou didft blow
With Thy Noftrils a blaft,
And upheaved the huge billows—
Like mountains ftood faft.
Egypt fhuddered with wonder,
That pathway to fee—
Thofe depths all congealed
In the heart of the fea.

¢ ¢ ] too will march onward,
(The Enemy cried)
I fhall foon overtake ;
I the fpoil will divide,
I will kill’—O my Gob!
The depths fell at Thy Breath,
And like lead they went down
In thofe waters of death.

“ But o’er us the [oft wings
Of Thy Mercy outfpread
To Thy own chofen Dwelling

Our feet Thou haft led.
Paleftrina, affrighted,
The tidings fhall hear,
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And your hearts, O ye Nations,
Shall wither with fear.

¢ Thus brought in with triumph,
Safe planted and bleft,

On Thy own holy Mountain
Thy People fhall reft.

Shout ! Pharaoh is fallen
To rife again never,

Sing! the Lorp, He fhall reign

For ever and ever.”

Gibeon.

H ! there were banners proudly dancing
=4  Round old Gibeon’s royal walls ;
Oh! there were war-fteeds furious prancing
To the battle-trump which calls.
On they come, five Kings in number,
Oh, how ftern their long array :
Up! brave hearts, nor dare to flumber,
Life and death are on this day.

Men of Gibeon! like a river
Hebron rufhes from afar;

Jarmuth fee! with bow and quiver,
How he heads the burfting war:
Lachifh fhouts with fcornful gladnefs ;

Eglon! who his waves fhall ftem?
Many a mother faints with fadnefs
At thy cry, Jerufalem!
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Onward! onward! buckler clafhes,
Lances fhiver, helmet rings ;

On! the roll of carnage dafhes—
Iron hearts are needful things.
Earth and air, with ghaftly wonder,
Start to eye that dreadful fight ;
‘While each crafh of martial thunder

Shakes the crimfon field of fight.

Hark ! and tell me, heard ye ftealing
Footfteps through the dead of night ?
Saw ye tread, their path concealing,
Ifrael’s chofen men of might?
Canaan’s fons! no peace betiding,
Moans that fullen night-wind’s breath ;
For upon its black wings riding,
Lo! the Angel comes of death.

Thou, Bethoron! tell the ftory,
How they died that banded hoft ;

Bannered pomp and kingly glory,
Where is now your (welling boaft ?

Speak, Azekah! [ay how o’er them
Heaven its giant hailftones threw ;

Gob, their Foe, above—before them ;
Ifrael’s hoft behind purfue.

Conquerors! on; but, faft declining,
See! the day is almoft gone—

¢ Sun! ftand ftill, on Gibeon fhining :
Stop, thou Moon! o’er Ajalon.”
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Wondrous fight! by Mortal fpoken,
Sun and Moon obeyed that word,

Till, the laft proud foeman broken,
Jofhua triumphed and the Lorp.

Gibeon’s faved! ye Saints that languifh,
Crouched in fackcloth and in duft,
Rife! ’tis paft, your hour of anguifh—
Perfect Peace awaits the Juft ;
You have fown in night of forrow,
Reap in joy your promifed crown ;
Happy, glorious, endlefs morrow,
Sun and Moon that ne’er go down,

Deborah.
: AKE Deborah! wake; and thou, Barak!

M P arife,

And fwellthe proud chorus which gladdens the fkies :
Attend, O ye Kings, and ye Princes, give ear—
I, Deborah, (peak, but JEHOVAH is near,

O Lorb, it was Thou with Thy People didft ride,

When they conquering burft from rough Edom’s
dark fide,

The huge Mountains ftaggered alongon Thy Way,

While the hearts of the Nations all melted away.

But forfaken by Thee, then how triumphed our foes,
Till 1, Mother in Ifrael, Deborah, rofe;
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How filent our valleys, how wafted our plains,
While we fat down in fackcloth, and wept o’er
our chains.

Speak, Deborah! fpeak; and thou, Barak! oh,
fay,

How captivity captive was led on that day;

All honour to you who, infpired by our breath,

So bravely did jeopard your lives to the death.

But curfe ye the cowards, who, trembling with fear,

Refolved not the fummons of refcue to hear;

Yes, bitterly curfe them, who mocked at the word—

*Gainft the mighty, oh, come! to the help of the
Lorb.

Oh, that was a triumph, a glorious fight,

When ye came, O ye Kings ! to Megiddo to fight ;

Ah, Sifera! well may your chariots be nought,

When againft you the ﬁars in their bright courfes
fought.

Then tell me, O Kifhon, then tell me, oh, whither

Haft thou fwept all their glory, thou deep-flowing
river?

Where has vanifhed fo fwiftly their boaftful array?

O my Soul! down what ftrength haft thou trodden
this day.

By the window fhe fat of her watch tower o high—
It was Sifera’s Mother: fhe looked at the (ky—
¢ Why tarries his chariot fo long on the way?
Why thus, O my conquering Son! doft thou ftay?”
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Her wife Ladies anfwered—¢ The [poil to divide,

The glad warriors reft on the fteep mountain’s fide ;

They come”—Dreamers, hufh! fhall I tell you
the tale,

How your Sifera died by the fharp-piercing nail ?

Thus perifh, confumed, at the flafh of Thy Sword,

Themadmen who challenge Thy Honour, O Lorp!

Buttheywho love Thee,on ftrong pinions unfurled,

Like funs fhall mount upward, and tread on the
world.

Wirginig in Gremfio,

A Sequence on the Incarnation.

HEN of His Grace the Son of Gop
the Son of Man would be
‘Then was a Bridal, Gop theSpoufe,
the Bride Humanity ;
Our nature was not loft in Him, nor He defiled
by clay,
So let all earth meet joyfully and keep the Bridal-
day.

O blefJed end of enmity! O Peace which Angels
tell !
Ofaireftfair Efpoufals! Gobp withus, EMMANUEL!

——



96 WUirginig fn Gremfo,

Tl;l_ig_,ls the Dew on Gideon’s Fleece, the Earth
in opening Spring,

This_is our Aaron’s Almond-rod to Glory blof-
Joming,

Oh, once the Prophets (pake of Him, and in the
Fathers’ day

The eyes which He had opened faw a Gladnefs
far away ;

But now their Voice is only love; He Whom
they faw is nigh,

And dawns, a Sun of Sinleffnefs, clear o’er the
darkening (ky.

Then by a mortal Mother’s Arms Immenfity was
fpanned,

‘Then was Humility moft meek enthroned at Gop’s
Right Hand,

Then Gop was manifeft in Flefh, the Life would
mortal be,

And finners recompenfed with hate Divineft
Charity. -

Thereisa wondrous Story, of dim T'radition born—

There went a Virgin beautiful to fnare the
Unicorn ;

She came upon his lair—oh then he laid his
fiercenefs by,

And leaned for flumber at Her Breaft, the am-
bufh lurking nigh ;
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There is a Truth more wondrous yet; Gob’s
Wrath was waxing fell

When in the Pearl of Maidenhood He came as
MaAN to dwell ;

‘Thither He came and thence He went even foes
to feek and fave,

Till through the Flefh He took of her the Nails
of Death they drave.

So let us meet and kindle each in other Love’s
pure flame,

And fend our lowly ¢not to us’ there whence
the Merit came ;

Gobp breathed on earth His quickening Breath,
then fell the SPir1T’S Shower,

And lo! in Mary’s Garden j"prang Salvation’s
votive Flower.

’,,

4
A

Typpe ank Sntitppe.
The Tree of Life.

. & HE ‘T'ree of Life in Eden ftood,
}"f ( With l.nyjllc Fruits of Heavenly Food,
BNCY M| Which endlefs Life afford :
— ‘That Life by man’s tranfgreffion loft,
Caft out is man by Angel-hoft
Until by MAN reftored,
H
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In vain the Lambs poured forth their blood,
In vain the fmoking Altars ftood,
All unatoned was fin :
Muft greater be the Sacrifice,
Before the Gate of Paradife
Can let the fallen in.

The Lorp of Life His Life muft give,

‘That man an endlefs Life may live,
And Death’s dark doom reverfe.

The Crofs is made the myftic Tree,

‘The Blood that flowed on Calvary
Hath wafhed away the curfe.

Now Eden’s Gate is oped once more,
. 'The guarding Angel’s watch is o’er,
And fheathed the flaming fword :
‘The Tree of Life now blooms aftefh,
Its precious Fruit the very Flefh
Of the Incarnate WoRrbp.

Cain and Abel.

WO Brothers each an Offering made,
@] Two offerings on two Altars laid,
Two differing hearts were there :
In one was faith and hope and love,
The other anger, malice move
‘To murder and defpair.
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The bloodlefs Offering lies in vain,

The Gop moft Higheft will not deign
To blefs fuch Sacrifice :

But foon that Offering’s ftained and red

With Brother’s blood by Brother fhed,
Which loud for vengeance cries.

Again two Priefts ftand Face to face,

Two Brethren of one common race
Within the Temple walls :

Again a BroTHER’s Blood is poured

An awful Offering to the Lorp,
But which for Mercy calls.

Upon our Altars now there lies
A bloodlefs, endlefs Sacrifice,

Earth’s fruits of Bread and Wine :
Our BroTHER brings His Blood to blefs
And Confecrate by Righteoufnefs

An Offering now Divine.

Abram and Melchizedek.

~ o~

ﬂ}’%
i

SV

HEN conquering Abram Salem fought,
To Gop’s High Prieft his tithes he brought,
His thankfulnefs to mark :
Melchizedek an Offering made
Of Bread and Wine on Altar laid,
And bleffed the Patriarch.
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A ViGory nobler far we gain,
A nobler Sacrifice is flain,
A better Bleffing fhed :
Our great High Prieft in Heaven ftands,
Who gives Him{elf with His own Hands,
In myftic Wine and Bread.

The Manna and the Rock.

EOR forty years was Ifrael fed
W4 With daily Manna, Angel’s Bread ;
The Rock with Water flows :
That Water flowed, that Manna fell
Like dew on favoured Ifrael,
Who like a lily grows.

Curist’s Flefh is now the Living Bread,
His riven Side the Rock which fhed
The Water and the Blood :
From Him the Church her life renews,
His Gracious Blood her Soul bedews
With ever-ftreaming flood.

The Paffover and the Euchariff.

[AAIN anxious hafte at Gop’s Command

0,44 All Ifrael’s hoft prepare and ftand
To take its ordered flight :

‘With bitter herbs, unleavened bread,

And roafted Lamb the Feaft is [pread,

That memorable night.
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The awful Angel foars on high,

And Death is dealing far and nigh,
Save where the Blood is found :

Supported by that Pafchal food,

The mighty hoft paffed through the flood
Beyond the fea’s dark bound.

All girded for its coming flight

A Soul is paffing hence to-night,
And bids the world farewell :

Fed with the facred Nourifhment

Of CurisTs moft Holy Sacrament,
It burfts through fin’s dark fpell.

All fprinkled with the Precious BLoop
It calmly paffes through the flood
Of Death’s laft agony :
It chants, while borne on Angel’s wing—
O mighty Death, where is thy fting ?
Where, Grave, thy Vi&ory ?

WUerles,
Give me Children, or elfe I die.

RY|IVE me Children, or elfe I die—
*Twas wnldly faid, and ftill
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For they were uttered in an hour
Of recklefs love and pride,

By one who brooked not aught on earth
‘To her fhould be denied.

The found of that impaffioned cry
Afcended up to Heaven,

And to the loved and loving one
A firft-born Son was given.

Not in that hour did memory bring
To that fond heart and weak

The echo of thofe frantic words
That fhe had dared to [peak.

Perchance, not until anguifh came
Returned their found again,

Floating with fatal meaning through
The dying woman’s brain.

For Rachel now, a fecond time,
Mujt meet her trying hour,

And Death, which fhe has once invoked,
Now comes with fearful power.

¢ Ye know not what ye afk’ is ftamped
On each unchaftened prayer

That lays not at Gop’s Feet its weight
Of hope or of defpair.
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Comeft Thou to me ?

780IND comeft Thou to me, O Lorp,
26888  When I have need of ‘Thee ?
Such was the Baptift’s trembling cry,
His felf-denouncing plea.

But none may fhrink from work Gop fets,
From high or lowly tafk :

By thee is thine own part fulfilled ?
Is all that He will afk.

A finner with a load of care
And confcious fin oppreft

Muft fometimes act an Angel’s part,
And fpeak of Gop’s Beheft.

The higheft place may fometimes prove
A fource of penance keen,

And felf-abhorring pangs there are
By all but Gop unfeen.

His Gifts, through human hands and frail,
Without defilement flow,

And Saints may kneeling claim the boon
‘That finners can beftow.

‘When JEesus knelt that wondrous hour
At His own Servant’s feet,

He tanght proud hearts to bend the knee
In lowly penance meet ;
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And in that hour the Sacred Dove
Appeared to mortal eye,

And Gop’s own Voice in thunder fpoke
A Bleffing from the fky.

The Tomb of Joleph of Arimathea.

AS night! ftill night!
A folemn filence hung upon the fcene;
The keen, bright ftars fhone with un-

clouded light,
Calm and ferene.

‘Hufhed was the Tomb!
The heavy ftone before its entrance lay :
No light broke in upon its filent gloom,

No ftarry ray.

‘The moonlight beamed ;
It hung above that garden, foft and clear,
Around the watchful guard its radiance gleamed
From helm and fpear.

‘The Tomb was fealed !
‘The watch patrolled before its entrance lone ;
The bright night every paffing ftep revealed ;
None neared the ftone.

Midnight had paffed ;
‘The ftars their luftrous fhining had decreafed ;
And day-break’s earlieft light was haftening faft
In the pale eaft.
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‘The morning-ftar,
Laft in the filent Heaven, withdrew its ray,
And the white dawn fpreading its fpectre light
Foretold the day. :

An earthquake’s fhock
Jujt at the break of morning fhook the ground,
And echoed from that rent and trembling rock
With ftartling found.

The guards, amazed,
Fell to the earth in wonder and affright ;
And round the aftonifhed [pot in glory blazed
A fudden Light.

An Angel there
Defcended from the tranquil fky ;
The glory of his prefence filled the air
All-radiantly.

He rolled away
From the ftill Sepulchre the maffy ftone,
And, watching filent till the rifen day,
He [at thereon.

His garments white

Shone like the fnow in its unfullied fheen ;

His face was, like the lightning’s gleaming light,
Dazzlingly feen.

All, all around
Woas filence, and fufpenfe, and liftening dread ;
The ftirlefs watch lay proftrate on the ground,
Hufhed as the dead.
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At break of day
The Saviour burft that Cavern’s fillnefs deep,
Rifing in conqueft from Death’s fhattered _fway
As from a fleep.

He rofe in Power,
In all the Strength of GopHEAD fhining bright,
Frefh as that hallowed Morning’s dewy hour,
Pure as its light.

He rofe as Gop,
Rofe as a mighty Vi&or ftrong to fave,
Breaking Death’s filent chain and unfeen rod
There in the Grave.

He rofe on high,
While Angels hung around on foaring wing,
Wrefting from the dark Grave its vitory,
From Death its fting.

Concerning the Chief Spivitual and
®Beneral Giftg of God.

From the Latin.

L
OW fhall worthy praife and honour
E’er by me to Thee be done,
Made by Love the Sin-atoner,
Gop’s Alone-begotten SoN—
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Me, endowed, by fuch a Donor,
Thus with every Gift in one?

For, fince He to flefh hath deigned,
I to live in Soul begin ;

Through the ftroke my Lorp fuftained,
I with Him am dead to fin;

By this Bread of Life maintained,
Onenefs with my Saviour win.

Where is fuch Divine Nutrition

Found on earth ’twixt pole and pole ?
Where fo fkilful a Phyfician,

Raifing up the languid Soul ?
Holy hunger’s glad fruition ;

Virtue’s, Glory’s perfe@ whole !

Me before ten thoufand taking,

Oh! how great Thy fovereign Love ;
For my benefit forfaking

All Thine Heritage above,
Till, with all Thy Saints awaking,

I the full Redemption prove.

*Tis for me the tomb Thou quitteft,
Lifting up my Soul on high ;

*Tis for me enthroned Thou fitteft,
Glorious in the upper fky ;

*T'is for me that Thou remitteft
Thy Good SpPIRIT ever nigh.

107
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Now His foothing Smiles carefs me
With each profperous delight ;

Now He pleafeth to opprefs me
With the cloud of forrow’s night :

Yet, in either, He will blefs me,

. If my loving heart be right.

At His withering Infpiration '
Carnal pleafures ceafe to bloom ;

Burdens, by His Confolation,
Lightfome to the flefh become :

Oh! how bright the Revelation
When His Rays the fight illume.

Glories which our earthly fenfes,
Dimmed by fin, can ne’er difcern,
Through one Gift which He difpenfes,

Every faithful Soul may learn ;
While with all Divine defences
From them evil He doth turn.

No poor fpeech of man availeth
Good fo great as this to tell :
Faith attempteth, but fhe faileth—
Grace and Love unfearchable !

When defire the Soul affaileth,
‘This alone its thirft can quell.

Lo! a train of Heavenly Bleffing,
(Numbers fail the fum to give)
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. Are the holy, this poffeffing,

Fitted ever to receive:
Their Beftower, without ceafing,
Laud while endlefs ages live.

Be Thou raifed all heights tranfcending,
FaTnER, Fount of Grace and Might !

Be Thy Glory ftill extending,
SoN, of men both Life and Light!

Be Thy Praifes never-ending,
CoMFORTER in forrow’s night !

1I,

OULD Creatures all their voices raife
& In one high fong to Thee,
It were not worthy of Thy praife,
Thrice Holy TRINITY,

‘The Riches of Thy bounteous Grace
‘We happy mortals prove ;

Made in Thine Image is our race,
And dowered with Thy Love.

Oh! matchlefs Love to meaneft worth!
Our FATHER gave His Son

To fave from death the ruined earth,
And lift us to His Throne.

Light of all Light, and Worp of Gob,
He deigned the Virgin’s Womb,

109
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To fnatch our forfeit brotherhood
From fin’s eternal doom.

Thou (be Thy gracious Power adored !)
From Hell haft fet me free,

My long-loft Dignity reftored,
My likenefs, Lorp, to Thee.

Hadft Thou not made me all Thy Care, .
And rich Oblation given,

For me remained but grim defpair,
Shut out from Hope and Heaven.

Moft faithful Advocate and Friend,
Unfailing SAviour Thou,

Thy free Beftowments know no end,
No need they difavow,

Thy wondrous Birth the Price procured ;
Thy Death the Ranfom paid ;

Thy Rifing the refult afJured,
And full Salvation made.

How full of joy to me Thy Birth !
How full of fruit Thy Doom !

How Glorious Thy Going forth
Triumphant from the Tomb !

My poor defire Thy Love repays,
It is my wifh fupreme ;

And, though the effort fail, Thy praife
Shall be my conftant theme.
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Let praife the Maker FATHER greet ;
Honour, the Saviour Son ;

And Glory to the PARACLETE,
Renewer Gop, be done!

The Avvent of tbé ivine Stranget.

HE Chriftmas Eve is waning,
The Morning ftreaks the fky,

Earth ceafes her complaining,
Redemption draweth nigh !

But Who [o [wiftly moveth?
Who on the mountains ftands,

‘To earth, as One that loveth,
Stretching His gracious Hands ?

Whence cometh He Whofe Gefture
Infant-like doth invite,

Yet glorious in His Vefture,
And travelling in His Might ?

Who for our greeting waiteth ? \
Who waiteth us to greet ?
Walking a world that hateth—

How beautiful His Feet!

Whofe is the Face that gloweth,
And lighteth up the Sun?

Whofe is the Voice that floweth
Like many waves in one?.
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Whofe are the Accents ringing,
Like far, faint, holy Chimes,
Like Childhood’s Carols bringing
Their tones to exile climes ?

Now from a lowly Manger,
Now from the Throne on high,

O Meek and Mighty Stranger,
Thy Voice fills earth and fky.

But lo! He draweth nearer,
And full upon His Brow

The eaftern lights fall clearer—
My Gop! What fee I now?

*Tis not day’s crimfon gleaming,
*Tis not morn’s dewy gold,

That in His Locks is beaming,
Too glorious to behold.

*Tis not the winter’s treafure,
The holly’s blood-red beads,
Strung for a wreath of pleafure—

His tender Vifage bleeds.

*T'is not the Tyrian glory,
His Raiment hath imbued,—
His Head and Feet are gory,
His Hands are red with Blood.

But decked with Light He fhineth,
Brightly, more brightly yet,
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With Light that ne’er declineth,
With Beams that never fet.

Ring out, ye Chimes, your greeting,
Ye Carols, mount on high,

For Heaven and Earth are meeting
In Him Who cannot die.

@The Beavenly Fatherlanv,
The Rbythm of Bernard of Clugny.

ERE we have many fears, this is the vale
of tears, the land of forrow :

Tears are there none at all in that

Celeftial hall, on life’s bright morrow.

Oh, for the Joys in ftore; but one fhort moment
more, then Life for ever:

Oh, for the Joys in ftore, at the glad Heavenly
door of the Life-giver.

What is the Prize ? for whom ?—Heaven for the
fons of doom ; Life for the winner ;

Blifs for the nothing-worth ; Gold for the drofs of
earth ; Gob for the finner.

Loud founds the battle-cry; whence comes the
vi&ory feek you to guefs 2—Hence,
Full-fireamed, without alloy, flows everlafting Joy
: from His bright Prefence.
I
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Hope here we live upon; here we fee Babylon
Sion invading.

Now grief is all our lot; then Joys which wither
not—garlands unfading.

* * * *

O Sion bright with gold, flowing with milk thy
fold, City of gladnefs,

Tongue cannot tell thy blifs, heart finks oppreft
with this, even to fadnefs.

I cannot ftrain my fight to that intenfe delight,
nor tell the ftory,

What throbs of ardent love thrill through the
courts above, how vaft their glory.

My ears may ftrain to hear, they cannot reach the
[phere, for full before it

Beams of [urpaffing light fall on my dazzled fight ;
mute I adore it.

For Sion’s halls along echoes the voice of fong :
there the Departed,

Frefh from the deadly fight, throng round the
Lorp of Light, jubilant-hearted.

There is eternal Reft; there after toil the Bleft
ceafe from life’s fever :
There in Heaven’s banquet-hall founds the high
feftival of the Receiver :

There round the Lorp of Might, vefted in gar-
ments white, on that bright morrow
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Mutfters their vaft array; tears have all fled away;
vanifhed all forrow.

For Sion’s courts within Death may not tread,
nor fin, nor guilt’s endeavour ;

Thus without fault are they; peaceful, without
difmay ; at reft for ever.

* * * *

O Sion glorious, City victorious, tower of Salvation,
Thee I feek and defire; to thee I aye afpire in
contemplation. '

Good works I offer none ; I have no pardon won
by my own merit ;

Firftborn of wrath am I; fold to iniquity, body
and Spirit.

I can bring nought at all, bondfman of fin and
thrall, fcarred in each feature,

In life and Soul I faint, under the poifon-taint of
my loft nature.

Yet day and night I cry—FATHER, Thy Help is
nigh when we befeech it ;

I fee the Prize above, ftretch forth Thy Hand of
Love, aid us to reach it,

Thou to life call’ft us forth out of the duft of
earth; Thine own Ablution,

‘When we were born in [in, wafhed our Souls clean
within from all pollution.
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Thine is the Salve ordained for thofe whom guilt
has ftained, who by compun&ion

Claim what no Soul can claim, unpurged by grief
and fhame—the Heavenly Unétion.

From David’s fount apace flows the pure ftream
of Grace ever defcending,

Through it fin’s leprofy foon fades and dies away,
and has its ending,

O Grace of Gob, on high I fee beyond the (Ky ;
the clouds are riven :

As through a glafs I fee, dimly and miftily, the
gates of Heaven.

O Sion, bright with gold, dear home of Joys untold,
in Gop’s Light burning ;

I ftretch my arms—my Soul; fhall I €’er reach
the goal of all my yearning ?

O bleffed Fatherland, I fee the happy Band—the
mifts grow lighter—

I fee the light of day round their fair garlands play
brighter and brighter. '

O bleffed Fatherland, fay fhall I ever ftand where
I can fhare thee?

Say but—¢ The time fhall come when to this happy
Home Angels fhall bear thee.

Is it a trance, a dream? Oh, do thefe things but
Jeem? Is it a vifion?
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Let me but grafp it fair! No: *twill not melt in
alr, in vain derifion.

O my duft, triumph thou! Gob is thy Portion
now—thine now and ever!

O my duft, triumph thou! Gob is thy Portion
now—thine now and ever !

DOmnes Gentes plaudite,
A Hymn for the Afcenfion.

HUMAN-KIND, your voices raife
In loud and fweet accord,
And tune each feftal Choir to praife
The Triumph of the LorD ;
And let the joyous trumpet tell
How He returns to-day,
Leading the captive [poils of Hell
On His vittorious way.

Ah, Blifs of Gop! to note how fair,
How glorious, and how bright,
"The Divine Shoot of the ancient Root
Is burfting into light :
Above the thrones of the mortal ones,
And Powers that dwell on high,
The growth to which earth to-day gives birth
Is lifted to the fky.
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Within a veil which can never fail
Has our better Mofes paffed :

And a great amaze draws the wondering gaze
Of His People firft and laft ;

With uplifted eyes, in that dread furprife,
Stand the Galilean men,

Watching the Cloud which muft cover the crowd
And hide Him from their ken.

When away from earth Elias broke
In his chariot of flame, '

A twofold Spirit with the Prophet’s cloak
Upon Elifha came :

But when our Lorp with His lingering Feet
Did the upward pathway trace,

He fent to His Own, in the PARACLETE,
A univerfal Grace.

Q’er Jordan muft our Ifrael go,
‘The ftream that He muft quaff,
Burdened with His prevailing Love,
The Crofs His only [taff;
With a twofold Band He is now at hand,
With the treafures of all time,
With the unincarnate Spirits and
The Souls that fhall reign fublime.

This is the Conqueror true and brave
Who in Glory fweeps afar,

Who from the portals of the grave
Did rive every bolt and bar :
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Over all Virtues Sovereign King,
Whofe mighty Will and Sway

The world, and every living thing,
In Heaven and earth obey.

To fhare His own eternal Throne
The FATHER calls the Son,

Till every foe is overthrown
And willing hearts are won :

In the Heaven of Heavens He fits in Blifs;
But He comes again in the end

To judge, by a Power that is only His,
The foe alike and the friend.

Lorp of all Retribution, come!
But let Thy Mercy reign
T'ill we learn by Grace to win our place
And look on Thee again :
Oh, in that final future morn
Let Thy Pity fill our ears;
And let us be unto Glory born
For the everlafting years.

Bef Killer nacht,
A Hymn on the Paffion of Chriff.

#RITHIN a Garden’s bound,
HB Where ftill Night reigned around,
A mournful Cry of bitter anguifh
wailed ;
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There, hid from mortal gaze,
ONE knelt in deep amaze,
A Heart opprefJed beneath its burthen quailed.

That ONE, in travail fore,
Was our Dear Lorp, Who bore
Our fins’ great burthen that on Him was laid ;
While none could bring relief
To that exceeding Grief,
The Grief that made His Human Soul afraid.

But lo! from thofe hot Veins,
Forced out by Mental pains,
Great drops of Blood adown the verdure fall ;
Such whelming fears affail,
That heart and courage fail,
As firft efJays of fin’s ftrange load appal.

No other gaze but His
Could fathom that abyfs,
Whofe loweft depths to Him ftood all revealed ;
The fins of Adam’s race,
Againft Gop’s Love and Grace, |
His Thought embraced themallasthus Hekneeled.

Ungodly counfels then,
And deeds of evil men,
All fins of each degree, of every kind,
. Not as to human eyes,
But in their hellifh guife
Were then all bared to His omnifcient Mind.
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The ponderous weight of all,
From Adam’s grievous fall,
Till earth’s Laft Dayand folemn Reckoning Time,
Of all Gop’s Books record,
The Curfe, the due reward,
"The iniquity of all now laid on Him !

That high-filled Cup of Woes
His prefcient Mind foreknows,
From firft approach of Judas’ torch-led hoft ;
That falfe Difciple’s kifs,
And all that followed this,
Till on the Crofs He yielded up the Ghoft.

Each furrowed, bleeding gafh
From cruel fcourge’s lafh,
And fharpeft pricks of that mock thorny Crown ;
‘The infults, blows, and fcorn
That muft be meekly borne,
Thefe weigh the SoN of Man’s fad Spirit down.

He fees with Vifion clear,
(And fhrinks with human fear)
The Crofs with Carfe o’erlaid and angry Doom ;
'The hours of racking pain
He muft, nailed there, [uftain
Whilelingering death Life’s marrow fhall confume.

Maker and Lorp of all !
Behold Him proftrate fall,
And humbly kneel in filent anguifh there ;
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Till, with an inward groan,
Towards the Heavenly Throne,
With earneft pleading He directs His Prayer.

FATHER, to Thee I pray,
O take this Cup away :
Thou haft all Power to do Thy Will Divine ;
Remove, if it may be,
This Cup away from me :

Yet, FATHER, not My Will be done, but Thine.

Thus thrice our Suffering Lorbp,
With proftrate Form, implored
That even then that Hour might pafs away ;
Until from Heaven at length
An Angel brought Him ftrength,
And healing balm His troubled Soul to ftay.

O well for us indeed,
He took, as was decreed,
And drained the Cup His Heavenly FaTHER
gave ;
And therefore Songs of praife
We ranfomed finners raife
To Him Who meekly died our Souls to fave.
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Sonnets.
The Love of God: from S. Auguftine.

I.
HAT love I, when I love Thee, O

=

(e 9 : my Gob?

AV, V. §l Not corporal beauty, nor the limb
of fnow,

Nor of loved light the white and pleafant flow,

Nor Manna fhowers, nor ftrains that ftream abroad,

Nor flowers of Heaven, nor fmall ftars of the fod.

Not thefe, my Gop! I love, who love Thee fo.

Yet love I Something (weeter than I know,

A certaln Light on a more golden road,

A Somewhat not of Manna, nor the hive,

A Beauty not of fummer or the [pring,

A Scent, a Mufic, and a Bloffoming,

Eternal, Timele[s, Placelefs, without Gyve,

Fair, Fadelefs, Undiminifhed, never dim,—

This, This is what I love, in loving Him.

IL

‘This, This is what I love, and what is This ?

I afked the beautiful Earth who faid, ¢ Not I;’
I afked the Depths, and the immaculate Sky,
And all the Spaces faid, ¢ Not He, but His.’
And (o like One who fcales a precipice,
Height after height, I (caled the flaming wall
Of the great Univerfe; yea, paffed o’er all
The world of thought, which fo much higher is.
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Then I exclaimed—T'o whom is mute all murmur
Of phantafy, of nature, and of art,

He, than articulate language hears a firmer

And grander meaning in his own deep heart,

No found from cloud or Angel. Oh, to win
That voicelefs Voice, ¢ My Servant, enter in!’

In My Father's Houfe are many Manfions.

7 @l [IE ftars are out in their eternal youth,

f, 8 That fuch a wealth of fancies nightly yield,
The golden corndrops call them of a field
Where the moon glideth like the gleaner Ruth ;
And [ome look on their company in footh

For poefy, fome for love of loving eyes,

Who fee the fame things in the fame blue fkies ;
And fome in fearch of Hope and fome of Truth.
I have my ftarry thought : the Twelve are up,
The door is opened, and they linger yet :
CurisT’s Wine is in the Euchariftic Cup ;
CHrisT’s Chalice waiteth Him in Olivet ;
While He, His Eye on the ftar-fown expanfions,
Saith—¢ In My Fartner’s Houfe are many
Manfions,’

God is a Sun and Shield.

VAN OD is a Sun and Shield: why both, or either?

Why? peradventure that thofe ftrains
Joul-drawn,

Thofe fongs of gold, of lilies, and the dawn,
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Clujter their myftic epithets together,

As boughs do blofJoms in the funny weather,

A wafte of beauty meaninglef]ly fair ?

Not fo. I deem there is a purpofe there

And both the words are true, and loft is neither :
And one Divinely filvers o’er the pfalm,

And one awakens [ome far battle boom.

‘The Shield is for the land that knows no calm;
‘The Sun for that blue country o’er the tomb :
"This for Gop’s Garden is, that for His Fray ;
The Sun for Home, the Shield is for the Way.

Uerleg.
In the Beginning was the Word.

TERNAL Worb! Gop’s True and
Only Son,
Maker, and Lord, and Heir, and
Judge of all;
Firft-born of every creature ; Holy ONE!
We praife Thy Name, and on Thy Name we
call.

JeHovaH dwells from everlafting years
In filence and in folitude concealed ;

And yet from Everlafting He appears
In Thee to all His Univerfe revealed.

And life and love and truth and joy and might,
And all the Creature lieth incomplete,
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Some darknefs lingering in their pureft light—
Only in Thee doth all their fulnefs meet.

Nothing fo dark as the pure Light of Gop ;
Nothing (o far from us and ftrange and high ;
Nothing o weary as the grievous load
The burdened Creature bears until he die.

Bat in the Son of Love and Sacrifice
Nothing [0 near and clear as Gop appears ;
And lightly on the heart the burden lies
Of all our imperfetions and our fears.

‘True SoN of Gob, our Sonfhip is in ‘Thee;
True Light of Gop, our Wifdom too Thou art;

O LamMs from earth’s foundation flain for me,
Thou bringeft Life and Peace into my heart.

Ever in Thee the FATHER is revealed,
Ever in Thee all things are reconciled,
Ever in Thee our Jins and wounds are healed,
Glory to Thee, the Pure and Undefiled.

I have finifbed the Work Thou gaveft Me to do.

MALO work of Man was e’er complete before,
§ With finlefs, faultlefs, holy beauty graced ;
But when his tafk was ended, evermore
The faithful Servant fadly muft deplore
It was a fair fhortcoming at the beft.

Never did Limner paint up to his thought ;
Nor Sculptor chifel in the marble white
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The vifioned model after which he wrought ;
Never was Song from fweet melodious throat
The perfelt utterance of the Soul’s delight ;

Never did Hero wholly yet achieve
The feats of glory which he had defigned ;
Nor thoughtful Sage the abfolute pattern weave
Of Gop’s great Univerfe, which he might leave
A wonder and a faith to all mankind.

Still our beft work is only partly done,

And grows from man to man, from age to age,
Some failure lurks in every triumph won ;
Others will mend whate’er we have begun,

And blot fome matter from our faireft page.

One only Life there is without a ftain,
Accomplifhing the FATHER’s perfe@ Will ;

With higheft aim—and never aimed in vain,

Attempting nought which mujt be tried again,
But all the Thought of Gop it did fulfil.

Perfelt the finlefs Beauty of His Ways ;

Perfe& the Wifdom of His faithful Love ;
Perfect the Truft that walked with Gobp always ;
Perfe& in Suffering ; perfe& in the Praife

‘Which ftill like incenfe rofe to Heaven above.

O fairer Thou than fons of men ; and yet
Not terrible Thy Beauty! In fweet accord
All tender Graces in Thy Being met ;
And of their fulnefs all Thy People get
Still growing to the Fulnefs of their Lorp.
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Behold! thy King cometh.

§ :.’} He cometh, meek and lowly,
§€25 Strew the palm-branch on His road,
Son of David, Pure and Holy,

King of Zion! CHrisT of Gop!

He hath healed our fore difeafes,
Purged the eyeballs of the blind,

And the dumb have fung to Jesus,
Vexed with demons in their mind.

And He [pake, as never mortal
Spake before, with Truth and Grace,
Words which are the glorious portal
Into Wifdom’s holy Place.

Lo! He comes, grand Foot-prints leaving
All along the path He trod—

Each a Miracle, and giving
Token of a Prefent Gob.

Gofpel to the poor He preacheth,
Will not break the bruiféd reed,
And with holy Power He teacheth—
Is not this the CHR1sT indeed ?

He will heal us and enlighten,
He will teach us Wifdom’s ways,
He will calm the ftorms that frighten,
He will give us fongs of praife.
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Lift the high Gates everlafting,
O ye Doors, be.opened wide,
CHRrisT, the LORD, to us is hafting,
In our hearts He would abide.

God forbid that I fhould glory, fave in the Crofs
of our Lord Fefus Chrift.

CROSS of fhame! our boaft and glory,
p?dq Darkeft, brighteft fcene in ftory:
Through hatred felleft, love the pureft,
Beft of Bleffings thou fecureft.

Strange, myjterious contradi&ion !
Death of fin in Crucifixion

Of the Sinlefs! and Salvation

In the Juft ONE’s condemnation !

Joy expreffed from Love’s heart-bleeding !
Peace and reft from wrath proceeding !

Out of gloom the true Light [pringing,

And from the Tomb the new Life bringing !

His Crofs from fhame all fhame hath taken,
His Crofs from wrath doth Hope awaken,
His Crofs the power of Death hath broken ;
O Crofs, of Love divineft token!
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g there no Balm {n Gilead ?

S there no Balm in Gilead then, is there
no Healer nigh?
§| No frefhening Spring to cheer the wafte
Jo defolate and dry?
Hath Hope’s dear vifion vanifhéd for ever from
thy fight,
And darknefs fallen around thee, the very gloom
of night ?
And feems thy Soul forfaken, her every Bleffing
flown,
No foothing for her forrow, and nowhere to make
her moan?
Yet, ftay : the Crofs thou beareft thus hath firft
been borne for thee;
Jesus Himfelf did hang thereon, thy Life and
Cure to be.

For thine own eafe He bare it all, the Scourge
and piercing Thorn,

The Nailing and the Bruifing, the Denial, Shame,
and Scorn,

Darknefs and Defolation deep, and Pangs beyond
thy thought,

And all for thy Soul’s healing thefe fad Agonies
were wrought.

Upon His Crofs He yearned for thee, for thee
His Heart-ftrings brake ;
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Him{elf of all forfaken, He could not thee forfake.

‘Then ever more, when chafienings fore thine
inmoft (pirit wring,

Say—My Beloved is crucified, and I to Him will
cling.

How fhall I fing thy holy Love, dear Paffion of
my Lorp ?

Or how thy myftic Virtue fhall I worthily record ?

Thou art the Spring of all our hope, the Balfam
of our woes,

The Solace of our yearnings, and the Bower of
our repofe

True Paradife of all delights, fince joy of grief is
born ;

For as the flowers but clofe at night to ope more
frefh with morn,

So He Who wept and bled for us, and bowed in
earthly gloom,

Now makes thofe Sorrows our bright Blifs, thofe
Wounds our joyous Home.

Here is a Covert from the ftorm when winds and
T waves arife,

A Shadow in the [corching noon, a Light in ftar-
lefs [kies,

A Staff upon the rugged road, a Shield when foes
affail,

A Charm Divine againft Whofe Might no evil
can prevail ;

e e e
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For where the Crofs of JEsus is, is Peace, and
there alone ;

And ’neath that Banner of His Love He gathereth
His Own :

And thou who wilt be Jesus’, muft not grudge
thy portion (mall

In His own bitter Chalice, Who once for thee
drained it all.

Thou know’ft He went not up to Joy, but firft
He fuffered Pain,

And all the felfsame Path muft tread, who that
His Blifs would gain :

Is aught too wearifome or hard for Jesus’ fake to
bear ?

While He is crowned with Thorns, wilt thou a
crown of rofes wear ?

Lo! this good Crofs He offers thee, it is thy very
Life ; '

Anoint with holy Un&ion, it will aid thee in the
ftrife ;

*Tis hallowed by thy Saviour’s Touch, Who
hung on it for thee,

And Love’s [weet might fhall make it light, and
win the victory.

Draw near, thou reft and drooping Heart, draw
near, and lift thy gaze

To Him Who yearns with outftretched Arms thee
from thy grief to raife:
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Draw near, and clinging clofe beneath thy
Saviour’s Bleeding Heart,

Tell o’er each throb of that deep Woe in which
thou haft a part ;

Tell o’er each Drop of dear Life-Blood which
ebbs for thee fo faft,

And all thy weary heart-aching upon that true
Love caft :

In Jesus’ Crofs and Paffion is the Medicine of
thy Soul,

Yea, there is Balm in Gilead, and a Healer to
make whole.

Commendation of a Chrittian Soul,

NTO Thy Hands, O Lorp,

This precious Soul we give,
A jewel, *mid Thy gliftening Hoard

Of quickened ftones to live ;

Now let Thy mild Fraternal Eyes

Our darling deign to recognize,

A work of Thy creative Mould,

A Sheep of Thine Apoftles’ Fold,

A Sinner from the fiery flood

Redeemed by Thine own Flefh and Blood.

Receive, with Arms outfpread,
A Prize that coft Thee dear!
*Tis Eafter round this dying bed
When our true Life draws near !
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The thought of Thy forfaken ‘Tomb
With brightnefs cheers this awful gloom ;
The ftifling, fickening airs of death

Are frefhened by Thine odorous Breath ;
And Hades’ gates are glorified

At fight of Him that lives, and died.

Out of this world of tears,
O Chriftian Soul, depart!
Farewell to pain and grief and fears,
And wants that rend the heart !
Go thou where thefe can come no more,
Within the Cherub-guarded door,
Nor dread to change a world like this
For quiet deepening into Blifs, '
For Eden’s dwellings calm and fair—
Pafs forth and take thy portion there!

Out of this world of fin,
O Chriftian Soul, depart !

‘The Stainlefs call thee ; pafs thou in,
Full-pardoned as thou art !

O Crown of joys! no more to ftray,

No more to take thy own wild way,

No more thy deareft Friend to leave,

No more His Loving SpIrIT grieve,

What promife fweet or boon fecure

Can match thofe Words—* I make thee pure ?’

Now let the Lorp arife
And put thy foes to flight !
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Let all the immortal Panoplies

Array thee in their might !
Fenced round about by holieft things,
From Satan’ fcreened by Angel-wings,
To Gop Who made thee, Gop Who bought,
And Gop Whofe Grace thy cleanfing wrought,
That Hell no part in thee fhould claim—
Go forth, fweet Soul, in JEsus’ Name !

The Epiphany.

EYOND the barren Mountain-range
Where Hor lifts up its facred head,
And buried lies in myftery ftrange,
As years work out their filent change,
The City of the dead.

. 'Where proud Euphrates day by day
Winds through the plain, or fleeping lies,
The watching Magi nightly pray,
And feek the future’s hidden way
From planet-lighted fkies.

Through the unclouded midnight air
On vaft Infinity’s dark page,
With deepeft fkill and conftant care,
They read the golden letters there
That wax not old with age.
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Lo! as they gaze with deep intent,
A Star more brilliant than the reft,
The Herald of fome great Event, |
Moves through the gilded firmament |
Onward towards the weft.

Then came the found T'radition brought
From Peor’s top in days of old,
What time the Seer entrancéd caught
Prophetic Power, and Spirit-taught
The future did unfold.

A Sceptre fhall from Ifrael rife,

A Star from Jacob doubly bleft,
And now before their wondering eyes
The brilliant Meteor walks the (kies

Still onward toward the weft.

‘Where’er it leads, that fiery Light
Unhidden by the blaze of day,
And marking with intenfer might
The darknefs of the deeper night,
They follow on the way,

With morning’s blufh, when funfets fade,
On over rock and fteep and wild,
By Palm and Cedar tree and fhade,
Till in the homely Manger laid
They find the Royal CuiLp.
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Intruding doubts away they fling,
Unheeding the unwonted ftir,
They from their coftly treafures bring
Free Offerings for the Infant King,
Gold, Frankincenfe and Myrrh.

Gold fhadows forth His Royalty,
While Frankincenfe His Priefthood fhows,
And Myrrh that He fhall buried be—
And [o the wondrous Myftery
With deeper meaning grows.

Oh! for fome Heavenly Light enfhrined
In Gop’s dark Ways, or holy Word
To break upon each erring mind
With Spirit power, that all might find
‘The Saviour, CHRIsT, the Lorp.

Till walking in a living way
To holier purpofe we arife,
And on His Altar day by day
Our thoughts and beft affections lay,
A willing Sacrifice.
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Mevitation of a Fafthful Soul: from
the Latin,

Of Contempt of the World.

HEN I fee with heartfelt pain
| All this world defiled remain,
All this world but makes my heart
With concern and anguifh fmart.

When the Spirit pure and fair
Thinks how vain is earthly care,
For its [afety it will figh

And from worldly care will fly.

When the mind ferene and pure
Finds no worldly things fecure,
Left with them the mind fhould fall,
Carefully it flies from all.

When in earneft thought I find
Worldly hope fo falfe and blind,
To a firmer hope I turn,
Earthly hope I fcorn to learn.

Worldly care when I regard,

How depraved it is, how hard !
Him who owns its power I find
Callous both in heart and mind.
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When the world’s applaufe I meet,
Think of all its vain deceit,

Fraud and worldly praife and fame
Ear and heart will deem the fame.

When I think of this world’s fruit,
Gerief and woe in each purf(uit,

All its fruit is but a curfe,
Nothing than the world is worfe.

When the world’s gay flowers are fpread,
And I think what fcent they fhed,

In them fo much grief I fee,

Perfumes none they yield to me.

When I think of life’s fhort days,
And their vain and giddy ways,
Light grows weighty then and ftrong,
And the fhort is found full long.

Of the Fear of Death.

WSIAHEN I dwell on Death’s dread day,
[QMP Calling me from life away,
With deep fear am I poffeffed,
Then my Soul can take no reft.

When I think I am but duft,
And that quickly die I muft,
Then with anxious fear poffe(fed
Cold as afhes turns my breaft.
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‘When I think, condemned to die,
What will be my deftiny,

Well may I be filled with fear,
Unprepared to view it near.

How I dread that wrathful Day,
Day of terror and difmay,

Day of anguifh, grief and woe,
Vengeful Day on fin below.

Of the Coming of the Fudge.

X:‘ NIOW I tremble, filled with fear,

: Qj As the future Judge draws near;
All fhall be laid open, plain,

Nought fhall unavenged remain.

‘Who amongft us fhall not fear,
When he [ees that Judge appear,
And before Him raging Fire,
Scathing finners in His Ire?

From the Heavens He comes to view,
Judge and Witnefs, faithful, true ;
Nor fhall He, approaching near,
Hold His Peace, nor paufe, nor fear :

Juftly judge, nor will He (pare,
Favour none may hope to fhare,
Not with gold can He be bought,
Nor by prayer may then be fought.
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He fhall judge the Nations round,
He fhall fave men guiltlefs found ;
But the ftrong fhall feel His Power,
Slaves to riches dread that hour.

All who pleafure fought and proved,
Then fhall curfe thofe joys they loved ;
All who worldly lived and vain

Shall with Souls condemned remain.

What fhall then the finful do?
What fhall then felf-love purfue?
O what works fhall then avail
‘When all power to work fhall fail ?

Then fhall hidden deeds appear,
All paft works be plain and clear,
All fhall tremble, high and low,
Till their final doom they know.

Then will forrow come too late
To avert the finner’s fate,
And to weep for fins and wail
Then will prove of no avail.

Of the Sinner’s Punifbment.

HOW dreadful when that Word

B Y4 On the Left ¢ Depart’ is heard,
While the great King on the Right
Shall with ¢ Come’ the Juft invite.
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Then fhall every hope be paft,

And ¢ to-morrow?’ end at laft;
Each to torments doomed to go,
No releafe fhall ever know.

Burnt in Flames, yet not confumed,
Food for worms and reptiles doomed,
He in pain fhall writhe and turn
‘Who Salvation would not earn.

O what foul Tormentors then
Tear and torture finful men,
And unfparing Demons dire
Sins avenge in endlefs Fire.

O how fad, that then too late

Sinners moan their hopelefs fate,

None can then their anguifh heal,

When Hell’s quenchlefs Flames they feel.

* * *

O Thou great Celeftial King !
Grace and fuccour to us bring,
From thefe tortures fave us free,
May we ever reft in ‘Thee.

Of the oy of the Bleffed.
HEN 1 think what fhall befall
QM P] After death the Virtuous all,

" And how firm will Jtand the Juft,
Greatly I rejoice and truft. -
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For the Day is near when thofe
Juft and Good fhall find repofe,
When their perfecutors ceafe

And the Patient reign in peace.

O that Day of Life and Light,
Day of unheard Glory bright,
When grim Death itfelf (hall die,
And the difmal night fhall fly.

Lo! the great, long wifhed for King
Now Salvation haftes to bring,

Now will at the juft One’s prayer
Heavenly Blifs for him prepare.

Heavenly King, He haftens now ;
At His Coming all muft bow,
Judge and Witnefs, great and free,
He Whom every eye fhall fee.

He will come and not delay,
And His Glory will difplay,
To reward the fuffering Juft,
Who in Him have placed their truft.

O how happy! O how [weet !
When thofe Souls fhall Jesus meet,
Whom in life they truly loved,
And His faithful Servants proved.

Then with gracious Look and Word,
Speaking, Jesus fhall be heard ;

143
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Thus His Love fhall utterance find
In the fight of all mankind—

You who have your Faith maintained,
And with Me have firm remained,
You who bore for Me and fought,
See the good you long have fought.

See the Kingdom promifed you,
Though concealed till now from view ;
Bchold, poffefs, and reign fecure,
Ever fhall your Joy endure.

Then the Juft fhall in amaze
Speak with holy joy and praife,
And reply exultingly,

Praifing what they wondering fee—

To our Gop be thanks and praife!
‘What we hoped for all our days,

Now we fee and now poffefs ;

CHRIsT our LoRD we praife and blefs !

O how [weet, how bleft our fate,
Throughout life the world to hate ;
Sad and bitter would it prove

If the world had gained our love.

Happy thofe who mourned and wept,
And their Souls in patience kept,
Thofe to whom the world gave pain
Now in endlefs Blifs fhall reign.
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There fhall dwell no grief, nor fear ;
None fhall ever fhed a tear;

Nor fhall want ; nor age, nor care,
Nor defe be ever there.

There fhall reign eternal Peace,
Holy Joy fhall never ceafe,

There fhall be the flower of youth,
There Salvation’s crown and truth.

None the Rapture can conceive,
Nor the perfet Joy believe

In Heaven’s Glory to remain,
And with Angels ever reign.

* * *

To that Realm Thy Children call,
O Thou righteous Judge of all ;
Thee we feek, on Thee rely,
Thee implore with frequent cry.

The THiTV-CHrifk on the Crofg: an
Anticipation of Calbary,

IS Face is flu/hed with Boyhood’s glow,
His earneft Eyes areraifed to Heaven,
Nothornhas fcarred that bloodlefs Brow,
Nor Hands nor Feet by nailsareriven.

L
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They have not bared His Limbs in fcorn,
Nor ftripped Him of His feamlefs Veft;
No fcourge His Virgin Flefh has torn,
No foldier’s fpear has gafhed His Breaft.

No crowds prefs round with ribald cry

To mock the Helplefs SAVIOUR’s woes ;
Why bides He there fo patiently ?

Why hangs the CHILD-CHRIST on the Crofs?

Not yet are poured the bitter Tears,
The Blood to [ave a world undone,
And of thofe three and thirty years
Scarce the firft twelve their courfe have run.

Oh why that Self-made Crofs embrace ?
Why antedate the coming ftrife ?

‘Why blend with Boyhood’s dawning grace
Dread fhadows of a tortured Life?

The Chalice fteeped in this world’s fin,
The Sweat of dark Gethfemane,

The burning Thirft our Souls to win,
The Baptifm of the bleeding T'ree ; .

The Traitor in the midnight gloom,
The guilty Herod’s murderous fears,
The fhout that hails the unrighteous doom
Creep onward with the creeping years ;

They come, they come, my Saviour Lorp,
The fnares around Thy path are fet, -
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The foeman’s darts againjt ‘Thee ftored,
They come, but oh, they come not yet.

Not yet in pride, or hate, or fcorn
A tyrant world has rifen to flay;
Oh, wherefore fhroud Life’s early morn
In ftorms that wrap the fetting day ?

Vi&im of Love, in Manhood’s prime
Thou will afcend the Crofs to die;
Why hangs the CuiLp before His time
Stretched on that Bed of agony?

* * *

No thorn-wreath crowns My Boyifh Brow,
No fcourge has dealt its cruel fmart,

In Hands and Feet no nail-prints (how,
No [pear is planted in My Heart.

‘They have not fet Me for a Sign
Hung bare beneath the funlefs (ky,
Nor mixed the draught of gall and wine
To mock My dying Agony.

‘The livelong night, the livelong day,
My Child, I travail for thy good,

And for thy fake I hang alway
Self-crucified upon the Rood.

T'o witnefs to the living T'ruth,
To keep thee pure from fin’s alloy,
I cloud the funfhine of My Youth :
‘The MAaN muft fuffer in the Boy.
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Vifions of unrepented fin,
The forfeit crown, the eternal lofs,
Lie deep My forrowing Soul within,
And nail My Body to the Crofs.

The livelong night, the livelong day,
A CHILD upon that Crofs I reft;

All night I for My Children pray,
All day I woo them to My Breaft.

Long years of toil and pain are Mine
Ere I be lifted up to die,

‘Where cold the Pafchal moonbeams (hine
At noon on darkened Calvary.

The thorn-wreath then will pierce My Brow,
The nails will fix Me to the Tree;

But I fhall hang, as I do now,
Self-crucified for Love of thee,

——

The Signalg of Lebf,

Signal the Firf2.

HERE is light on Hebron now,
Hark to the trumpet-din !
Day dawns on Hebron’s brow,

Let the Sacrifice begin!
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Hear ye the gathering found ?

How the lute and harp rejoice,
'Mid the war of Oxen bound,

And the Lamb’s befeeching voice!

This day both the Prince and Prieft
Will hold, at Salem’s [hrine,

A high and a haughty Feaft
Of Flefh and the ruddy Wine.

For a perilous hour is fled,
And the fear is vain at laft,
Though foretold by Sages dead,
And (worn by the Prophets paft.

They faid that a mortal Birth
Even now would a Name unfold
‘That fhould rule the wide wide earth,
And quench the Thrones of old.

But no found, nor voice, nor word,
The tale of travail brings ;

Not an infant-cry is heard
In the Palaces of Kings.

Bloffom and Branch are bare
On Jeffe’s ftately Stem ;
So they bid fwart Edom wear

Fallen Ifrael’s diadem

How they throng the cloiftered ground !
*Mid Judah’s fhame and fin;

Hark to the trumpet found,
Let the Sacrifice begin !
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i HERE is light on Hebron’s towers !
! Day dawns o’er Jordan’s ftream,
And it floats where Bethlehem’s bowers

The Signalg of Levi.

Signal the Second.

Of the bleffed morning dream.

Yet it wakes no kingly halls,
It cleaves no purpled room,

The foft calm radiance falls
On a cavern’s vaulted gloom

But there, where the Oxen reft
When the weary day is done,
How that Maiden-Mother’s Breaft
Thrills with her Awful Sown !

A Cave! where the Fatlings roam,
By the ruddy Heifer trod,

Yea, the Mountain’s rifted home
Is the Birth-place of a Gop !

This is He ! the myftic Birth
By the Sign and Voice foretold ;
He fhall rule the wide wide earth
And quench the Thrones of old !

The CHILD of Judal’s line,

The Son of Abraham’s fame,
Arife, ye Lands! and fhine

With the Bleffed JEsus’ Name.
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This is the glorious dawn ;
So fades the night of fin ;

Lo! the gloom of Death is gone,
Let the Sacrifice begin !

Signal the Third.

'O ! Watchman, what of the night ?

674 ‘Tell! Chriftian Soldier, tell!
Are Hebrons towers in fight ?

Haft thou watched and warded well ?

Yea, we have paced the wall
Till the Day-ftar’s glimmering birth,
And we breathed our trumpet-call
When the funlight walked the earth.

What faweft thou with the dawn?
Say! Chriftian Warder, fay!

When the mifts of night were gone,
And the hills grew foft with day?

We beheld the morning [well
Bright o’er the eaftern Sea,

'Till the rufhing funbeams fell
Where the weftward Waters be !

City and bulwark lay
Rich with the orient blaze ;
And rocks, at the touch of day,
Gave out a found of praife !
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No hill remained in cloud,
There lurked no darkling glen ;
And the Light of Gop is loud
Upon every tongue of men!

There fhall never more be night
With this eternal Sun!

There be Hebrons many in fight,
And the Sacrifice is done !

The Tree of Life,

From an old Latin Poem.

HERE is a fpot, of men believed to be
Earth’s centre, and the placeof Adam’s
grave,
And here a flip that from a barren Tree
Was cut, Fruit fweet and falutary gave—
Yet not unto the tillers of the land ;
That bleffed Fruit was culled by other hand.

The fhape and fafhion of the Tree attend :
From undivided ftem at firft it fprung;
Thence in two arms its branches did outfend,
Like fail-yards whence the flowing fheet is hung,
Or as a yoke that in the furrow ftands,
‘When the tired fteers are loofened from their bands.
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"Three days the flip from which this Tree fhould
fpring
Appeared as dead—then fuddenly it bore,
(While earth and Heaven ftood awed and won-
dering)
Harveft of vital Fruit ; the fortieth more
Beheld it touch Heaven’s fummit with its height,
And fhroud its facred head in clouds of light.

Yet the fame while it did put forth below
Branches twice fix, thefe too with fruit
endued,
Which ftretching to all quarters might beftow
Upon all nations medicine and food,
‘Which mortal men might eat, and eating be
Sharers henceforth of Immortality.

But when another fifty days were gone,

A Breath Divine, a mighty ftorm of Heaven
On all the Branches fwiftly lighted down,

T'o which a rich ne&areous tafte was given,
And all the heavy leaves that on them grew
Diftilled henceforth a [weet and Heavenly dew.

Beneath that T'ree’s great fhadow on the plain
A Fountain bubbled up, whofe lymph ferene

Nothing of earthly mixture might diftain ;
Fountain fo pure not anywhere was feen

In all the world, nor on whofe marge the earth

Paut flowers of fuch unfading beauty forth,
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And thither did all people, young and old,
Matrons and Virgins, rich and poor, a crowd
Stream ever, who, whenas they did behold
Thofe branches with their golden Burdenbowed,
Stretched forth their hands, and eager glances
threw
Toward the Fruit diftilling that fweet dew.

But touch they might not thefe, much lefs allay
Their hunger, howfoe’er they might defire,
Till the foul tokens of their former way
They had wafhed off, the duft and fordid mire,
And cleanfed their bodies in that holy Wave,
Able from every fpot and ftain to fave.

But when within their mouths they had received
Of that immortal Fruit the guft Divine,

Straight of all ficknefs were their Souls relieved,
The weak grew ftrong; and tafks they did

decline
As overgreat for them they fhunned no more,
And things they deemed they could not bear they
“bore.

But woe, alas! fome daring to draw near
That facred Stream, did prefently retire,
Drew wholly back again, and did not fear
To ftain themfelves in all their former mire,
That Fruit rejeting from their mouths again,
Not any more their Medicine, but their bane.
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Oh bleffed they, who not withdrawing (o,
Firft in that Fountain make them pure and fair,
And who from thence unto the Branches go,
With Power upon the Fruitage hanging there :
Thence by the Branches of the lofty Tree
Afcend to Heaven—The Tree of Life oh, fee!

An Dve of Wansoni on the Pativity.

IS when from off fome precipice
Ml A mafs of rock goes founding,
O’er long and fteep declivity
~ From mountain fummit bounding ;
O’er crags and hollows leaping,
A courfe refiftlefs keeping,
It ftrikes the dale, and ftays;

And where it ftopped, immoveable
Its bulk inert remaineth
Acrofs the lapfe of centuries,
And never more regaineth
Its former lofty ftation,
If gracious ordination
The fallen fhall not raife:

So lay the wretched progeny
Of man, that by tranfgreffion

Had braved an Anger Infinite—
‘When under that oppreffion
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The nethermoft of evil
He reached, and from its level
Could rear his neck no more.

Who then among the inheritors
Of malifon from Heaven
Durft move the far-off Holy OnE
That they might be forgiven ?
Who made new Leagues eternal ?
Who forced the Foe infernal
His prizes to reftore?

Behold ! a CHiLD is born for us;
A SoN to us is granted :
If but His Eyelid quivereth
The hofts of Hell are daunted :
His Hand to man He tenders,
He raifes him to fplendours
Beyond his former lot.

From Palace-courts ethereal
A Fountain is defcending,
And through the fiffures briary
Its living ftream extending :
Trunks are with honey flowing,
And flowers there are blowing
Where life or fap was not.

O Son, to Whofe Original
No age an epoch fetteth,
Eternal, Whom the Eternal Ong
Like unto Him begetteth,




An Due of Wansoni on the j&atiﬁftg. 157

Who art, Whofe Comprehenfion
Exceeds the world’s extenfion,
Whofe Word the world hath made—

Didft Thou Thyfelf humiliate
To wear this nature earthy?
‘What excellence could render it
. Of fo much Bounty worthy ?
O Thy deep Counfels grounded
On Mercy, what unbounded
. Compaffion they difplayed !

This Day He’s born : to Ephrathah
That place foretold, the Maiden,
The Glory unto Ifrael,
With Him afcended laden :
She to the Same doth owe Him,
Who promifed to beftow Him
‘Thence, when He comes on earth.

The Mother incomparable

In Swaddling clothes enlaced Him
Of pooreft fort, and tenderly

Within the Manger placed Him :
‘Then worfhipped, O the greatly
Favoured, That Gop That lately

- From her pure felf had birth,

The Me(Jenger Angelical,
That had to bear to mortals
Thefe wondrous tidings, halted not
At rich or great men’s portals :
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But Shepherds world-neglected
And fervent he refpefled ;
And fhowed a fudden blaze,

In which, around him cluftering
From all the nighted region,
They faw Celeftial Minifters,
A flying, flaming Legion,
‘That in their Heavenly meafure,
And fired with zeal and pleafure,
Were heard to fing Gop’s Praife.

Returning to the Firmament
They ceafed not from their finging,
‘Which through the clouds was iffuing
Fainter and fainter ringing ;
Till higher yet afcended
‘The facred Hymns, and ended
For thofe Believers’ ears.

Now rife the watchers fortunate,

And feek without delaying
For that abode of poverty,

Which well they find difplaying
‘The Truth foretold, where [waddled
And in the Manger cradled

The Lorp of Heaven appears.

Sleep, Heavenly BABE, [leep quietly :
No ftorms fhall murmur o’er Thee,

'That went like Thy Van-cavalry
O’er guilty earth before Thee,
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Let flumber ftill poffefs Thee,
" And waking not diftrefs ‘Thee,
Nor weeping gall Thine Eye.

~ Sleep, Heavenly ONE : the multitudes
Have heard not yet Thy Story,
But they fhall be Thy Heritage
Hereafter and Thy Glory ;
And in abode [o lowly,
And hid in duft, their holy
Lawgiver fhall defcry.

Stansag.

Thou gaveft me mo Kifs.

HOU gaveft me no Kifs,

JEsus, my Malfter, oft I fadly thought!

Perchance Thou choofeft to be found
unfought

And I was ever feeking! Yet in this

Methought, I cannot change ; and fhould I mifs

Thee on Thy Way, yet there I will abide

And track Thy Foot-prints to the dark ftream’s

fide.

Thou gaveft unto me
No Sign! I knew no loving Secret told
As oft to men beloved, and I muft hold
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My peace when thefe would [peak of converfe
high ;

Yet would I, Jesus, Mafter, ftill be nigh

‘When thefe would [peak, and in the words rejoice

Of them who liften to the Bridegroom’s Voice.

Thou gaveft unto me
No goodly Gift, no Pearl of price untold,
No Signet ring, no Ruby fhut in gold,
No Chain about my neck to wear for pride, -
For love no Token in my breaft to hide ;
Yea! thefe perchance from out my carelefs hold
Had flipped ; perchance fome robber fhrewd and

bold

Had fnatched them from me! So Thou didft pro-
vide

For me, my Mafter kind, from day to day,

And in this world, Thine Inn, thou badft me ftay

And faideft, < What thou [pendeft, I will pay.”

I never heard Thee fay,
¢¢ Bring forth the Robe for this My Son, the beft !’
Thou gaveft not to me as unto gueft
Approved, a feftal Mantle rich and gay ;
Still finging, ever finging, in the cold
Thou leaveft me without 'Thy Door to ftay,
And the night draweth on, the Day is old,
And Thou haft never faid, “Come in, My Friend :*’
Yet once, yea! twice, methinks, Thy Love did
fend
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A fecret MefJage, ¢ Bleffed unto the end

Are they that love and they that ftill endure :”
JEsus, my Saviour, take to Thee Thy poor,
Take home Thy humble Friend !

Declenfion and Revival.

ﬁ}?‘ IE to thy root, fweet Flower !
eV If fo Gop wills, die even to thy root,

Live there awhile an uncomplaining, mute

Blank life, with darknefs wrapped about thy head.

Oh, fear not for the filence round thee [pread ;

This is no Grave, though thou among the dead

Be counted, but the Hiding-place of Power :
Die to thy root, fweet Flower !

Spring from thy root, fweet Flower!
When fo Gop wills, (pring even from thy root ;
Send through the earth’s warm breaft a quickened
: Jhoot,
Spread to the funfhine; [pread unto the fhower,
And lift into the funny air thy dower
Of bloom and odour ; life is on the plains
And in the woods a found of birds and rains
‘That fing together; lo! the winter’s cold
Is paft, fweet [cents revive, thick buds unfold.
Be thou, too, willing in the Day of Power ;

Spring from thy root, [weet Flower!

M
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Death.

SA'EIN Spring the green leaves fhoot,
%, 4 'f< In Spring the bloffoms fall,
With Summer falls the fruit,
The leaves in Autumn fall ;
Contented from the bough
They drop ; leaves, bloffoms now
And ripened fruit, the warm earth takes them
all,

Thus all things afk for reft,
A Home above, a Home beneath the fod :
The Sun will feek the Weft,
The Bird will feek its neft,
The Heart another Breaft
Whereon to lean ; the Spirit feeks its Gop.

Vefpers.

AHEN I have faid my quiet fay,
 When I have fung my little fong,
How [weetly, [weetly dies the day
The valley and the hill along ;
How [weet the Summons ¢ Come away”
That calls me from the bufy throng !

I thought befide the water’s flow
Awhile to lie beneath the leaves ;

I thought in Autumn’s harveft glow
To reft my head upon the fheaves ;
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But, lo! methinks the day was brief
And cloudy ; flower, nor fruit, nor leaf
I bring—and yet accepted, free,

And bleft, my Lorp, I come to Thee.

What matter now for promife loft,

Through blaft of Spring or Summer rains ?
‘What matter now for purpofe croffed,

For broken hopes and wafted pains ;
What if the Olive little yields,

What if the Grape be blighted ? Thine
‘The Corn upon a thoufand fields,

Upon a thoufand hills the Vine.

‘Thou loveft ftill the Poor ; oh, blejt
In poverty beloved to be!

Lefs lowly is my choice confeffed,
I love the rich in loving Thee!

My Spirit bare before Thee ftands ;
I bring no gift, I afk no fign;

I come to Thee with empty hands
The furer to be filled from Thine.

A Legend of S. Peter,

LL of you fhall foon forfake Me—One
‘ already hath betrayed—
So the Lorp addreffed His loved Ones;
only One an anfwer made.




164 A Legeny of S, Peter,

Simon Peter, felf-reliant, yet the ftrongeft in the
Faith,

Anfwered—Mafter, I go with Thee both to prifon
and to death.

Soon, too foon, he rued that anfwer! Now, by
Gob’s great Mercy bleft,

Clings he clofer to the SAvIOUR thrice denied, yet
thrice confeffed.

And for Him Who knoweth all things, knows he
loves Him, will he keep -

Until death that laft Injuntion, CHRIST’S Com-
mand, to feed His Sheep.

Toils he on with patient labour through the work
and wail of years,

But though flill in CHRIsT rejoicing, fheds he
Jtill repentant tears.

Still whene’er the bird of morning, ere the day
break, founds his call,

Up S. Peter at the fummons rifes—kneels to
weep his fall.

So, though holieft afpirations on life’s work our
hearts may fix,

Still the tears of deep contrition with the nobleft
aims muft mix.

Now at length, his miffion ended, in a prifon he
muft lie,
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‘Where the foes he braved have thrown him, cap-
tive, and condemned to die.

But the brave and faithful Servant, eager yet to
work for all,

Cannot reft in patient waiting *neath that dreary
dungeon-wall.

Stealthily he leaves his prifon in the filence of
the night,

Though no Angel now attends him fent from
Heaven to aid his flight :

Yet the maffive gates of iron yield unto his
trembling hands—

What is this? Can fight deceive him ? CHrisT,
his LorD, before him ftands.

Joy and wonder overwhelming, heart and head
before Him bow,

Scarce ‘his lips can form the queftion—Mafter,
whither goeft Thou?

Falls the hope that erft had thrilled him, CHRIsT
with him might there abide—

Peter, I to Rome am wending ; there, I muft be
crucified !

‘Then, as once when at Emmaus in the Breaking
of the Bread,

He before His two Difciples fpake the Word and
vanifhed,



166 A Legend of . Peter.

So ¢en now He fpake to Simon, [pake, and
vanifhed at the Word,

Leaving him transfixed in wonder at the tidings
he had heard.

Ponders he—Though He redeemed us by His
Death of fhame and pain,

Though fubdued is Death’s dominion muft He
fuffer all again?

No! *Twas once for all He f[uffered, by His
Death to make us free;

But His Followers ftill may bear Him : He muft
die again in me.

I who late have left my prifon, feared to fuffer for
His Name,

Have I thus again denied Him? Coward [pirit !
blufh for fhame.

Have I then in deed belied Him, [purned the holy
Truth’s defence ?

Oh, the a& of finful weaknefs! Satan! Tempter!
get thee hence.

Now, O Lorp, would I confefs Thee with no
Jelf-confiding breath ;

Lorp, I love Thee : take me with Thee both to
prifon and to death.

Humbled, yet in hope exultant, ftricken, yet of
fear bereft,
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Turns he back a willing captive to the dungeon
he had left.

With the iron chain they bind him, bear him
prifoner into Rome :

Ah! they little reck they lead him unto his
eternal Home.

One more Vi&tim ftands befide him, fellow-witnefs
to the Faith,

‘Who, for love of his Dear SAvIOUR, will endure
the pains of death.

Saints of Gop he perfecuted till he heard his
Matfter’s Call,

‘Then with holy Zeal he laboured more abundantly
than all.

Now before the Crofs S. Peter ftands confeffing
bold and free,

Speaks the thought that feethes within him—Is
this privilege for me?

No! myfelf I will not liken to the Lorp Whom
once I [purned ; '

Of His Death I am not worthy; downward let
my head be turned.

Thus he [uffers—yet, who knoweth what Divine
Support is nigh ?

Who fhall fay what golden Vifions float before
that clofing eye?
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Who fhall guefs what inward rapture ftays that
fhort and gafping breath,

While the pallid brow Is moiftened with the chilly
dews of Death?

Who fhall doubt, the warfare over, on his Mafter’s
Breaft he lies ;

Face to face doth there confefs Him *mid the Joys
of Paradife!

An Ealter Carol,

BIHEY bound him well in the dungeon
cell,
His father’s beft-loved fon,
And the iron dole into Jofeph’s foul
Its bitter way hath won :
But faith and truth have gained him ruth
And loofed the tyrant’s chain,
And the exile lone to Egypt’s throne
From prifon comes to reign.
The Son of the FATHER, Almighty to fave,
Was laid for three days in the heart of the grave,
But the fetters which held Him no longer may
bind,
And He reigneth to-day over ranfomed mankind.

He laid him down in Gaza town, -
‘The forceful Nazarite,
And the heathen guard kept watch and ward
To flay him at morning-light :
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But at midnight he rofe from the midft of his foes,

No longer would he ftay,
And to Hebron’s hill of his own ftrong will

He carried their gates away.

‘The Nazarene Captive Whom Hell had enfnared,

Around Whom the hofts of the Evil One glared,

Hath gone from among them in conquering ftate,

And broken in pieces their bars and their gate.

O now His rolling chariot wheels
Lead bound captivity,

And where His Prefence He reveals
His people bow the knee.

He takes to Him a priefily Bride, _

And He Himfelf is glorified,
And clad in white and gold :

He fitteth on the royal feat,

And all the nations at His Feet
Lay tribute manifold.

‘The riddle erewhile [poken,
May now be read with eafe,
The flaughtered lion’s token,
‘The honey and the bees.
‘To-day in full completenefs
The myftery ftands good,
Since from the ftrong comes Sweetnefs,
And from the eater, Food.

Hearken to Him as He comes in His Might,
Monarch of monarchs, vitorious in fight :
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Speaks He in anger, the finner to blame?
Speaks He in forrow, the daftard to fhame?
With no reproach for blindnefs
He meets His own to-day,
In perfe& Loving-kindnefs
Thus only will He fay—
The winter time away is paft, the rain is gone
and o’er, ’
The flow’rets bloom again at laft, the birds are
heard once more,
And in our land we lift afrefh the cooing of the
dove,
The figs and vines are green and lufh, O come
away, My Love!

Duf procedis ab Wtroque,
A Sequence of Adam of §. Victor to the Holy Spirit.

HOU from FATHER, SoN, proceeding,
Sandtify our praife and pleading,
PARACLETE, enthroned above ;
Lips of Infpiration lend us,
And refponfive ardours fend us
To Thine own rich flames of Love.

Hail by FATHER, SoN, belovéd !
Equal unto Each, approveéd
Peer of Perfe@ DEITY 3
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All things filling, all fuftaining,
Warder of the ftars, and reigning
Movelefs o’er the moving fky.

Light the cleareft, Light the deareft,
Who our inward darknefs cheereft
With Thy cloud-diffolving Ray :
By Thine Advent men are mended,
Sin departs, her empire ended,
And fin’s ruft is wiped away.

Knowledge of the Truth Thou foweft ;
Thou the road of Juftice fhoweft,

And the pleafant paths of Peace:
Far from hearts perverfe Thou flieft,
But, where Goodnefs is, fupplieft

Accefs to Thy Myfteries.

Nothing dark where Thou explaineft ;
Nothing foul where Thou remaineft ;
Thy pervading Prefence bright
Woakes exultant Spirit-voices ;
Confcience feelingly rejoices
In the cleannefs of Thy Light.

‘Thou canft render heart-ftrings tender,

And expelleft, where Thou dwelleft,
Clouds of heavinefs and gloom :

Flaming ever, burning never,

Hallowed fires from pain deliver
Human Souls, where Thou doft come.
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I

Duf procedis ab TWeroque.

IntelleCts that erewhile flumbered,
With a deadening cruft encumbered,
Quicken in Thy glorious Light :
Into Speech-divine Thou mouldeft

‘Tongues, and lovingly apholdeft
Hearts made ready for the right.

Help of Souls for fuccour groaning,
Comforter of mourners moaning,
Refuge of the friendlefs poor,
‘Teach us to caft off the leaven
Of this earth : to Thine own Heaven
Every erring love reftore ;
Clear from taint what wrong hath blighted,
Reconcile the difunited,
Be our fafeguard evermore !

‘Thou who once, in vifitation,
Strength and lofty Confolation
To Thy trembling Church didft fend,
Vifit, if it be Thy Pleafure,
Even us, and in like meafure
All who at Thine Altars bend.

Equal Majefty and Power
Stand the everlafting Dower
Of the GopHEAD—THREE in ONE :
‘Thou, the Third, art rightly reckoned
Equal with the Firft and Second ;
Ordered fcale exifteth none.
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Wherefore, in Thy mighty Prefence,
Sharer of the FATHER’s Efence,
Humbly do Thy Servants fue :
We to Gop the FATHER ever
And to Gob the Son deliver
And to Thee our praifes due.

The Avvent Antiphong,
O Sapientia,

THOU, the Effential WispoM, Whe
doft proceed

Eternal from the Eternal, in the Breaft

Of the Great FATHER dwelling, ever
bleft,

Firft Caufe of all, and Crown of time’s laft deed !

Love’s Sovereign purpofe fhines in Thee decreed

Through void of ages making manifeft, '

In meafured Might harmonioufly expreffed,

‘The unfeen Infinite, which does all things lead.

Come! Quickly come! Thy Touch bids Wispom

Jpring,

A ftream of Grace from Nature’s barren rock,

To fpread rich paftures for Thy wandering Flock.

Come! Quickly come! enable us to bring

Thanks meet for Heaven, to be accepted there :

Thy Wispom crowns us, if Thy Grace we fhare,
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O Adonai,

THOU who ever ruleft Ifrael’s Race
pe?4q With Love ftill pledged to Abraham’s
faithful prayer:

In Sinai’s bufh, the Flame revealed Thy Care :

Thy Voice gives Light which clouds can ne’er
efface.

Thy Worb calls forth a people full of Grace :

Why doubt we Thy Commands ? Thy Might we
bear,

Called from earth’s chains Thy Laws pure robes to
wear :

Cleanfed in Thy Name, we claim the children’s
place.

Come! Quickly come! Through fin’s foul touch
we pine :

And difobedience, wailing o’er her dead,

Finds pleafures wither wherefo’er fhe tread.

Come! Quickly come! ftretch forth the Arm
Divine !

In years of grief Obedience didft Thou learn :

Redeemed Obedience waits for Thy Return.

O Radix Feffe.

. THOU, the Root of Jeffe! Many an age
& Has trampled down Thy Stock with heed-
lefs mood !
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Yet was Gop’s Truth Thy Guard: and aye,

renewed,

Thy Bloom f(hall cheer earth’s briar-grown or-
phanage :

Kings fhall fall proftrate and forget their rage,

In filence by Thy fragrant Power fubdued :

Nations fhall flock to Thy bleft folitude,

And claim in prayer Gop’s promifed Heritage.

Come! Quickly come! fpread wide Thy fhelter-
ing Grace !

Meek violets fed with tears are all our wealth :

Love brings Thee all, and feeks Thy balmy
Health.

Come! Quickly come! Let Hope’s imprifoned
race

Rife free and vigorous, tafting Thy foft Gale,

And Love’s bright form outfhine Time’s cloudy
veil !

O Clavis David.

THOU That beareft David’s wondrous
A Key,

The Sceptre of united Ifrael !

- No foe fhall enter where Thy Saints fhall dwell :
Heaven’s gates unfold their blifs to none but Thee:
Men murmur at Thy Voice, but Thy Decree,
Supreme in Power each ftubborn heart to quell,
Builds here on earth the Saintly citadel

‘To fhine with ‘Thine own Self for ever free.
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Come! Quickly come! fin fhall be ours no more,

Safe in Thy San&ity! when fcorners fly

Shut out in darknefs, hope and fear fhall die.

Come! Quickly come! through Thee, Heaven’s
myftic door,

For Death’s dark exile gain we Gop’s true Light,

For [pace-bound fenfe, exiftence infinite,

O Oriens.

THOU, the central Orb of righteous Love,

pr4 Rifing in fulnefs of Eternal Light

On this our wintry world! Thy Radiance bright

Wakes the glad fhout of Faith! Hope dwells
above ;

‘Thy Saints with holy luftre round Thee move,

Stars of a new Creation, in the height

Of Gop’s ordaining Counfel, as Thy Sight

Gives meafured Grace to each, Thy Power to
prove.

Come! Quickly come! and let Thy Beams dif-
perfe

The lingering taint of primal fin’s defiling,

With kindling touch, transforming, reconciling.

Come! Quickly come! difpel fallen manhood’s
curfe,

Till all our nature feels the eternal ray

In Fellowfhip Divine of fpotlefs Day
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O Rex Gentium.

THOU, the King of Nations, throned
QX fupreme

On blifsful height of bounteous Providence,

The Long-defired, Long-promifed ! Man’s offence

Broke off a world from Gop : do Thou redeem !

Now glows Thy Majefty with nobler beam,

The Corner-ftone of true Love’s triumph, whence

The flafh of multiform Magnificence

Thrills through the fhrine of Life with jewelled
ftreams !

Come! Quickly come! our cold dark ftains efface!

Thy Breath to Gop’s pure Beauty raifed our clay:

Renewing Love fhall that fame Breath difplay.

Come! Quickly come! raife up Thy new-born
race

From {lumbrous apathy ! let Zeal confume

Each trace of earth, and Godlike gild the gloom.

O Emmanauel.

THOU, EMMaNUEL, Who now doft hide
b4 In Subftance of dependant Infancy
‘Thine All-fufficing GoDHEAD, finners flee,
Our King and Saviour! to Thy gentle Side.
Hence burfts the Fount of Manhood Deified,
Making us meet for Gop. O CHRIsT, to Thee
‘The gathering of the nations foon fhall be,

N
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To own as Judge the SAvIOUR they denied.

Come! Quickly come! Bid their blind raging
ceafe,

Joy of Thy Saints and Terror of ‘Thy foes !

Arife to fave us and Thy Power difclofe !

Come! Quickly come! Thy Prefence gives us
Peace!

‘The bond of Saints Thy lonely Cradle brings,

And Hofts unfeen adore Thee King of kings.

The Trangfiguration.

HO would not burn with ftrong defire
: To mount up with the favoured
three ?
Whate’er the height, whofe feet
| would tire
\ On Tabor’s top that fight to fee?
Words are too faint
That fcene to paint;
Language can give no fit narration
Of CHrisT our Lorp’s Transfiguration.

Who were thofe chofen fons of men
Who climbed the path where JEsus led,
Who faw what baffles tongue or pen,
Who trod where Angels feared to tread ?
Beft of the beft
(Though good the reft)
Of all the Twelve the fafeft, fureft,
The foremoft three, the braveft, pureft.
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O pafs not by their honoured names ;
Peter the prompt to do and dare,
The loving John, the faithful James
Breathe with their LorD the mountain air.
But mountain air
And profpet fair,
All, all are loft in wondrous gazing
At Jesus’ Form in brightnefs blazing.

For, while he prayed in accents low,
That Human Form became Divine ;
His Raiment glitters as the fnow,
With Heavenly Glow His Features fhine,
Transfigured, bright,
‘White as the light.
But lo! while bending they adore Him,
Two forms in Glory ftand before Him ;

Mofes the meek—from Sinai’s height
Who gave the Law *mid thunders loud ; -
Elias—who in chariot bright
‘Afcending pierced the opening Cloud ;
The glorious two,
Now fent to view
JEsus the Radiance here refuming,
Which erft He wore, ere Man’s fad dooming,

Baut not alone to view they came ;
High converfe with their LorD and ours
They held of fuffering, death, and fhame,
Of triumph too o’er Satan’s powers.
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But where are ye

Apoftles three?
A dizzy dimnefs o’er them creeping,
They fank awhile, unconfcious, fleeping.

Awaking foon in wondering fear
Peter, his brethren’s mouth-piece, cried—
*T'is good, ’tis blefJed to be here,
Where, Lorp, Thou deigneft to abide ;
With prayer and praife
Three Tents we’ll raife ;
‘Three ftru&tures, reared with labour pious,
For Thee, for Mofes, and Elias.

The random words efcaped his tongue,
(For he and they were [ore afraid)
Such Myjftic Wonders round him hung,
He fcarce was confcious what he faid.
While yet he fpoke
A bright Cloud broke
In overfhadowing gleams around them,
And from the Cloud thefe Words aftound them—

‘This, This is My Beloved Son,
To Whom, well-pleafed, all Power I give ;
Hear Him (for He with Me is ONE)
And from His Lips learn how to live—
Down to the ground
(As that high found
Paffed from the Cloud, with tones o’erpowering)
* The lifteners fell, in wonder cowering.



The Trangfigucation, 181

How ftrange their thoughts what tongue can fay?
‘Their terrors who can underftand ?
Till Jesus viewed them as they lay,
And touched them with a tender Hand—
Arife, my Friends,
‘The Vifion ends ;
Arife (He cried) and fear no longer,
Arife with faith and courage ftronger.

With wakened fight in vain they ranged
‘The fainted Two again to fee;
Alone with Jesus! all is changed :
Yet found they all, Good Lorp, in Thee;
As down He led—
Tell none (He faid)
‘This wondrous Scene, till from Death’s prifon
The Son of MAN again is rifen.

Down from the Mount, frefh work of Love
Soon claimed the Saviour’s healing Power ;
But John and James and Peter ftrove
With hearts more zealous from that hour,
To keep that Word
‘They now had heard
In folemn charge—with rapt reflection
On Death, the Grave, the Refurrettion.
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JIn Diebug Celebribug.
A Hymn for the Holy-Days of the Church.

BHE Chriftian muft on Holy-days
Abftain from all unlawful ways ;
From things forbidden he muft ceafe,
As hurtful to his Spirit’s peace.

Repreffing all defires to roam,

The Mind muft keep itfelf at home ;
And, earthly thoughts expelling thence,
Muft bar the doors of flefh and fenfe.

Who fees not that fuch calm repofe
A concentrated power beftows

To worfhip, on His glorious ‘Throne,
‘The Lorp, Who is our Gop alone ?

The Intelle&, the Memory,
The Will, moreover, then (o free,
With every faculty of Soul,
Muft yleld to His entire Controul.

We mujt rejoice alone in Gop,

And grieve to have provoked His Rod ;
And turn, with hope and holy fear,

His gentle Words of Love to hear.

His Influence let us realize ;
His Abfence fear; His Prefence prize ;
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To Him, whate’er may happen, bring
Each adverfe and each profperous thing.

More deeply cherifhed be the thought
Of what our Bleffed Lorp has wrought
In Gifts beftowed, or claimed again ;
And what His Promifes contain.

He has our numerous fins forgiven ;

And, from His boundlefs Store in Heaven,
Out Souls, renewed in Righteoufnefs,

He will with endlefs Riches blefs.

‘The Gifts of Nature and of Grace
Our Souls muft now in filence trace ;
Think on the wicked’s doom of woe,
And what reward the Juft fhall know.

We muft reflet what wondrous lofs
Our Saviour fuffered on the Crofs,
That we, redeemed from endlefs flame,
Might be rewarded in His Name.

So alfo, in this thoughtful ftate,
‘The mind muft love to meditate
With what ferene and glorious reft
‘The Citizens of Heaven are bleft.

‘The very purpofe of this Day,
When [ervile works are put away,

Is that the Soul may ufe her wings,
And rife to gaze on Heavenly things.
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~ Thus let us now afcend on high,
And pierce by faith the orient [ky;
And fee the Saints’ rich Joy and Love,
In the Jerufalem above.

With plenitude of Grace fupplied,
Their happy Souls are fatisfied,

Poffeffed of all they wifhed below,
And freed from every mortal woe.

Within, without, and everywhere
Celeftial Glory fills them there ;

From Gob, their All, around them all
Rays of immortal Splendour fall.

In freedom there, through wondrous Grace,
‘They fee His Beauty Face to face ;
And, filled with rapture at the fight,
‘They love Him with intenfe delight.

From His bleft Countenance alone
The Light of Glory is their own:
The whole Celeftial Company
Hence gather all they wifh to be.

O happier far than tongue can tell
‘The blifsful City where they dwell,
And where, in purity, they fee
The Glory of the TrINITY !

Hence all the radiance of the fky,
With all its focial harmony :
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The Angels and the Saints above
Drink from one Fount of glorious Love.

To praife with all their Spirit’s might
The FATHER of Eternal Light

Is all their altion—to be bleft

In Him for ever, all their reft.

From this the thoughtful mind will fee,
In reft or movement, it muft be,
Throughout the hours of Holy-days,
Devoted to JEHOVAH’s Praife.

For Bleflings given while he lives,

For thofe which Gop in promife gives,

The Chriftian now in lively fong

Mujt praife the Lorp with heart and tongue.

Who thus on holy Feftival

Is free upon His Gob to call,
Knows beft within himfelf the way
To celebrate a Holy-day.

To us this knowledge while we live,

King of Eternal Glory, give ;

Then we in Heaven Thy Name will praife
With Angels in immortal lays.
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@o CHrikt hanging on High.

QIOW with vivid defire
In thine accents of fire,
Voice in my Heart weeping,
A new meafure try;
No longer lie fleeping ;
He heareth on high.

Mid vain talking merely,
Diftinguifhed moft clearly
The words of emotion
Contrite and fincere,
The fong of devotion
He loveth to hear,

‘This Wood is the token
Of Faith never broken,
Of Love never told,
Faith crying to me—
Draw near and behold
Where He hangeth for thee.

Here, fin ever hated
. haft expiated,
» Lamb ever pureft,
fin’s mifery
osurden endureft,
pe giving to me.
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I living, adore Thee,
I loving, implore Thee,
Lamb ever faireft,
Beftow upon me,
Of all Gifts the rareft,
A Heart turned to Thee.

Make calm by a Word,

This Heart tempeft-ftirred,

The guilt far removed,
May I cry unto Thee—

I have finned, moft Beloved,
Have pity on me.

Raife up cleanfed in brightnefs,
‘This Soul in Death’s likenefs,
Sublime and fet free

In Thy Goodnefs immenfe,
I groaning imaplore Thee

For true penitence.

If fully beftowing

Thy Grace to o’erflowing,

Even here may the Spirit
Enraptured unfold

Her wings, to inherit

The Palace of gold.

Thou, bleffed Salvation,
Doft give invitation,
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To unending Pleafure
Doft draw me above,
Where I beyond meafure

May joy in Thy Love.

‘Thus while I behold Thee,
Sweet Peace doth enfold me ;
I hope for the conqueft,
And ever to be
In the rapture of Reft
Abiding in Thee.

The Wap-Goe Crolg.

e | LENT we refted where a towering Crofs
% On the dry flelds of far Bavaria
c

ftands ;
And wide as man’s illimitable lofs,
Its all-embracing arms, like Love, expands.

Upon the wondrous fixture drooping low

Its wooden weight, a Human Figure hung!
“That melancholy Form, I mark it now ;

That ghaftly Look, from dread endurance wrung.

Its Brow was crowned in mockery with thorn,
Thatdimmed its calm compofure allwith Blood ;
So deep, fo difficult the Paffion borne,
‘That fuffering feemed to fill the impa(five wood.
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Age had not yet its heavy honours hung

Upon that Afpe& meek, and Godlike Form ;
Youthful, not His the vigour of the young,

The foot to flee, or breaft to brave the ftorm—

O great Example !—fuperhuman tie

Fafhioned in Heaven! love-chant of many parts
By Angel chorus fung, while glad reply
" Echoes on earth from thoufand bleeding hearts !

Ah matchlefs Beauty! what compared to ‘Thine
‘The chifelled grace of young Antinous’ form ?

What wreath fo graceful as the cruel fpine?
What chifel like Heaven’s dreadful anger-ftorm?

Still is that patient Head in love reclining
‘When evening hangs her filver lamps on high;

And fill, when morning in the Eaft is fhining,
Thatgreat white wondrous Figure marks the fky.

No Rizpah wipes that cold and clammy Brow ;
No fhield is thine againft the fiery fun;

‘Thou that o’erfhadoweft all, unfhaded Thou
Bear'ft the great ills of the fallen world alone !

Hard were it on fuch piture long to gaze,
And not believe it Very CHRIST, to be—
“T'rue Sun, though (hooting through a mift its rays ;
Dread Avatar, Incarnate DEITY,

.And Memory treafures ftill the mournful Figure;
And Fancy opens wide her half-fhut eye ;
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And Faith herfelf recruits her failing vigour
At fight of that immortal Conftancy.

‘There ftill It ftands : no friendly form is nigh ;
Only the way-worn Pilgrim kneeling down -

With head reclined, but tearful upward eye,
Forgetting in that Sorrow all his own.

There through the changing year the ftars look
forth,
And each above in filent glory fings ;
Both when the winter ftrips the cold blue north,
And when the weft wind fpreads its fummer
wings.

And fometimes haply as the pilgrim paffes,
While the dark wind pipes loud, the fhadowy
Form
Sceems all to [well and figh, while mournful mafJes
Come through the paufes of the driving ftorm.

Peace to fuch thoughts—
* * *

And yet be pardon mine,
If fometimes all too fondly I may fix
My penfive gaze where Love has fet her fhrine,
Within thy blood-ftreaked boughs, myfterious
Crucifix !
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D quam Gloriicum.

An Ancient Latin Poem.

BLISS beyond telling,
| ‘To mufe all alone,
| When the Spirit is dwelling
Serene on its throne;
When the Bridegroom is near,
Difcerned through a glafs,
Where no fhadows of fear
Caft a gloom as they pafs.

Alas! that this gladnefs
Comes feldom, foon flies ;
O’erclouded by fadnefs
It fades and it dies:
For life till the end
Is a wearifome ftrife,
And Man muft contend .
Againft ills that are rife.

Lo! Sin is prevailing,

And waxes more bold ;
While Love unavailing

Grows faithlefs and cold.
From far and from near

Comes the Foe with a fhout :
Within there is fear ;

There are fightings without.
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why *mid my forrow

- gleams thus allowed,

1 the grief of to-morrow
11 veil in its fhroud ?

is life at the beft

: a burden of care,
feldom a reft

'm the weight of defpair ?

«ck in creation,

w can’ft thou complain,
zh fore thy probation
forrow and pain?

tting that life

10 feafon of eafe,

f watching and ftrife,

1 the battle fhall ceafe.

1d is made purer
trial of flame,

on, fo grows furer

y faith in My Name.
tife whom I love,

s writ in My Word,
re Servants above

e lot of their Lorbp.

1aft thou forgotten,

w all My Life long,
ONLY-BEGOTTEN,

re anguifh and wrong ?
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How I wandered forlorn,
With no place of repofe,
No fhelter from fcorn
In My manifold Woes ?

Be patient ; be lowly;
And (o fhalt thou be
In feature more wholly
Made like unto Me,
Who came from on high,
True Gop and True Lorb,
To live and to die
Defpifed and abhorred.

And fhe, as thou knoweft,
From whom is My Birth,
Was counted the loweft
And leaft upon earth;
Was proved and was tried
By a chaftifement fore,
But is now glorified
And exalted the more.

Thofe whom I hold deareft
I chaften and prove
By trials fevereft
The fign of My Love :
By the fharpnefs of pain
Their faith is made fure,
Till the joys they attain
That for ever endure.
o
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O quam Glorificum,

‘The poor and the lowly
Find grace in My Eyes,

~ While all the unholy

And proud I defpife:

In the world they have fame
And renown for a day,
But are covered with fhame

When I (purn them away.

Oh! could’ft thou but ponder
‘The Joys of the Bleft,

Thou never would’ft wonder,
Though forely diftreft,

In hope to attain
‘The Joys that are ftored

For thofe who bear pain
And reproach for their Lorb.

For nought can’ft thou tender
More dear to thy LorD
‘Than thus to furrender
Thyfelf to His Word :
With never a moan
All thy fufferings bear ;
Bring thofe to His Throne,
As thine Offering there.

When all things are beaming
With peace and delight,
"There are whofe fair feeming
Proves falfe in the fight :
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When fuccours are few,
In the moment of need,
*T'is fhewn who are true,
And who faithlefs indeed.

Too often Man choofes
To own fin’s control ;
‘Then [weet are the ufes
Of pain to the Soul :
For this is the way
That My Servants have trod
To the Realm far away,
To the Courts of their Gob.

O JEsu, Thy Spirrr,

I pray Thee, impart,
That I may inherit

"This patience of heart :
And in every woe

Enable me ftill
Chief folace to know

In doing Thy Will,

‘Thus nearer, oh! nearer,
Lorp, draw me to Thee ;
And make Thy Crofs dearer
Than all things to me:
By Thee let me ftand

In Thy Torture and Shame—

By Thee *mid the Band
That rejoice in Thy Name!

195
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T'o Thee, UNBEGOTTEN,
Creator of all,

T'o 'Thee, SoLE-BEGOTTEN,
Who heareft our call,

To Thee, SPirIT Bleft,
‘THREE PERsoNs ONE Lorp,

Be praifes addreft
With eternal accord !

QAfter the Earthquake a Still Small Wofce.

OME! let us wander by the filent beach

Of this our mimic lake or inland fea,

Type of the Haven where our Souls
would be,

And learn the leffons which its waters teach,

As all Gop’s voicelefs Creatures ufe to preach.

We need not travel to the Holy Land,
To trace the facred print of JEsus’ Feet,
‘Where, without ebb or flow, the wavelets beat
With myftic murmur o’er the level fand
Of Galilee’s world-venerated ftrand.

Sweet are the Fountains of fair Jordan’s Lake,
Bitter the ocean-[prings of yon Sea-bay ;
O’er both, moft bright, moft blue, the fun-gleams
play, :
While fitful breezes folemn echoes wake,
And oft the encircling crags in terror quake.
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Gop’s Voice is heard in thunder underground;
The rumbling, reeling earth, man’s laft fole ftay,
Labours with gape and heave to roll away ;

‘The feething billows, one huge tidal mound,

Pour their volcanic torrent far around.

Woe to Bethfaida! to Chorazin woe !—
Sad dirge of men’s hearts failing them for fear
At roaring fea and waves—thy doom is near ;
Repent, or elfe expe thine overthrow ;
Though high as Heaven, as Hell thou fhalt fink
low.

‘Then all is calm and fmiling as before;

‘The river cleaves the interlacing hills

With gentle flow, made mufical by rills
From yonder fnowy peak’s perennial ftore,
‘Where many a gra(fy fteep o’erhangs the fhore.

And many a Ti-palm, many a tufted bufh
With bloffoms glimmering red through pendant
leaves
Of creeping parafites, a garland weaves ;
And giant trunks their feftooned branches pufh
Above the tangled fcrub and feathery rufh.

And many a Fern-tree rears its lofty creft,
Embowering leafy nooks of paler green
‘Than the deep umbrage of the foreft fcreen,

‘Where birds of varied plumage fhun their neft

"To bafk in that {weet funny realm of reft.
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Their notes, like filver chimes, fill all the grove
With modulated mufic, rich and clear,
Cheering the lonely fifher on the mere,

Or where his net upon the rock is hove,

While fportive fhoals glance harmlefs through

the cove.

Here Jesus might have fed the famifhed hoft ;
Here wrought the Miracle of frantic [wine ;
On yonder Mount, Transfigured, fhone Divine §

O’er yon calm waters roamed from coaft to coaft,

Or hufhed them with His Word, when tempeft-toft.

The Gofpel is not written in a book,
A tale that may be read and then forgot ;
Its work of Love and Truth endureth yet,
Or in the filence of this defert nook,
Or in the bufy hum we late forfook.

JEsus is everywhere, is very nigh ;
The Holy Land is in us and around ;
Grace blends with Nature, Earth with Heaven
profound ;
To them of loving heart and fingle eye
Deep Sacraments all Creatures underlie.

Whofo is wife, like Jesus® Self, will blend
The A&ive with the Contemplative Life ;
Leave for awhile the city’s cares and ftrife,

In folitude his proud heart’s knee to bend,

And in the wildernefs feek One True Friend.
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In calm or ftorm, in funfhine or in fhade,
His Prefence will go with thee and give reft,
Soothing the ftormy paffions of the breaft ;
Lo! I am with you always—fo He faid—
Even to the end ; ’tis I, be not afraid,

The Three Enemies: a Colloquy,
The Flefb.

WEET, thou art pale.—More Pale to
fee

CHRrisT hung upon the cruel Tree,

And bore His FATHER’s Wrath for me.

Sweet, thou art fad.—Beneath a rod
More heavy, Curist for my fake trod
The Wineprefs of the Wrath of Gob.

Sweet, thou art weary.—Not fo CHRrisT,
Whofe mighty Love of me fufficed
For Strength, Salvation, Eucharift.

Sweet, thou art footfore.—If I bleed,
His Feet have bled : yea, in my need
His Heart once bled for mine indeed. !

v e = e e e e

The World.

ey WEET, thouart young.—So Hewas Young
N1 Who for my fake in filence hung
Upon the Crofs, with Paffion wrung.
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Look, thou art fair.—He was more Fair
Than men, Who deigned for me to wear
A Vifage marred beyond compare.

And thou haft riches.—Daily bread :
All elfe is His ; Who Living, Dead,
For me lacked where to lay His Head.

And life is fweet.—It was not fo
To Him, Whofe Cup did overflow
With mine unutterable woe.

The Devil.
@ HOU drinkeft deep.—When CurisT would

‘ drained the dregs from out my cup:
So how fhould I be lifted up ?

‘Thou fhalt win Glory.—In the fkies :
Lorp JEsus, cover up mine eyes
Left they fhould look on vanities.

Thou fhalt have Knowledge.—Helplefs dut,
In Thee, O Lorb, I put my truft:
Anfwer Thou for me, Wife and Juft.

And Might.—Get thee behind me! Lorb,
Who haft redeemed and not abhorred
My Soul, oh, keep it by Thy Word.




201

Pentecoltal Dueg of the Holp Eattern
Chureh.

An Ode of an unknown Autbor.

E keep the Feaft of Pentecoft,
Bl The Coming of the HoLy GHosT;
Our hope is now fulfilled, and we
Receive the mighty Myftery.

‘The Day of Promife long foretold,
The time appointed we behold,

And therefore gladly now we fing,
To Thee be praife, Creator, King,.

O wondrous Gift of CHRIST the LorD
On His Difciples newly poured,

That they to all might Grace proclaim,
And publifh far the Saving Name.

Thy Love immortal, Worp of Gob,
In foreign Tongues they found abroad,
And all the wounds of fin to heal,
Thy fignal Mercy they reveal.

The HoLy SpirrT all things leads,
From Him all Prophecy proceeds,
His Priefts He ever fan{tifies,

He makes the poor and lowly wife.
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Pentecoftal Ddeg of the

On Fifhers He hath poured His Grace;
He rules the Church, His Dwelling-place;
He welds her Order, and His Might
Protets her Children in the fight.

‘Thee, ONE in Nature, ONE in Throne,
Eternal COMFORTER, we own,

With Gop the FATHER and the Son,
‘The Ever-blefJed THREE in ONE.

An Ode of S. Fohn Damafeene.

GL%] Burft fweetly forth of old,
In honour of the Idol,
‘The lifelefs form of gold ;
We cry, with awe adoring
‘The SpIrIT’s radiant Flame—
Sole TRINITY, we blefs Thee,
For evermore the Same.

They who the Voice Prophetic
Knew not as Word of Thine,
The Unknown Tongues regarded
As drunkennefs of wine ;

But we, in faith devoutly,
Give Gobp the honour due—

Sole TrINITY, we blefs Thee,
Who makeft all things new.
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‘The Prophet Joel looking

Upon the Face of Gop,
Aftonied heard Him [peaking,

And told His Words abroad—
They whom I give My SpirIT

Shall cry, thus filled with Might—
Sole TRINITY, We blefs Thee,

O everlafting Light.

The Third Day-hour abounded
With Grace, that we might know
The Source of Bleffing, Threefold,
Whence Benedictions flow :
And now, on this glad morning,
The beft and chief of Days—
Sole TriINITY, We blefs Thee
In Hymns of grateful praife.

An Ode of §. Cofmas the Melodift.

Xf;‘g Who with His mighty Hand
:'Dj Breaks the battle and the brand,
Now hath buried in the tide
Egypt’s chariots and her pride.
Songs of viftory we fing,

Perifhed are her hoft and King,
Tell the triumph far and wide,
Gob the Lorbp is glorified.

Thou a Light on earth haft fhined,
CHRisT, the Lover of mankind ;
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Thou the CoMFORTER haft fent,
All hath found accomplifhment,
Which the Law and Prophets old
In the ages paft foretold ;

Every Promife, every Word
Which Thy dear Difciples heard.

For the HoLy SPirIT’s Grace

On the true and faithful race
Freely hath to-day been poured,
From the world’s foundation ftored :
Gladly then thefe Hymns we lift,
Thankful for the wondrous Gift,
Praifing, as is right and meet,

Gob the Bleffed PARACLETE.

An Ode of §. Fobn Damafcene.

EAYBINTO the fiery Furnace flung,
%%] The Holy Children fweetly fung,
And finging, turned the fire to dew

Which quenched each flame that leapt anew :
And this the ftrain their love expreffed,
Gob of our fathers, Thou art Bleffed.

What time the T'welve infpired of Gop,
Redemption’s Story fent abroad,
The Working of the Breath Divine,
The unbelievers deemed new wine:
But we, through this fame SPIRIT fee
The THREE in ONE, the ONE in ‘THREE.
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‘T'he Nature One we praife and blefs,

The Glorious TRINITY confefs ;

Co-equal, Co-eterne, the Same,

‘We lift on high the Threefold Name,
And laud the Faith of old profeffed—
Gob of our Fathers, Thou art BlefJed.

The Afcenton.

'WAS on the Mount of Olives,
Nigh where the faithful Three
Had bid the Mafter welcome
So oft at Bethany,
>Twas there the MAN we cherifh,
The Mighty Gop we praife
Among His Chofen ended
‘The wondrous forty days.

There was not ought about Him
‘The coming change to fay,
Only a cloud was o’er them
As on a common day ;
He ftood with Hands uplifted ;
He bleffed ; that Bleffing o’er,
After that earthly pattern
He will not blefs them more.

For while He [pake, the Saviour
Paffed from this world of ill
Far o’er the facred village,
Far o’er the ancient hill ;
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Love unto Love returning,
Light to Its kindred Light,
‘The cloud o’erhead He entered

And paffed from mortal fight.

Then Angels came foretelling
That He fhall come once more
In clouds that we may follow
‘Where He has gone before ;
And then His Own defcending
Haftened with joy where lay
The towers of Sion City
Diftant a Sabbath-day.

So Gop went up to Heaven ;
But many an age has paffed,

And ftill the Angel’s promife
We wait, in this, the laft,

And oft our Souls expetant
Send up the cry of pain—

. 'Too long, too long He lingers ;

When will He come again?

Be hufhed, life-weary Spirits !
Not flack the Work proceeds ;
On earth He ftrives and quickens,
In Heaven His Death He pleads,
With Kings for nurfing-fathers
Shall we the Servants fail ?
Not without Blood Divineft
The Mafter paffed the Veil.
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Death,
Wifbes about Death.

WISH to have no wifhes left,
& But to leave all to Thee;
§| And yet I wifh that Thou fhouldft will
Things that I wifh fhould be.

And thefe two wills I feel within,
When on my death I mufe:

But, Lorp ! I have a death to die,
And not a death to choofe.

Why fhould I choofe ? for in Thy Love
Moft furely I defcry

A gentler Death than I myfelf
Should dare to afk to die.

But Thou wilt not difdain to hear
What thofe few wifhes are,

Which I abandon to Thy Love,
And to Thy wifer Care.

Triumphant Death I would not afk,
Rather would deprecate ;

For dying Souls deceive themfelves
Sooneft when moft elate.

All Graces I would crave to have
Calmly abforbed in one—
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A perfe& forrow for my fins,
And daties left undone.

All Sacraments and Church-bleft things
I fain would have around,

A Prieft befide me, and the hope
Of Confecrated ground.

I would the light of reafon, Lorb,
Up to the laft might fhine,

‘That my own hands might hold my Soul
Until it paffed to Thine. :

And I would pafs in filence, Lorb,
No brave words on my lips,

Left pride fhould cloud my Soul, and I
Should die in the eclipfe,

But when, and where, and by what pain—
All this is one to me:

I only long for fuch a death
As moft fhall honour Thee.

Long life difmays me by the fenfe
Of my own weaknefs fcared :
And by Thy Grace a fudden death

Need not be unprepared.

One wifh is hard to be unwifhed—
‘That I at laft might die
Of grief for having wronged with fin

Thy fpotlefs Majefty.
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The Paths of Death,

OW pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
ASSé

Like the bright flanting weft,
Thou leadeft down into the glow
Where all thofe Heaven-bound Junfets go,
Ever from toil to reft.

How pleaj'}Elt_‘are thy Paths, O Death !
Back to OWn dear Dead,
Into that Land which hides in tombs
The better part of our old homes ;
*Tis there thou makeft our bed.

How pleafant are thy Paths, O Death !
Thither where forrows ceafe

‘T'o a new Life, to an old paft,

Softly and filently we hafte
Into a Land of Peace.

How pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
Thy new reftores our loft ;

There are voices of the new times

With the ringing of the old chimes
Blent fweetly on thy coaft.

How pleafant are thy Paths, O Death !
One faint for want of breath—
And above thy promife thou haft given :
All, we find more than all in Heaven,
O thou truth-fpeaking Death.
P
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r pleafant are thy Paths, O Death !
‘en children after play

down, without the leaft alarm,
fleep, in thy maternal arm,

heir little life away.

7 pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
’en grown-up men fecure

er manhood, by a brave leap

dugh the chill mift of thy thin fleep—
lanhood that will endure,

7 pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
he old, the very old,

¢ when their flumberous eye grows dim,
€ when they feel thee touch each limb—
heir age was not lefs cold.

v pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
ver from pain to eafe;
ence, that hath held on for years,

er unlearns her humble fears
f terrible difeafe.

v pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
rom fin to pleafing Gop ;

the pardoned in thy Land are bright
nnocence in robe of white,

nd walk on the fame road.

7 pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
raight to our FATHER’S Home ;
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All lofs were gain that gained us this,
"The Sight of Gob, that fingle Blifs
Of the grand World to come.

How pleafant are thy Paths, O Death!
Ever from toil to reft—

Where a rim of fea-like fplendour runs,

Where the days bury their golden funs, .
In the dear hopeful weft.

Quam dileca Tabernacula,
A Hymn for the Dedication of a Church.

OW loved Thy Halls and Dwelling-
place, ,
O Lorp of Hofts moft High!
Sele(ted are the Architedts,
Secure the Buildings lie!
Untouched by ftorm, or wind, or rain,
Nay, €’en for thefe they firmer ftill remain.

How rich in beauty and in ftrength
Is the Foundation-ftone !
Of old in Sacramental type
And fhadow oft forefhown ;
Eve ta’en from fleeping Adam’s fide,
‘Type of an everlafting Race fupplied.

For Noah was falvation wrought
In Ark compofed of wood,
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Which, piloted, did fafely ride
Above the world’s vaft flood :
And Sarah laughed in joyance wild
When late in life fhe bore the promifed Child.

Rebecca ftanding by the well
With Abraham’s fervant nigh,
To quench the Camels’ thirft and his
The water doth fupply ;
Bracelets and earrings weareth fhe,
‘That for her hufband fhe prepared may be.

Jacob fupplants the Synagogue
Which wanders far away,
Whilft in the letter of the Law
It is content to ftay.
To weak-eyed Leah hid muft be
What Rachel, wed in equal bond, doth fee.

And by the way-fide, as (he fits
With clofely veiléd face,
Long widowed Thamar twins conceives
From Judah’s fond embrace.
Here in an Ark, by rufhes bound,
By Maid who came to bathe is Mofes found.

Here is the blefféd Offering made,
The facred Lamb is flain—
And Ifrael, fated with its blood,
May ever [afe remain.
Here too is paffed the Red Sea wave
*Neath which the Egyptians found a waterygrave.
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Here is the Urn with Manna filled ;
And here the Law’s Commands
Stored in the Ark of Covenant
(The Law which Gop demands ;)
Here are the Ornaments Divine
The glorious robes of Aaron’s Prieftly line.

And here Uriah is condemned,
And Bathfheba is known
As one to higheft honour raifed,
‘The fharer of a throne.
In gold-embroidered garments dreffed
She ftands, as daughter of King’s houfe confeffed.

Attrafted by his wifdom rare
King Solomon to fee
The Queen of Sheba hither comes,
All black, yet comely fhe—
As when commingled to the [kies
The fragrant clouds of myrrh and incenfe rife.

To us the day of Grace reveals
Whatever was foretold,
Whate’er in fhadow and in type
Enveiléd was of old ;
And we at length are given to reft
All fafely on our own Beloved’s Breaft.

Uplift we then the fong on high
Since now the Marriage-feaft is nigh,
Which trumpets did inaugurate—
Its end fhall pfalteries celebrate.
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Let thoufand thoufand voices raife
The joyous ftrain, the Bridegroom praife ;
And as in harmony they blend
Repeat they ever without end—
Alleluia! Amen.

JIn a Wikon of the night when deep Sleep
falleth upon Men.

dreams I flept, where Ifrael wept of

¢ old,

4| Her walls down-torn, her altars fhorn

of gold :

And in my dream Euphrates ftream rolled by

With fullen pride, in ocean’s tide to die. )

At firft, how bright, how clear the night had
feemed—

Sweetly at even the lamps of Heaven had beamed ;

All toil was ftayed, the winds were laid in calm—

From dells and bowers, went up of flowers [weet
balm.,

Sudden, on high was heard a cry of woe ;

Heaven’s darkeft pall fell over all below.

With flafhing flame Gop’s thunder came—that

found
Whofe echoes hold faint hearts or bold fpellbound.
* * * *

So on that fhore, long years before he lay
In Heavenly trance, and upward glance alway
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Daniel, that Seer whofe holy fear and love
Gained a bleft fight of Saints’ delight above ;
When from the feas a fourfold breeze had blown,

When Beafts on wings, and myftic things were
: fhewn,

* * * *

So from my view flowly withdrew the veil :

Full on my fight a Form of Light I hail.

A wondrous power in that dread hour was mine :
Scathlefs to hear thofe Words of fear Divine—

¢ No anfwer give if thou would’ft live—be ftill—
Where’er I go thefe thunders fhow Gop’s Will ;
At Whofe Command I {weep the land of fin
Till ye, like us, be glorious within,

O'! happy thofe when night fhall clofe whoe’er
Spotlefs have worn their robes; for morn is near.”

A Tradition of S, Fobhn the Ehangelitt.

O thoufand years have wellnigh paft
Since he, the gentleft and the lajt
Of all that holy band,
That with their Lorp and SAviour
bore
The weary toil and labour fore,
Led by His guiding Hand,

Hath paffed unto his reft away,
Where Love can never more decay
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And Faith and Hope are o’er;

All gently clofed his eyes in (leep,

E’en while his Children round him weep,
‘That he may ftay no more.

They laid him in the hallowed ground,

And many a day they watched around,
And deemed the earth did wave

At every breath of {lumber fweet,

And gently heave beneath their feet
Upon his lowly grave.

And long they watched the glad flowers grow,
And deemed that ftill his breath below
Did heave that little mound ;
For aye they thought to hear once more
The tones of Love oft heard before,
And lift their peaceful found.

‘They thought upon his laft farewell,
How with faint voice he ftill would dwell
On Love and Love alone;
How, while his Children all ftood near
Fondly his parting words to hear,
Love breathed in every tone.

And when they afked why that one word,
From him fo long, [o often heard,
Was all he uttered |till,
He faid, as faint his accents fall—
‘That Love, and Love alone, would all
Our Saviour’s Words fulfil.
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‘Then as his eyes in flumber clofed,

They deemed he now awhile repofed,
And laid him in the grave ;

And, as they watched long years around,

They ftill would think that grafJy mound
Did gently heave and wave.

And thus would they long vigil keep
Over the place of his laft fleep,

And aye in Love would dwell.
Thofe early days of Peace are o’er:
Do we of later ages ftore

His peaceful.- Words as well ?

How tread we now the paths of old,

With Faith all faint and Love grown cold,
With feeble fteps and flow ;

Our very Souls cling fondly fixed,

With fcarce a nobler longing mixed,
On fancied joys below.

Yet oft in glowing words we fpeak

Of Love all holy, pure and meek,
While ftrange the fenfe they claim ;

For, joined in an unholy tie,

Falfe Creeds and Faith all fheltered lie
Beneath this fpecious name.

1t is not thus; for faint from far,
Soon as we heed it not, the ftar
Of Truth more dimly gleams
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With wandering and uncertain ray—
So to our eyes it feems who ftray
Far from its nearer beams.

O Love, fo prized in days of yore,
While all the Crofs before them bore,
How faint and low the tone
That comes from forth thy holy fhrine ;
Far other is thy glance benign
Than that which we would own.

O early dawn of Chriftian Love,
Enkindled by the Holy Dove,
O days of glowing Faith,
When hearts beat high to fuffer here,
When Faith and Hope prevailed o’er fear,
And Weaknefs conquered Death.

BHymng of PNobalig.
The Defire of God.

KNOW not what I could defire
Wert Thou, dear Being, only mine ;
4| Wert Thou to crown my Soul with
gladnefs,
And ftill be near and call me Thine.
\  The vext crowd to and fro are hurrying,
| With eager glance they fearch around §
They call themfelves the wife, the prudent,
And yet this Treafure have not found.
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One thinks his hand the Prize now grafping—
Lo! what he hath is nought but gold ;
Another, earth and fea exploring,
Hath for a Name his quiet fold.
One for the Crown of viGory ftriveth,
One for the Poet’s wreath of bay,
And thus the ever-changing glitter
Attraiing all doth each betray.

‘To you Himfelf hath He revealed not?
Can you forget Who died for you ?
Who for your fakes from Life departed—
Yea, Scorn and bitter Anguifh knew ?
Have ye not read, have ye not liftened ?
Of Him, from Him ne’er heard a word ?
How He brought down Divineft Mercy,
What endlefs Good on us conferred ?

How from high Heaven He defcended,
‘The exalted SoN of Mother bleft ?

What Tidings to the earth He carried—
How many healed by Him find Reft ?

How, by pure Love drawn down, He offered
Himfelf for us, a Viftim free ?

Low laid in earth, of Gop’s own Temple
The eternal Corner-ftone to be ?

And fhall not fuch a MefJage move you?
Is not This Man [ufficient found ?
Your doors to Him will ye not open
Who paffed for you Hell’s difmal bound ?
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Will ye not then lofe all things gladly,
Forego with joy each idle thought,

Your hearts for Him alone referving
Whofe Grace is promifed you unbought ?

Lift Thou me up, Thou Gentle SAVIOUR !
Thou art my world, my life is Thine ;
Though nought of earthly hope were left me,
I know my Recompenfe Divine,
Thou all my love with Love returneft ;
Thy Truth for ever fhall endure ;
The Heavens bow down in adoration ;
Thou dwelleft ftill within me [ure.

The Defire of Death.

WAY, below the earth’s broad breaft,
o Far from light’s realms defcending !
Storms of woe and wild unreft
Departure glad portending ;
‘The narrow bark fhall waft us o’er
Full foon to land on Heaven’s calm fhore.

Bleft be that everlafting night ;
Bleft, never-broken flamber:
Day with toils hath worn us quite,
Cares too long encumber ;
Now vain defires and roamings ceafe,
We feck our FATHER’s Houfe in peace.
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What fhould we do in this cold world
With Love and Truth fo tender?
Old things are in oblivion hurled,
The new no gladnefs render :
O forrowful his heart and lone
‘Who reverent loves the paft and gone !

Thofe ages paft, whofe purer race
High thoughts with ardour fired,
When Man beheld our FATHER’s Face,
And knew His Hand defired ;
While many a fimple mind fincere
Refembled ftill His Image clear.

Thofe days of old, when flourifhed wide
Stems of Patriarch ftory ;
When even Children joyful died
And fuffered for Heaven’s Glory;
While though life laughed and pleafure fpake,
Yet many a heart for ftrong Love brake.

Thofe times of yore when Gop revealed
Himfelf in young life glowing ;

With early death His Paffion fealed,
His precious Blood beftowing ;

Nor turned afide the ftings of pain

Us nearer to Himself to gain.

Through deepening mifts how vainly gaze
Our fond thoughts, backward turning :
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Nought in this dreary age allays
The thirft within us burning:

We muft arrive our home within

That ancient Holinefs to win.

What ftill delays our wifhed return ?
The Loved have long been fleeping ;
Their grave our earthly journey’s bourne—
Enough of fear and weeping!
With fruitlefs ftriving long annoyed
The heart is weary, the world a void.

Strange rapture ever new, unknown,
Through the faint frame is thrilling :
Hark! the foft echo of our moan
‘The hollow diftance filling ;
Whence the Beloved towards us bend,
Their breathings of defire afcend.

Down to the Bride, to CHRIsT we go,
The Bridegroom gone before us ;

Be of good comfort, mourners; lo!
Grey twilight deepens o’er us :

A dream diffolves our chains unbleft,

Our FATHER takes us to His Reft.

L2 AR ‘;‘
O THY

LNIVERSITY

OF
L4t )rorN\M

¥




223

Paravife.
From the Spanifb of Luis de Leon.

“l EGION of Life and Light!
Land of the Good whofe earthly toils
are o’er ;
Nor froft nor heat may blight
Thy vernal beauty ; fertile fhore -
Yielding thy bleffed Fruit for evermore !

There without Crook or Sling
Walks the Good Shepherd ; bloffoms white and
red
Round His meek Temples cling ;
And, to [weet paftures led,
His own loved Flock beneath His Eye are fed.

He guides, and near Him they

Follow delighted; for He makes them go
Where dwells eternal May,

And Heavenly rofes blow,

Deathlefs, and gathered but again to grow.

He leads them to the height

Named of the infinite and long-fought Good,
And Fountains of Dellght H

And where His Feet have ftood

Springs up, along the way, their tender food.

o
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And when in the mid fkies

The climbing Sun has reached his higheft bound,
Repofing as He lies,

With all His Flock around

He witches the ftill air with modulated found.

From His [weet Lute flow forth
Immortal harmonies, of power to ftill
All paffions born of earth,
And draw the ardent will
Its deftiny of Goodnefs to fulfil.

Might but a little part,
A wandering breath of that high Melody
Defcend into my heart,
And change it till it be
Transformed and fwallowed up, O Love, in
Thee!

Ah! then my Soul fhould know,

Beloved ! where Thou lieft at noon of day ;
And from this place of woe,

Releafed, fhould take its way

To mingle with Thy Flock and never ftray !

The Incarnation,

IME hath no brighter jewel on his brow

"Than this, all worlds, all ages, won-
dering fcan:

Shall Gop in very deed Himfelf allow

Limit and bound, and dwell on earth with man?
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- 1 marvel not that fome fhould mifconceive—
I marvel one fhould eafily believe ;
That when the Tale is told
(Sole tale which ne’er grows old)
How Flefh and Blood the Invifible once did fhrine,
Rather all hearts incredulous not combine
Such mightieft tafk of faith, unequal, to refign.

The fabled lore that lured the untutored ear .
Of the young world, ere fancy’s vernal age
Had ripened into reafon—then more dear
Than all the time-fchooled wifdom of the Sage—
The moft unbounded flights e’er roved at will
By lawlefs dreams, or thoughts more lawlefs fill,
Lofe all their wild and ftrange,
‘To moft experienced range
Brought meanly down, of credence eafier far
‘Than that the Worp, He by Whom all things
are,

Changed for His high Abode one poor inferior
ftar.

Down from the Heavenly hills in Love defcending,
Far in the depths of night His Eye defcried
~ 'The clufters of His Univerfe, one blending
Of infinite Lights—ftars in their courfes, tied
By order firm and ne’er-infringéd law ;
A world of worlds, whereof each one doth draw
About the central bright
Its duteous fatellite ;

U
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Yet chofe He not His Palace in fome fun,
By Heaven alone in native light outdone,
But this our darker Orb His radiant Prefence won.

There was no lack of Sovereign feats and thrones
Worthy of His poffeffing ; large domains
Waited His Lordly bidding ; populous plains,
The wealth of Empires, all the mingled tones
Of queenlieft Cities called Him—pomp and fong
And loud applaufe of many a rapturous throng :
But, fuch as thefe paffed by,
Beneath the Syrian fky
He fought the meaneft ftate, the lowlieft fhed,
That, earth’s moft bitter lot moft throughly read,
No heart might fink fo low but He might lift it
high.

And therefore did the greatnefs of His Scorn
Vouchfafe the meafure of His glorious Rife ;
And they who here with Him that Shame have
borne
Shall fhare His Crown and Triumph in the

Jkies: :

He That defcended is the fame That rofe

Above all Heavens, viftorious o’er His foes,
And evermore doth ftand
A Prieft at Gop’s Right Hand,

Till, in the fulnefs of the times, once more

He come with Might and Majefty, His floor

In Righteoufnefs to purge, and all things to reftore,
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And thou and I (O wondrous thought and ftrange !)
May call Him Brother; eat His Flefh, and
live; -
Drink of His Blood, that with all-quickening
change
Doth joy for grief, health for unfoundnefs give :
May love Him, though we fee Him not; may
hear
His Voice behind us, feel His Footftep near :
Thou, Who doft all things fill,
Art with Thy Children fill,
Who here through fighs and tears their voices
raife,
Or round Thy Throne, with rapt adoring gaze,
Lift high the harmonious Anthem of perpetual

praife.

I will exult, my evil days and few
Spending where Gobp hath fojourned ; His dear
Breath
Hath left a_fweetnefs in the air, a new
Celeftial fragrance, all the damps of death
Quite overmaftering, filling with perfumes
‘The grave unlovely, and dark funeral rooms ;
That each glad Soul may fpring
Upward from earth, and fing,
Beholding in her tomb Heaven’s opened door,
And hearing in her knell His Summons ring—
¢ Come up, dear Child, and dwell in Reft for
evermore.’
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The Earth He trod is confecrated ground ;
One ftone His Feet have touched hallows the
whole,
Reclaimed for Heaven’s juft ufes, from the round
Of torrid heats, to either utmoft pole :
Where He alighted burft a Spring, that flows
To every land, and ever widening goes,
Suftained by what diftils
From the everlafting Hills,
And ftill fhall fwell, a River broad and deep,
Till its great flood, with all-compelling (weep,
"The bars and gates of Hell triumphantly o’erleap.

Whofo receiveth this, doth all receive:
His faith can foar no further ; all the train
Of Signs and Wonders written, that doth leave
A breach in Nature’s ftatutes, to explain
By reafon’s rules he aims not, left as wife
Him(elf profeffing, folly’s meed he gain :
But, in mute awe profound
Upon that holy ground
Standing unfhod He hears, amidft the cries
Of jarring doubts and creeds, the ftill fmall Voice
Speak to his immoft heart, and trembling doth
rejoice.

" His the unfettered Faith to childhood given,
That queftions not how fuch a thing might be;

Whom large experience hinders not that Heaven
Should mix with earth, but whofe clear eye doth

fee
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In happy dreams the golden Ladder bending,
And Angel-feet for evermore defcending :
‘Thus human and Divine
‘To childlike hearts combine,
Who from the world’s Soul-deafening noife retreat,
And meekly fitting at the Mafter’s Feet
Lift to His Heaven-brought Words in contem-
plation fweet.

Fael,

LONELY Woman’s feeble hand—
A mail-clad Warrior in his might—
At her tent-door behold her ftand
To greet the Captain of the fight.

Stern greeting hers! for from on high
Unbidden comes the Lorp’s Beheft,
And fires with wrath her gentle eye,
And arms with fraud her guilelefs breaft.

Lorp, whence is this ? what [pell is caft?
Whence this up-heaving flood within,
This lightning-blaze, this whirlwind-blaft,
Too calm for rage, too pure for fin?

It comes : it comes: fhe may not paufe ;
Herfelf the hammer of Heaven’s will,
She executes the unwritten Laws,
Nor wifts the word that bids her kill.
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One blow—and where is he whofe head
Gave ftrength and guidance to an hoft ?
Low at a woman’s feet and dead,
Man’s foe and Gop’s lies ever loft.

And who fhall doubt—that in Gop’s Book
Hath fcanned the Gofpel through the velil,

And learned beyond the Law to look—
Whofe is the hammer and the nail ?

The Woman among women bleft,
Where but at Bethlehem is (he ?

The viftor vanquifhed in his reft,
Where but on crimfon Calvary ?

*Twas fhe who, when the ftrife ran high,
Gave flefh and birth to Gon’s Own Son,
Gave to the Life the power to die,
And raife by death a world undone.

O Son of Mary! cheat our foe,
Down with him even to the ground 3
In the grave’s flumber lay Death low,
And in the weak let ftrength abound.
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Funeral Hymn,

ROTHER! now thy toils are o’er,
Fought the battle, won the Crown ;
On Life’s rough and barren [hore
‘Thou haft laid thy burden down :
Grant him, Lorbp, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.

Through Death’s valley dim and dark"
JEsus guide thee in the gloom,
Shew thee where His Footprints mark
Tracks of Glory through the tomb :
Grant him, Lorbp, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.

Angels bear thee to the Land
Where the towers of Sion rife,
Safely lead thee by the hand
To the fields of Paradife :
Grant him, LorDp, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.

White-robed at the cryftal gate
Of the New Jerufalem
May the Hoft of Martyrs wait,
Give thee part and lot with them :
Grant him, LorD, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.



232 Funeral Hymn,

Choirs of Angels over us
Bear CHRIST’s weak and trembling Lamb,
Give thee peace with Lazarus
At the breaft of Abraham :
Grant him, Lorp, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.

Reft in Peace : the gates of Hell
Touch thee not, till He fhall come
For the Souls He loves fo well— -
Dear Lorp of the Heavenly home :-
Grant him, Lorp, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.

Earth to earth, and duft to duft,
Clay we give to kindred clay ;
In the fure and certain truft
Of the Refurrettion Day :
Grant him, LorbD, eternal Reft
With the Spirits of the Bleft.

CHrisT the Sower fows thee here :
When the eternal Day fhall dawn
He will gather in the ear
On that Refurrection morn :
Grant him, Lorp, eternal Reft,
Light and Life at Thy Beheft,
With the Spirits of the Bleft.
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The Story of the Crols.
The Queftion.

His own Raiment clad,
With His Blood dyed,

Women walk forrowing
By His Side.

Heavy that Crofs to Him,
Woeary the weight,

One who will help Him waits

: At the gate.

See! they are travelling
On the fame road—
Simon is fharing with
Him, the Lorp.

Oh whither wandering,
Bear they that Tree?
He Who firft carries it—
Who is He?

The /!nfwer.v
EMOLLOW to Calvary ;

5 !’;Q; Tread where He trod,
He Who for ever was

Son of Gob.
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The Story of the Crols,

You who would love Him, ftand,
Gaze at His Face,
Tarry awhile on thine
Earthly race.

As the j'wift moments fly
Through the bleft week,
Read the great Story the
Crofs will teach.

Is there no beauty to
¢ You who pafs by,’
In the lone Figure which
Marks that fky?

The Story of the Crofs.

NN the Crofs lifted
N Thy Face I fcan,
Bearmg that Crofs for me,
SoN of MAN;

Thorns form Thy Diadem,
Rough Wood Thy Throne,
For us Thy Blood is fhed—
Us alone.

No pillow under Thee
To reft Thy Head—
Only the fplintered Crofs
Is Thy Bed.
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Nails pierce Thy Hands and Feet,
Thy Side the fpear;
No voice is nigh to fay,
Help is near.

Shadows of midnight fall
Though it is day ;
Thy Friends and Kinsfolk ftand
Far away.

Loud is Thy bitter Cry;
Sunk on Thy Breaft
Hangeth Thy Bleeding Head
Without reft.

Loud fcoffs the dying Thief,
‘Who mocks at Thee ;
Can it, my SAvIOUR, be
All for me.

Gazing afar from Thee,
Silent and lone,
Stand thofe few Weepers Thou
Call'ft Thine Own.

I fee Thy Title, Lorp,
Infcribed above—
¢ Jesus of Nazareth,’
King of Love !

What, O my Saviour,
Here didft Thou fee,
Which made Thee fuffer and
Die for me?
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The Story of the Crolg.

The Appeal.
@ HILD of My Grief and Pain,
NEA  Home of My Love,

I came to call thee to
Realms above.

I faw thee wandering
Far off from Me;
In Love I feck for thee—
Do not flee.

For thee My Blood I fhed,
For thee alone—
I came to purchafe thee
For Mine Own.

Weep not for My Grief,
Child of My Love ;
Strive to be with Me in
Heaven above.

The Reply.

H, I will follow Thee,
p?q Star of my Soul,
Through the deep fhades of life
To the goal!

Yes, let Thy Crofs be borne
Each day by me;
Mind not how heavy if
But with Thee.
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Lorbp, if Thou only wilt

Make me Thine Own,

Give no companion fave’
Thee alone.

Grant through each day of life
To ftand by Thee!

With Thee when morning breaks
Ever to be!

The Pallion,
Fefus dying.
VER each tower and minaret,

And where in channel dark as jet
The ftreams of Kedron toil and fret,

Falls the inexplicable Veil,
The Sign when Nature’s powers fhall fail
Of univerfal woe and wail.

No light and fhade, in interchange
Softening the dark horizon’s range,
But fudden midnight ftern and ftrange !

Rufhed the uptreafured Darknefs from
Its hidden, uncreated home
To witnefs Gop’s own Martyrdom ?

Or did the Lorp Who hides His Face
In Shadows that betoken Grace,
And drapes in gloom His Dwelling-place,
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Did He in His moft awful Mood
Curtain around the Holy Rood
From man’s unchaftened neighbourhood ?

Or came the Type and Form wherein
Wrong works, to watch the ftrife within,
And learn the death of death and fin?

‘Thou Gop That hideft, who can tell,
Unlefs Thou teach us how to [pell
And learn aright the Miracle?

It hufhes all things; not a found
Or far or near is heard around ;
The guard feems rooted to the ground.

No word the Divine Sufferer faith ;
Only is heard His heaving Breath
Fighting the duel flerce with death.

And breaking o’er His quivering Lips :
Only the Blood that as it drips
Throbs through the palpable eclipfe!

Oh, vanquifhed Light return once more ;
Oh, breaking Heart that we adore,
When fhall this travail-pang be o’er?

When fhall the day its fetters burft,
And JEsus, from the Tree accurft
Speak once, and own Himfelf athirft ?
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Laft a& of His Humility
Better to witnefs, than to fee
This ftill.and voicelefs Agony.

SAVIOUR, and Suffering Gop! when I,
Knowing it is my time to die,
Upon my final crofs fhall lie ;

When Nature’s deepening fhadows fall
O’er Soul and fenfe, and like a pall
Suit all things to the funeral ;

In my eclipfe, oh, let me fee

Thy Sorrows, borne in love for me,
Upon Thy Crofs, on Calvary—
Borne, that I might in dying reft,
And lay, undarkened, undepre(fed
My head on Thy all-loving Breaft.

Fefus dead.

STAY the obfequious fingers !

D94 O [pare the myrrh and balm !

From the depths of this pure filence
'This inexpreffive calm ;

From the linelefs Lips where Slumber
Sets her confecrating feal,

Back on the world that wronged Him,
He fmiles His laft Appeal.
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Not like daylight’s laft effulgence,
So tender yet o bright ;

When relutantly the glory
Juft flafhes out of fight :

But Sorrow and Forgivenefs
Are blended on His Cheek,

Like the gleam that fills the twilight
As the dawn begins to break.

For Him is no more forrow,
There is neither change nor lofs ;
Life has no further torture,
Nor Agony, nor Crofs :
The Counfels of the Ages,
The Deftiny of Time,
At laft are confummated
In this Martyrdom fublime.

He was weak, when in the Manger
He drew an Infant’s Breath
He was weak, when in the Garden
He forrowed unto Death ;
Beneath the Crofs He fainted,
On the Crofs He bowed His Head :
But here is more than weaknefs—
All is finifhed ! He is Dead!

But the Love that is undying
Lights His Features, like a Mind ;
And His final Look is pleading,
With the Heart of Humankind.
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‘That owns, when it is hardeft
Death’s power to control,

And conquer and o’ermafter
The paffions of the Soul.

And thus His Look is pleading—
No more your anger keep :
- O My Brother, give thy pity!
O My Sifter, turn and weep!
I was T'rue, in Love unceafing,
Though My Labour was unprized ;
And My Crown of forrows pierced Me
When I faw that Love defpifed.

Ah, the world remains unheeding,
And will not brook the fight :

Quick! fhade the Features, winding
The Corsk of Gob in white :

Let the hands that Love has hallowed
Clofe faft the holy Eyes;

Let the two familiar faces
Look on Him where He lies.

‘There He lies! the wondrous Mafter
Upon Whofe Lips we hung;
Who had Might upon His Finger,
And Life upon His Tongue :
Still and cold! that glorious T'eacher
Who had GopHeAD in His Eye!
Oh, cruel Heart within me,
Wilt thou never break and die?
R
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Thoughts from the Wanual of
5. uguitine.

He that dwelleth in Love, dwelleth in God, and
God in him.

] HO neither loves, nor feeks for Jesus’
Love,

| His Soulabarren defertfhallremain ;
‘ And life will prove
To him, whate’er its joys, but life in vain,

‘To live for Thee, O Lorp, alone is Life ;

‘To live without Thee, were at once to die,
*Twere but the ftrife

Of aimlefs folly [wiftly paffing by.

Moft Merciful! to Thee I give anew

The life and underftanding which I owe ;
That Thou art true

And wilt that life reftore, by Faith I know.

Believing, I will love Thee and adore,
With Whom I hope for ever to remain,
Or, could I more,

In endlefs Reft and Bleffednefs to reign.

‘What Soul, unloving, feeks not after Thee,

The flave of fin and earthly love impure,
His lot fhall be

The helplefs thrall which guilty men endure.
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O may this bondage never, LorDp, be mine,
But let my pilgrimage fecurely end
Along the line
Of afpirations pure which Heavenward tend.

My Soul, in this her exile, longs for Reft ;
Be that to her, O Lorp, for which fhe longs,
Softly expreffed

In contemplation fweet, or grateful fongs!

In forrow, or in joy, when tumults fwell,

Grant her the fhelter of Thy guardian Wing ;
Do Thou compel

A calm, from whence foe’er the tempefts [pring.

O richeft Mafter of the nobleft Feaft,
And bountiful Difpenfer unto all,
Even the leaft,
On whom the mercies of Thy Goodnefs fall !

Do Thou to weary Souls fweet Food afford ;
Thy f[cattered Children fafely gather in; ‘

O Loving Lorp, '
Set free the bound, reftore the loft in fin! {

Lo! at the door a wretched Wanderer ftands

And knocks! Obrighteft Day-fpringfromon High,
Brightening the lands

Of death and fin, in mercy hear his cry!

Open! and let this craving fuppliant in,

That freely he may find his way to Thee,
And reft from fin,

And with Thy Heavenly Food refrefheéd be.
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For Thou, of Life the Bread and Water art,
Of Light éternal the eternal Fount,
The living Heart
Of righteous Men who climb the Heavenly Mount.

There fhall be no more Death, neither forrow,
nor crying.

Jig @|HRICE bleffed Land of Heavenly glad-
TA nefs!
Where life is Life in endlefs flow ;

Where undifturbed by fear or fadnefs
Greatnefs and Peace their fweets beftow ;
Where Health is pure, unchecked by ficknefs,

And ¢laid up’ Treafure never fails ;
Where no more Death betrays its weaknefs,
Nor Time its fleeting courfe bewails ;
Where Happinefs unyoked from forrow
Fills up its ample ftore with Love ;
And face to Face, no more we borrow
Figures to fhadow Gop above.

There too, we know as we are known,
The heights of Love Divine we fcan,
And fee the Light from out the Throne
Enlightening ere the worlds began ;
The unfailing Food of Life is there,
Beholding Whom our Souls are fed ;
Beholding, yet with longing care
Still to behold—ftill upward led.
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All quickening there, with beauteous Ray
The Sun of Righteoufnefs is fet,
Illuming all the golden Way
Where Citizens of Heaven are met.

Nor only fo! but the Redeemed

Are there, one mighty World of Light,
As never Mortal could have dreamed

Of fun or ftars, fo dazzling bright!
To Gop Immortal joined are they

Who no corruption more fhall fee ;
And now, O JEsu, day by day

They claim that Pledge which fell from Thee—
FATHER, I will that where I dwell

Whoe’er are Mine may dwell with Me,
As Thou and I, fo they, may tell

The wondrous Blifs of Unity !

CThilolfke Holinels,

EAUTIFUL is Noon!
The glory and effulgence of the day ;
Bright zenithof the Sun’s majeftic fway,
Whofe fceptred light floods forth for
Nature’s boon.
Hufhed are all birds ; the fhortened fhadows lie
Crouched’neath the trees. WefeelaPrefencenigh,
As from our fhady nook,
On the clear outward glare we look,
And reverence the Power
Who hath fet forth His Image in this hour.
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Beautiful is Eve!

ftars are tangled in her deepening Veil ;
1e great fea grows dim the fnowy fail ;
| twitterings low, the birds their concert leave;
dewdrops form upon the thirfting blades,
timid Peace fteals from her filent glades.
The village hum is ftill ;
1¢ fheep are folded on the hill
And we our [pirits yield

the reft that wraps fky, wood and field.

Yet, lovelier far
1 Noon-tide, or the infant fteps of Night,
orn! Rekindled Hope and new-born Might
up, and hail his weftward-coming car.
there is fong in Heaven and fong in earth;
ocean dimples o’er with (miling Mirth ;
And the fad evening heart,
hat thought not from its grief to part,

Sees with aftonifhed eyes
s of unlooked-for joy mount up the fkies.
* * *

Infpiring is the fight
Tanhood’s Piety! Amid the fight
T this world’s harafs, work and care,
1e weary day, the fhortened night
> mark his unforgotten prayer,
s evening queftioning of heart,
is faith ftill burning in its fhrine ;
1 to Heaven, in Senate, Feaft or Mart,
jing to earthly labours Love Div ine.
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And beautiful is Age!
As worldly cares do lefs its heart engage,
When, like the tranquil end of day,
Its warmeft feelings ceafe to rage,
And fhed a clear but quiet ray,
Shining as ftars, benign and fair :
And Youth grows reverent at the fight ;
And Children gather round the well-loved chair
Of Curist’s tired Pilgrim, bidding Earth ¢ Good-
night I

But oh! more fweet than all,

‘Than Manhood’s faith, or Life’s calm autumn fall,

Is holy Childhood! ’T'is the dew

‘That after-hours can not recall ;

A joy which years can ne’er renew ;

*'Tis incenfe in a virgin fane;

*Tis new fallen [now from fields above ;
The white-bleached robe, awhile without a ftain,
Drawing our gaze of mingled awe and love.

No more the facred voice
‘Which interpofed, and bade faint hearts rejoice
Falls on our ears. But echoes tell
That Gop, for neareft Heaven, makes choice
Of Infant hofts. His Afphodel
For the young, [potlefs brow is twined ;
And unveiled Vifion waits the eyes
Of childlike Purity, with Love enfhrined
In hearts, where’er they beat beneath the fkies.
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The Aubent.

OW by fhining Forms attended,
By what golden fair,
He, the Son of Gop, defcended,
Teell me, Earth and Air!
Hark ! the Heaven itfelf is ringing,
All the blue wide arch
Rolls a found of Angels finging
His triamphal March.

Not with iron fteeped in flaughter,
Nor with blood-red feet

Comes He! but like rills of water
Where the dry [uns beat :

Love with happy eyes before Him
Melteth fin like fnow ;

All whom He hath made adore Him,
Fount of Peace below.

Wife Men of the Eaft unravel
Wondrous Signs afar ;

Forth to Judah’s land they travel,
Led by the new Star:

Thither, for their Soul divineth
Some great Birth foretold,

Each his feveral Gift configneth,
Incenfe, Myrrh and Gold.
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On the quiet hills, far (leeping
In a filver light,

Shepherds lonely watch were keeping
Mid their flocks by night,

When ftrange Harmonies above them
Burfting, wave on wave,

Told of CHRIST come down to love them,
CHRIST, Supreme to fave.

Turn and look where feeble, tender,
Helplefs to behold,

Lies our King, bereft of fplendour,
Touched with heat and cold:

In a ftable, in 2 manger,
Heir to forrows born,

Even He, a Baskg, a Stranger,
Naked and forlorn.

Tell me what Divine Affe&tions
Throng that Infant Brain!

Say what dreamy recolletions
Breathe, preluding pain!

Holy CHILD, Prieft, Prince, and Prophet,
That myfterious reft

Shadows, though men know not of it,
Anguifh in Thy Breaft.

Read, O Man, that [acred ftory,
How the Gop mojt High

Came down, emptied of His Glory,
Here to mourn and die—
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The Aubent,

Canft thou, ere the long nights darken
O’er thine evil day,

Canft thou hear it, and not hearken, .
Weep, repent, obey ?

Yet, when thou art filled with fadnefs
At thy Saviour’s Woe,

Peals an Angel-ftrain of gladnefs
And thy joys o’erflow :

By that All-fufficing SpIrIT,
Born to human Breath,

Souls Eternity inherit,
And men vanquifh Death.

‘Thus to hail Thine Advent hither,
Grant, O Lorp, to me

Large delight and griefs together
May united be:

Here though bitternefs hath found Thee
For our guilt undone,

Gob’s high Pzan fails around thee
For a conqueft won.

‘Thus alternately to borrow
Health from pain and lofs,
Joy’s companionfhip with forrow
Yield me from Thy Crofs ;
Tears for Thy deep Tribulation
And fin’s wineprefs trod,
Praife for uttermoft Salvation
And the Hymns of Gob.
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Colloquieg bettoeen the Dilciple and
the Divine MWatter,

Fudge not, that ye be not judged.

e BIELL not abroad another’s faults
4 *T'ill thou haft cured thine own;
Nor whifper of thy neighbour’s fin
*Till thou art perfe& grown:
Then, when thy Soul is pure enough
" 'To bear My fearching Eye
Unfhrinking, then may come the time
‘Thy brother to decry.”
¢ Jesu, Saviour, pitying be;
Parce mihi, DominE !’

¢¢ 'Thine ears may hear, thine eyes may fee
The word or deed of ill,
But not the tears that flow to Me,
Nor contrite fighs, that thrill
Beyond the ftars, and through the hofts
Of all Mine Angels bright ;
‘Which that poor grieving heart pours out
In filence of the night.”
¢ Jesu, Lorp, O pardon me ;
Parce mihi, DoMINE !’

¢ And if not yet he own the fall,
And unrepentant be,
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Then pray for him as for thyfelf,
Plead for his Soul with Me.
And if he wrong to thee have done,
Still plead more earneftly,
'Till prayer of Faith becomes the prayer
Of glowing Charity.”
¢ Lorp of Love, O help Thou me ;
Parce mihi, DoMINE!?

¢ And weary not! 1 watched for thee
On mountains lone all night :
Athirft, for love of thee, I toiled
All through the hours of light.
In meeknefs and in lowlinefs,
In wearinefs and pain,
I fpent My Life, I died My Death
Thy dead, loft Soul to gain:
And on My Heart I bear thee ftill,
That thou with Me may’ft reign.”
¢ Lorp of Life, Who loveft me,
Parce mihi, DoMINE !’

The Complaint of a Pilgrim.

LORD, my Gob, the way is rough and
perd  long;

And I through wearinefs am faint and failing.’
¢ I am thy Staff, and I will ftrengthen thee,
Though earthly help is vain and unavailing.”
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¢ There is no water in this weary land,
While thirft confumes my parched and fainting
Soul.’
¢ Come unto Me! of living Streams the Fount ;
I will refrefh thee ; I will make thee whole.”’

¢ But, O my Lorp! my heavy daily Crofs
Doth well-nigh weigh medown. Lorp, fuccour
me !’ o
¢¢ | bear it with thee, O faint-hearted One,
Who a far heavier Crofs have borne for thee.

¢ Fold not the darknefs fondly round thy heart,
Think of My Mercy [weet, and comfort thee,

My poor, unworthy Child ; for Mine thou art,
And fin alone can fnatch My Child from Me.

¢¢ I leave thee never ; thou art not alone,
And with thine own and thee Mine Angels
dwell :
Poffefs thy Soul in patience ; freely give
Me love for Love, and all fhall yet be well.

¢ The Time is fhort. They that now weep, ere
long
Shall be as though they wept not: they that
mourn
Be comforted, for I will comfort them :
And f[weet fhall be their glad thank(giving
Song.”
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In Domo Patrig.

Of the various Manfions and Rewards of the Elect
in the Heavenly Ferufalem.

My FaTHeR’s Houfe on high,
Where He reigns above the (ky,
Many Manfions, paffing fair,

I for Mine Ele&t prepare: .
They alone fhall enter in
Who in holy ftrife with fin
Fight till they the battle win.

Foremoft there is Mary feen,
*Mid the Virgins Virgin-Queen :
Bleft is fhe, fupremely bleft,
Thus preferred before the reft:
Clofe to Me fhe holds the feat
For My Beft-belovéd meet,
With the Angels at her feet.

Glad is fhe with great delight,
Keeping ever in her fight

Me, her own Beloved Son,
Who alone the Vittory won,
Seated at the FATHER’s Side,

Ruling o’er creation wide,
King of all the Glorified.
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Joying with the Heavenly Choir,
Adam, man’s primeval Sire,
Gladly renders thanks to Me;
Comforted to hear and fee
How the fallen human race,
Loft through his defetion bafe,

. Is by Me reftored to Grace.

Lo! the Patriarchs with mirth
Leap for gladnefs at My Birth :
Promifes they heard of old

Now accomplifhed they behold :
All the nations, Faith confeffing

In My Name, receive the Bleffing,
Endlefs Life through Me po(feffing.

Sweetly harping in My Praife
There the Prophets tune their lays ;
Joyful they have found the Grace
Thus to fee Me Face to face:

In the world, in days of old,
While they lived of Me they told ;
True were all their fayings bold.

David, Ifrael’s Pfalmift [weet,
John, who gave Me Baptifm meet,
In the place of light Divine,

With efpecial brightnefs fhine :
Sent before, as I drew nigh,

Not fo much to prophefy,

As to point and teftify.

255
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In Domo Patrig,

How illuftrious appear,

‘Thofe My twelve Apoftles dear! -
In My Throne of Glory fharing,
Part with Me in Judgment bearing :
From them(elves to Me they turned,
All their earthly treafures [purned ;
With My Love their [pirits burned.

Martyrs brave, of faith unfailing,
Who, ten thoufand deaths affailing,
For My Name their witnefs bare,
Robes of gleaming crimfon wear ;
Shining clear, in fplendour bright,
Glowing with a rofy white,

Raifed to Honour’s topmoft height.

All who patiently endured
Glory have with Me fecured,
Decked with fewer pearls or more,

" As they heavier trials bore ;

Now their groans and tearful fighing
Stores of gladnefs are fupplying,
Source of pleafure never dying.

Free at length from earth’s turmoils,
Each according to his toils,

Well Confeffors are repaid,

In befitting robes arrayed ;

Purple veftures are their due,
Blending tints of diverfe hue,
Crimfon red with azure blue. |
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Golden chains about their neck
Mine elefted Teachers deck ;
Dottors, by My fpecial Love,

This Reward poffefs above ;

By whofe doétrine, clear and found,
Faith in Me, with Virtue crowned,
Spread to earth’s remoteft bound.

Monks, who kept the life Divine,
Drink their fill of My new Wine ;
Feafting with their Heavenly King
Songs of joy and praife they fing :
All the labours which they wrought,
Difcipline, with rigour fraught,
Sweeten now their every thought,

Anchorites, with Grace endued,
Hermits, from their folitude,

With bright beatific glance

View My beaming Countenance:
Thirfting fore this Blifs to tafte,
Long they fojourned in the wafte,
And a ftraitened life embraced,

They that brake a ftubborn will

Striét obedience to fulfil

Now are My Companions made,

And in garments fair arrayed :

Now no felf-conftraint they ufe,

No inviting pleafure lofe,

Nothing fhun which they would choofe.
]
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~ Humble Souls, and poor in [pirit,

Exaltation great inherit :

Once by men on earth abafed,
Warmly now by Me embraced :
They for whom contempt was fhewn,
To My Side are raifed alone,

. Seated on a lofty Throne.

Virgins, pure in life and heart,

Bear with Me a gladfome part ;
Through the Halls of Heavenly fong,
In the dance, they [weep along ;
Perfume [weet they caft around,
With immortal garlands crowned ;
All their Hymns My Praifes found.

Conftant Widows, true and chafte,
My celeftial Glory tafte :

Great indeed is their reward

Who were faithful to their LorD : .
Earthly nuptials they difdained ;

In the Heavens a Houfe they gained,
And My glad Embrace attained.

Well-beloved, with Me abide
Holy Souls in wedlock tied ;
They, according to My Will,
Zior’s holy City fill :

From their bleffed children’s ftore
Grows the band upon the Shore,
Saints in number more and more.
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Unto thofe whofe continence
Triumphed o’er the joys of fenfe
Many crowns by Me are given,

For the times that they have ftriven ;
Glittering with brighter fheen

As the ftruggles they have [een
Harder and more fierce have been.

Safe they kept their innocence,
Guiltlefs of the great offence,

Much they marvel, much rejoice,
At their Heavenly-guided choice ;
How throughout they were defended
From the fin to which they tended,
Sin which with their birth defcended.

Penitents, with equal joy,

Reft in Peace without alloy :

Now their Souls are cleanfed within
From the ftain of all their fin:

Hence their glory; hence their praife;
Hence to Me immortal lays

With exulting heart they raife.

Mafters, Servants, bond and free,

Nurfed in wealth or penury ;

Every fex and every age,

Prince and peafant, fool and fage ;

Each, according to his meafure,

Holds a never-failing Treafure, -
In the Realm of peace and pleafure.
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All this Heavenly company

Live for evermore with Me :
Wondrous glad is their thank(giving
In the Manfion of the living :
Round them they behold difplayed
More than all for which they prayed
While below, on earth, they ftayed.

Earthly pleafures therefore leave,
To the Heavenly country cleave :
Let thy labours know no bound,
That thou mayeft be holy found,
So, when thou hajft bravely ftriven,
Unto thee fhall part be given
In the Happinefs of Heaven.

* * *
Fount of Bleffing, whence doth flow
Every good that man can know ;
Holy TRrINITY, the fum
Of the Saints’ reward to come ;
Still Thy Majefty tranfcends
All the praife which Thee attends,
‘To the age that never ends.

"Grant that with Thy Saints above,

One in Faith and Hope and Love,
We, amid the ranfomed throng,
Join the everlafting fong :

Unto Thee our anthems pour,
‘Thee with glowing hearts adore,
Praifing Thee for evermore.
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Thoughts in Lent,
Confolation.

ARK! yon white-robed Angel-choir
Strike their tuneful golden lyre ;
Hark! refponfive to their cry
Pure and faint-like Souls reply,

They whofe victory-crowned brow

Knows not fin nor fuffering now :

Hark ! how floats that found along ;

Lift! the notes of Heavenly fong—

Holy, Holy, Holy, Lorb!

Burfts from each foft echoing chord,

Robed in Brightnefs o’er the Sun,

Thou, the High and Holy ONE!

Lorp! what earthly voice can tell
Joys which minds Celeftial fwell ?
Or can join with them to raife
Hymns of never-ending praife ?
Yet wilt Thou Thyfelf impart

To the meek and contrite heart ;
Nor wilt Thou, O Gob, defpife

A broken Spirit’s facrifice.

He that trembleth at Thy Word
Need not fear Thy glittering Sword,
Reconciled through Thy Dear Son
To the High and Holy ONE.
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Though Thou hear’ft the Seraphs cry,
To the humble Thou art nigh ;
Though in Heaven Thy Dwelling-Place,
‘Thou haft yet a Throne of Grace ;
Thou haft faid that Thou wilt be
With each Soul that feeketh Thee,
Him in Righteoufnefs array

Till the great and final Day,

Fit him by Thy SeiriTs Power

For the peaceful parting hour :

In thofe Heavenly regions high,

Paft mortal thought or mortal eye,
_Thou haft faid that fuch fhall be

In thofe glorious Realms with Thee,
By Thy SeirrT, through Thy Son,
When life’s toilfome courfe is done,
With the High and Holy ONE!

Humiliation.

EMOUNT of all Mercies, lo, I come

Y4 Again to feek my long-loft Home,
And Thee the Gop of Comfort pray—
Turn not Thy Suppliant away.

Thou Who reftrained Thine Anger’s power
In Salem’s penitential hour,

Thou Who waft found, and found to blefs
The Wanderer in the Wildernefs,
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‘Who heareft grief and fuffering’s cry
And wafheft out the purple dye,
Who finful Nineveh didft fpare,
Hear! oh, hear! my contrite prayer.

I afk not that Thou fhould’ft reftore
‘The earthly joys I loved before ;

I afk not that my life’s fad fun

Should in its former fplendour run;
The Chriftian’s hope, his firft glad fong
To fallen Souls no more belong ;

That Robe fo fpotlefs once, fo bright,
Is ever foiled in human fight:

I only afk Thee—nor deny

To hear Thy Suppliant’s mournful cry ;
I only afk, O Gop of Heaven,

To die in peace, to die forgiven !

WUerleg from the German,

Retirement,

H, whither flee, or where abide ?
‘ Where is the lone fequeftered [pot,
Where outward things can reach me
not
And from their turmoil I may hide?
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Can no deep folitude be found
Where prayer and praife might ceafelefs be
To Him Whofe Grace had fet me free
From each diftra&ing fight and found ?

For defert waftes my [pirit longs ;
Had fhe the pinions of a dove,
There would fhe feek the Source of Love
Far from thefe reftlefs noify throngs ;
She dare not longer make abode,
She cannot keep her own Faith pure,
Where men are caught in Folly’s lure,
And ftrive but to forget their Gop.

Then forth my Soul! Efcape amain
From fnares that long have held thee faft ;
Quit worldly fchemes and friends at laft,

‘That fo thou may’jt that reft attain,

Where voice nor touch nor fight can come
To break thy commune deep and ftill
With Him Who every want can fill,

Who is alone our proper Home.

‘There in fome narrow quiet cell,

My Paradife, my Promifed Land,

Thefe wandering thoughts I might command,
And fixed in rapt devotion dwell,
No foe to thwart with blame or praife ;

My Gob alone fhould fill my Soul,

As toward my peaceful death fhould roll -
In changelefs courfe my tranquil days.
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Alas! poor Soul! hadft thou thy will,
*Twere refting ere the field was won ;
How hopeft thou all foes to fhun

‘When blind felf-will goes with thee ftill ?

In outward things thou feekeft reft,

But thou wilt never find it fo;
Nought outward is fo much thy foe
As what thou haft within thy breaft.

Safe is Obedience, that alone ;

No loyal Soldier leaves his poft,
Though toil or pain or life it coft,

Until his Captain faith, ¢ Begone.’

And Faith knows not to paufe or choofe,
And flees no ftrife however ftern,
Where in the ftruggle fhe my learn

How in Gop’s Will her own to lofe.

But if thy heart on Peace is bent,
O’er fair falfe dreams no longer brood
Of bleft, congenial folitude,
They will but breed deep difcontent ;
No Paradife is left us here ;
Our Peace is in a will refigned ;
Then amid crowds thou yet may’ft find
Thy Unfeen Lorp moft furely near,
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Midnight,

960 T dead of night

P.EBN Sleep took her flight ;

I gazed abroad ; no ftar of all the crowds

That people Heaven, was fmiling through theclouds
To cheer my fight
That dreary night,

At dead of night
I fcaled the height
Of giddy queftion o’er our mortal lot,
My fearchings found no anfwer, brought me not
One ray of light
In that deep night.

At dead of night
In ftill affright
I turned, and liftened to my throbbing heart ;
One pulfe of pain alone, whofe ancient fmart
Had dimmed fweet light,
Beat there that night.

At dead of night
I fought the fight,
Humanity, of all thy pain and woes ;
My ftrength could not decide it, and my foes
O’erwhelmed me quite
In that deep night.
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At dead of night
All power and might :
1 yielded, LorD of Life and Death, to Thee,
And learnt Thou watchedft with me, and that we
Are in Thy Sight ’
In deepeft night.

®ethlemane,

IN hardens, all the heart with ice en-
crufting,
And narrowing its current evermore ;
Therefore, O Saviour, Loving, Pity-
ing, Trufting,
Thy Heart, the ice of fin ne’er crufted o’er,

Woas tenderer to feel each pang that tried Thee
Than any heart that ever broke or bled,

The timid Love that followed yet denied Thee,

The felfifh Fear that kept far off or fled.

* * *

Bat fin muft ever weaken while it hardens,
Enfeebling to endure, or a&, or dare,

Till nothing fave the balms of Heavenly Pardons
Can nerve the heart again to do or bear.

Then muft Thy Heart be ftronger far to fuffer
Than any finful heart that ever beat ;
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And if Thy Path than any path be rougher,
Yet haft Thou Strength unfcathed its woes to
meet.,

What tide of grief then, Mightieft, o’er Thee
rufhes
Thus tafking e’en Thy Patience and Thy Truft ?
What woe beyond all woe Thy Spirit crufhes,
Bowing Thee Sinlefs, Spotlefs, to the duft ?

Martyrs for Thee have gone to meet their anguifh
Singing glad Hymns ¢’en with theirdying breath,

Not all their tortures caufing once to languifh
"The hope that led them forth for Thee to death.

‘Thy Stephen’s face fhone like a holy Angel’s,
Uplifted midft the ftones towards Thy fkies,
Beaming from radiant brows Thine own Evangels,

And glowing with the welcome in Thine Eyes.

Yet Thou, Lorbp, lifteft not Thy Face to Heaven,
But boweft proftrate on the dewy fod ;
Thy Soul exceeding forrowful with death-pangs
riven,

Thy Sweat of anguifh as great drops of Blood.

What ftorm is this in which Thou all but finkeft,
‘Whofe Arm has borne fo manythroughtheflood ?
‘What bitter Cup is this from which Thou fhrinkeft,
Strength of all Martyrs, Patient LAMB of Gop?
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The fin of all the world, whofe throne ‘Thou
claimeft,

Hadft made (o fair, [o fallen, loved and fought!

‘The fin of all Thine Own, to whom Thou cameft,

Thou cameft, and Thine Ownreceived Theenot!

The fin of all the Saved, that dying bleffed Thee,
Who from the fting of Death hadft fet them free;

‘The fin of all Thy Martyrs who confeffed Thee,
And died rejoicing that they went to Thee.

This is the weight of Agony tinj'poken
Which Thee, O Higheft, thus fo low hath
laid ?
The curfe of all the law mankind had broken,
The fin of all the world which Thou hadft made.

Earth’s ferried woe and crime in one compreffing,
Thou burieft all within Thy fingle Breaft,

And changeft thus our every curfe to Bleffing,
Giving us Life through death, in labour Reft.

Dy Tekament bymng,
David and Barzillai.

IN Bleffing parted from the King
By Jordan’s brimming wave,
Yet fhalt thou hear the City fing
With him beyond the grave.
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Thy Monarch’s home fhould yet be thine,
Jerufalem the bleft,

Though Gilead’s balms in all their calms
Have fteeped that aged breaft.

O birthday crown of fourfcore years,
Which fome with ftrength attain !

Vain conqueft, to furvive with tears
And more than manhood’s pain !

The King that eye fhall yet defcry
In all His Beauty rare ;

To Angel’s lute no voice is mute,
No ear is liftlefs there.

Rizpab, the Daughter of Aiab.

AYEFORE thofe bones unfhrouded,
&)  On Gibeah’s deathful hill,
Beneath the fkies unclouded,
Befide the gafping rill,
Watch! lonely Mourner, keeping,
With all thy fackcloth fpread,
The raindrops of thy weeping,
‘The harveft of thy dead.

Thofe gracious tears are winning
The Bleffing from above,

"The Sacrifice for finning,
Bathed with a finner’s love ;
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Not yet upon the mountains
Falls there the promifed dew ;
Break, Heart, thy forrow’s fountains,
Baptizing them anew.

Lift! lift His Crofs, Wood-hewer,
Draw! draw that water’s tears—

The latter and the newer, :
‘The purer rain appears ;

There droops a Sinlefs BROTHER
His (weet atoning Brow ;

There breaks the Virgin Mother
A fpotlefs heart below.

Is it well with the Child?

784S rippled, by the fickle preft,
RO The cornfield’s crefted wave,
He fank upon the Reaper’s breaft
Whofe garner is the grave.

O well is it, [weet Child, with thee,
Soft lies thy drooping head,

Death’s pillow is thy Mother’s knee,
Thy bier the Prophet’s bed !

*Tis not new Moon, nor Sabbath foon,
No grief the Prophet knows ;

No new Moon now of hope haft thou,
No Sabbath of repofe.
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Hold! Mother, hold the Man of Gob,
Lay there thy forrow’s lofs ;

He wakes not to the Prophet’s rod
Who fleeps beneath the Crofs.

O full are they of healing fweet,
His Saints, ere CHRIST appears,
Ere mourners hold thofe bleffed Feet,
Or wafh them with their tears!

Elijab and Elifpa.

i ,-'."e TERN Remembrancer of error
O] With the lightning of thine eye,
Locking with the key of terror
All the portals of the fky,
Calling, while the bleffing lingers,
Laving flames on Carmel’s fteep,
Ere the cloud with dewy fingers
Scoops the vapours of the deep :
Man of Gop, no CHRrIsT I fee—
‘What have I to do with thee ?

Earth with fire and blood baptizing,
Mingling with the gracious rain,
‘Then on wheels of flame uprifing,—

Shine upon the mount again ;
There with wrathful Mofes ftanding,
Smiting with the vengeful rod,
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Fire from Heaven and earth commanding,
Make thee like the SoN of Gop :
Darkeft of the Clouded Three—
We will build no houfe for thee!

Caft thy mantle on another,
Who fhall all thy terrors quell—
Kiffing Father, kiffing Mother,
Ere he bids the world farewell ;
Like thee only once in curfing,
When the fcoffing fons rebel,
As the SpirIT gently nurfing,
Save when Ananias fell :
There the Son of Gob I fee—
Prophet, let me cleave to thee!

Thine the fill fmall Voice remaining,
Chiding Horeb’s ftormy blaft,
Hufhing all the world’s complaining,
When the flaming Law is paft;
Bidding with the Minftrel’s foothing
All our angry paffions ceafe,
Softened by the SPIrIT’S Smoothing
All to Gentlenefs and Peace,
Perfet Love, without a fear—
Son of Gob, I fee Thee near!
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An Allegory,

STOOD in the fhade of a ftately Tree,
The Foreft Monarch ; far and wide
It fpread its branches on every fide ;

Fruit alone there was none to fee

On the wide-fpread boughs of that ftately Tree.

A ftern dark Man, from whofe gloomy brow
Pafféd never a fearful frown,
Rode through the Foreft up and down ;
His fteed was pale as the driven fnow,
And he carried an Axe at his faddle-bow.

Wherever that pale white horfe did tread,
Some [apling tall or gnarléd oak
Fell by the ftern Man’s ruthlefs ftroke,
Or fome the faireft of flowers lay dead,
Like grafs on the houfe-top witheréd.

Yet all unchanged was the [ylvan fcene,
For ftill as he journeyed from place to place,
He left of his prefence no lafting trace,

But the Foreft grew on as thick and green,

As through it the pale horfe had never been.

While I mufed on this, forth from the glade
‘That fame pale horfe and its Rider ftern,
With fixed fell purpofe, feemed to turn,

‘T'ill where the tall Tree caft its fhade,

Horror of horrors ! their courfe was ftayed.
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Oh, what fear! oh, what difmay! -
I would have fled from the dooméd fpot,
But my fpell-bound limbs fuffered me not;
I would have opened my mouth to pray,
But the words unuttered died away.

‘Thrice he brandifhed his Axe in the air!
Thrice the Hand of ONE unfeen
Came the Axe and the Tree between,

And I heard a Voice—Depart! forbear!

Let it alone another year.

Relu&tant the ftern Man obeyed,

And flow withdrew ; but ere he paffed,
Forth his Axe from his hand he caft,
And the keen edge of the glittering blade
At the root of the ftately Tree was laid.

And One, ¢ bright as the Morning Star,’
Yea, ¢bright as the Sun’ when he rides at
noon
Through the cloudlefs fky, ¢ fair as the Moon,’
Awful as ferried armies are,
Bearing their ¢ banners’ aloft for war,

Stood and cried—Repent ! repent !
Now the Axe lies at the root
Of every Tree not bearing fruit ;

Ere thy Day of Grace be fpent,

Child of Adam, repent! repent!
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Then as far'as my fight could pierce the wood,

I faw that Axes all around,

At the root of the Trees, covered the ground ;
And the Trees were no longer T'rees, but I jlood
In the midft of a Human Multitude !

Aged Sires with hoary hair,
Tender Infants, Children young,
Women and Men, fair and ftrong :
But at the foot of each one there
Lay an Axe, fharp and bare,

And then a lurid darknefs feemed
‘To cover the whole, and forth there broke
Gnafhings, wailings, fire, fmoke ;

Awful Words not to be named—

Gop be praifed, I had but dreamed!

The Burfal,

HEN the Lorp JEesus Crucified
3l Ere death unto His FATHER cried—
I yield to Thee my Soul—and died ;

When the Centurion ftanding nigh
With mighty ftirrings heard that Cry
And Gop in Carist did glorify ;
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‘When they who gathered round as one
‘The things to witnefs which were done
Had wildly beat their breafts and gone ;

Jofeph the rich man then waxed brave
The Body of the LorD to crave
‘That he might lay It in the Grave.

‘When Pilate bade it fo to be
‘There came a little company
And fadly gathered round the T'ree.

_From Hands and Feet the nails they wrenched,
Woeeping that they fo late had blenched,
And came not till the Light was quenched.

From His dear Head they took the Crown,
Half thinking He might know His Own,
And fadly then they took Him down.

Upon the earth its Maker lies ;
They gently clofe His All-pure Eyes,
They feel His late-felt Agonies.

Each gracious Arm, which ftretching wide
To clafp the world for which He died,
So long was parted from the Side, '

Each Arm, [o kind to things [o bafe,
Now feeks Its natural refting-place, :
Yet ceafes not from that embrace ;
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But for the Blood which left each Vein
They need not wafh ‘That facred Stain,
To wafh all elfe It doth remain.

D e ==

Where is the Linen Jofeph bought ?
The Spices Nicodemus brought,
Aloes and Myrrh? Be wanting nought.

The fnowy Cerements wrap Him well,
The Spices Him yet [weeter tell,
We add our hearts with Him to dwell.

Slowly they lift Him from the Jod,
With holy fear the path is trod,
As men [hould walk who bear their Gob.

In reverent order fad and flow
From the dark place of Death they go,
Or weeping wild or fobbing low ;

And yet they tend to happy bowers,
Alone among the garden-flowers
They go to lay their Gop and ours.

Now to the hard Rock He is borne ;
Sweet Rock by after-pilgrims worn,
Sweet Field of the dead Wheaten Corn.

A little while their Truft they keep,
A little while they pray and weep,
And then they lay Him down to [leep.
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‘They clofe the Tomb and go away
‘To keep that awful Sabbath-day,
But with the Lorp in heart they ftay.

How may a foon-forgotten rhyme
Thus faintly fhadowing things fublime
Bear fruit to live in after-time ?

Look back, O Brother, on the Hill,
Where late the Enemy had his will,
Where eve is falling calm and fill.

What crowns its fummit now ? declare;
Thou fay’ft a Crofs alone is there ;
A Crofs alone? O would it were.

O blind with error! pray for eyes,
Still on the Crofs the Viétim dies,
Still fin the Sinlefs crucifies.

More ruthleflly the ploughers plough,
More fharp the thorns about His Brow,
More cruel nails transfix Him now.

Daily by fins of Chriftian men
In bufy ftreet and peaceful glen
'The Lorp is crucified again.

Daily by fins of me and you
‘The Lorbp is crucified anew ;
What, Men and Brethren, fhall we do?

279
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We, His true murderers heretofore
Will bear the Burden Jofeph bore,
Will take Him from the Crofs once more.

‘The broken contrite-hearted wail
May lift the thorns, may wrench the nail,
May all the f(ad paft countervail.

So, ere our life’s [un reach the weft,
We will take down the Only-Bleft,
And lay Him in the Grave to reft ;

Lay Him to reft, and caft within,
Through His dear Dying, all our fin,
Then wait and weep and ftrive to win.

‘The Crofs ftands out againft the (ky;
‘The Lorp has left it. Ye and I
Muft haften where He died to die ;

Be ours awhile the nails and thorn,
So never ours the fhame and fcorn
In the great Refurrettion-Morn.

So never be to us addreffed—
Depart, ye curféd, to unreft ; )
But—Come ye, of My FATHER bleft.
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@ThHe Power of Contrition.
An Ode from the Italian.

POWER irrefiftible
In lowly prayer contained !
There’s nothing but unfeigned
Repentance may procure.
Afcend, my Soul, to Golgotha,
And fee the Crofs difplaying
A proof beyond gainfaying
‘That all this hope is fure.

Remember, in Thy Majefty
In Heaven when Thou art feated—
The contrite Thief entreated—
Remember me, O Lorp,
Of finners me the wofulleft.
The zeal of his confeffion
Had under death’s opprefJion
A thrill of warmth reftored.

And Jesus to the fuppliant
Inclined His Ear to pardon ;
Said—Thou in Heavenly Garden
'This day fhalt be with Me.
His FATHER’s Realm of Bleffednefs
He brought him to inherit,
When He refigned His Spirit
Upon the painful Tree.



282 The 190&21: of Contrition,

Before the Apojtles’ Fellowfhip
This penitent Tran[gre(for
Was made by Grace poffeffor

Of Heavenly Riches fure.

O Power irrefiftible
In lowly prayer contained !
There’s nothing but unfeigned

Repentance may procure.

O Tear beyond all valuing
; Which penitence expreffes :
\ No pearl the Eaft poffeffes
| Can be compared with thee.
In Heaven the very profligate
Becomes admitted by thee,
And let but Gobp defcry thee,
No Rigour more hath He.

Thou Tear, that Mary Magdalen’s
Face trembling ranneft over,
Thy gliftening to difcover

Made all the Angels glad.

*Gainft forfeitures innumerous
An inftant compenfation,

An earneft of Salvation

In thy great worth fhe had.

And when upon the countenance
Of Peter thou didft trickle,
From eyelid unto fickle

Lips that untruth had ftained,
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Thou cleared’ft all his perfidy :
Such is thy worth excelling,
And finful Souls paft telling

Have cleannefs thus regained.

O would this gem paft valuing
Were granted me to cherifh !
May Grace before I perifh

"This boon confer on me !

For, where the tear [pontaneoufly
'The contrite Soul expre(fes,
No pearl the Eaft poffeffes

Compared with it can be.

FLug adbbenit beneranda,
A Sequence for the Feaff of the Purification.

AY of bright illumination,
Day of choral jubilation ;
Kindling hearts have caught the
blaze;
Joyful light which brings another
Feaftday of Gop’s Virgin Mother,
Sacred Day of folemn praife.

Let melodious voices founding,
Hearts with deep emotion bounding,
Part in-glad thank(giving bear :
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Praife to Gop’s fupreme Perfeltions !
In our glowing recolletions:
Let His noble Mother fhare.

Glorious in her exaltation,
Tender in commiferation,
Named from penitential Love :
Crowned with Dignity Maternal,
With Virginity eternal,
Shining in the Heaven above.

As the Bufh with fire was glowing,
Yet the flames, their power foregoing,
Scathéd not the tendereft rod ;
So fhe whom the SPIRIT graces,
Free from conjugal embraces,
Maid and Mother bare her Gop.

Sealéd Fount of waters rifing,
Garden fhut, yet fertilizing
With the [eeds of Virtues, fhe:
She was that myfterious Portal
Clofed by the King immortal,
\ Ne’er for man unclofed to be;

Gideon’s Fleece with dewdrops ftreaming,
Field with [cented odours fteaming,
Fragrant to the bounds of earth ;
Aaron’s Rod in fecret growing,
Earth with Righteoufnefs o’erflowing
For the faithful in that Birth.




Zur avbenit benevanda,

Types of her, the myftic Fountain,
Were the Caftle, Temple, Mountain,
Palace, Chamber, City fair :
And whatever names of glory
Mark the Saints in facred ftory,
Let her alfo in them fhare.

Bleft was fhe, with Grace endued ;
By her name is joy renewed,
Lilies to her fragrance yield,
Honey by the fweetnefs fealed

In her lips is far outdone :
Richer than the wine’s red glow,
Whiter than the gleaming fnow,
Softer than the dewy rofe,
Brighter than the moon fhe fhews

In the Light of the True Suw.

Thou, O King of Hofts fupernal,
Vanquifher of powers infernal,

Way which muft to Heaven be taken,

Nor by conftant hope forfaken ;
Gather to Thyfelf the erring,
Call them back, their (pirits ftirring
By the faithfulnefs of Thine :
Son of Mary, true Phyfician,
Grant us our devout petition ;
Look not on fin’s aggravations,
Bat behold our fupplications ;
Guilty Souls in fear abiding,
Only in Thy Love confiding,
‘Take into the Life Divine.
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Werlelets,
Mafier, fay on!
HOU art gone Home, Thine earthly
Work complete :
Yet from the calm height of Thy
Heavenly Seat,
By Thine own Meffenger, the PARACLETE,
Mafter, fay on!

Thofe many things that 'Thou hadft yet to fay

We fain would hear, and be they what they may,

Would bear them for Thy fake and in Thy way ;
Matter, fay on!

We have heard Thy loved Voice, and followed
Thee
All through Thy Life, through all Thy Miniftry
From Bethlehem to glorious Bethany ;
Mafter, fay on!

Friends frefhly parted foothe their yearning pain

With written words that make them one again :

Link us to Thee by Thy fweet Comfort’s chain ;
Majter, fay on!

Dear are glad tidings from a diftant ftrand ;

But dearer are the traces of Thy Hand,

The greetings from Thy far-off Holy Land ;
Mafter, fay on!
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Until Life’s weary Summer heat be paft,

And joys and griefs, like Autumn leaves, fade faft,

We liften ftill, then till Thine Advent blaft,
Mafter, fay on!

Eafler-Day.

neHE Graves grow thicker, and life's ways

; more bare

As years on years go by :

Nay! Thou haft more green gardens in thy care,
" And more ftars in thy (ky!

Behind, hopes turned to griefs, and joys to
memories
Are fading out of fight :
Before, pains changed to peace, and dreams to
certainties
Are glowing in Gop’s Light.

Hither come back(lidings, defeats, diftreffes,
Vexing this mortal ftrife :

Thither go progrefs, viftories, fucceffes,
Crowning immortal Life.

No jubilees, few gladfome feftive hours
Form landmarks for my way :
But Heaven, and earth, and Saints, and friends,
and flowers
Are keeping Eafter-Day !
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The Lord’s Largefs.

@ WO Days, by contraft linked together,
¥ Sharing the wealth of fpring-tide weather,

‘The buoyant cloud, the breezy calm, -

'The budding growth of flower and palm,

Each with a holy hiftory

Fraught with a hidden Myftery:

‘To that, the depth of fhame and fadnefs ;

To this, the height of glorious Gladnefs.

That, darkeft hour of forrow’s night,

Is brightened by the coming Light ;

"This, to enhance her joy, would fain

Glance backward to that fhade again.

Lo! for each pent-up pang of trouble

The promifed Peace is rendered double ;

No claim receives its due difcharge,

But more—the LorD hath heard at large :

He bids the finful throng depart,

Whofe watch weighed down each ftony heart ;

‘Then [ends thofe hearts fo cold and hard

‘The Bleffing of an Angel-guard.

The Earth’s drear curfe of brier and thorn

On the bleak hill of Calvary borne,

Returns from Paradifal bowers

An Eafter boon of buds and flowers.
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4v pevennig Witae Fontem,
A Hymn of S. Peter Damiani on the Joys of Paradife.

OR the Fount of Life eternal is my
thirfting Spirit fain, -
And my prifoned Soul would gladly
burft her flefhly bars in twain,
While the exile ftrives and ftruggles on to win her
home again.

As fhe groans beneath the troubles which with
weary weight opprefs,

She is thinking on the Glory which fhe loft through
wickednefs,

And the thought of joy departed but increafeth
her diftrefs.

Who can tell the perfelt gladnefs of the Peace
within the fkies,

Where, of living pearls upbuilded, Manfions for
the Bleffed rife,

‘Where the golden halls and rooftrees fhine and glow
with radiant dyes?

Framed alone of precious jewels ftately Dwellings
there appear,
And the highways of the City, paved with gold
as cryftal clear;
Mire is far, and filth is banifhed, nought that may
pollute is near.
v
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Winters [nowing, [ummers glowing, never thither

pain may bring,

There the gorgeous rofes flower in the calm of
endlefs [pring,

Balms exude, and crocus blufhes, lilies fair are
bloffoming.

Meads are fheening, fields are greening, honey
drops from combs of bees,

Liquid odours, fragrant [pices, fhed their perfume
on the breeze,

Never falling fruits are hanging from the ever
leafy trees.

There no moon through phafes paffes, fun and
Jtars beftow no light,

But the Lams on His glad City, Light unfetting,
Jfhineth bright ;

There the day is everlafting, gone for aye are
time and night.

For the Saints, now crowned in triumph, like the
fun in radiance glow,

Greet each other in that gladnefs which the Saints
alone can know,

While, fecure, they count their battles with their
fubjugated foe.

Flefhly wars they know no longer, fince with
blemifh ftained is none,
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For the [piritual body and the Soul at laft are

one s
Dwell they now in Peace eternal, with all ftumbling
they have done.

To their firft eftate return they, freed from every
mortal fore,

And the Truth, for ever prefent, ever lovely, they
adore,

Drawing from that living Fountain living fweetnefs
evermore,

And they drink in changelefs being as they tafte
thofe waters clear ;

Bright are they, and fwift, and gladfome, no more
perils need they fear ;

"T'here the youth can know no ageing, never cometh
Jicknef necar.

‘Thence they draw their life unending, paffingnefs
hath paffed away,

‘Thence they grow, and bloom, and flourifh, freed
for ever from decay,

And deathleffnefs hath (wallowed up the might of
death for aye.

They know Him Who knoweth all things, nothing
from their ken may flee,

And the thoughts of one another in the inmoft
heart they fee;

One in choofing and refufing, one are they in
unity.
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And though each for divers merits there hath won
a various throne,

Yet their love for one another maketh what each
loves his own,

Every prize to all is common, yet belongs to each
alone.

Where the Body is, together in their flight the
eagles [peed,

There the Saints and there the Angels feek
refrefhment in their need,

And the Sons of Earth and Heaven on that One
Bread ever feed.

Ever full, yet ever craving, they defire, and yet
pollefs,

But _their fulnefs brings no loathing, and their
hunger no diftrefs,

Eagerly they eat for ever, ever eat in joyfulnefs.

In new harmonies unceafing they with voice me-
lodious fing,

While their liftening ears are gladdened with the
harps’ exulting ring,

And for He hath made them vifors, praifes chant
they to their King.

Where the King of Heaven is prefent, happy is
the gazing Soul,
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And fhe fees the double framework of the globe
beneath her roll,

Sees the fun and moon and planets and the ftars
that ftud the pole.

JEsu, Palm of all Thy Soldiers, who in Thee
alone confide,

Bring me to that Holy City when my belt is laid
afide,

Grant that I may fhare the portion of the Saints
who there abide.

While the war is yet unended, give me vigour for
the fray,

Give me, when the fight is over, Peace that paffeth
not away,

Give Thyfelf to me, O JEsu, as my one Reward :’,

for aye.

She {3 not deav, but Aeepeth.

| ISTER, once more with fairy touch
> Y Wake mufic’s [pirit from the ftrings,
P78 While o’er the rofe the twilight blufh
And the tired throftle folds her wings.

My body lies within this room
Worn by the ftrife of bufy day—

But far beyond the deepening gloom
My Soul hath fled, far, far away.
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Beyond yon mountain in the clouds,
Whofe white peak faintly flufhes ftill,

I fteal *'mid Angel-glif’ning crowds
That flowly float adown the hill.

What feems to thee a wild blue plain
Among cloud headlands, is a lake, -’

On whofe clear ripple refts no ftain,
While Angel-voices o’er it break.

Their long robes gliftening as they pafs
Oaring on gently with foft flight,

Cloud-fhadows noifelefs o’er the.grafs—
Are thefe the Children of the Light?

Seven Angels coronalled with gold
And lilies, lift above each head

Their white arms, in whofe tender fold
A little Sifter lieth dead.

A Baby-angel, on whofe face
Gon’s holy Dew is fhining yet,

Who neftles in her refting place,
Her lips with tearful kiffes wet.

O’er the blue lake their footfteps fail,
While myriad echoes haunt the (ky,

Around that tiny form [o pale,
Around that [leeping ftirlefs eye.

Juft where the fringe of deathlefs flowers
Is kiffed by every dimpled wave,
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They lay her in the carelefs bowers
Of Paradife beyond the grave.

Yet one Boy-Angel ftoops to kifs
The filver Crofs upon her brow—
In the lap of Eternal Blifs
The Baby is no Baby now.

Higher and higher foar the wings—
I cannot fee their azure eyes ;

Yet one clear voice upfoaring fings—
In me its mufic never dies.

In filence of the wakeful night,
Befide the hurry of Life’s ftream,
I liften with a ftrange delight,
I wander in a ftranger dream.

I dream that men may cark and moil,
-And yet their labour be in vain ;
Their knowledge but a mocking toil

Which lands them on the fhores of pain.

But that dead Baby feeth now

What our dim eyes aye fail to fee—
The glories of that radiant bow

That links Time to Eternity.

I dream Gop’s Angels ftand around
To watch the Baby’s waking [mile,

As couchéd on the holy ground
Where nought may enter to defile.
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She reads with knowledge, clear and ftrong,
The Truths from Angels eyes concealed,
And bears upon a flood of fong
Love’s fuller, brighter Creed revealed ;

Is fondled by the Lorp’s Redeemed,
Is kiffed, and paffed from hand to hand,
As one upon whofe face had gleamed
‘The love light of the old home land.

And o’er the lake, and through the clouds,
Gazing they yearn to hear once more,
From out fin’s mift that overfhrouds
‘The furges of earth’s troublous fhore ;

Once to hear how their loved ones fare;
Once to breathe—We are happy here,
Where is no fin or ftrife or care,
Where childlike Love hath loft all fear.

*Tis o’er—the mufic Melts away—
Death’s voices tremble on its tide.
Oh, in my Soul, through life’s brief day
The wife grief of that fong abide !
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The Bolp Sacrifice,

EHOLD'! all things await
Thy Coming, Lorbp, in ftate.
The Altar-Veffels gleam, the Tapers
burn :
O muft not we prepare
Our hearts Thy Light to fhare,
And fhould not all our Souls with longing yearn ?

O Childhood, dear to Him
Who fways the Cherubim,
O Manhood, with the careworn brow fo pale,
That into Truth can’ft look,
And wilt not fhadows brook,
Come! at His Shrine the Incarnate LAMB to hail.

And thou, true Woman’s heart,
That knew’t not to depart
When thy Lorp lay deferted in the Tomb,
Rejoice! The greateft now
Before Him bend the brow.
Come! earth’s remoteft Nations, there is room.

Once, SAVIOUR ! once alone
Upon Thine Altar-Throne,
Dear Calvary’s Crofs, didft ‘Thou for finners die ;
But in ‘Thine own Abode
Thou art the Lams of Gob,
And blendeft earth and Heaven in [poufals high.
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As vittims [lain of yore
Befide the open door,
Within the veil by fire Heaven’s Gifts became,
Love infinite, Divine,
On Heaven’s tranflucent Shrine
Confumes, and yet confumes not, in its flame.

Sweet Lams of Gob, once [lain,
Who alway doft remain
The Undying Lams on Heaven’s vaft Throne
above,
At this moft wondrous Feaft
Each Chriftian Soul is Prieft,
And yields Thyfelf, the Sacrifice of Love. -

Lo! over earth’s expanfe,
Beneath Heaven’s countenance,
A myriad Altars wait the Incarnate Gueft,
Who ftoops, whilft time and fpace
Lie in His Arms’ embrace,
To be the Inmate of the faithful breaft.

As from the fource of day
A myriad [unbeams play
Upon earth’s vales, and fill each chaliced flower,
So He, Who guards Heaven’s Throne,
Still makes His Prefence known
Through earth’s wide courts, and comes in Love
and Power.

Not in all gems of Inde
Couldft Thou be fitly fhrined,
Moft gracious Prefence, Heavenly, yet moft True;
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Our earthly accents fail,
Nor Heaven may [peak the tale,
But hearts may yield the fervent homage due.

Defcend, O Lorp! And we
‘Will fupplicate, through Thee,
For all we love in earth or Spirit-{phere,
And for Thy coftly fake
We know that Gop will take
Odur feeble prayers, as flowers of love and fear,

And bind them in a wreath
To circle Hell and Death
And draw the univerfe to His great Throne.
This is our fervice due ;
Come! Children, aid may you,
For CHRIST is here, and Children are His Own.

And all the facred throng
Shall join in our glad fong ;
Angels, Archangels, Thrones and Hierarchies,
And fhe, that Virgin Bleft,
‘Who cradled on her breajt
The Lorbp of all, and kiffed His fleeping Eyes.

With her each Patriarch great,
All Souls that conquered hate,
Prophets, Apojtles, Martyrs, all as one,
Swell high the blifsful Song
Which, ages vaft along,
High Heaven fhall carol to the FATHER’s Son.
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O HoLry GuHosT, come! fire
Our hearts, and joy infpire
Worthy His Prefence Who defcends this morn.
Peace, Mortals : fong nor fpeech
Can this great Myftery reach ;
Into a world of finners Gob is born.

&od’g Acre,

UN was (hining bright and fair,
Wind was hufhed, and calm was there,
Calm, and Peace beyond compare
In Gop’s Acre.

Flowerets blooming, rare and gay,

Decked the Grave-plats on that day,

And each Chaplet feemed to fay—
We fade and bloom.

Thought I then with joy and woe
Of dear Friends I once did know,
Sleeping now long years ago

In Gobp’s Acre.

Thought I then with throbbing brain,
Heart was beating—not with pain,
For I heard a glorious Strain

From Gobp’s Acre.
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¢ We—the Voices feemed to fay—

Far from pain and grief away,

Ever, for thee, lone One, pray,
Watches keeping.

¢ 'Thine awhile muft be the ftrife,

‘Thine the battle-field of life,

Thine the day with forrow rife,
Yet be hopeful.

¢ Wear thine armour, Soldier brave,
Sailor, breaft the fwelling wave,
One there is all ftrong to fave,

Then be faithful.

“ Wipe the tear-drop from thine eye,
And reprefs the rifing figh :
We unfeen, yet ever nigh,

‘Will cheer thee on.

¢ Ye who toil, and we that wait
_ By the bright and golden Gate,
Till we reach the higheft ftate,
In CHRIST are one.”

Sun was fhining bright and fair ;

Bleft Spirit-voices filled the air;

With thankful heart I faid my prayer
In Gop’s Acre.
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The Five (mooth Stoneg of Dabiv.

EADY for battle’s grim array

Encamped two hoftile armies lay—
Now trumpet founds and drum ;

But ftill from yonder mountain’s fide,

Though figns there are of martial pride,
None armed for combat come.

A mighty Champion’s ftanding here,

And all his form gigantic fear:

Fierce is his look, his Challenge loud ;

Pale terror haunts the fainting crowd.

His height fix cubits and a fpan,
By half he paffes mortal man :
‘Who can his ftature reach?
The very love Gob gives of life
To turn from fuch unequal ftrife
Would all but madmen teach.
Thus argue ftill the worldly wife,
For ever feeing mountains rife,
And trembling left a little breath
Should fwell into the ftorm of Death.

A brazen helmet on his head
Nods terrible, and plates are [pread
Of polifhed brafs around ;
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Of ftature vaft he treads the earth

Like offfpring of fome monftrous birth.
And fhakes the folid ground.

Impregnable appears the fhield

One bears before him on the field ;

His hands, like hazel wand, uprear

Of dreadful length his iron fpear.

Methinks I trace in him again
The great Arch-enemy of men,
In verfe immortal told :
He, when his fury fierceft burned,
From armoury celeftial turned—
And why art thou lefs bold ?
*Twas Angels and an Arm Divine
Repulfed him then: fuch arms are thine:
The Soldiers of a Heavenly King
To combat Heavenly weapons bring.

Thou who in youth haft often read,

¢¢ Salvation [ure fhall fence the head,
T'rue Peace the feet defend,

Strong Faith, refifting every dart

With ample Shield, fence every part,
And round thy fteps defcend”—

His fimple Word to thee is ¢ Stand !

Girt round with Truth, and in thy hand

Tight grafp, to ferve for fpear and fword,

The two-edged falchion of His Word.”
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There’s but one fecret in the fight—

The trufting to ANOTHER’s Might ;
For, ftrange as it may feem,

Whoe’er fhall to the lifts defcend,

Though armed in proof, without this Friend,
Will find his ftrength a dream.

We wreftle not with things of earth,

But fubtle Foes of airy birth :

Who combats in that fhadowy field

Muft more than mortal weapons wield.

He who this Champion vajt withftood

Thought not ¢’en royal armour good
Whofe temper was unknown ;

But mindful of a former ftrife,

Trufted Who then preferved his life
Would ftill with triumph crown.

Now firft, ere join we in the fray,

A moment each in earneft pray;

Together turn we then and look

For five fmooth Pebbles in the Brook.

Inquire you where that River flows?
On Sinai firft the Fountain rofe,
Then Judah’s valleys laves,
Till, mixing with the waters free,
From one [mall Well in Galilee
It (welled to mightieft waves :
And ftill with never-ceafing fong
It rolls majeftical along,
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Fountain of Peace in every land,
Or Zembla’s ice, or Afric’s fand.

One Stone refplendent o’er the reft,
Fit Jewel for an Angel’s breaft,
Shines bright in cold or heat ;
And not in all yon Eaftern train,
*Mid mines of gold where Sultans reign,
May fuch your vifion meet :
No larger than the muftard’s [eed,
From it fuch luftrous rays proceed,
Where’er Faith’s lucid [parkles fhine,
They make whate’er they touch Divine.

Fragment of fome unfhaken Rock

This feems, whofe force may bear the fhock
Of tempeft and of tide ;

And though, perchance, of rougher face,

It ftands with more enduring grace
Than fmoother works of pride :

If placed befide the waters’ brink,

Who treads on it fhall never fink ;

Wild though the waves of forrow roll,

They may not whelm the Patient Soul.

In the clear depths another lies
Of which fecure a Shaft may rife
Afcending day by day ;
Upright and pure, the bufy morn
Shines on it from the early dawn
Till gleams the evening ray :
X
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Contented with the rules of old,

It feeks no adventitious gold

Of man’s device. 'Thus fpake the Lorp!
Obedience afks no further word.

Goodly thy ftrufture: clouds will form
And fhroud it with the coming ftorm ;
Perchance thy heart may quail—

The Pillar of Obedience rock
Unfteady ’neath the thunder fhock,
Well-nigh the bafement fail ;
Faith’s Jewel will its light fupply
More radiant through its bright ally :
‘Who could with earthly forrow cope
Unlighted by the Gleams of Hope ?

Now all feems polifhed, fixed, fecure,
Rock, Pillar, Jewel, to endure
And fhine through years to come ;
Yet fomewhat ftill deficient feems,
A warmer glow to fhed its beams
On neighbour and on home :
It fhines with fuch diffufive ray,
Ne’er on one fpot its glories ftay ;
Bafe, column, capital above,
All fparkle with the Rays of Love.

O might I fuch a Temple rife,
Compa& with what the Lorp fupplies,
The Un¢tion of His Grace !
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O might my life henceforward be

Pure, ftraight, from worldly follies free,
Stedfaft in its own place!

Patient myfelf, with aftive Zeal,

‘T'rue Love that can for others feel,

With Hope ftill cheerful in my breaft,

And Faith in an Eternal Reft.

Bymng for Wbitluntide: from
the Latin,

Fam Chriftus aftra afcenderat.

Q OW CHrisThad climbed the ftarry [kies,
palld]  Once more returning to his Own,
W ILIA| Fraught with the FaTHER’s Gift of
Price,
To fend the HoLy SpirrT down.

Onward the Solemn Feaft-day rolled,
Upon its feven-fold circle borne ;
‘The myftic week of weeks, that told
‘The coming of that bleffed morn.

It comes, the third Hour of the day,
While thunder fhakes the world’s wide dome, °

And, as the bleft Apoftles pray,
Heralds aloud that Gop doth come,
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Forth from the Everlafting S1re
‘The FLAME Divine falls manifeft,
With the True WorD’s enkindling Fire
To fill each faithful Chriftian breaft.

The HoLyY SPIRIT breathes abroad,
And while their frefhened hearts rejoice, -
‘They (peak the mighty Works of Gop
With varying tongue, but one true Voice.

To men from every Nation called,
Barbarian, Latin, Jew, and Greek,
‘Wondering alike, alike appalled,
With tongue of each the Preachers [peak.

Falfe Jewry then, with heart untrue,
And fpirit ftern and evil-willed,
Dares madly taunt CHRIsT’s faithful few—
* Yea, with new wine thefe Men are filled !

But with high deed and fign of might
Peter confronts the crowd, and fhews
By proof, on Joel built aright,
‘That falfely (peak thofe faithlefs Jews.

Beata nobis gaudia.

MN@HJOUND roll the weeks our hearts to greet,
BN With blifsful joys returning ;
For lo! the Holy PARACLETE
On twelve bright brows fits burning.
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With quivering Flame He lights on each,
In fafhion like a ‘Tongue, to teach
That eloquent they are of [peech,

Their hearts with true Love yearning.

While with all tongues they [peak to all,
The nations deem them maddened ;

And drunk with wine the Prophets call,
Whom Gop’s Good SpirIT gladdened ;

A marvel this, in Myjtery done,

The Holy Pafchal-tide out-run,

The duly numbered days have won
Remiffion for the faddened.

O Gop moft Holy, Thee we pray

With reverent brow low bending,
Grant us the SririT’s Gifts to-day,

The Gifts from Heaven defcending :
And fince Thy Grace hath deigned to bide
Within our breafts, once fanttified,

Deign, Lorp, to caft our fins afide,

Henceforth calm feafons fending.

Inter fulphurei fulgura turbinis.

7aniMID the whirlwind and the thunder cloud,
%ﬁ Amid the lightning fires that flafh abroad ;-
With blaft of trumpet founding long and loud,
On Sinaf’s Mount of awe,

Unto Thine ancient Race their ancient Law
Thou giveft forth, O Gop:
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By terror thus Thou trieft their faithlefs hearts ;
Doft fin forbid ? Or as the price of fin
Doft death affign? But what avail thefe fmarts ;
Can dark and difmal threat :
In them obedience or true Love beget,
Can dread their homage win ?

Lo! at the foot of that ftill fmoking Hill
‘Ihe People, heedlefs of their plighted troth,
‘The loved, the faithlefs People, faithlefs fill,
A molten Image make,
And for an Idol their True Gop forfake,
The Gop of Sabaoth.

Oh! without Thee, our Souls’ far better part,
‘What can our poor weak minds avail, O Lorp?
Pour light upon our fpirits ; from our heart
Its iron hardnefs draw,
And make us, for Thou canft, obey Thy Law,
And doers of Thy Word.

Quo vos Magiftri Gloria, quo Salus.

VANO where your Mafter's Glory
YA Invites your band abroad ;
Go forth for man’s Salvation
And bear the Word of Gop ;
Go where the Virgin harveft of all lands—
Gowhere a Brother’s Soul your loving care demands,
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Go! facred Band: behold ye,
Even now the fields are white ;
For Brethren thrice a thoufand
Have caught the Words of Light ;
Matured whereby, and ripened like a field
That Gop hath ble(Jed, their fruit a thoufand fold
they yield.

Pricked to their inmoft hearts’-core
They weep with bitter tears ;
And in the hallowed laver
Their ftains of by-gone years
Fain would they wafh away—they burn, they
burn,
For that bleft Stream whofe waves all ftains to
frefhnefs turn.

But not to Judah’s border
Shall that bright funfhine cling,
‘The Sun, where through all regions
He runs his golden ring,
Lights up frefh fields of triumph for your feet,
And warms all hearts with glee your gladfome call
to greet,

A thoufand fanes are falling ;
Proud wifdom vails its front ;
‘The courtly tyrant trembles ;
‘The murdering (word is blunt :
Wild though the torturer’s wrath—his furies
ceafe,
And conquered vengeance quails before the Men
of Peace.
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Come! All-creating Spir1T,
Thou a new world didft frame ;
On us Thy Power out-pouring,
Our Souls with Love enflame ;
Almighty Gop, All-gracious, All-benign,
Us with Thy Grace renew, and make us wholly
Thine.

THe CThuceh.

BIJHOUGH thou art lowly now,
Pale and difcrowned,

Laying thy holy brow
Faint on the ground,

Traitors deceiving thee,
Scorners furrounding,

Falfe teachers grieving thee,
Cruel hands wounding ;

Though the ftorm hover
Frowning and dark ;

Though thie wave cover
The walls of thine Ark,

And Hope’s [weet Dove for thee
Bring not one leaf,

Mother, our love for thee
Grows with thy grief!

What if her word may be
Void of command !
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What if the fword we [ee
Drop from her hand !
Shall we not fear her?
Dare we forget her?
Cling we the nearer!
Love we the better!
Let our thoughts only paint
‘What fhe has been ;
Meek as a lonely Saint !
Crowned as a Queen!
‘When fhe lies dumbly
Gather we humbly
Kneeling and fay—
Powerlefs and lonely !
Speak, whifper only,
We will obey !

No idle figh for her!
Ye who would die for her,
Nerve ye to live for her;
Suffer and ftrive for her;
Pray for her tearfully ;
Hope for her fearfully ;
Let your tears rain on her,
‘Till each foul ftain on her
Pafs from the fight,
And there remains on her
Robes of pure white !

By the dews of thy morning,
Holy and foft,
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The Thurceh. ‘

By words of fweet warning
Uttered (o oft,
By accents adorning
Daily which rife,
Where fpires upfoaring
Pierce the deep [kies,
By Him Whofe Miffion
Gave, not in vain,
The awful Commiffion—
Remit and Retain!
By the Life which thou liveft
E’en now in thy fhame,
By the Food which thou givet
We dare not to name,
By the Gifts that are in thee,
Power, Faith, and Purity
Seck we to win thee
From floth and obfcurity.
Anfwer our loyalty
Wiaiting and weeping !
Put on thy royalty!
Rife from thy fleeping!

Take thine own place again
Where ftars are bright,
And from Gop’s Face again
Drink deathlefs Light!

Rife and fubdue to thee
All, as of old,

Thofe that were true to thee,
Thofe that were cold ;
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Children who pained thee,
Rebels who took thee,
Foes who difdained thee,
Friends who forfook thee !
Yes, all fhall gaze on thee,
Showering their praife on thee,
As thofe pure rays on thee
Vifibly fhine ;
Earth, now no home fer thee,
‘Then fhall become for thee
One mighty Shrine,
One vaft Community,
Known by its Unity
Truly Divine!

Call ye this vanity,
Work never done,
Which poor Humanity
Mars, ere begun ?
Nay, no defpair for us!

Think on CurisT’s Prayer for us—

Let them be One!
Ear to the thunder dull,
Senfe-blinded eye,
Gonb ftill is wonderful,
CHRIST yet is nigh!

315
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THe Salutation of the Breek Chureh
on Eatter Day.

3 PRINGTIDE birdsare finging, finging,
| Qg} |  For the daybreak in the Eaft,
p\‘i RZ8 Silver bells are ringing, ringing,
— For the Church’s glorious Feaft.
CHrist is rifen! CHRIST is rifen!
Sin’s long triumph now is o’er.
CHrist is rifen ! Death’s dark prifon
Now can hold His Saints no more,
CHrisT is rifen! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIST is rifen indeed !

Holy Women fought Him weeping,
Weeping at the break of dawn,
Sought their Lorp where He lay fleeping,
In the love of hearts forlorn,
Life for death on death’s throne meeting
Joy for forrow, faith for fear,
For their tears the Angel’s greeting—
CHrist is rifen! He is not here.
CHRIsT is rifen ! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIsT is rifen indeed !

Loved Apoftles, fcarce believing
In His Triumph o’er the grave,

Hear the tale amid their grieving,
Haften eager to the Cave,
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Find the folded grave Clothes lying,
Death’s unloofed and fhattered chain,
Find Him gone, Death’s power defying,
From the Cavern [ealed in vain.
CHRIsT is rifen! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIsT is rifen indeed !

Mary comes, a refuge [eeking
For her mourning and her fhame,
Lo! a well-known voice is [peaking,
Lo! the Mafter calls her name—
Firft, the life o’er fin viforious,
She who wept for fin adored,
For her tears the miffion glorious
‘T'o announce the Rifen Lorb.
CHRIST is rifen! rifen, Brother !
Brother, CHRIST is rifen indeed !

For her tears, O glad reverfing
Of the Woman’s work of old,
Glorious Tidings now rehearfing ;
For the tale in Eden told,
Woman’s voice that tale fupplying,
Brought in death by Satan’s lie ;
Woman’s voice is now replying—
CHRIST is rifen! we fhall not die.
CHRIsT is rifen! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIST is rifen indeed !

Where the noontide rays are falling
On the rugged mountain fide,
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Brethren journey, fad recalling
How He loved, and how He died.
He is with them ! He is hearing
How their truft and hope had fled,
To their loving faith appearing
In the Bleffing of the Bread.
CHRIsT is rifen! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIsT is rifen indeed ! |

Flafhing back the funfet glory
Burns a cafement high and dim,
‘There the Ten, on all His Story
Sadly dwelling, fpeak of Him.
He is there! the Light that never
Into twilight fades away,
Day-ftar of the Dawn that ever
Breaks into the perfet Day!
CHRIsT is rifen! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIsT is rifen indeed !

Saints! your Crofs in patience bearing,
Mourners! ftained with many a tear,
Penitents! in forrow wearing
Darkeft weeds of fhame and fear,
CHRIsT is rifen! lofe your fadnefs
Joying with the joyous throng,
Faithful hearts will find their gladnefs
Joining in the Eafter fong.
CHRIsT s rifen ! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHRIST is rifen indeed !
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CHrist is rifen! CHRIST the Living,
All His mourners’ tears to ftay,
CHRisT is rifen! CHrisT forgiving
Wipes the ftain of fin away. :
CHrist is rifen! CHRIsT is rifen!
Sin’s long triumph now is o’er ;
CHrisT is rifen! Death’s dark prifon
Holds His Faithful never more.
CHRisT is rifen! rifen, Brother!
Brother, CHR1sT is rifen indeed !

De Laudibug S. Scripturae.

An ancient Latin Poem.

O cull the gems of fuch a theme for
praife,
‘Though in a feeble fong is gracious
toil ;
‘This is the houfehold grain for famine days
That Hebrew Pilgrims drew from Coptic foil.
‘The palatable Manna from the (ky
Flavoured with every fweet to every lip ;
Briefly in price it doth the gold outvie,
In fheen the Sun, in tafte what bees do fip.
‘What day brings earth, it doth to mankind bring;
Day lights the fields: this lights the Soul
within : S
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A garden-brook, a fathomlefs waterfpring
Nurturing all thoughts, all hearts o’erparched
with fin ;
Gob’s Pafture and CHR1sT’s Wine-ftore : Heavens
that glow
With ftars for every myftery they hide ;
This the quick writer’s pen, and this the bow
Whofe medicinal fhafts each heart divide.
The in-wheeling wheels that like to Ocean’s flow
Are full of wonder, all are here again ;
Four forms, one kind, that mount or ftand or go
As the indwelling energies ordain.
The Roll upon the Lamp’s Right Hand, writ
through,
Within the myftic, and the plain outfide ;
Here Mofes’ face is hidden from the view ;
Here Curi1sT’s own Glory draws the veil afide.
‘This which in figure Mofes, CHRIST in deed
Sprinkled with Blood, both form and matter
holds ;
‘The old, the form, the new Law for our need
Morelarge; what that would cover this unfolds.
While lafts the type that teftifieth, Deep
Calls unto Deep. Fit title for the twain :
A flender bolt doth thofe aby(Jes keep,
But to embrace them were an effort vain.
Here evermore to mufe, to [earch, and know
Is to enjoy Heaven’s light, and Heavenly ftore ;
No better lot has man, than ftudying fo,
To root his life where Life is everm ore.
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Happy, who thirfting, in this [pring can find
Elixir to embalm his life each day ;
Elfe doth the man feem taftelefs to my mind
Who fails, to learn by heart this Heavenly lay.
Who ftudies it for wealth or human praife
He is not wife nor yet to Wifdom near
She for herfelf muft courted be always,
And oh what boons fhe gives her lover! Hear:—
More chafte the love becomes; the fenfe more
bright, ' .
From temporal prefJures is the mind more free;
The text breeds virtues ever, renders light
The Soul, and bids all mortal failings flee !

5. Patrick’s Coat of MWail,

RM me to-day, in this awful hour,
My prayer to the All-Holy TrINITY,
My faith in Him Who reigneth in
Power,
The Gop of the Elements, FATHER, and SoN,
And PARACLETE-SPIRIT, Which THREE are
The ONE,
‘The Incomprehenfible Derry.

Arm me to-day, my Prayer to the Lorp,
To Curist the Eternal WorbD,
Who came to redeem from fin and death
Y
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Our fallen race;
And I would place
The Virtue that compa(feth
His Incarnation lowly,
His Baptifm pure and holy,
His Life of toil and tears and affliGion,
His dolorous Death, His Crucifixion,
His Burial facred and fad and lone,
His Refurreion to life again,
His glorious Afcenfion to Heaven’s high Throne,
And lajtly His Coming dread—
His terrible Coming to judge all men,
Both the living and the dead.

Arm me, and keep me, in this dark place,
With Virtue that dwells in the Seraphim’s love ;
The Virtue and the Grace
That are in the obedience
And unfhaken allegiance
Of all the Archangels and Angels above :
And in the hope of the Refurrettion
To everlafting Reward and Ele&ion ;
And in the Prayers of the Fathers of old ;
And in the T'ruths which the Prophets foretold ;
And in the Apoftles’ manifold Preaching ;
And in the ConfefJors’ faith and teaching :
And in the purity ever dwelling
Within unfullied virgin’s breaft ;
And in the ations bright and excelling
Of all good Men who the Lord confeffed.
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Arm me to-day, in this fateful hour,
The Heaven above with all its power,
And the fun with its brightnefs,
And the fnow with its whitenefs,
And fire with all the ftrength it hath,
And lightning, with its rapid wrath,
And the winds with their fwiftnefs along their
path,

And the fea with its deepnefs,
And the rocks with their fteepnefs,
And the earth with its coldnefs—

All thefe I place

By Gobp’s good Grace
Between myfelf and the Devil’s boldnefs.

Arm me to-day,
O Gop, my ftay;
May the Strength of Gop now nerve me!
May the Power of Gop preferve me!
May Gop the Almighty be near me!
May Gob the Almighty cheer me!
May Gobp the Almighty hear me !
May Gob give me eloquent fpeech!
May the Arm of Gobp protet me!
May the Wifdom of Gop diret me!
May Gob give me power to teach and to preach!
May the Shield of Gop defend me !
May the Hoft of Gob attend me,
And ward me,
And guard me,
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Againft the wiles of Demons and Devils,
Againft temptations of vice and evils,
Againft bad paffions and wrathful will
Of the recklefs mind and the wicked heart ;
Againft every man that defigns me ill,
Whether leagued with others or plotting apart.

In this hour of hours
I place all thefe Powers
Between myfelf and every foe
Who threats body or Soul
With danger or dole ;
To protet me againft the evils that flow,
From lying Soothfayers’ incantations ;
From the gloomy laws of Gentile Nations ;
From Herefy’s hateful innovations :
Be all thefe my defenders,
My guards againft every ban,
Againft fpell of Druid and Witch and Magician;
"Againft knowledge that renders
Thick night the condition
Of (pirit and Soul of man.

May CHgrisr, I pray,
Prote me to-day
Againft poifon and fire,
Againft drowning and wounding,
That (o, in His Grace abounding,
I may earn the Preacher’s hire.
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CHRisT, as a Light,
Illumine and guide me !
CHRIST, as a Shield, o’erfhadow and cover me!
CHRIsT be under me ! CHRIST be over me !
CHRIST be befide me,
On left hand and right !
CHRIST be before me, behind me, about me!
CHRIST be this day within and without me!

CHRIsT, the Humble, the Lowly, the Meek,
CHRIsT, the All-powerful, be
In the heart of each to whom I fpeak,
In the mouth of all who fpeak to me,
In all who draw near me,
Or fee me, or hear me,

Arm me to-day in this awful hour,
My Prayer to the Holy TriNITY !
Glory to Him Who reigneth in Power,
‘The Gobp of the Elements, FATHER, and Son,
And PARACLETE-SPIRIT, which THREE are
The ONE,
The Everlafting D1viniTY.

Salvation dwells with the Lorp,

With CHRIsT the Omnipotent WORD ;

From generation to generation,

Grant us, O Lorp, Thy Grace and Salvation!
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Dieg eff laetitiac.
Hymn on the Nativity of our Lord Jefus Chriff.

iy fIN this feftal Day we fing
Joyful tidings hearing,
For this Day our Heavenly King
" On our earth appearing
Comes a Sweet and Lovely CHILD,
Born for us of afpe& mild,
Made for us a Creature; -
He Who reigns in boundlefs fpace,
Gop, Who has no form, nor face,
Takes our human feature.

Mother here a Daughter fee!
Here the FATHER Son is!

What more wondrous things could be ?
Gop and MAN here One is;

Servant is, and Mafter too,

Whom, though here, we cannot view,
Nor can apprehend Him ;

Prefent here, yet diftant far:

Lofjt in deepeft mift we are,
None can comprehend Him.

Nature at this Wonder done
Loft in mute furprife is,

When a Rofe, Gop’s Only Son,
From a Lily rifes ;
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When a Virgin gives Him birth,

Him, Who made the Heavens and earth,
Him, our Gop Eternal ;

And her facred Virgin Breaft

Feeds Him, and affords Him reft,
In her love Maternal,

Lo! an Angel bright appears
In deep night defcending,

Calms the humble Shepherds’ fears,
Who their flocks are tending ;

Joyful Tidings brings to earth

Of the King and Saviour’s Birth,
Infant feebly crying,

He Who is the Angels’ Lorp,

By all Heaven and earth adored,
In a Manger lying.

Cryjtal pure will fill remain
Sunbeams through it fhining,

So the Virgin knows no ftain,
No high gifts refigning ;

Spotlefs after, as before,

Her bleft Womb for mortals bore
Gob to earth defcended ;

Blefjéd is that Virgin Breaft ;

Bleft thofe hands, which firft and beft
CHRIST, an INFANT, tended.

Nigl;t in darknefs fhrouds His Birth,
Who the Sun gives fplendour,
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Dies eft lactitiae,

In a ftable lies on earth
Earth’s Prince and Defender.
That right Hand fo clofely bound
Fixed the brilliant ftars around,
And the Heavens extended ;
He is heard in infant Cries
Who with thunder rends the fkies,
With dread lightnings blended.

Lo! the Virgin humbly goes,
In her chafte Womb bearing
Gop’s Own Son, to rank with thofe, |
Who in crowds repairing, |
Are in Bethlehem enrolled : ‘
O may we our names behold
On Heaven’s glorious portals,
With thofe Angels, who in love
Glory fung to Gop above,
Peace proclaimed to mortals.

Hearts and voices raifing,
Worfhipping the Infant Sow,

And the Mother praifing :
Here a Wondrous CHILD is found,
Publi(h then His Name around :

Thee our Lorp imploring,
We proclaim our Gop mojt High,
Thee our JEsus ever nigh,

With all earth adoring.

Now with prayer be homage done, j
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CHrisT, Who with Almighty Hands
This our being gave us,

When we broke His high Commands
Would be born to fave us;

To Him now devoutly pray—

Lorbp forgive our fins this day,
Do Thou never leave us,

Let us not at death be loft,

But to join Thy Heavenly Hoft
In that hour receive us.

®o, anbd come,

BJHOU fayeft to us, ¢ Go!
Ml And work while it is called to-day;
the Sun

Is high in heaven, the harveft butbegun;

Can hands oft raifed in prayer, can hearts that
know

‘The beat of Mine through love and pain be flow

To foothe and ftrengthen?”” Still Thou fayeft
“ Go! ’

Lift up your eyes and fee where now the Line

Of Gop hath fallen for you, one with Mine

Your Lot and Portion. Go! where none relieves,

‘Where no one pities ; thruft the fickle in

And reap and bind, where toil and want and fin

Are ftanding white, for here My Harvefts grow :
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Go ! glean for Me *mid wafted frames outworn,
*Mid Souls uncheered, uncared for; hearts forlorn,
With care and grief acquainted long, unknown
To earthly friend, of Heaven unmindful grown ;
In homes where no one loves, where none believes,
For here I gather in My goodly Sheaves.”

Thou fayeft to us, « Go!”

Thou fayeft to us, ¢ Go!
To confli® and to death.” While friends are few
And foes are many, what haft Thou to do
With peace, Thou Son of Peace? A Man of war
Art Thou from Youth! when Thou doft girded

ride, '
Two ftern Inftrufors, Truth and Mercy, guide
Thy Hand to things of terror ; friends and foes
‘Thine Arrows feel ; a Sword before Thee goes,
And after Thee a Fire, confufion ftirred
Among the nations even by the Word
Of Meeknefs and of Right. ¢ Yea, take and eat
Of thefe My Words,” Thou fayeft, ¢ they are
fweet

As honey ; yet this roll that now I prefs
Upon your lips will turn to bitternefs
When ye fhall fpeak its mefJage; lo! a cry
Of wrath and madnefs, ere the ancient Lie
‘That wraps the roots of earth will quit its hold,
A fhriek, a wrench abhorred ; and yet be bold,
O ye My Servants! take My Rod and ftand
Before the King, nor fear if in your hand



®o, and come, - 331

It feem unto a ferpent’s form to grow ;

Rife up, My Priefts! My mighty Men, with found

Of folemn T'rumpet, walk this City round,

A Blaft will come from Gop, His Word and Will

Through hail and ftorm and ruin to fulfil

‘Then fhall ye fee the Towers roll down, the Wall

Built up with blood and tears and tortures fall,

And from the living Grave the living Dead

‘Will rife, as from their fleep, difquieted ;

O Earth, this Baptifm of thine is flow!

Not dews from morning’s womb, not gentle rains

‘That drop all night can wafh away thy ftains.

‘The Fire muft fall from Heaven ; the blood muft
flow

All round the Altar.”—Still Thou fayeft, ¢ Go!”

And that Thou fayeft, « Go!”
Our hearts are glad ; for he is ftill Thy Friend
And beft beloved of all whom Thou doft fend
‘The furtheft from Thee ; this Thy Servants know;
Oh, fend by whom Thou wilt, for they are bleft
Who go Thine Errands ! Not upon Thy Breaft
We learn Thy Secrets! Long befide Thy Tomb
We wept, and lingered in the Garden’s gloom ;
And oft we fought Thee in Thy Houfe of Prayer,
And in the Defert, yet Thou wert not there.
But as we journeyed fadly through a place
Obfcure and mean, we lighted on the trace
Of Thy frefh Footprints, and a whifper clear
Fell on our fpirits—Thou Thyfelf wert near;
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' And from Thy Servants® hearts Thy Name adored
Brake forth in fire ; we faid, ¢ It is the LorD.”
Our eyes were no more holden ; on Thy Face
We looked, and it was comely ; full of Grace,

And fair Thy Lips ; we held Thee by the Feet ;

We liftened to Thy Voice, and it was [weet ;

And fweet the filence of our Spirits ; dumb

All other voices in the world that be

The while Thou faideft, ¢ Come ye unto Me !”

The while Thou faideft ¢ Come!”

We faid to Thee, ¢ Abide

With us! the Night draws on apace ; but, lo!

The Cloud received Thee, parted from our fide,

In Bleffing parted from us! Even fo

The Heaven of Heavens muft ftill receive

Thee! dark

And moonlefs fkies bend o’er us as we row.

No ftars appear, and fore againft our bark

The current fets ; yet nearer grows the Shore
\ Where we fhall fee Thee ftanding, never more
"l Tobid usleave Thee! though Thy Realm is wide,
And Manfions many, never from Thy Side
‘Thou fendeft us again; by fprings ferene
Thou guideft us, and now to battle keen
We follow Thee, yet ftill, in peace or war,
Thou leadeft us. Oh, not to fun or ftar
‘Thou fendeft us, but fayeft, ¢ Come to Me!
And where I am, there fhall My Servants be.”
‘Thou fayeft to us, ¢ Come!”
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The Three Tomingg.
The Firft Coming.

EN thoufand ftars were burning bright
To charm the lonely Shepherd’s eye,
But not a watcher turned that night
Tocountthegemsin Bethlehem’s (ky,
All Heaven was up and chanting ftill—
Gilory to Gop, to Man good will !

How eager then that liftening throng
Preffed to the lowly Manger gate
To greet their Infant Gop with fong,
And at His Feet with homage wait
Till €en the walls with rapture thrill—
Glory to Gop, to Man good will !

Bleft BABe ! on this Thy holy Day

From gaudy [uns of earth we turn,
To where with foft and fpotlefs ray

The Star of Bethlehem loves to burn :
Hark! Lorp, our fongs the Manger fill—
Glory to Gop, to Man good will !

Thus at Thy&gﬂ!_e_ while we kneel,
And from Thy Lips a Bleffing feek,
Bid o’er our hearts Thy Image fteal,
Humble like Thee and good and meek :
Thy Birth-day Promife thus fulfill—
Glory to Gop, to Man good will !
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The Second Coming.

& Big with ftupendous fong,
Skies into voice are waking
With chorus loud and long ;
The Morning Stars are finging
With a [ublime accord, )
And all Heaven’s courts are ringing— .
Thy Kingdom come, O Lorp !

With a profound emotion
Earth hears the lofty ftrain,
And burfts into devotion ,
Mountain and rock and plain :
Ocean glad homage paying
With all her waves is heard,
O Forefts! ye are praying—
Thy Kingdom come, O Lorp!

And now of rapt creation

Time’s kindreds catch the found,
And each fucceffive nation

Rolls the great Anthem round ;
Till at the Throne of Glory

Breaks in one mighty chord,
The univerfal Story—

Thy Kingdom come, O-Lorp !

In wondering expe(tation,
Lorp! fhall we ever wait ?
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Great Monarch of Salvation,
Affume Thy royal State :

Angels and Saints implore Thee,
Gird on Thy conquering Sword,

And bow all hearts before Thee—
Thy Kingdom come, O Lorp!

The Third Coming.

IAYEIN my laft long flumbers lying
aey | fhall hear, O Trump, thy found ;
‘Time itfelf and Nature dying,
Say, and where fhall I be found ?
Sun and Moon grow pale with wonder,
Stars appalled with horror flee,
Seas and Earth are rent afunder,
Jesus, LorD, remember me !

Hark ! again that Trump refounding,
Heaven’s diffolving pillars nod ;
¢ Rife, O Man!’ the Voice is founding,
¢ Rife to meet Thy Coming Gop !’
On the Clouds of Empire riding,
Son of Man, Thy Form I fee;
Mid Thy radiant Hofts prefiding,
JEsus, King, remember me !

Yet again, again *tis pealing ;
Sinners! mourn in helplefs woe ;
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ThHe Dlv-Pear’s Bleling.

Righteous ! hail the morn revealing
All Redemption can beftow ;

Earth! draw nigh and hear the ftory,
Yonder bar is raifed for thee ;

Mid the lightnings of Thy Glory,
Jesus, Judge, remember me !

Once upon a darkened mountain
I that Form in Blood efpied ;

I approached the crimfon Fountain
And was cleanfed beneath the tide ;

At Thy Crofs for Mercy fighing
Peace I found and Pardon free:

To Thy Throne for refuge flying,
JEsus, Gop, remember me !

The Dlv-Pear’g Bleing.

AM fading from you,
But one draweth near,
4| Called the Angel-guardian
Of the coming Year.
If my Gifts and Graces
Coldly you forget,
Let the New-Year’s Angel
Blefs and crown them yet.
For we work together ;
He and I are one :
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Let him end and perfe&
All I leave undone.

I brought good Defires,
Though as yet but feeds ;
Let the New-Year make them
Bloffom into Deeds,

I brought Joy to brighten
Many happy days ;
Let the New-Year’s Angel
Turn it into Praife.
If I gave you Sicknefs,
If I brought you Care,
Let him make one Patience,
And the other Prayer.
Where I brought you Sorrow,
Through his care at length
It may rife triamphant
Into future Strength.
If T brought you Plenty,
All wealth’s bounteous charms,
Shall not the New Angel
Turn them into Alms ?

I gave Health and Leifure,
Skill to dream and plan,
Let him make them nobler—
Work for Gop and Man.

If I broke your Idols,
Showed you they were duft,
Let him turn the Knowledge
Into Heavenly Truft.
z
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If I brought Temptation,
Let fin die away
Into boundlefs Pity
For all hearts that ftray.
If your lift of Errors
Dark and long appears,
Let this New-born Monarch
Melt them into ‘Tears.
May you hold this Angel
Dearer than the laft—
So I blefs his Future,
‘While he crowns my Paft!

Werleg.
God did fend Me before you.

OD hath fent a MAN before thee !
Faint not, fear not, Chriftian Soul ;
One hath run the race thou runneft,
One hath won for thee the goal.

Gob hath fent a MAN before us!
Whatfoever griefs opprefs,

He hath known them in the fulnefs
Of extremeft bitternefs. '

Gop hath fent a MAN before us,
Tried and tempted e’en as we,
‘Who hath fought our every battle
‘Who hath won the viftory. -
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Gop hath fent a MAN before us,
Not along Life’s bright highway

’Mid the beauty and the fragrance
And the pleafant light of day ;

But in lonely paths and rocky,
‘Where we only trace the Road
By the drops of Blood which tell us

Where the Man of Sorrows trode.

Yea! He fent His CHRIST before us
Unto Pain and Agony ;

Nor from Death’s dark hour withheld Him,
Willing for our fakes to die.

He within the Veil is entered,
Where He offers ftill on high,

Prieft and Vi&im, for our cleanfing,
Sacrifice unceafingly ! i

e mer— ——— e iy

The Lord fbewed him a Tree.

The Difciple.

X HEW me a Tree, my Gracious Lorp,
BXB) For o’er my troubled Soul ‘

The bitter waters of defpair

In whelming torrents roll :

Thou Who of old by Marah’s tide

The healing Wood didft fwift provide,

Oh! hither fpeed in Love and Power,

And fhed Thy Light on this dark hour.
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The Divine Mafter.

There was a Tree in Eden fet
The day that Adam fell,
A Tree, whofe fweetnefs mortal words
May not effay to tell :
Though ’neath its weight thy weaknefs fink,
To thofe dark Waters’ cheerlefs brink
Bear it, and caft it boldly in—
It hath Divineft Medicine !
The MaN of Sorrows’ royal Throne—
That Word all grief, all woe hath known.
Doft thou defpair ? oh! hafte to take
The Crofs where I, in anguifh fpake—
Wherefore My Gob, doft Thou forfake !

The Difciple.

Secking as erft a (weet’ning Tree,

To Thee, O Lorp, I hafte,
For heavy on my fainting Soul

The hand of grief is preft.
’Mid bitter foes, *mid friends grown cold
Alone I ftand : oh! now behold,
And deign in love the Wood to fhow
That can to fweetnefs change fad woe.

The Divine Mafler.

O hard of heart ! haft thou not yet
Found hidden in My Crofs
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Virtue for all that bittereft feems,
All gain for every lofs ?
On Calvary from the fcornful Tree
"The Words were fpoken e’en for thee,
For thee, that thou mayeft {peak and live—
They know not what they do, Forgive !

The Difciple.

I ftand upon the awful brink
Of Jordan’s bitter Stream ;
Cold flow its waves,—O Lorp, my LorD
Whofe Pity did redeem,
Thou Who in every trial-hour
Haft fuccoured me with faving Power, !
Caft in the Tree, the [weet’'ning Tree, |
Left I be borne away from Thee |
And fink and perifh utterly ! l

The Divine Mafier,

My Child, in paffing through that Stream

No evil need’ft thou fear ;
My Rod and Staff, the Holy Crofs,

Sheds fweetnefs ever here:
Take to thee then My Words as fhield—
FATHER, to Thee My Soul I yield!
Stoop to the waves, My Crofs fhall bear thee o’er,
Calmly and fafely bear to Canaan’s fhore,
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Laetabundi fubilemug.
4 Profe for the Transfiguration.

=== R ISE and fing a joyful Lay,
O Bride! to Him thou loveft well ;
On this moft folemn Holy-day
Be it thy joy to tell
(So He but aid thee) how the Light
Of GopHEAD gleamed on Tabor’s height.

O He was ever what He then
Appeared, Death’s Conqueror ftrong and true,
Giver of Life to dying men—
But He had hid from view
All that befpoke Him Gob until,
As on this Day, He fought the Hill.

And O! while He was kneeling there
His Face became a Sun for Light,
The Garb which girt the Only Fair
With utter whitenefs white,
Forefhowing how with Beams Divine
The Juft fhould one day rife and fhine.

And when the CHri1sT, the Power of Gop,
T'o Peter and the Brothers bleft
That Excellence of Glory fhowed,
Two Prophets left their reft,
This Truth to witnefs from the dead—
To talk with Gop how dear, how dread !
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And then a cloud o’erfhadowed all,
And thence the Everlafting One
Crowned with His Voice our Feftival,
Saying— This is My Son—

Since there Omnipotence is rife,
O hear, O heed that Worbp of Life.

O clad in Brightnefs pafing bright
Behold the univerfal King,
The Light of Saints, the cloudlefs Light
Which lightens everything,
The HoLy ONE of Gop, the CHRIsT
For earth’s Salvation facrificed. .

O now there fhould be rage in Hell,
For now is loft for evermore
The bitter claim the Serpent fell
Had on our race before ;
The FATHER’S WORD in Flefh revealed
The mortal wound of Flefh hath healed.

He died for us, He rofe again
That Heaven and Earth at one might be,
And ended evermore the reign
Of the lajt Enemy ;
And now, Transfigured, He it is
‘Whom the Great FATHER owns for His.

But troubled by thofe Accents dread
Upon the earth thofe Fathers three
Lay till another Word was faid—
- Arife, nor fearful be—
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And then they looked on CHRIsT alone
In the poor guife they firft had known.

And till the Lorp fhould rife again
He willed to none the Sight were told,
But now the SpIrIT leads the ftrain,
And Voices manifold
Come after. On this marvellous Day
Be cords of Death all caft away.

. Paranile,

The Land that is afar off.

HERE is the Land he fawin glorious
Vifion,
The lone old Prophet in the Sea-
girt Ifle,
T'rue antitype of all the dreams Elyfian,
Fafhioned by Hope earth’s forrows to beguile?

Call them not idle, all the tales they fabled
Of Happy Ifles in far Hefperian Seas,
Whofe ftraining fight no torch of Truth enabled
To pierce by faith the unfeen Myjfteries.

Call it not vain, the rude untutored longing
For higher life each meaneft mind that moves,
That murmurs ftill, when bafe affetion wronging
Our nobler part too oft victorious proves.
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Where is that Land? above, beneath, around us ?
Loft in all fpace, or to a ftar confined ?

O for one hour to pafs the fhores that bound us,
And fathom all the future of the mind !

Ye who have left our fide to join the chorus
Of holy Minftrels in that diftant clime,

Waft fome faint echoes of your harpftrings o’er us,
To chafe the myftery from your homes fublime.

They fend no found! Sweet Patience fingeth only,
¢ Strive to the end, and ftruggle to the goal!”

‘Then, for earth’s hours of anguifh, dark and lonely,
Bright dawns eternal funfhine on the Soul.

Then they who mourn for earth’s frail joys de-:
parted,
Oblivion (weet of all their woes fhall gain ;
The heavy-laden and the broken-hearted,
Balm for their wounds, and folace from their
pain.

O Mourner, weeping long thy loved ones taken,
They tread the fhining paths by Angels trod !
O thou by trufted hearts in need forfaken,
Love fhall not fail thee in the Land of Gop !

"There, Soul with Soul in converfe [weet confiding,
Nor [hy miftruft, nor felfifh aim fhall know ;

Pure as the cryftal Stream befide them gliding,
All wifh, all thought, in unifon fhall flow.
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Brave heart, hold on! in dauntlefs ftrength of duty
Work out thy lot, nor murmur at thy ftar!

So fhall thou foon, in glory and in beauty,
Behold the King in that bright Land afar.

The Land of Beulah.

#{HEY trod not now the perilous ground

A enchanted,

They breathed no more the thick and (lumbrous
air;

Bat a delightfome Land by Angels haunted
Appeared, Heaven’s portal fair.

Straight lay the road through this bright Country
leading,
Balmythe air,and (weet each breath they drew:
On corn and wine and all abundance feeding,
"Their Souls rich folace knew.

Here evermore they faw the flowers up(pringing ;
The Sun fhone o’er them always, night and
day:
Ever they heard the birds in gladnefs finging,
The turtle’s voice alway.

Far, far behind Death’s fhadowy Vale was lying ;
They fpied not hence the towers of grim Defpair :
But lo! before, in golden luftre dyeing
" The azure depths of air, .

|
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Shone forth the Walls of pearl, the Gates of glory,
End of their hope, their hearts’ defire and fong;
For this they marched, through all its changeful
Jtory,
Their pilgrim path along.
And from that Light Celeftial radiance bringing,
Fair fhining Creatures met them as they trod,
Walking amid that Paradife, or winging
Their bright way home to Gob.

And from that City came the found of voices
Many and loud, that fang with folemn glee—
Even as the Bridegroom o'er the Bride rejoices,
Lo! joys thy Gop o’er thee.

Heaven. ,
ate] HEARD the voice of Harpers, harping
A [weetly
On harps of gold :

I faw a cryftal River—calmly, widely
Its waters rolled.

I caught the flafh of turrets, wrapt in fplendour
: Of funlefs light,
Like to a ftar moft luftrous, fhedding glory
Out of the night.

1 dreamed of Lands Elyfian, emerald Iflands
In fhining feas,
Soft perfumes wafted by [weet-whifpering breezes
' From fadelefs trees.
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I faw the ranks of Angels, filver-pinioned,
And golden-crowned,

Swift radiant Forms, that like a funbeam paffing
Touched the bright ground.

I faw the ancient Worthies, Heroes faintly
Refting in calm,

Clad in white robes, out of great tribulation
Bearing the palm.

I faw a King in beauty, cloud-encircled,
Shrouded in light,

The likenefs of a Throne, a Sea of glory
Dazzling all fight.

A Voice as of great waters—Myriads falling
Low on the fod :

A Silence : Harps ftruck louder ; Seraphs finging
¢ Glory to Gop !”

The Diteiple whom Felug lobev,

LANCHED in the blaze of light, all
Jtill and bare, )
The Fifhers gaze upon Gennefaret.
The funfet comes. Behind the Roman
town

The dark boat’s circled topfails fwell and fhift,

‘The tuniced boatmen dip their nets an hour,

And the fun goeth down on Jezreel.

The flickering furnace of the duft is quenched,
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‘The mountain branded as with red gold ruft.
But ere the creffet lights are in the vault
‘Where nothing trembles, fuffers, wars or weeps,
To the T'welve comes ONE Purer than the ftars:
And as a man juft wakened in a room

Fronting the ocean, fcarcely knows at firft,

A little whitenefs dawning on the pane,

A little line infufferably bright

Edging the ripple that orbs out anon,

Until he recognize the fun itfelf,

So hour by hour their knowledge grew of Him.

And as a mighty City far-off kenned,

Stretches with its immeafurable ftreets,

And though the fame from every different height
Looks different to the merchantmen who wend
"Towards its guarded gate, driving the afs

And camel, bearing (picery and balm,

Figs and all manner of fruits, tin& like the flower,
Half a blue week in fummer ere it blows ;

Not otherwife, before thofe fimple men,

‘That wondrous Nature grew from year to year,
Till to S. John it feemed to orb away

Into the Infinite Majefty of Gop.

‘Three years Love-fheltered from the outer world

His Spirit grew, as grows a delicate child

Brought over feas from foggy Northern lands,

And far a-foreft lodged *mid Southern pines,

Where all day long the needles of the light

Dart through green plumes upon the dropping
Jtems,
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Three years, three wondrous years, three filent
years,
Silent that he might hear the Saviour [peak
Of Light and Love, and the Baptifmal Dew,
Water of Life, and Sacramental Bread—
Until at laft he ftood befide the Crofs,
And heard the [weet Bequeft that gently gave
The Virgin-Mother to the virgin Soul—
| Two Heavenly Gems in the fmall coronet
' Of one poor home—and much he talked with her,
The pale and paffionate Magdalene, who ftood
Love-blinded in the garden by the veil,
Whofe filver lines were woven of her tears,
. That morn when firft the funlight touched the
Grave,
\ And for the firft time Angels dreffed in white.

Jn Sapientia vifponeng omnia detetna
eftag,

A Sequence on the Circumcifion.

4/0OD, Who in Wifdom fweetly ordereth

A all,

Grieving for man long held in direft
thrall,

An Angel fent, taught in His Purpofe well,
The FATHER’s Promife of the Son to tell.



omnia Aeterna Ddeftag, 35t

He hails the Virgin—Gop and Man, faith he,
SAVIOUR, Firft-fource of all, fhall fpring from thee.

Not long the Pronii_re halts; He fpeaks, *tis done,
By Grace conceiving, Mary bears a Son.

Light of the faithful, earth He comes to blefs,
Shining on all, the Sun of Righteoufnefs.

A Heavenly fight the fimple Shepherds fee ;
Not for earth’s great ones may that vifion be,

Look! in the Manger ONE is lying low,
‘Whofe Might Divine no earthly bound may know.

'The Bright and Morning Star is fhining clear,
On Jeffe’s Rod the Flowers of Grace appear.

See, the Three Kings their duteous Oﬁerihgs bring,
Gold, Incenfe, Myrrh, tothe Gop-MAN theirKing,

He, Who for us affumed this mortal life,
Muft now endure the Sacrificial knife :

In Jordan’s ftream a milder Rite He gives ;
There man his fins doth wafh, and wafhing lives.

‘The Virgin to the Temple brings her Son,
That all the legal Rites be duly done.

There thankful Simeon in his arms doth hold
The Saviour long in facred lore foretold.

At Cana’s Feaft CHr1sT’s Glory fitft doth fhine,
When the pure water blufhes into wine,
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He makes the blind to fee, to walk the lame,
And tongues long dumb His matchlefs Power
proclaim.

He That is born for man Is Gop’s D;ar Son,
‘The King of Heaven, and other Lorp is none.

Let all the Heavenly Hoft His Praifes tell,
And all His Saints the chorus join to fwell.

The Living Death.

H! fay not that we die!
Say not' that we, whofe Heaven-born
Souls inherit '
‘Their life from Life, can ever pafs
away ;
‘That we, whofe fource is the Eternal SpirIT,
Can yield what is from Gob to flow decay.

Say! fay! is it to die—
‘To give this weary body unto fleeping ?
To lay down forrow’s crufhing cumbrous load ?
To reft where we can hear no founds of weeping,
Far, far away from life’s tear-tracen road ?

Oh! [fay is it to die—
To burft from out this tottering mortal dwelling,
A Spirit unembodied, unconfined ?
To view the wide expanfe of Glory [welling,
And earth and all its anguifh left behind ?
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Oh! fay is it to die—
To pafs from life’s rough channel to the ocean ?
To enter on the folemn after-life ?
To feel our being pafs with Spirit’s motion ,
Free from the confli& and the mortal ftrife? |

Say! fay! is it to die—
‘To ceafe to drink the cup of earthly j'orrow?
‘To ceafe to tread the narrow vale of tears?
‘To waken to that day that knows no morrow,
Where time is not, nor flowing, ebbing years!

Oh! fay is it to die—
When Angels o’er the parting Spirit linger
Juft as it paffes to its Gop on high;
And point with beaming [mile and beckoning
finger
‘To far-off Manfions in the happy fky?

Say! fay! is it to die—
To lay afide a body daily wafting
With toil outworn, with weight of care oppreft?
And [pring away with eager faith, foretafting
The peace, the quiet of the promifed Reft?

Oh! fay is it to die—
‘To wear the SAvVIOUR’s radiant Form of bright-
nefs?
To fee Him as He is, with Glory crowned ?
‘To ftand in robes of pure unfullied whitenefs,
Joining the Songs of happy Saints around ?
AA
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Oh! this is not to die—
To leave a world of changes and of feeming,
Where amid fleeting phantafies we dwell ;
And wing away, as from a ftate of dreaming,
‘To waking and to Blifs unchangeable.

Oh! this is not to die—
Is it not rather into Life expanding,
Breaking the trial-ftate to live indeed ?
Safe from the tempeft in the haven landing,

From ftorms, from toils, from rocking billows
freed ?

No! no! we cannot die—
In Death’s unrobing room, we ftrip from round us
‘The garments of mortality and earth ;
And breaking from the embryo ftate whichbound us,
Our day of dying is our day of birth!

And yet to earth we die—
Born to new Life with all its weight of Bleffing,
Born to a world where ills can never prefs ;
Exalted, pure, Angelic joys poffeffing,
If this be Death, then Death is Happine(s!
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Thoughtg in Wecrle.
The true Light.

SEE the fun go down behind the wood,
I watch his glories as they die away,
My [pirit yearns to float adown that
flood .
Of light to endlefs Day.

For while I ftand and gaze the fhadows fall ;
What was fo bright and warm grows dull and
cold :
.No longer plays the light upon the wall,
No longer on the wold.

‘The only light is in the weftern fky,
A fingle ftreak of crimfon and of gold :
All things befide within the fhadows lie
Of evening’s fable fold.

So, too, when our fhort day is almojt done,
And Death cafts fhadows on the joys of earth,
The Light of our dim path will be but One,
And He of Heavenly birth.

All round, the fhadows of dark thoughts may fall,
And all around may tempt the Soul defpair :
O! Burning Light of Love, no fears appal
If only Thou be there!
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Celeftis Urbs Ferufalem.

LEARLY he fang, as only Angels fing—
PRy ¢ Turn thou, beloved of Gop,

Look on the City of our Heavenly King

Which He along hath trod.

“ Founded fhe is upon the holy Hills :
Four ways her buildings face,

Her firmament the Light of Heaven fills
Reflexed from crown to bafe.

¢ In number as the Tribes of Ifrael,
Of Pearls her portals are :

Twelve Angels here their hymns of glory fwell
To Him Who reigns afar.

¢ Her walls are Cryjtal, and her ftreets of Gold ;
And her foundations laid

On Sapphire, Amethyft and Emerald,
Whofe colours never fade.

¢« Nor fun by day, nor paler moon by night
In this bleft City burn :

Ever from out Gop’s Throne eternal Light
Shines full where’er ye turn.

« Within thofe walls, unftained of mortal ftrife,
Frefh ftreams of Wifdom (pring,

And here the Branches of the Tree of Life
Their goodly fhadows fling,
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¢¢ Thofe Gates are open, and that River flows
For Souls redeemed of fin,
Who with the Bridegroom and His Heavenly
Spoufe
For ever enter in.”

Boyhood’s Home.

ks E named our flower-crowned Veffel, ‘Home,’
QWP Ere fhe fet fail for worlds to come,
And all on board were young and fair :
Full many a happy boat we paffed ;
In funny bays we anchor caft

Off iflands rich in fragrance rare.

Ah me! that thofe bright days are gone ;
‘We left our Veffel one by one :

Now fome on ftranger barks are failing ;
And [ome there are whofe Spirits bleft
On peaceful fhores for ever reft,

Far off from wind and ocean’s wailing.

The Deleent of the Splrit,
A Hymn for Whitfun-Day.

ILENCE reigned at Eventide,
On the day when JEsus died ;
Shaken earth, in Sabbath reft,
Folded Him within her breaft :

Silent on the Eafter-morn

Rofe to Life the Virgin-born.
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Silent, through the Forty Days,
Bowed the Church with humble gaze ;
While the Lorp in order told

‘To the Shepherds of His Fold

How He willed that they fhould keep
Watch and ward around the Sheep.

Hark! a rufhing mighty found

Of the reftlefs winds unbound ;

In the Heaven of Heavens above
Spreads His Wings the Holy Dove :
At their waft the kindling choir
Wakes to fong with Tongues of Fire.

Now the HoLy GHosT doth brood
O’er the furface of the flood,

And the quickened ftreams are rife
With the progeny of Life ;

On the Font defcendeth. He,
Lorbp of Life, abundantly.

On the waters’ face doth move
‘To and fro the Heavenly Dove,
From the depths of death and fin,
Olive-branch of peace to win ;
Refting-place He findeth none
But the Ark of CHRIsT alone.

Lorbp of Life, to Mary’s Womb
Fraught with GopHEAD did He come:
Lord of Life, at Whitfuntide

Comes He down upon the Bride,
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Bearing through the fcented air
Prefence of the Bridegroom there.

On the Altar dimly fhown,

Flefh of flefh, and Bone of bone,

She fhall win Him from above

In the Sacrament of Love,

That her children may be fed

From their Life-blood’s Fountain-head.

Range the choir the Bride around
On the holy Chancel ground ;

She is dreft is bright array

For this feftal Whitfun Day;

‘Ten long nights fhe watched in vain;
Now He comes to her again.

Lily for her Virgin-hand,

At her feet the Aloe wand,
Frankincenfe before her fling

For the Daughter of the King,
And at length the Crown of thorn
Rofes for her brow has borne.

The SpPIrIT and the Bride fay—Come !
Fruit of Bleffed Mary’s Womb,

Come to hallow! Come to blefs!.
Comfort of the comfortlefs :

As to her Thou cam’ft below,

Come, Lorp JEsvu, even fo.
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The Palimple®t: an Allegory.

the Abbot’s oaken Chamber
Long the Parchment hidden lay,
Given o’er to duft and fpider, -
Buried from the light of day,
Written o’er with Monkifh ftory
On each old and crumbling page,
Written o’er with Legends hoary
Of the dim forgotten age ;
Till the Traveller’s glance alighted
Where the Parchment long had lain,
And all mildewed, ftained and blighted
Drew it to the light again ;
And his loving care beftowing,
Day by day its treafures bared,
Till he traced in beauty glowing,
Olden lines which time had fpared ;
Traced the glory underlying,
T'raced the azure and the gold,
T'aced, in letters ftill undying,
Treafures which it bare of old ;
Till the Words of Truth confeffing,
Words of Prophet and of Seer,
Words of Love and Truth and Bleffing,
Stood in all their beauty clear ;
And the old immortal Story
Shone upon its pages plain,
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Gleaming with their olden glory,
Speaking with Gop’s Word again.

* * *

Brother! gaze with look as earneft,
If earth’s lefJons thou wouldft trace ;
Gaze in faith till thou difcerneft
What is written on its face :
Dark thick duft is on it lying—
- Duft of dead and buried times,
Every age its duft fupplying,"
Charged with records of its crimes :
And the prefence in the Writing
Firft that meets the cafual eye
Is of Satan, ftill inditing
Records of his victory :
Poor men’s groans and rich men’s weeping,
Pinching want and grinding cares,
Wars and famines o’er it fweeping—
Such the records that it bears.
Brother! gaze upon its teaching,
As men gaze through the thick night,
Tl thine eye, its fecret reaching,
Read its hidden Legend right :
Faith fhall pierce this dark adorning,
Grief and forrow, fin and fhame,
Show thee where, in earth’s glad morning,
Gob hath written His own Name ;
Show thee, how that Name remaining, !
Thurns its darknefs into light,



362 Ufa Sandae Crucig,

All its tangled courfe explaining,
Ruling all its wrong to right ;
Till, beneath Sin’s fad inditing,
! 'Tales of woe and tears and blood,
+ Thou fhalt trace the old handwriting—
It is Gop’s, and it is Good ;
And the old immortal Story
| Shines upon its pages plain,
\ Gleaming with the olden glory,
‘\ Speaking with Gop’s Word again.

Wia Sandae Crucig,

NE bleffed noon in Autumn’s fweeteft
weather,
I wandered forth a pilgrim by the
way,
Where Gop’s good Providence fhould lead to
ftray,
Mufing how Truth and Mercy met together.

Now by the rough road-fide, now o’er the meadows,
Through the green paftures, by the waters ftill,
Where the gleam-tinted trees beneath the hill

Caft round my path their Vale-of-death-like

Jhadows. .

Bleffed be Gop! I had an open Vifion—
Good Angels were abroad in earth and [ky,
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Revealing Heavenly Forms to Faith’s purged
eye,
Of Peace and Beauty, as in fields Elyfian.

All was an Emblem in me and around me,
Betokening Gifts more real than appear ;
High thoughts, myfterious feelings, love and fear

Of wondrous [piritual depth and fulnefs bound me.

Sudden, as fent from Gop, a mightier Token
Than yet my marvelling Spirit had wrought
upon,
‘The Sign adorable of His Dear Son,
On which His Blood was fhed, His Body broken !

In the dim diftance, by the old flood riven,
‘The purple hill rofe, looming through the mift,
Which, gilded by the noonday, crowned its
creft
With Saint-like halo, blending earth and Heaven.

And like an Angel’s cinfture, white and fhining,
A filver thread belting the upland’s girth
Led, as by Heavenward ftair, from this low earth
‘T'o brighter vales on the Eaftern fide declining,

Here ghoftly pale the mighty Crofs fufpended
As ’twere mid air, backed by the hill’s bare fide,
Was graved by unknown hands in ancient-tide

Where, circling round its bafe, the path afcended.
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Whether to mark the fcene of battle holy,
Through vi&ory of the Saints on this fair fpot;
Or Hermit, here embowered in hill-fide grot,

Emblemed lone Peaceand Soul-fweet Melancholy ;

Or, lkelier yet, bleft Auftin’s hooded Sages
Led the proceffion from yon fainted tower,
And raifed the image here of Jesus’ Power,

To point the way of future pilgrimages.

The only way to Life and Peace internal,
Way of the Holy Crofs, though fteep, moft fure!
Seek where thou wilt, none other o fecure
Leads to the untravelled realms of Blifs Supernal.

‘Who dares to climb, though way-worn, faint and
weary,
Braced by Heaven’s frefhening gales, gains
Jtrength anew, )
Sees fights to eyes below ne’er brought to view,
Peopling with glorious fhapes plains wafte and
dreary.

Bleft be the hour which led my footfteps thither,
On that fweet Feftival of earth and [ky!
Chance thoughts fo fown, bear fruit in deftiny

For good or evil, which fhall never wither!
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Jerutalem, du hochgebaute Seavt,
A German Hymn of the xvi1. Century.

ERUSALEM! thou City towering
high,
Would Gop I were in thee!
Mylonging Souldoth ever pant and figh
Within thy walls to be:
By faith from earth it fallies,
And far o’er ftretching plains,
Far over hills and valleys,
Soars, till thy gate it gains.

O joyful day, and O thrice joyful hour,
When will thy dawn appear,
When I with heart releafed from fin’s dread power,
And joy unmixed with fear,
My parting Soul commending
To Gop’s Own faithful Hand,
Shall at my journey’s ending
Reach that bleft Fatherland ?

Then in a2 moment fhall my Spirit quit
This lower element ;
In filent myftery high-foaring, flit
To Heaven’s bright firmament
Elijah’s chariot mounting,
Borne on fuftaining Hands,
‘That baffle powers of counting,
Of joyful Angel-bands.
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Hail! glorious City : O that thou would’ft ope
Thy gates of mercy wide,
To enter which with ftill deferred hope
I long have groaned and fighed ;
While here my weary Spirit,
In this wrong world of fin,
‘The Kingdom I inherit
Has thirfted fore to win.

Whoare thefe Myriads bright, whofe glorious band
In countlefs throng appears,
By JEsus fent to meet me on the ftrand
Of this dark land of tears?
Of endlefs Life the winners,
Thefe are His Joy and Crown,
‘Whom from this world of finners
He chofe to be His Own.

Prophets and Patriarchs there, and Chriftians all,
Who have in every age

Endured the Crofs, or at their Majter’s call
Braved perfecution’s rage,

Now, amid Joy unbounded,
From earthly forrow free,

With cloudlefs day furrounded,
A dazzling Hoft I fee.

When Gob to His bleft Paradife of Joy
My Soul at length fhall raife,

Pleafures fhall fill my mind which never cloy,
My mouth glad notes of praife:
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Voices in concord vying
There Alleluia fing ;

Unwearied fill replying
There loud Hofannas ring.

From choir to choir, before the LaMp’s bright
The found is borne along, [Throne,
Till Joy’s bright Temple to the wondrous tone
Vibrates in choral fong :
In notes of exultation
Unnumbered voices rife,
E’en fince the firft creation
Thus echoing through the fkies.

 am the Role of Sharon any the
Lilp of the Uallepg.

WILDERNESS of barren fand,
With fcorching fun-glare, hotand red,
Where whitened bones of men long

dead—

A level broad deferted land.

Storms [wept acrofs it, and the [ky
Deepened its red to blackeft gloom ;
It feemed a buried nation’s tomb,

So defolate below, on high.

Years paffed, years flowly paffed again :
A long pale line of eaftern light
Broke at the murkieft hour of night,

To herald founds of fummer rain.
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Then on that lone and fandy flat
A Lily grows, with milk-white bloom,
‘The wildernefs no more a tomb—
The defert beautiful for that,

And foon another flower expands,
‘The Rofe of Sharon for the dew
And filver morning light (o new;

Tranfplanted then to other lands :

But leaving many a Bleffing there,
Odours of beauty and of Grace,
Leaves for the healing of a race,

Rich Gifts forgotten, new and rare.

A barren wildernefs no more ;
Athwart, a way to yonder Fold,
Beyond thofe feas of green and gold,

A peaceful bright and funny fhore.

Jelug CHrik, the Same pelerday, to-vap,
and fot eher, '

HE Same : hear all that (purn!
We wane and alter, but Thou changeft
not;
Ever the fame kind Heart, the fame
fad lot—
To love without return,




s ;(')F:-T{PF“ ‘3{
Fefu dfoE?oi 'Sk, ¢e. 369

_\-41 JlrApN\P
Bone of our boite indeed !

Moft human Heart, more loving than the beft,
For ever wounded —aye, ye know the reft,
And oft have made It bleed !

: Mere image call ye this?
Not fo: the tendereft nature ftill muft be
Mot fenfitive, and Tender, Friends! is He,
Not wrapped in fhadowy Blifs,

His Will, with Gobp at one,
Accepts all forrow, and foreruns the end.
Round Him all Heaven-born melodies aj'cend
In glorious unifon.

An inner joy is His
Thought may not fathom, Holinefs intenfe,
Rapture tranfcending mortal fight or fenfe,
‘What fhall be, and What is.

Yet ftill His Heart remains
‘Touched with our anguifh ; beating at each throb
In fympathy with this poor Orphan’s fob,

With that faint Widow’s pains.

O Wonderful and Sweet !
Still like a beggar fueft ‘Thou for each heart
‘That bids Thee unbeloved and cold depart,
And thrufts Thee to the ftreet,

O Myftery profound !
The Greateft thus beneath the leaft defcends,
BB
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And vainly afks to call His Creatures ¢ Friends 2’
‘Who fuch abyfs can found ?

Here, here is Love. O ftay!
‘The All-Creator, with a human Heart,
He feeks thee, though He knows thee what thou
art;
Thou look’ft another way.

Great is the Power that caft
Yon myriad ftars to ring the rolling (pheres ;
Greater the Love that through the inconftant years
Secks thee, and wins at laft.

The Lams of Gop, That takes,
Each living hour, a world’s red guilt away,
Undying Vitim! muft His Angels fay—

¢ Man fcorns, and earth forfakes ’

O Heatrt, too fickle, know, )
¢ Thou art the Man:’ thou wound’ft thy Mafter
Jill.
He waits, thy Lorp, a Vaffal on thy will.
O, mujt it aye be fo?

Wilt thou not wake at laft
And figh—O Thou That feek’ft to be beloved,
I dare not look upon Thy Tears unmoved :
Canft Thou forgive the paft?

Ah, with Thy tendereft Heart
Mine keeps not pace; ’tis bafe, ’tis mean, O Lorp,



And thrice unworthy of Thy Love adored ;
But Thou art what Thou art,

And lov’ft for Love’s fake ftill.
Sunfhine can flood the deepeft deep with light ;
Thou art All-Splendour, if my heart be night :

’ En Dieg el Dominica. 371
’ Have Thine All-gracious Will!
\

Cn Dieg ot Dominica,
A Hymn for the Lord’s Day.

HIS Day, which JEesus calls His Own,
Muft our devout obfervance gain ;
On it His facred Power was fhown,

By rifing from the Grave’s domain.

This Fa& is now, while life endures,
Our weekly celebration made ;

"That the great things its truth enfures
May never from our memory fade.

O’er this dark world it poured a ray

Of living hope beyond the tomb
From realms of everlafting day,

So long concealed in trembling gloom.

And thus a pledge our Souls receive
Of fure advancement to the fkies;

For all who in His Name believe
Shall with their Rifen Lorbp arife.
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In Him we find a boundlefs ftore
Of Wealth to make us rich indeed ;
Without referve He makes it o’er,
Our common fund in times of need.

Hence Glory, Life without decay,
Immortal BlefJednefs above ;

With Peace and Joy while on our way -
To claim thefe Bleffings of His Love.

The cheering memory of thefe things,
Revived with Sunday’s dawning ray,

To pious hearts the reafon brings
Why this is called ¢ the LorDp’s own Day.’

O’er death triumphant He arofe
On this great Day, and lived anew ;
A glorious Fa& in Him, which fhows
What is in us in figure true.

Our finful paffions being quelled,
We rife above them from the duft,
Left the free Spirit fhould be held
In bonds by any cherifhed luft.

Our pious Souls muft now review

The Decalogue which Gop has given,
And humbly our belief renew

In Articles of Faith from Heaven.

The Holy Sacrament muft fhare
The loving memories of the Day,
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And other things, which claim our care,
To fpeed us on our faithful way.

With earneftnefs the mind muft fhun
The tongue’s pollution, taking heed
Left greater wickednefs be done
By thoughtlefs word than manual deed.

With greater vigour we muft prefs
In duty onwards in Gop’s Ways,
By thoughts and adts of Righteou(nefs,
By meditation, prayer, and praife.

And chiefly now our Souls muft aim,
Through Grace which lifts us from the fall,
To reft with confcience free from blame
In fight of Gop, Who is our All,

The mighty Love of Gob afrefh
Muft feize us as its rightful lot

That midft the allurements of the flefh
Our Souls, as dead, may feel them not.

And let us afk—Whence we have come?
And what and where we are? and why

We live? and where will be our home ?—
And feek a practical reply.

Oh! into mifery from Gob,
And into darknefs out of light,

Came Gop’s Similitude abroad,
At firft fo happy and fo bright.
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Now muft our finful wanderings ceafe ;
To Gop we muft retrace our way ;

Then holy Joy and Heavenly Peace -
Will turn our darknefs into day.

The Glory of our primal birth
We muft for ever keep in view,

Left we become the flaves of earth,
And its vile vanities purfue.

Of [piritual effence free,
Divine in his primordial ftate,
Man was defigned by Gop to be
The Angels’ fit affociate.

The native grandeur of his race
The ftature of his body proves ;
He walks eret, with upward face ;

And like a God below he moves.

Stamped on his vifage here we find

The Light of Gop’s own Countenance ;
And the bright image of his mind

Shines out in living fplendour thence.

Internal Wifdom fheds its light,

In glowing thoughts, on things around,
The outward witnefs in our fight

Of what within his mind is found.

And then, O Myftery Divine!
Impre(fed on his anointed brow,
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The Crofs, the SPIr1T’s quickening Sign,
Has made him CHRIsT’s own Servant now.

To-day, as CHRIST’s, let this be done—
‘The prefent with the paft compare ;

And think what progrefs has been won,
And what the failures—how and where ?

Deep hatred of all evil feek ;
Of what is good take [pecial care ;
And looking towards the coming week,
For new and vigorous war prepare.

Within let grateful joy have place
That time on earth has yet been given,
To grow in Knowledge and in Grace,
And meetnefs for a glorious Heaven.

In holy thoughts and ad&ts like thefe,
When earthly works are put away,

Our lowly minds the Lorp fhould pleafe,
On this His own moft bleffed Day.

To Thee great Author of our days,
True Reft of every faithful Soul,

Be given all Honour, Glory, Praife,
While everlafting ages roll,
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Tria Dona Reges ferunt.
An Epipbany Sequence of Adam of 8. Viflor.

INGS, with triple Gifts provided,
Seek their King, and on are guided
By a Star, whofe rays betided

Light from high for ever brought ;

Gold, His Regal ftate implying,

Incenfe, GopHEAD fignifying,

Myrrh, that fhadows forth His Dying,

Bring they, by the SpIrIT taught.

They from far Sabaan Nation,
On this day of jubilation,
Serving Him with adoration
Win the joyful boon of Peace ;
Faint the Hebrew race is growing,
Knowing much, but Gop not knowing,
CHrist, His Face to Gentiles fhowing,
Biddeth them in Faith increafe. ‘

Synagogue, thou once elected,

Once in holy Faith perfeted,

Now for unbelief rejected,
Knoweft not the Kingly CuiLp ;

And CHrisT’s Field, once fparely planted,

Once in fruit and culture fcanted,

Now in Light which He hath granted,
Sees the World’s Redeemer mild,
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Sarah’s Race new might is gaining,
Thou, blind Synagogue, art plaining
For the bondflave’s race, remaining
Underneath its load of fin;
Thou doft mourn and forely grieveft,
Sarah laughs while fobs thou heaveft,
For fhe knows thou difbelieveft
Him Who comes to fave His Kin,

By his father confecrated,

Jacob’s joy with fear is mated,

Thou with dews of heaven art fated,
And with earth’s rich fatnes bleft :

All thy joys from earth thou gleaneft

From things vaineft and obfceneft,

Jacob’s thoughts on things fereneft
And on Jesus’ Sweetnefs reft.

Where His Nard the air perfumeth

Hayjte the Saints whom Love confumeth,

For with wondrous Flower bloometh
JEsus’ Pardon newly won :

She whom fin but late was chaining,

Now her fpoufal Gifts obtaining,

New-made Bride, in joy is reigning,
And a golden Crown hath on.

Next the King in exaltation

In her thankful adoration

Stands the Bride, and keeps her ftation
In a golden Vefture clad :



378  Babe merey on me, O Lod,

From the thorns within that bower
Springs a Rofe, in bud or flower
Thinking aye on Jesus’ Power,

In His royal Bounty glad.

She, the myftic Bride, can never
From her plighted Bridegroom fever,
May that Bridegroom guard us ever
From the fhocks of flefhly vice :
May He cleanfe us from pollation,
Grant us perfe& reftitution,
Save from final retribution,
Bring us unto Paradife.

Bave merey on me, D Lotd, Thou Son
of Dabviv,

I'THIN the cool Quadrangle’s wel-
: come [hade,
Beneath the linen awning, JEsus
fought
A moment’s quiet, while the fountain played
Her pleafant interlude to weary thought.

Through the porch gleamed the rofe-red funfet
fnows
Of the wild crags of northern Galilee :
What awful Life is in the Gop-Repofe,
‘That with the Pajt and Prefent welds Futurity!
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Up the benched gateway thrills a Woman’s cry,
As if the [wollen torrent of deep care -
Had torn down filence in its agony
To fling Grief’s fecret on the trembling air !

‘The lonelinefs of one unuttered woe,
The filent tears when every Hope had fled,
The facred Love, which Mothers beft may know,
When ficknefs glooms around a firft-born’s bed.

‘The weary hours befide her little Child,
The patient fadnefs of her darling’s eye,
As with unfelfifh love fhe feebly fmiled
All, all, came fobbing on that bitter cry—

O Lorb, Thou Son of David, pity me!
So ’mid the wreck, bareheaded,’gainit the fpray,
A drowning Man might fhriek acrofs the fea,
When hope of human help had paft away.

O Lorp, Thou Son of David, pity me!

While ghaftly doubt ftung her fin-laden breaft,
If for the guilt, done by her fecretly,

Gop’s Curfe had fallen on what fhe loved the

beft.

He did not anfwer her one fingle word,
Yet Love was fpeaking in His ev’ry Look :
When earth is filent then may Heaven be heard,
In forrow’s gloom Faith beft reads Gop’s own
Book.
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Think’ft thou He hears not, when for many a day
Thy knees areworn with fafting and with prayer?

Think’ft thou He turns from any love away,
Becaufe thou feeft no Angel on the air ?

‘; ‘Tempter, away ! each throb of pain He knows ;
. I will kneel on, and wait His blefJed Time ;
Up the fteep flaircafe of Life’s darkfome woes
I’ll climb and fing, till overhead Gop’s Chime

Break with one roar of an eternal Sea ;
Andlo! if I have prayed He giveth more ;
I ftagger down, half-blind with vicory,
Whifpering the Chant from out the opening
Door.

4 Song which none but the Wedeemed
tan ing.

E came not in with broad
Bl Full canvafs [welling to a fteady
breeze,
With pennons flying fair, with
coffers ftored ;
For long againft the wind, 'mid heavy feas,
With cordage ftrained and fplintered mafts we
drave,
And o’er our decks had dafhed the bitter wave,
And lightening oft our lading, life to fave,
Our coftly ventures to the Deep were given :

|
|
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Yea, fome of us were caught and homewards
driven

Upon the ftorm-wind’s wings; and fomerock-riven

Among the treacherous reefs at anchor flung,

Felt the good fhip break under them, and clung

Still to fome plank or fragment of its frame

Amid the roaring breakers—yet, we came !

We came not in with proud,
Firm, martial footftep, in a meafured tread,
Slow pacing to the crafh of mufic loud ;
No gorgeous trophies went before ; no crowd
Of captives followed us with drooping head ;
. No fhining laurel [ceptred us, nor crowned,
Nor with its leaf our glittering lances bound ;
¢ 'This looks not like a Triumph,’ then, they j'aid
With faces darkened in the battle flame,
With banners faded from their early pride,
Through wind and fun and fhowers of bleaching
rain,
Yet red in all our garments, doubly dyed,
With many a wound upon us, many a ftain,
We came with fteps that faltered—yet, we came !

Through water and through fire
We came to Thee, and not through thefe alone ;
We came to Thee by blood! Thou didft require
One only Sacrifice, and like ‘Thine Own.
The Life Thou gaveft us Thou didft defire
And all was ready for us: Lo! the knife
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And cloven wood were waiting ; bound or free
We too were ready ! In the battle ftrife,

Or by the lonely Altar unto Thee

We offered love for Love, and life for Life.
And as we came to Thee a found of war

Ran after us from diftant fields ; the jar

Of fhield and [word and battle bow; a cry
Confufed and harfh, that rolled to ¢ Vi€ory’
And feemed upon the darkening heavens to ceafe ;
For as we neared Thy City morning broke,
And all along its lofty ramparts woke

One word of greeting, flooding all the ear
And all the heart with folemn mufic, clear

As of a Trumpet talking with us—Peace !

——

e Parente Summo natum.
A Sequence for the Feaft of the Transfiguration.

F the Higheft generated,
And not by His SIRE created,
From before all time the WorD
One Gop with the FATHER reigned,
By the Right to Him pertained,
And by Gift of none conferred.

Guilty man from death redeeming,
Gob the WoRrbD in outward feeming
Was an humble Servant made;
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Thus becoming a new Creature,
He reftored our human nature,
Nor afide His GopHEAD laid.

In Himfelf, both Weak and Worthy
He united ; but the Earthy

Clad, not crippled, the Divine :
Neither did the ftrong Superior
Swallow up the frail Inferior,

But by fuffering made it fhine.

Each in its own Nature fingle,
Not as wines with water mingle
Woere they in debafement linked ;
But that moft myfterious Union
‘Which had placed them in communion,
Kept them perfeitly diftin&.

Symbol of that high relation

Was the Worp’s Transfiguration,
To the eye of faith defigned :

Whereln is to us revealed

‘That which was before concealed
By the Veil of human kind.

Like the candid fnow for whitenefs,

Like the fplendid Sun for brightnefs,
Lo! the Flefh which fin atoned

Is beforehand rendered glorious,

Over fhame and death vitorious,
And the Worb in Light enthroned.
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Hark! the confirmation given,

Not from earth but out of Heaven,
Vouching CHRIsT the SoN of Gob ;

Thus His Derty affuring, -

Though, beneath a fhade obfcuring,
Earth in Form of MaN He trod.

Gaze upon the Vifion beauteous ;

Him confe(s, with homage duteous,
Gop, and yet the Virgin’s Son; .

In a fingle Perfon fhining,

Yet two Natures (o combining
‘That they feverally were one.

See, the Stone by Jews rejected,
But by Choice Divine elefted,
To the Corner-head is raifed ;
He on Whom in Godlike Splendour,
Erft in raiment mean and flender,
Now the rapt Difciples gazed.

Theme of Prophets’ proclamation,
Him they knew in transformation
»Twixt the two attendant Seers ;
Shining in thofe Robes of Glory
PiGured in prophetic ftory,
As from Bozrah He appears.

Grant us, JEsv, to adore Thee,
And lay down our crowns before Thee,
In the rapturous Vifion loft ;
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Nor as heirs of Heaven ignore us,
Who in type didft go before us
When o’er Jordan Jofhua croft.

Song of the catly Chrikian Confelors,

H, no! we may not whifper now
The Name by Hofts adored,
No more we chaunt in choral vow
Our dear Redeeming Lorb.

They drag us flow with bleeding feet
To many an Idol fhrine ;

They bid us tafte the offered Meat,
Or quaff the offered Wine.

They ftrive with flow relutant fires
Our conjtant Souls to break ;

‘They [pread the charms the world admires,
But oh, ’tis death to take—

For neither bright Apollo’s bow,
Nor Daphne’s laurel grove,

Nor founds of joy, nor fights of woe,
Can bend our loyal love.

Yet, if perchance by forrow tried
Some fighs our bofoms heave,
They bid us leave the Crucified—

But we will never leave !

Oh, no! the quivering limb may throb,
May ftart the torture tear,
cc
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For crown of fteel and fiery robe
Are hard for flefh to bear,

But heavier was the Robe of fcorn
The MAN of Sorrows bore ;

And f[harper, fharper was the Thorn
On bleeding Brows He wore :

And He can cool the torrent wave,
Can ftop the opprefJor’s joy ;

For ftronger is His Arm to fave,
Than theirs is to deftroy.

They tell us He is buried now,
And all our hopes are gone ;
They faw not how in veft of fnow
He mounted to His Throne.

And chains may bind, and prifons dim
Our fettered limbs control ;

Our Souls, like eagles, fly to Him—
‘They cannot bind the Soul.

‘The waves that wafh our prifon wall,
‘The winds that hurry by,

The f[weet, the gall, are records all
Of Love that cannot die.

What if our Spirits tortures bow,
Our limbs if fetters fret ?

We fee not now His radiant Brow—
But how can we forget ?
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Being in an Agonp, Ye praped more
eavneftlp,

PRHAT are thefe Sighs, thefe low deep
: yearning Prayers
Stealing o’er the filence of the mid-
night hour
From yon embowering Grove—the chill damp airs
Rifing around, while fhivering night-winds
cower ?

Nay! draw not nigh—’tis awful, holy Ground.
There, fince the fall of eve, through hours of
darknefs drear,
Our Lorp in prayer hath knelt, while flumber
Jound
Enwraps that world for which He pleadeth
proftrate near.

Nor will that wearied Form from prayer arife
Till the faint-hearted dawn hath gathered
ftrength to brave
The fhades of night : the day may not fuffice
For His deep Love which yearns a darkling
world to fave.

‘That burning, wondrous Love ! O how fhall thefe
Tow grovelling hearts e’er comprehend its
depth and height,
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Its breadth and length? enfolding earth and
Jeas,
Heaven, yea, the Heaven of Heavens, in Mercy
infinite ?

Words fail to fpeak aright; methinks on earth
The filent adoration of o’erflowing hearts
In kindly deeds outpoured beft owns its worth ;
Each little rill which from that loving Fountain
Rarts,

Bearing fome portion of its Waters [weet
Along her lowly courfe, frefhening and glad-
dening all
Where’er fhe turns ; yet loving beft to greet
Yon Streamlet broad, and hidden yield her
tribute (mall ;

For fmall, as lowlieft drop, what here we deem
The nobleft Sacrifice—the keeneft grief we
know, ’
‘The love and labour of earth’s fhort-lived dream,
Compared with the deep Ocean of Thy Love
and Woe!

Here we may fearlefs plunge, and find our Life ;
Suftained upon thefe Waters, as they rife and
fall,

. -Onward, while lefs and lefs of earth’s rude ftrife

Shall reach our ears, abforbed in Thee, our All
in All!
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Thou, Who ftill pleadeft in the Holy Mount
For [lumbering Souls enthralled in fhades of
night below,
Plead on for us! that Thine, Celeftial Fount!
May be the only Source of Light and Love we
know,

The open Wition.

fH Y lies the darknefs on the deep
%] Now that the world is old ?
Why do the figns from Heaven wax
faint,
And Altar-fires wax cold ?
The while men’s Souls wait for the Lorp
By promife and by warning,
And wait and watch, yea, more than they
That watch unto the morning.

Why echo ftill earth’s tempeft-moans,
Without Heaven’s ¢ Peace, be ftill?’
Why cry we yet, ¢ Lorp, if Thou wilt ;°

Nor hear His calm ¢I will?*
Why caft we all our anchors out
And wifh the day were nearer;
While yet the far horizon fhows
No clofer and no clearer ?

Nay! afk, if with us in the Ship
We prayed our Mafter come?
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Afk, while we yet could fee the fhore,
Set we our fails towards Home ?
Afk, if as in the ancient days
The Word of Gobp is precious,
Have we the childlike hearts to know
The Voice that would refrefh us?

Afk rather of the chofen Three
Neareft to CHRIsT allowed,

Why, ere they faw their Glorious Sun
They paffed beneath His Cloud ?
Why, as they marked His MefJengers

Adore that bleft unveiling,
They heard ftrange prefages of fcorn,
And buffeting, and railing ?

Aye! others, like thofe favoured Ones
Are drawn with Him apart,
The glory of His Woe to fee
With fad and troubled heart :
By fome unearthly fympathy
They know that this their trial
Accomplifhes His Agony, '
Defertion, and Denial.

‘The Cloud of myftery draws on
And gathers over all,

While fearfully they enter in
Beneath its folemn pall ;

But to the truftful gaze, fome gleam
Seems all its depth to brighten,

For verily the Lorp their Gop
Shall all their darknefs lighten.
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¢ This is My Well-Beloved Son !’
The FATHER’s Voice is paft ;
They waken from their awful trance,
And know the Truth at laft :
The darknefs is not terrible,
The filence is not lonely,
When they fee no man any more—
Themf(elves and JEsus only.

O Vifion of reality,
Faith’s crowning diadem !

Themfelves with Jesus found alone
And He alone with them,

And never are His Cares [o [weet,
Never His Tones [o tender,

As when He comforteth His Own
After their Souls’ furrender.

He turns their forrow into Joy,
Gives Peace inftead of dread,

He ftays their zeal’s too eager hafte,
Urges their doubt’s dull tread ;

Till fongs of love and praife burft forth
From lips thefe themes embolden,
While that dear Prefence is the Light

Of eyes no longer holden.

Many are thofe once reftlefs Souls
To whom it has [ufficed

To [cale the Mount, endure the Cloud,
And be alone with CHRIsT :

Not heeding all earth’s happinefs,
Nor all the world’s derifion ;
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Only not difobedient found
Unto the Heavenly Vifion.

For us, the veil but hides our pain
Till perfe& Peace be won,

Till man’s enfeebled hand be ftayed,
And Gop’s good Will be done :

Our Souls in patience we poffefs,
Gob’s Word cannot be broken,

¢ 'This is My Son’—He faith, and we
Believe what He hath (poken.

We dare not deem that Heaven is dark,
Though Heaven’s light feem dim ;
Our Mafter looks upon us ftill
Although we fee not Him ;
He leads us onward in His Love,
He bears us in His Pity
T'o where the open Vifion fhines
In the Eternal City.

The Wufic of Peaven,

HE Mufic of Heaven is attuned to a
meafure
Our Spirit’s deep thirft ever longs
for in vain
For the mufic of earth, though it thrills us with
pleafure, ‘
Gives pleafure not wholly unmingled with pain.
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And though for a moment the ear may be captured
By notes that from Paradife feem to have birth,

By founds to which Angels might liften enraptured,
The dream is difpelled by the voices of earth.

Some wearinefs, pain, or fome paffing vexations
“T'he half-entranced foul from its blifs will recall;

Or the heart is unftrung, and the fweet modulations
On earth-enchained fenfes untunefully fall.

‘When refoundeth Gop’s Praife in the courts of
His Dwelling, -
Falfe jarrings of earth will too often begin ;
And the higher and clearer the anthem is (welling,
The more are we confcious of difcord within.

But it will not be thus when to Heavenly regions,
Releafed fromits thraldom, our Spirit takes wing,
And uniting in concert with glorified legions,
Shall learn that ¢ new Song’ which none other
can fing.

For ear hath not heard, nor the fenfes of mortals
E’er caught the ineffable Mufic below
Of thofe Harmonies full which through Heaven’s
bright portals,
With tide ever rifing, unceafingly flow.

‘There voices Seraphic in concord are vying,
And golden the ftrings of each well-tunéd Lyre;

Heart vibrates to heart, as for ever replying,
Unwearied they chaunt in antiphonal Choir.
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And fhall we then hang the fad harp on the willows,
As exiles fhut out from the Land of our reft,
Till we crofs the dark ocean of Death, and its

billows
Have wafted us fafe to the fhores of the Bleft ?

No! whenever Gop’s Praife in His Temple
afcendeth,
The theme and the melody kindle our hearts,
And conftrain us, as richly the ([ymphony blendeth,
To ¢ wake up our glory’ and join in our parts.

And at length, when with Children of Zion
admitted
Hofannas to fing by the Throne of the Lorp,
Shall all hearts be new ftrung, and each voice better
fitted
With Angels’ and Archangels’ notes to accord.

Bolp Childhood,

N the dim morn I wake,
#| My Boy fleeps at my fide,
4l I fleeplefs watch the gleam
Of Memory’s rufhing tide.

From the Paft’s folemn woods
Stately the River came,

‘The ripple, and the breeze
Spake but one word—my name!!
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Calling me ever back,
‘T'ill on the filent fhore

I fee a fhadowy form,
My/elf—a Child once more !

With an unearthly hope
I clafp the long-loft hand,
And o from Time we wander,
From Memory’s fhifting fand,

Till through the gates of Morning
We mark a rofy Dawn,

And the Child kneels in wonder
On the Celeftial lawn!

'The lips fmile adoration,
I finful may not hear ;

When lo! my Boy’s young dreams
Fall on my longing ear;

In fleep he prays, ¢ Our FATHER !’
In fleep with his Lorp’s Prayer,

He fills my heart and confcience,
He fills the haunted air.

O Lorp, make me a Child,
Teach me fair Childhood’s prayer,
Print on my Soul Thy Childhood,
Wafh away Manhood’s care !

Make me a little Child, O Lorb,
O fill my dreams with Thee,
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Then, then, dark Memory’s River !
Carry them out to fea,

Out to the far-off furges
That gird the fands of life,

Bear broken plan, and withered hope,
Man’s paffion, and man’s ftrife ;

Bear them far, bitter River!

I take the CHILD’s pierced Hand ;
And over moor, through foreft,

I feek the Bleffed Land !

The CHiLD in Prieftly radiance,
Before the golden Door,

Abfolves ; I enter, worfhip,
Gop’s Child for evermore !

Htansag.

The End of Man.

§| LOVED the beauty of the earth,

&l  The brightnefs of the fkies,

4l Life wooed me with its carelefs mirth,
My birthright and my prize.

I loved in fmooth felf-chofen ways
To guide my wayward feet,

I courted men’s unmeaning praife,
Their fmile was all too [weet.
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The light of Heaven fhone pale and dim
Upon my earth-bound fight,

The echo of the Seraph’s hymn
For me had no delight.

My life and treafure they were here,
My throbbing pulfe beat high,

My ftep was free, my glance was clear
With youth’s gay buoyancy.

But youth was fhort, and life was frail,
And human praife untrue,

Created beauty but a veil
To hide Thee from my view.

*T'was not for thefe Thou madeft me,
But for Thyfelf, O Lorbp;

Thou bad’ft me reft alone in Thee,
My Prize and my Reward.

All earthly joy fhall fail at laft,
All earthly love grow cold,

Save loves by that one Love made faft
To Jesus and His Fold.

This earth is but a trial place
To train the Souls of men,

Till Nature is transformed to Grace,
We know not how nor when.

All earthly aims fhall have an end,
All earthly hopes expire,
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All faiths that are not Faith, but tend
T'o the eternal fire.

One Aim there is of endlefs worth,
One fole fufficient Love,

To do Thy Will, my Gob, on earth,
And reign with Thee above.

Who have in life that one true Aim,
‘That one true Hope in death,

Shall pafs unfcathed the trial-flame
And earn the amarant wreath.

From joys that failed my Soul to fill,
From hopes that all beguiled,

To changelefs Reft in Thy dear Will,
O Jesus! call Thy Child.

In tempore Vefperi erit Lux.

F old, O Lorp, Thy Word was plight,
PXEP4 ¢ At evening time there fhall be Light ;°
Now darkly lowers the coming night—

¢ Jesvu, mercy.
Chill wintry gufts are [weeping by,
All faintly gleams the fhrouded (ky,
The ftars are fading from on high—

¢ Exaudi me.’
We fee each Woe Thy Seers reveal,
Each Vial of Thy Wrath we feel,
Almoft we hear the Trumpet peal—

¢ Cum Angelis.’
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The Glories of Thine ancient Home
Serve but to fhow the gathering gloom,
‘The Sabbath of the world is come.

Where is the faith our martyr Sires
Owned in the canonizing fires,
‘The burning love, the high defires?

Cold is the Saints’ unfhrinking Faith,
The hope that cheered the Martyr’s death—
Love freezes at the worldling’s breath,

Yet moft Thy promifed Light difplay,
Left wandering from the ancient way, .
Self-trufting ftill, we fondly ftray.

Scarce with faint earth-dimmed glimmerings fhine
‘The tapers fet to guard the fhrine,
To Faith’s keen eye no certain fign.

Thou only Good, Thou only True,
‘When faith is weak and friends are few,
Do Thou that promifed Light renew.

Befide the Altars of our land,
*Mid prayers untrue and rites profaned,
We wait, O Lorp, Thy guiding Hand.

O be one gleam in mercy fent,
Ere by the Judgment-cry is rent
A flame-encompaffed firmament—
¢ Cum Angelis.’
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Ere yet that laft, all-fearching light
Breaks but to eternize the night,
The dawning of the infinite—

¢ Exaudi me.’

So, when the dead, earth’s countlefs race,
Are ranged before Thine awful Face,
May we among the Sheep have place—

¢ Jesu, mercy.’

Requiem HEternam.

%O die and be at reft
¥  Beneath the Churchyard fod,
The Corpfe in fere-clothes dreft,

‘The Spirit with its Gop!

To di¢ and be at reft
Beyond the world’s annoy,

No cares to vex the breaft,
No tears to trouble joy.

‘To die and be at reft
Where (lander’s tongue is ftill,
Where praife nor mars our beft,
Nor confecrates our ill.

‘To die and be at reft
Where earthly tumults ceafe,
Where ftorms may ne’er. infeft
The Haven of our peace.

e
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To die and be at reft

With them that part no more,
Rocked gently on the breaft

Of loved ones gone before,

To die and be at reft
Beyond the power of fin,

Love an abiding gueft

" The ranfomed Soul within,

To die and be at reft—

For this our natures crave,
The laft home of the Bleft,

The World beyond the grave.

To die and be at reft—

*Tis Childhood’s earlieft dream,
In terror unexpreft

Shrinking from life’s dark ftream.

To die and be at reft—
*Tis Manhood’s bitter cry,
With thanklefs toil oppreft
Of wafted energy.

‘To die and be at reft—
Old age with feeble moan

Echoes the long requeft,
‘To lay its burden down.

To die and be at reft—
It is a Chriftian prayer,
For Death is Gop’s Beheft,

CHrisT and His Saints are there.
DD
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Hequence on the Holp Spirit.
After Adam of §. Vitor.

EALTH of the helplefs, Crown of
Confolation,
Giver of Life, [weet Hope of man’s
Salvation,
Come with Thy Grace, O come,
Sun of the Soul, and let Thy Sunlight fhine,
And warm with Love’s foft glow the hearts of
Thine ;
And o’er the frefhening field of Chriftendom
Drop fatnefs, Dew Divine ;
Till day by day, and hour by hour,
Fed with the fulnefs of Thy Power,
Every woodland, every bower,
Burft into leaf and fruit and flower,
Filled with true Life’s beft food,
From Thee, the Fountain of all good.

One in Subftance, GopHEAD One ;
River, That from Both doft run,
Spring, from Either fundered never,
Bound to Both, and bonded ever

In a mighty unifon,
With a bond that nought can fever ;
League of power, that none may part,
Everlajting—as Thou art.

..
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Dew of Each, of Both in One,
Rich Vapour rifing from the eternal River ;
May the FATHER and the Son
That Gift vouchfafe Whereof Thou art the Giver,
Giver and Gift, Thyfelf on us beftow,
Thyfelf—the Well Whofe waters ever flow.

Thou heareft the Dew fall on earth, where it
lies,
From the River thou heareft the Vapour arife,
And the [cent of [weet Odour thou knowelft,
whereby
Thy faith can the Prefence of GopHEAD defery :
K Dew, that from the GopHEAD burfts,
i Whereof who deepeft drinks the more he thirfts ;
i Thirfting ever with a glow,
Quenchlefs, as the Spirit’s flow,
Flowing alway, alway bleffing ;
Thirft that knoweth no repreffing.

e m e =

By Him the Wave is confecrate,
Where for new Birth the holy people wait,
The water on whofe face was borne
Gop’s SpirIT at Creation’s morn,
Fount, of all Holinefs the (pring
Whence flows true Love abroad,
Clear Fount that cleanfeth from all fin,
Fount from the Font of Gobp ;
Great Fount, all fountains hallowing,
Without all Bleffing and all Gop within.
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Fire of flint, with nought of wood,
Faring forth in myftic Flood,
Kid confuming, Fire of Heaven,
Feeding on the dread Unleaven,
Fire, all earthly fire unlike,
On the Altar of our heart
Strike the fpark of light, O ftrike
The flame there ftill to burn and never thence
depart.

Shadow of the maidens feven,
Seven that compafJed the One;
Type of the very Truth of Heaven

That through all things doft run;
All-quickener, That with life the world doft
warm, :
O SrirrT Septiform :
In feveral fhape out-lined,
Yet varying not in kind,
Forefend it ever, that we fay
Of Thee, the Almighty Mind,
That Thou doft form obey,
To form and fhape confined.

Fire of Life, Life-giving Spring,
Cleanfe our hearts, and thither bring
Thy Gifts of Grace, to enrich them and to blefs;
That, kindled by the flame of Charity,
Meet offering we become to Thee
Of Love and Holinefs.
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Breath of the FATHER and the SoN, Thou beft
Leech of the finful, Solace of the fad,
Strength of the weak, the worn wayfarer’s Reft,
Healthof the fick, make Thou the mourner glad.
Holy Love, like virgin’s, chafte,
Fire of Soul, yet maiden-pure,
Thofe whom evil paffions wafte
May Thine hallowed Uné&ion cure.

Voice of voices manifold,

Subtile Voice, by found untold,

In the ear, and in the breaft,

Voice to each That whifpereft :
Voice enbreathed into the Bleft,
Stilly Voice and fecret—Voice
Making Men of Peace rejoice,
Voice of fweetnefs, Voice of blifs,
Voice of voices, ours be This
Sounding through our inmoft heart :

Light, That bidft all lies depart,
Light, That falfehood’s router art,
Light, That draweft unto Thee
Faith and Truth and Verity ;
Light, vouchfafe to us, to all,

Life and health and wealth, that we,
Lit with light perennial,

Live in funfhine, that fhall be
Brightening everlaftingly.
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DF the Bifts of God,

From the Latin.

HOUGH for me the tongues of Angels
With the tongues of men were blent,
Duly fhould I ne’er be able,
Giver of things excellent,
To return Thee praife, O Greateft
FATHER of Enlightenment.

For with Might Thou didft create me
For Thyfelf of nothingnefs,

And to bear Thy Likenefs fhape me
By Thy Wifdom fathomlefs,

And with Angels equal make me
In my reafon’s noblenefs.

Thus with faculties controlling,
Faculties fubordinate,

Like the pattern of Thy Glory,
I furpaffed the brutal ftate,
Standing pure, enlightened, holy,

Righteous and inviolate.

Yet had all been left imperfeét,
Having wrought me wondroufly,

If as thanklefs, proud tranfgre(for,
Thou wouldft doom me rigidly ;

If deluded, loft and wretched,
Thou wouldft not deliver me.
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No! where I was lately fallen
Underneath my hellifh Foe,

Thow’ft to hope for pardon brought me
In Thy Grace, and laid him low :
To Thy Pafture haft Thou called me ;
Time for Grace Thou doft beftow.

Stumbling haft Thou me fupported
With enduring Patience ;

Straying haft Thou me withholden
With fevere Beneficence ;

Me delinquent haft abfolved,
And haft blotted mine offence.

Thou on every fide doft wafh me
And doft heal me wounded fore,

And when wafhed and healed, apon me
Thou doft Oil of Gladnefs pour ;

Gleams of wondrous Hope furround me,
When the painful ftound is o’er.

Now withdrawing me from danger,
Unto good Thou ftablifheft ;

Now f[upporting mine endeavours,
Gifts on me Thou lavifheft ;

Where Thou giveft, where Thou takeft
Still my weal Thou compafJeft.

‘Thou provideft for my table
Daily food abundantly ;

Thou doft bounteoufly for raiment
‘Things befeeming me fupply;

407
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Care of me Thou takeft ever
Like the apple of Thine Eye.

Herein likewife muft I glory,

That to me Thou fhouldft confide
‘To bear tribulation for Thee

From without and from infide,
Since beloved Sons Thou always

Haft in fuch encounters tried.

By the fervice of Thy Creatures
I am largely profited,
For their ufes, like their figures,
Witnefs ‘Thee their Fountain-head :
Still by Nature, ftill by Scripture,
Are we to Thy Traces led.

Yet beyond all thefe Thy Creatures
‘Thou Thyfelf exaltedft me
By affuming Man’s condition
In Thy wondrous Clemency,
And in Thy Paternal Wifdom
‘To Thyfelf redeeming me.

O what boundlefs depths of Pity

Thy Paternal Grace difplays!
O the Bounty that we witnefs

In the Filial GopHEAD’s Ways!
‘Therefore fhall there be no period

Of Thy Worfhip, Splendour, Praife!
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Wrhg beata Biculalem,

LESSED City, holy Salem,
Home of peace, by Seers defcried,
Rifing in the courts of Heaven,
Built of living ftones and tried,
By Angelic hands adornéd,
As her fellows deck a Bride.

Coming newly formed from Heaven,
Ready for the nuptial bower,

Woedded to the LAMS for ever,
As a bride in blifsful hour ;

All her ftreets have golden pavement,
Golden ramparts round her tower.

Bright her gates of pearl are gleaming,
Open are her chambers fair ;

And by virtue of His Merits
Every Soul fhall enter there

Who, in this world, pain or forrow
For the Name of CHRrisT fhall bear.

Hewn with blows, and worn by prefJure,
Polifhed ftones from every land,
All are in their places fitted
By the Builder’s matchlefs hand,
Firmly fet, to reft unfhaken,
While the Heavenly manfions ftand.
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Corner-ftone in her foundation,
CHRIsT the Rock is furely laid ;
Who, in both the walls compaced,
Hath of twain one Temple made ;
Holy Sion Him accepted,
All her hope on Him is ftayed.

Sacred is that glorious City,
Dear to Gop the mighty King,

Mingling with her tuneful praifes
Joyous burfts of triumph ring ;

THRrEE and ONE their Gop proclaiming,
All in welcome Anthems fing.

The Thureh, Wilitant and Trfumphant.,
The Church Militant.

OW ftrong are her foundations! the
opening
How glorious of her portals! Yetwithin,
What Babel-founds of ftrife! Without,
what din
Of malice and of wrath! Thofe choirs which fing
Eternal Alleluias to their King,
How muft they wondering view the power of fin,
Which, round her facred boundary who muft win
And fold Gop’s Flock, fuch direful j'pell could
fling,
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Marring her holy work—our Sion’s height
O’erfhadowing with gloom, where once fhone clear
Heaven’s pureft radiance! O for a light,
Glimmering albeit afar! ¢ Difpel thy fear,’

A Voice exclaims, ¢ My Church’s mourning night
Is well nigh (pent; her Day(pring draweth near !’

The Church Triumphant.

WAHO is it clad in garments radiant white,
[Q'MWP] Love on her breaftplate graven, on her brow
Salvation diademed ? Above, below,

Ten thoufand thoufand Spirits wing their flight,
A f(hining company. With glory bright

The army of Martyrs circle, which through woe
And peril, pain and death, dared face the foe,
Bearing their palms, with vitor-chaplets dight.
In mild but awful majefty, to meet -

The Bride comes forth the Bridegroom, in the fkies
Enthroning on her everlafting feat.

From myriad Voices fhouts of triumph rife :

¢ Her warfare is accomplifhed ; at her feet
Fallen is the captive’s chain—the conqueror prof-
trate lies !’
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Tdofceg from the American Church.
Heart’s Song.

the filent midnight watches,
Lift thy bofom door,
How it knocketh, knocketh, knocketh,
Knocketh evermore!
Say not ’tis thy pulfe’s beating,
Or thy heart of fin;
"Tis thy SAvIouR ftands entreating,
¢ Rife! and let Me in.’

Death comes down with recklefs footftep,
‘To the hall and hut ;

Think you Death will tarry, knocking
Where the door is (hut ?

Jrsus walteth, waiteth, waiteth,
But the door is fajt ;

Grieved, at length away He turneth ;
Death breaks in at laft.

Then ’tis thine to ftand entreating
CHRIST to let thee in

At the gate of Heaven beating,
Wailing for thy fin.

Nay! alas, thou foolifh Virgin!
Haft thou then forgot ?

Jesus waited long to know thee—
Now, He knows thee not.
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Song of Faith.

fHE lilied fields behold !

Y What King in his array

Of purple pall and cloth of gold
Shines gorgeoufly as they ?

Their pomp, however gay,
Is brief, alas! as bright;

It lives but for a [ummer’s day,
And withers in a night.

If Gob fo clothe the foil
And glorify the duft,

Why fhould the flave of daily toil
His Providence diftruft ?

Will He, Whofe Love has nurfed
The f[parrow’s brood, do lefs

For thofe who feek His Kingdom firft,
And with it Righteoufnefs?

The birds fly forth at will
They neither plough nor fow ;

Yet theirs the fheaves that crown the hill,
Or glad the vale below.

While through the realms of air
He guides their tracklefs way,

Will man in faithle(fnefs defpair ?
Is he worth lefs than they?
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As thy day, fo fball thy firength be.

o~

Y HEN adverfe winds and waves arife

AP And in my heart defpondence fighs,
When life her throng of cares reveals

And weaknefs o’er my (pirit fteals,

Grateful I hear the kind Decree

That ¢ As my day, my ftrength fhall be.’

When with fad footftep memory roves
O’er [mitten joys and buried loves,
When like a mourner low I bend,
Without a comforter or friend,

Then to Thy Promife, Lorp, I flee,
Still ¢ As thy day, thy ftrength fhall be.”

One trial more muft yet be paft,

One pang, the keeneft and the laft;

And when, convulfed with mortal pain,
Struggling I feek for eafe in vain,

Then wilt Thou give my Soul to fee
That ¢ As her day, her ftrength fhall be.”

The fafbion of this world paffeth away.

ERYEIN carelefs Childhood’s funny hours
a7ked When all we love is nigh,

No thorn amid life’s opening flowers,
No cloud in all its (ky,




Uoices from the American Church, 415

We fear no ill, nor dream of care,
But deem each following day

Shall light us on to fairer [cenes,
And beam with brighter ray.

And Childhood’s vernal feafon paft,
And fhunned Youth’s thoufand fnares,

When Manhood’s autumn comes -at laft
With forrows, fears and cares,

Still, autumn-like its [kies are bright,
And ftill the world feems young,

And fill we love its mellow light,
Its boughs with fruitage hung.

But Autumn’s golden fkies muft fade,
And Autumn’s fruits decay, '
And foon, mid fnows and ftorms, muft come
Old-age’s wintry day ;
A wintry day at beft—as fhort,
As gloomy and as cold,
Till the worn body yields at laft,
And life lets go its hold.

And when its earthly hold fs gone,
The world’s brief fafhion paft,

Are there no hopes that fhall furvive,
No pleafures that fhall laft ?

Yes! Chriftian, it is thine to know
Life’s but a weary way,

A fhort, though painful pilgrimage
To realms of endlefs Day ;
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Where Faith her crown of life fhall wear,
And Hope be loft in joy,

And meck-eyed Love be paid with blifs
That time can ne’er deftroy:

For thither has the LAMB gone up
Who fuffered, and was flain,

That rifen with Him, His Followers might
With Him for ever reign !

The Glory referved.

D) Such radiant gems are ftrewn,
O what magnificence muft glow,

My Gob, about Thy Throne!
So brilliant here thofe drops of light,
Where the full Ocean rolls, how bright !

If night’s blue curtain of the fky,
With thoufand ftars inwrought,
Hung like a royal canopy
With glittering diamonds fraught,
Be, Lorp, Thy Temple’s outer veil,
What (plendour at the Shrine muft dwell !

The dazzling fun, at noontide hour,
Forth from his golden vafe,
Flinging o’er earth the golden fhower
‘Till vale and mountain blaze,
But fhows, O Lorbp! one beam of Thine,
What, then, the Day where Thou doft fhine!
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Ah! how fhall thefe dim eyes endure
‘That noon of living rays?
Or how my Spirit, fo impure,
Upon Thy Glory gaze?
Anoint, O Lorp, anoint my fight,
And robe me for that World of light.

The Provigal’s Weturn,

4 LMIGHTY FATHER, LorD of all,
Unworthy as Thy Sons to call,
As fervants at Thy Feet we fall,

By all the Love which Thou haft fhown
For wanderers from Fold and Throne,
Have mercy while our fin we own.

As hired fervants, can it be
That we muft ferve, who once were free?
O bring us to ourfelves and Thee.

While ftill a great way off, we yearn
Thofe tender words of Love to learn
Which greet the Prodigal’s return.

‘The Ring fhall on our hand be placed,
With Love’s beft Robe fhall we be graced,
We who our own had o debafed.

Ah! hateful now the wretched paft
* By turns with fwine and harlots caft ;
We rioted—then ftarved at laft.

EE
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Thy Welcome, Lorp, will purge away
The fting of each rebellious day,
And Love will pardon All, for Aye,

Rejoicing Thou wilt give for pain,
For fighs, a part in Heaven’s glad ftrain,
When all the Loft are found again.

Bome.

ISE! Mother, rife! thy Infant is away;

See, on the verge of yon fharp cliff
he ftands,

Aiding his tottering fteps with cling-
ing hands,

Wandering in fearlefs play.

Stay! Mother, ftay! move not—nay! not one
call;
Stay, or thy voice will make the truant ftart;
Thruft down that cry within thy burfting heart,
Or fee thy Infant fall.

Oh! inftin& wonderful of Mother’s love,
See! filent, flill, fhe gently bares her breaft !
Swiftly her Infant rufhes to his neft,

And there fhe clafps her dove.

So filently our own dear Mother now,
Left one of her ftray Sheep fhould [uffer lofs,
Shows us her LorD upon His bitter Crofs—
Shows us the thorn-crowned Brow.
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Shows us, frail wanderers in the ways of fin,
Our Shepherd bleeding from that piercéd Side—
Piercéd, that by that entrance opened wide

Sinners might enter in,

Oh! may He grant us to that Home to flee,
To feel the fulnefs of that Love untold ;

To gaze, and fly unto that One true Fold,
And there for ever be.

Stanszag.
Via, Veritas, Vita.

AST thou been lured by Pleafures gay
From the ftrait Heavenward path to
ftray ?
Seek CHrIsT: in Him thou find’ft the
Way.
Fain would’ft thou, in the pride of youth,
The heights of Knowledge climb forfooth ?
At CHrisTs Feet fit thou: He is Truth.

Doft tremble at the Soul’s flern ftrife
*Mid World with deadly dangers rife ?
Let Curist dwell in thee: He is Life.

The Soul of Man and the Church of Chriff.

g @ WAS night: oerftrown with clouds, as
A5 huge fce-field
Above me [pread the vafty firmament ;
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Athwart that mafs, which lay as though con-
gealed,
Stretched, zigzag-wife, full many a ragged
rent,
Oping grim gap and unretrieved defcent :
O’er glacier and creva(fe their onward way
Moon and attendant Stars, majeftic, went ;
She fhone with light lent by the Lord of day,
Within her circling fheen gleamed faint each leffer
ray.

Thus through this drear dark world, o’er many
a pit,
Dread entrance to abyfs of Sin’s fad gloom,
‘The Soul may by the Church of CHRIsT be lit
Onward to regions of eternal bloom ;
Thus, thus will fhe the dangerous path illume,
To them within her pale, throughout the night ;
Thus will her fteady lamp lead on, to whom,
Though hid awhile from earth’s expeftant fight,
‘The Sun of Righteoufnefs vouchfafes His glorious
Light.

Pro CThritto Wottuug,

SAW amid the lurid fky

$| The coward Stars difordered fly ;

4| I faw with apprehenfion dread

The troubled Sun and Moon grow red :
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E’en in the twinkling of an eye

I faw Creation’s wonders die,

As if for them there was no room ;
It was, it was the Day of Doom !

I heard the pealing Trump of Gop,

I faw the ftartled mountains nod,

Earth dropped her brow of ancient pride
And oped her huge foundations wide,
While Ocean at that warning cry
Unbared her inmoft channels dry,
Afunder burft was every tomb

Upon this awful Day of Doom.

I faw before a ‘Throne of Light

Than funs ten thoufand far more bright,
‘The quick and dead together ftand,
‘The children of each age and land ;

A varied, ftrange, unnumbered crowd

In mingling woe and terror bowed :

Old Time had bared Creation’s womb
To meet upon this Day of Doom.

I faw upon that Throne Divine

One like the SoN of MAN recline,

With Eyes [o bright that from their blaze
The Univerfe fled in amaze :

Guilt flood appalled in awe profound

As flafhed thofe beamy terrors round,
That threatened all things to confume
Upon this fearching Day of Doom.
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One, one alone upon that day

I faw wake up without difmay,
Burft the long fetters of the earth,
As if to claim a fecond birth ;

With tranquil brow and radiant eye
Draw the auguft Tribunal nigh,
Like a young Star amid the gloom
Of this o’erwhelming Day of Doom.

*Twas one who on his veftment bore

A great red Crofs imprefJed before,

And gliftening bright thofe words outfpread,
¢ Pro CHR1sTO mortuus,’ I read.

Moft wondrous fight! a rainbow form
Amid the univerfal ftorm,

. A Phcenix true of endlefs bloom,

‘The Conqueror of the Day of Doom.

Man.

A Hymn of Alanus.

IKE a piGure all Creation
Standeth for our contemplation,
*Tis our mirror and our book :
Life and death are there prefented,
All our pilgrimage imprinted,
Calling men to paufe and look.

For the rofe doth paint our flory,
And the rofe doth glafs our glory,
Readeth all our life’s brief hour :
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In the early morn fhe bloometh ;
Aged, when the evening gloometh,
Falls off the deflowered flower.

Breathing fhe her life exhaleth ;
Soon her blufhing beauty paleth ;
Dying came the flower to earth ;
Old and new, alike death-laden,
Agéd, yet a youthful maiden,
Fading in her dawn of birth.

So unto the youthful comer

Minifters his mortal fummer ;
Brightly (miles the fleeting flower :

But that morning hath its even,

Soon athwart the darkling heaven
Cometh on life’s twilight hour.

Pain is all man’s life and being,
Toil without a hope of fleeing,

Death defcending covers all :
Sunfhine now is ftorm hereafter ;
Death tracks life, and forrow laughter ;

Darknefs on our day doth fall,

Therefore, when this claufe thou readeft,
See that thou the lefJon heedeft ;
Man, thy life is figured clear ;
In what ftate thou cameft hither,
What to-day thou art, and whither
Tend thy fteps, examine here.
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Weep the coft of paft tranfgreffion,

Wail thy fin, tame pride and paffion,
Caft thy haughtinefs away ;

Reinfman of the mind and mafter,

Guard thy truft, left foul difafter
Find thee unawares aftray.

Chrik Triumphant.,

HO cometh here from Edom’s rocks,
; From Bozrah’s haughty tower,
That journeyeth glorious in array,
Majeftic in His Power ?
With Garments red from fields of blood
A Conqueror He doth feem !
¢ I come, Who [peak in Righteoufnefs,
The Mighty to redeem !”

And why is Thine Apparel red,
Like his who treads the vine ?

And why, like his who treads the vat,
Do all Thy Garments fhine ?

¢ The wineprefs I have trodden out,
Have trodden it alone ;

And in that bloody vintage-hour
With Me there ftood not one.

¢ In Anger did I trample them,
In Fury did I tread ;

Their blood is fprinkled on My Robe,
My Raiment all is red ;
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The awful day is in Mine Heart
Of vengeance on My foes,

The year is come when I redeem
My People from their foes.

¢ And I beheld—but none could fave
His brethren by his hand ;

I wondering faw no Child of man
In that dread day could ftand;

Therefore Mine own right Arm alone
My great Salvation brought ;

And by My Strength of zeal upheld
The conqueft 1 have wrought !”

Yes! Thou haft conquered mightier foes
Than Edom’s hoftile power,

Haft Vi&or come from ftronger holds
Than Bozrah’s haughty tower!

For Thou haft burft the gates of Death,
And laid beneath Thee low,

By Thy right Hand and holy Arm,
"Thine Ifrael’s hellifh foe !

Thou didft behold no Child of man
His brother’s Soul could fave,
Or make agreement unto Gop
To free him from the grave ;
A coftlier price their Souls demand
Than man hath power to pay ;
And therefore Thou, O CHRIsT, wouldft die
That we might live for aye!
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And therefore, when the appointed year
Of Thy redeeméd came,

Thou didjt affume the Flefh of man,
Didft take a mortal Frame ;

Thou didft the bloody wineprefs tread
Of fuffering from Thy foes,

To fave Thy People from their fins,
From Hell’s eternal woes.

And therefore, when o’er Hell and Death
‘The conqueft Thou hadft won,

Thou didft afcend to Gop’s Right Hand,
And take Thy glorious Throne ;

There ftill doft Thou retain, O Lorb,
‘The Mediator’s Seat,

Until the Lorp fhall make Thy foes -
The footftool for Thy Feet.

Gird then, O Thou moft mighty One,
Thy Sword upon Thy Thigh!

Ride forth! Avenge Thee on Thy foes
Who flill Thy Name defy!

But when that wineprefs of Gop’s Wrath
Thy conquering feet fhall tread,

Help us, Thy Children, Lorp, for whom
‘Thy precious Blood was fhed !

Thou art our Father! though not us
Hath Abraham begot ;

Though Ifaac, and though Ifrael
Our names acknowledge not !
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‘Thou art our Father fill! O CHrisT,
And our Redeeming Lorp,

The Righteoufnefs of Gop moft High,
The One Eternal Worb !

Martyrs’ HSong.

E meet in joy, though we part in
Jorrow;

We part to-night, but we meet to-
morrow.

Be it flood or blood the path that’s trod,
All the fame it leads home to Gob :

Be it furnace-fire voluminous,
One like Gop’s SoN will walk with us.

What are thefe that glow from afar,
Thefe that lean over the golden bar,

Strong as the lion, pure as the dove,
With open arms and hearts of love ?

They the bleffed ones gone before,
They the bleffed for evermore :

Out of great tribulation they went
Home to their home of Heaven-content ;

Through flood, or blood, or furnace fire,
To the Reft that fulfils defire.
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What are thefe that fly as a cloud,
With flafhing heads and faces bowed,

In their mouths a viGorious pfalm,
In their hands a robe and a palm?

Welcoming Angels thefe that fhine,
Your own Angel, and yours, and mine ;

Who have hedged us both day and night
On the left hand and on the right,

Who have watched us both night and day,
Becaufe the Devil keeps watch to flay.

Light above light, and Blifs beyond blifs,
Whom words cannot utter,lo! Who is This?

As a King with many crowns He ftands,
And our names are graven upon His Hands ;

As a Prieft, with Gop-uplifted Eyes,
He offers for us His Sacrifice ;

As the LamB of Gob for finners flain,
That we too may live He lives again ;

As our own Champion, behold Him ftand
Strong to fave us at Gop’s Right Hand.

Gob the FATHER give us Grace
To walk in the Light of Jesus® Face.

Gob the Son give us a part
In the hiding-place of JEsus’ Heart.
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Gop the SpirIT [0 hold us up
That we may drink of JEsus® Cup.

Death is fhort and Life is long ;
Satan is ftrong, but CHRIsT more ftrong.

At His Word, Who hath led us hither,
The Red Sea muft part hither and thither ;

At His Word, Who goes before us too,
Jordan maft cleave to let us pafs through.

Yet one pang fearching and fore,
And then Heaven for evermore ;

Yet one moment awful and dark,
Then fafety within the Veil and the Ark;

Yet one effort by Curist His Grace,
And then CHrisT for ever Face to face.

Gop the FATHER we will adore,
In JEsus’ Name, now and evermore :

Gob the SoN we will love and thank
In this flood and on the further bank :

Gob the HoLy GHosT we will praife,
In Jesus’ Name, unto endlefs days:

Gop Almighty, Gop THREE in ONE,
Gop Almighty, Gop Alone.
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The Stavry Pight,
From the Spanifb of Luis de Leon.

JHEN nightly through the fky
i Bl 1 view the ftars theirfilesunnumbered
‘ leading,
_ Then fee the dark earth lie
In deathlike trance, unheeding
How Life and Time with thofe bright orbs are

Jpeeding :

Strong love and equal pain
Woake in my heart a fire with anguifh burning ;
‘The tear-drops fall like rain,
Mine eyes to fountains turning,
And my fad voice pours forth its tones of mourning :

O Manfion of high ftate,

Bright Temple of bright Saints in beauty dwelling,
‘The Soul, once born to mate
With thefe, what force repelling

Hath bound to earth, its light in darknefs quelling ?

.

‘What mortal difaccord
Hath exiled (o from Truth the mind unftable?
Why, of its bleft reward
Forgetful, loft, unable,
Secks it each fhadowy fraud and guileful fable?
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Man lies in flumber dead,
Like one that of his danger hath no feeling,
The while with filent tread
. Thofe reftlefs orbs are wheeling,
And as they fly his hours of life are ftealing.

O Mortals, wake and rife ;

‘Think of the lofs that on your lives is pre_[]ing 3
The Soul, that never dies,
Ordained for endlefs bleffing,

How fhall it live falfe fhows for Truth careffing ?

Abh, raife your fainting eyes

To that firm [phere which ftill new glory weareth,
And fcorn the low difguife
The flattering world prepareth,

And all the world’s poor thrall hopeth or feareth.

O what is all earth’s round,

Brief fcene of man’s proud ftrife and vain endeavour,
Weighed with that deep profound,
That tidelefs Ocean-river,

‘That onward bears Time’s fleeting forms for ever ?

Once meditate, and fee

That fixed accord in wondrous variance given,
The mighty harmony
Of courfes all uneven,

Wherein each ftar keeps time and place in heaven.

Who can behold that ftore
Of light unfpent, and not with very fighing
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Burft earth’s frail bonds, and foar, -
With Soul unbodied flying,
From this fad place of exile and of dying?

‘There dwelleth [weet Content ;

There is the reign of Peace; there, throned in

Jplendour,
As one pre-eminent,
With dove-like eyes fo tender,
Sits holy Love—honour and joy attend her.

There is revealed whate’er
Of Beauty thought can reach ; the fource internal
Of pureft Light, that ne’er
To darknefs yields ; eternal .
Bloom the bright flowers in clime for ever vernal.

There would my Spirit be,
Thofe quiet fields and pleafant meads exploring,
Where Truth immortally,
Her pricelefs wealth outpouring,
Feeds through the blifsful vales the Souls of Saints
adoring.

A\ 4
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33. "Twas night| flillnightt . . . . .
61. "Twas on the Mount of Olives . , . .
30. Two Brothers each an Offering made . .
86. Two Days, by contraft linked together . .
65. Two thoufand years have well nigh paffed .

1. Upon the Saviour’s Birthday blet ., .

28. Wake, Deborah! wake . . . . . .
117. We came not in with broad full canv .
60. We keep the Feaft of Pentecot . . . .
136, We meet in joy, though we part in forrow
107. We named our flower-crowned Veflel € Home
120. What are thefe Sighs? . . . . . . .
21, What earth appeared to Angel eyes . .
25. What! left my Lorp the Realms of Light ?
38. What love I, when I love Thee? . .
26. What wouldft thou have, O Soul . .
129. When adverfe winds and waves arife .
30. When conquering Abram Salem fought
43. When I dwell on Death’s dread day
48. When I have faid my quiet fay . .
43. When I fee with heartfelt pain .
43. When I think what fhall befall . ,
137. When nightly through thetky . .
29. When of His Grace the SoN of Gop
83. When the Lorp Jesus Crucified .
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103. Where is the Land he faw in glorious Vifion ?

. 12, Wherefore doth the circling Sun? . , .
135. Who cometh here from Edom’s rocks . .
128, Who is it clad in garments radiant white ?

73. Who neither loves, nor feeks for Jesus’ Love

53. Who would not burn with ftrong defire? .
121. Why lies the darknefs on the deep? . .

37. Within a Garden’sbound . . . . . .
116, Within the cool Quadrangle’s welcome fhad
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Second edition, lately publifbed, uniform with  Lyra Meffianica,”
price 7s. 6d., cloth, antique.

Lyra Euchariftica:

HymMns anp VErses on THE HoLy CoMmuniIoN.

EXTRACTS FROM REVIEWS.

¢ This is 2 Manual which we owe to the tafte and refearch of
Mr, Orby Shipley. It confifts of Hymns, Poems, and Verfes,
Profes and S , all conne@ed with the great Chriftian
Myftery, and thefe are colle@ed from all fources, ancient and
modern. Both as a book of devotion, and in a merely literary
point of view, this is a very important little work.”’—Tbe Cbriflian
Remembrancer.,

¢ The firft edition of Lyra Euchariffica was a fuccefs as great as
it was deferved. The fecond edition is in every refpe@ as admir-
able, while it contains no fewer than 130 additional hymns upon
the Holy Communion. Some ninety of thefe additional hymns
are either new or new tranflations, and they are one and all worthy
of having been incorporated in this volume. But as we noticed
the firft edition at fufficient length we need hardly do anything
now but congratulate the editor on his well-earned fuccefs and
commend his work without referve to our readers.”—Tbe Morning
Herald,

’

¢ This Volume is a real gain to Englith Literature. . . . Befides
colle&ing together [the Tranflations of feveral Authors] and others
which are lefs well known, Mr, Shipley has been able, by the help
of friends, to add both original Hymns and new Tranflations to a
very confiderable extent. Here then we have a volume, which
will fupply food to the devout mind, in conne@ion with the great
A& of Chriftian Worlhip, fuch as certainly did not exift before;
and to many minds, we apprehend, there will be found to be more
of edification in thefe Hymns, than in Treatifes of a direly
do&rinal or dida&ic nature,”—Tbhe Ecclefiaflic.

¢ The Colle@ion before us is one of the moft valuable, perhaps,
which is extant in our language. [The Euchariftic] is a depart-
ment of Hymnology which hitherto has been only too much neg-
leed in the Englith Church. . . . This great defe&, then, is here,
in fome meafure, fupplied—moft ably fupplied as far as it goes—
though, of courfe, it could only, within the neceffary limits of fuch
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a Colle&ion, be a gleaning from the vaft ftores which are available
to the Church. ... . A fecond edition has fince appeared in the
fame familiar and attraltive typography and binding, and enriched
by the addition of 120 new and for the moft part hitherto unpub-
lithed poems, which now form the concluding or Mifcellancous
Seftion of the work. If any of our readers have not yet made
themfelves acquainted with its contents, we can affure them that
they have a great pleafure fill in ftore.”—The Church Review.

¢ The Volume before us is the laft addition to the number [of
Books on Hymnology]. But it will be obferved, as its title indi-
cates, that the Hymns contained in this Work are all devoted to
one fubje®. Some idea of the labour incurred by the Editor may
be gathered from the fa@, that the Book contains [304] Hymns
devoted to the Holy Communion. Thefe have been fele@ed from
every available Source, many of them being Tranflations from
Medizval Hymns, while others are original compofitions, There
are copious Indices, and an explanatory Preface which is not the
leaft interefting part of the work. It would be abfurd to fay a word
of praife in favour of the Hymns themfelves: we cannot gild re-
fined gold.”— The Church Times.

¢ The prefent beautiful Volume will probably be the moft popu-
lar of the many Colle@ions and Tranflations relating to the Holy
Communion edited by Mr. Shipley. Thofe who poffefs his Divine
Liturgy, will have learnt to appreciate fome of the fpecial beauties
of Euchariftic Hymns, as aids to devotion, from the choice fpeci-
mens, chiefly ancient and medizval, colle@ed in that Publication.
The comparatively few there given have gradually expanded in the
Editor’s hands into the prefent Volume,”—obn Bull.

“ Works like the Lyra Euchariftica are in two ways ufeful. In
this Volume are brought together a great number of beautiful
Hymns, original and tranflated, which for private ufe will doubtlefs
be grateful to many. But it is alfo a valuable contribution towards
the Hymnal of the future. Euchariftic Hymns are needed : here
we have [304), fome of which are of a very high order. Mr.
Shipley has gathered in his ftores from every fide : but we conceive
the moft valuable part of the Volume to be the tranflations of
Ancient Hymns. It muft be a fubje@ of congratulation to the
Author to have fecured for his colle@tion in fo fhort a time the
demand for a fecond edition. The choice of hymns neither goes
beyond nor falls fhort of the teaching of the Church of England.”
~—Tbe Prefs.

¢ Lyra Euchariffica has a long and learned preface concerning
=ns and Hymnology, taking note of the chief Colle&tions, an~
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cient and modern, in various languages. . . . . All [the Contribu-
tions] are worthy to be preferved, and the Volume is a proof that
the higheft and moft paffionate human feeling does not neceffarily
exprefs itfelf in the worft poetry. . . . This Lyra is another con-
tribution to the yearly increafing number of good Sacred Poems.
In outward fhow [it is a] model of ecclefiaftical elegance. The
fober, imitation-antique ftyle of ¢ get up’ is one of the pleafanteft
affe@ations of the day, to eyes wearied with the ¢ innumerable
cheap ftains and fplendid dyes,’ in which the modern book-cover
makers delight,”—The Globe.

¢ There is nothing more remarkable than the wonderful advance
which has been recently made in the Anglican Communion with
regard to a true beliéf in the Real Prefence . . . Evidences of this
are not wanting on all hands. One fuch is the publication of a
very handfome Volume of Hymns and Verfes, called Lyra Eucba-
riffica, edited by Mr, Orby Shipley. The Book refleéts great credit
on the Compller, who has been affifted by many known writers,
and is dingly well arranged and printed . . . . Many of the
Poems are original, and of fingular ability and intereft.” —The
Union Review.

¢ That this work has fo foon reached a fecond edition is no mean
proof of its excellence, and the need that there was for its compila-
tion. Mr. Shipley has confiderably enlarged it, taking efpecial
care that the additions harmonize with the reft, and thus juftifying
us in again faying that for reverence in tone and beauty of expreffion
the Volume is indeed worthy of the great myftery that forms its
theme,”— Gentleman’s Magazine.

¢ We are glad to fee a fecond edition of this beautiful Volume,~—
beautiful in its external features, but ftill more fo in its contents.
It is a pleafant fign of the times that fo large a Colle&ion of pieces,
many quite out of the rut of ordinary facramental poems, fhould
find fo large a circle of readers. We are glad of this alfo for the
fake of the Compiler, whofe indefatigable labours in the field of
devotional literature deferve to be rewarded. This edition is much
enlarged with original and felected pieces.”— Clerical Fournal.

¢ We are glad to fee that this ColleGtion of Hymns and Verfes
has attained to the honour of a Second Edition. This fa& muft be
gratlfymg to Mr. Shipley, and a fignificant teftimony to the worth
of his judgment . . . . From the large quantity of matter which
was no doubt placed at Mr. Shipley’s difpofal, he has made an
excellent feletion, and produced as delightful a- book for devo-
tional purpofes as the moft cultivated reader could defire,”—Public
Opinion.
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¢ Lyra Euchariflica and the Divine Liturgy, both of them com-
pilations by the Rev. Orby Shipley, are got up with great typogra-
phical /uxe, and are edited with Mr, Shipley’s ufual care,”—Tbe
Ecclefiologifp.

¢ The peculiar ftamp and beauty of the binding of this Hymnal
(Lyra Euchariffica), which has been evidently defigned with moft

quifite tafte, in d with the ftriQeft rules of medizval art,
is the firft circumftance which ftrikes the Reader on taking it into
his hands. Opening the Volume, everything is in chara&ter with
the exterior—medizval title-page—medizval defigns, vignettes,
and illuftrations—medizval printing—and the Hymns them{clves
abundantly medizval and antique.”—The London Review.

Lately publifbed, uniform with ¢ Lyra Eucbariftica,” price 75, 6d.,
antique, cloth,

Lyra 99eflianica

Hymns anp VErses oN THE LiFg oF CHRIsT.

EXTRACTS FROM REVIEWS.

¢ The Lyra Meffianica of Mr. Shipley is tuned on the principle
that, in the happily revived tafte for Hymns and facred Verfe, it is
at once more loyal and more politic in Churchmen to feek to {atisfy
fuch literary craving from the well-nigh exhauftlefs ftores of ancient
Hymns which are in exiftence. Lyra Eucharifica was Mr. Ship-
ley’s firft experiment in this dire@ion. It met with fome fuccefs;
but if we are not much miftaken, the fecond attempt will be
crowned with far more fatisfaGory refults. He now addreffes him-
felf much more dire@ly to the general heart of Chriftendom . . . .
The Poems follow one another, cach marked only by its own
heading, like fo many variations of a fingle air. It is delightful
to let our thoughts follow the ftream of fong as it floats on in
gently varied melody ; it is both delightful and furprifing to find
on examination from how many different inftruments this tide of
fong proceeds,”—Tbe Guardian.
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¢¢ The feletion of Sacred Poetry is decidedly the beft of the kind,
and forms a fuitable companion to the Lyra Euchariffica, which we
have before noticed briefly. There is, however, this difference :
one volume is of neceflity more entirely devotional, intended to
{upply meditation to the devout mind on the great A& of Chriftian
‘Worthip; whereas the Lyra Meffianica, following the chief events
in the Life of our Lorp on earth, is more diftin&ive and dogmatic
in its tone. . . . ., In conclufion, we heartily thank Mr. Shipley for
this valuable addition to Catholic Poetry, It is a real boon to the
Church: and it will, we are fure, be appreciated, as it deferves, by
all who have her welfare at heart,”— The Ecclefiaflic.

¢ It is impofiible, in a brief notice, to give any adequate idea of

e plete and fatisfalory manner in which almoft every detail

and afpec of Chriftian do@rine has been illuftrated or expanded by

the varied contributions here gathered together; but we may be

fident in our judg , affirming that this volume is in every

refpet a worthy companion to the Lyra Euchariffica, and will be-
come permanently popular,”—Tbe Union Review.

“ Mr, Orby Shipley’s Lyra Meffianica is not only a beautifully
printed book, but it ins fome pc chiefly tranflations from
medizval fources—which are not to be found elfewhere. It claims
companionthip to another interefting Volume, Lyra Eucbariftica,
colleted by the pious diligence of the fame Editor.”—Tbe Chriffian
Remembrancer.

¢ We have here another beautiful Volume of facred Poetry, put
forth, under the fame able editorthip, with the fame tafteful and
attraCtive embellithments of type and binding, by the fame eminent
publithers, as the Lyra Euchariffica, which we commended to our
readers’ favourable notice a year ago. The plan of the prefent com-
pilation, if lefs unique and fpecific in its chara@er, admits of a lefs
limited range of choice and a more diverfified intereft in the variety
of its fubjects.” — Fohn Bull.

¢ We cannot fay that, upon the whole, we like Lyra Meffianica
fo well as we did Lyra Euchariffica; and yet we are at a lofs for a
juftification for this opinion. . . . . However, we can cafily under-
ftand that there are many for whom Lyra Meffanica will have
greater charms than its elder fifter.  De guffibus—and it is a fmall
difference after all. The fame principle, as Mr. Shipley tells us,
underlies both colleions. . . . . If the criticifm which we ought to
bave put into words has not been infinuated by thefe fpecimens we
are at fault, Our chief difficulty in quoting thefe famples has been
not the finding them, but the rejeing others almoft, if not quite,
as good in every refpe@®.”—Tbe Church Times,
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¢¢ This handfomely-got-up Volume confiftsof Englith and Foreign
Hymns. The latter are from Greek, Latin, and medizval fources.
Swedifh, Spanifh, Italian, and German authors have alfo been tranf~
lated ; and, of the purely Englith Hymns, ninety are original. The
Colle@ion is a very complete one, and will make an admirable
companion to a fimilar compilation by the fame induftrious Editor,
which he calls Lyra Eucharifica.””—Tbe Reader,

¢ We are glad to obferve that the prefent work, from the care
difplayed in its compilation, will be likely to fecure a large fhare of
public attention. . . . We have looked carefully through the book,
and find in it much to admire. There is a relief in turning from
fecular poetry to really good poetry fetting forth the goodnefs and
majefty of the Creator. Mr. Shipley has exhibited much tafte in
his editorial duties, and has prefented us with a Volume full of
beautiful and fublime lays, that will be read with pleafure and
profit.”’— Public Opinion.

¢ This is the companion Volume to the Lyra Euchariffica, no-
ticed by us fome time fince,—its companion not merely in outward
appearance, but in that reverence of tone and beauty of expreflion
which we then earneftly commended. If we knew of terms that
would more adequately convey our fenfe of the value of the work
before us, we would employ them. Like its precurfor, it is in-
tended for devotional reading at home, and not for public ufe in
the Church.”—Tbe Gentleman's Magazine.

¢ This Volume looks at once elegant and ecclefiaftical. Itis a
fort of fequel to the Lyra Eucbar}iﬁim, and is colle@ed by the fame
Editor. The Hymns in the prefent colle@ion chiefly concern the
Life of CarisT, and are ancient and modern, Englith and tranflated.
Very few Hymns belong to a high clafs of poetry; in thefe, as in
other religious matters, it is thought wrong to apply the fevere rules
of criticifm which are enforced in ordinary mundane literature and
art. Mr. Shipley has inferted fome fine compofitions, real facred
fongs in this volume,”—Tke Globe. ’

¢ We are indebted for this admirable colle@ion of Hymns and
Verfes on the Life of our Bleffed Lorp to the fuccefs which has been
fo well achieved for a kindred colle&ion, entitled Lyra Euchariffica.
The former Volume, in fact, has not only led to this, but it muft
have prepared for an appreciation of it. There is here a good de-
velopment of much which was there fuggefted,” — The Cburch
Review.

¢ Mr. Shipley’s two handfome volumes [Lyra Meffianica and
Lyra Euchariffica] are moft valuable contributions to the everyday
literature of the Church. Neither trouble nor expenfe appear to
have been fpared in their compilation, and the refult is well worthy
of the pains beftowed.” —Tbe Church and State Review.
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¢ Mr. Shipley has done good fervice to the Church by editing
this Volume. It is a compilation from various fources, Englith and
Foreign, of Hymns and Verfes on the Life of our Bleffed Saviour.
The Book is divided into fetions correfponding with the great

. Seafons of the Chriftian Year. Every one feems to have willingly

allowed Mr. Shipley to ufe their original Verfes or tranflations of
old Hymns, and the confequence is that we poffefs in this Book a
perfe& treafure-houfe of ¢ Hymns and Spiritual Songs’ on the Life
of CrrisT. As regards typography and ¢ get up’ the volume is
fumptuous, though perhaps a trifle too medizval for fome taftes.
However, it is on the whole a very pleafing volume, and is enriched
by an interefting Preface from Mr. Shipley’s pen. It muft have
been the refult of much praical labour and refearch on the part of
the Compiler.”—Tbe Churchman.

¢ Lyra Meffianica feems to us the moft beautiful colle&tion of
Poems which Mr. Orby Shipley has brought together.” — Tie

- Montbly Packet.

¢ The reverend Author of the Lyra Meffianica is already favour-
ably known as a hymn colle&or by his previoufly-publithed volume,
Lyra Euchariftica.  He has gone to the fource of the fountain for
his infpiration, and dug into the mine whence the true metal is to
be extrated. . . .. The Hymns are moftly of an objetive charaéter,
and group themfelves around the various events in the Life and
Hiftory of our Bleffed Lorp, accompanying Him through the fuc-
ceffive ftages of His humiliation to the record of His glory as an
Afcended Man, ¢ exalted with great triumph into His kingdom in
Heaven." The Author has furnifhed a rich fource of enjoyment to
that now happily numerous clafs of readers who find pleafure in
thefe elevating and cheering poetical illuftrations,”—Tbe Prefs,

¢¢ This volume, like its predeceflor, Lyra Euckariffica, publithed
under the fame editorthip, confifts for the moft part of a tranflation
of ancient and medizval Hymns of the Church, . . . . It cannot be
queftioned that Mr. Shipley’s volume contains much of antiquarian
intereft, poetic beauty, and religious expreffion.” — Tke London
Review,

¢ Mr, Shipley’s Colleftion is full of fine pieces, but its very

principle is to give us poetry that does not exprefs our mode of faith

now, fo much as the ¢definite and dogmatic truth,’ and the mode

of tranflation is often needleflly ftiff. It is a fine colleion of old

Hymns, which by their rendering into Englifh, generally increafe,

inftead of diminifhing the diftance between ourfelves and them.”
The Speéiator,
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