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SCENES AND HYMNS OF LIVE,
BY MRS HEMANS,

No. VIIL
PRISONER’S EVENING §ERVICE,

A SCENE OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION.*

From their czhm
The stars of human glory are cast down ;

Perish the roses and the flowers of kings,
Princes and vimperors, and the erown and palms
OF il the mighty, w'uhn-d and consumed

Nor is power given to lowliest [unocenen

Long to protect her own, - WoRESWORTH.

Scene—Prison of the Luzembourg, in Paris, during the Reign of 1ervor.
D'AueiGNg, an aged Royalist—Buraxcae, his Davghter, a young girl.

Blanche, What was our deom, my father ?—la thine arms
1 Jay unconsciously thro” that dread hour.
Tell me the sentence !—Could our judges look,
Without relenting, on thy silvery hair 7
Was there not mercy, father #—Will they not
Hasten us to our home 7

D' Aulngné. Yes, my poor child!
They send us home.
Blanche, Oh! shall we gaze again

On the bright Loire ?—Will the old hamlet-spire,
And the grey turret of our own chiteau,

Look forth to greet us thro’ the dusky elms ?
Will the kind voices of our villagers,

The loving laughter in their children's eyes,
Welcome us back at last ?—But how is this?
~—Father | thy glance is clouded—on thy brow
There sits no joy !

D’ Aubigné. Upon my brow, dear girl,
There sits, I trust, such deep and solemn peace,
As may befit the Christian, who receives
And recognises, in submissive awe,

The summous of his God.

Blanche, Thou dost not mean—
—No, no! it cannot be |—Didst thou not say
‘l‘bey sent us home ¥

D' Aubigné Where is the spirit's home ?—
Oh ! most of all, in these dark evil days,
Where should it be—but in that serene,

Beyond the sword’s reach, and the tempest’s power—
Where, but in Heaven,

Blanche. My father!

D' Aubigné. We must die.
We must look up to God, and calmly die.
—Come to my heart, and weep there !—for awhile
Give Nature's passion way, then brightly rise
In the still courage of a woman's heart!

* The last days of two prisoners in the Luxembourg, Sillery snd La Sourw, 5o
affectingly described by Helen Maria Williams, in her Letters from France, gave
rise to this little scene.—These two victims had composed a little bywn, which
they every night sung together in a low and restrained voice,



Do I not know thee #—Da I ask too much
From mine own voble Blunche ¥

Blanche (falling on lax Bgonr) Oh] clasp me fuse!
Thy trembling child I-——Hide, hide me in thine arins —
Father!

D’ Aubigné. Alas! my flower, then'it yvourg to oo,
Youung, and so fuic !~ Yet were it worse, meihinks,
To leave thee whera the gentle and the Lrave,
The loyal-hearted and the chivalrous,
And they that loved their God, have all been swept
Like the sere leaves away.—Fur them vo Learth
Through the wide land was lelt inviolate,
No altar boly; therefore did they fsll,
Rejoicingto depart.—The soil is steep’d
In noble bloed ; the tamples are gone down,
The voice of prayer is hush'd, or learfully
Mutter'd, like sounds of guilt—\Why, who would live?
Who hath not panted, as a dove, 10 flee,
To quit for ever the dishoneur'd soil,
The burden’d air 7—Qur God upon tha crosg —
Our King upon the seaffold *—let us think
Of these—nnd fold endurance te our heurts,
And bravely dic!

Blanche. A dark and fearful way !
An cvil doom for thy dear honour’d head !
Oh! thou, the kind, the gracious !—whow all exes
Bless'd as they look’d upon !—Spesk yet egain—
Say, will they part us ¥

D' Aubigné, No, my Blanche ; in death
We =hall not be divided.
Blanche. Thanks ta God!

He by thy glance will 2id me ;—1 shall see
His light before me to the jJast.—And when—
—Oh! pardon these weak shirinkings of thy ehild!—
When shiall the hour befall ¥

D' Avbigré. Oh1 swiftiy now,
And suddenly, with bricf dread interval,
Comes down the mortal gtroke.~But of that hour
As yet I know not.—Each low throbbing pulse
Of the quick pendulum may ushier in
Eteraity !

Bluancke (kneeling befiore im.) My fathier! lay thy Laud
On thy poor Blanche’s head, and once sgain
Bless her with thy deep voice of tendernrss,
Thus breathing saintly courage through hier soul,
Ere we are call'd.

D’ Aubigné, If I may epeak throuzh tears !
—Well may I bless thee, fondly, fervently,
Child of my heart [—thou who didst ook on ne
With thy lost mother’s nagel-eyes of love!
Thou that hast been a brightness in my path,
A guest of Heaven uuto my lovely soul,
A stainless lily in my widow'd house,
There springing up=with »oft light round thee shed—
For immortality !—Meek clild of God!
1 bless thee,~1ie will bless thee !—In Lis love

¢ A French royalist officer, dying upon a field of battle, and hearing some one
near him uttering the most plaintive lamentations, turned towards the suff rer, ard
thus addressed him :—* My friend, whoever you may be, remember that your Gud
expired upon the cross—your King upon the scaffold,—and he who now speaks to
you has had his limbs shot from under him.—Meet your fate as becomes a man.”



He calls thee vow fram this rude stormy world,
To thy Redeemer’s breast —And thou wilt dle, -
As thou bast lived,—my duteous, holy Blanche !
In trusting and sereno submissiveness,
Humble, yet full of Heaven,

Riauehe (rigiog.)y Now is there strength
Intused theoueh all my spitit.—I can rise
And sar—*T'hy will be done

L2 Aehigné (poieting wpacards,)  Seest thow, my cbild,
You faint light in tho west ¥ The eizoal-stae
OF our dus vesperservice, glramixrq' in
Thronzh the ¢lose dungeon-eeating l—Fearlully
It seems to quiver; yet shall this night paes,
A'his pighe alone, withuut the jifted voice
Of saloration in our nacrow cell,
As ifunworthy Fear or wavering Faith
Silenced the strain —No ! lot is waft to Heaven
Tho Prayer, the Hope, of poor Mortality, '
In its dak hour ence more !—And we will sleep -
Yer—calmly eleep, when our Jastrite is clused,

( They sing together.)
PRISONERS" EVENING HYNX.

\Ve zca no more, In thy pure ekics,

How soft, O Gad ! the sunset dies ;

How every coloured Lili and wood

Sueems medting in the golden flood &

Yet, by the precious memaries won

From bright hours now for ever gone,

Father! o'er all thy works, we know,

Thou sl art shedding Besuly's glow ;

Still wucking every cloud and tree

With glory, elogquent of Thee;

Still feedinz all thy flowem with light,

‘Lrhouzh Man hath bare'd it from our sight.
We know Thou reiza’st, the Ucchangiog One, th' Ail.Just,
Aud bless Thee stili with free and boundless trust !

We read no mare, O God ! thy waya

On Earth, in these wild esil daye.

The rod severe in th' oppressor’s hand -

Is ruler of the weeping land

Fallen are the faithiul aud tho pure,

Na shirfne 9 spared, no hearth secure.

Yet, by the deep voice from the Past,

Which telisus, these things cannot last

And by the Hope which tinds no Ark,

Save in thy brenst, when storms grow dark ;

We trust Thee ! As the sailor knows

Tiat in its place of bright repose

His pole-star burns, though wmist and cloud

May veil it with & midoizht shroud. -
We know Thou reign'st!—All Holy One, All-Junt!
And bless Thee still with Love’s own boandless trust, -

We feel no more that ald Is nigh,
Wihen pur faint hearts within us die.
We suffer--and we know our doom
Must be one suferiog till the tomb.
Yet, by the anguish of Thy Son .
When bis lsat Eout came darkly on;



By his dread ery, the air which rent
In terrar of abandonment;
And by his parting word, which rose
Through Faith, victorious o'er sll woes;
We kuow that Theuw mayst wound, mayss break
The spirit, but wiltne'er forsake !
Sad suppliants whom our brethrea epure,
Inour deep need o Thee wa tura:
T'o whom but Thee 2—All-Mercitul, All-Just!
In Life, in Deatl;, we yield Thee bovudless trust |
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EEENE, Ol FUNERAL TLAMENT OF AN [RISH NOTHRER
OYER HER SON.

DY MRS HEMANS,

Miny of thees Keones atnand with toactes of 2 wild and simple pathos  The following ls ot a
eranvatol e, batanly o mtahon of e poculidt style, wioeli seviue to bear mush analugy o the
churadtersuss of Trah muos,

Danxry the eloud of night comes rolling one=
Darker ie thy repose, my fair-hair'd son !
silent and dark!

There is blood upon the threshold
\Whenee thy step went forth at morp,
Like a daneer's in its flectness,
O sy bright Gest-horu!

At the glad sound of that footstep
My heart within me smiled ;—

Thau wert brought me hack ail ailent
la thy bload, wy child!

Daikly the cloud of night cemes ralling on -~
Darker is thy repose, my faicbair'd son !
Silent and dark !

I thought to wee thy children
«Langh with thine own blue eyes;
But my sorrow's vaice is loneiy
Where my life's lower lies,

T shall go to sit beside thee °
Thy kiodred's graves among;

I ahall hear the tall geass whisper—
I shall hear §¢ not long !

Darkly the cloud of night comes rolling on—
Darker is thy repose, my fair-hair'd eon!
Silent and dark!

And 1 too shall find slumher

With my lost son in the eanth ;—
Let none lizht up the ashes

Again on our hearth !

Let the roof go down! Let silence
On the bome for ever fall,

Where my Loy lay cold, and heard not
His lene mother's call !

Darkly the cloud of night comes rolling on—
Darker e thy repose, my fair-hair'd son !
Sitent and dark!
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THE INDIAN'S REVENGE.

uthy m mﬁ and by my wrath
tl-'a”z olﬁﬂ‘l’-.llu" b‘z“.‘ ’

‘I bat fires you Heaven with storms of death,

Shall guide me to the foe!

Indian Sony in * Gertrude of Wyoming ™
SCENE IN THR LIFE OF A MORAVIAN MISSIONARY.*

Scene—The shore of a Lake surraunded by decp woods— A solitary eabin on
its banks, overshadowed by maple and sycamore trees— Herrmann, the Mis-
sionary, seated alone before the cabin—The howr is evening twilight.

Herrmann, Was that the light from some lone swift canoe
Shooting across the waters ¥—No, a flash
From the night's first quick fire-fly, lost again
In the deepgcy of Cedars. Not a bark
Is on the wave ; no rustle of & breeze
Comes through the forest. In this new, strange world,
Oh ! how mysterious, how eternal, seems
The mighty melancholy of the woods !
The Desert's own great sphrit, infinite !
Little they know, in mine own father-land,
Along the castled Rhiue, or e'en amidst
The wild Harz mouuntains, or the silvan glades
Deep in the Odenwald, they little know
Of what is solitude ! In hours like this,
There, from a thousand nooks, the cottage-hearths
Pour forth red light through vine-hung lattices,
To guide the peasant, singing cheerily,
On the home-path ;—while round his lowly porch,
With eager eyes awaiting his return,
The clustered faces of his children shine
To the clear harvest-moon. Be still, fond thoughts |
Melting my spirit’s grasp from heavenly hope
By your vain earthward yearnings. O my God!
Draw me still nearer, closer unto Thee,
Till all the hollow of these deep desires
May with thyself be filled |—Be it enough
At once to gladden and to solemnize
My lonely life, if for thine altar here
Io this dread temple of the wilderness,
By prayer, and wil, and watching, | may win
The offering of one heart, one human heart,
Bleeding, repenting, loving !

Hark! a step,
An Indian tread! I know the stealthy sound—
"Tis on some quest of evil, through the grass
Gliding »o serpent-like,
He comes forward and mects an Indien warrior armed.

Enonio, is it thou? 1 seathy form
Tower stately through the dusk ; yet scarce mine eve
Discerns thy face.

Enonio, My father speaks my name,

Herrmann. Are not the hunters from the chase returned ?
The night-fires lit? Why is my son abread *

* Circumstances similar to those on which this scene is founded, are recorded in
Carne’s Narrative of the Moraviun Missions in Greenland, and guve rise to the drae
matic sketch,



Eaovio. The warrior's arrow knows of nobler prey
Than elk or deer.  Now lot my father Joave
The lone path free. :

Herrmana, The forest-way Is long
From the red chieftain’s homa. Rest thee awhile
Beneath my aycamore, and we will spesk
Of these things further.

Enoneo. Toll ma not of rest!

My heartis sleepless, sad the dark night swift
I must begone.

Herrimenn dennly.) No, warrior, thou must stay!
The Mighty One hath givea me power to search
Thy soul with pierciog worde—and thou must stay,
And hoar me, nnd give answer! If thy heart
Be grown thus restless, is it not because
Within ita dark folds thou kast mantled up
Some burning thought of i)l 2

Euonio (wath sudden impetuocsity,) How should I rest t
—Last night the apirit of my broiher came,

Au angry shadow in the moonlight streak,

And said—* Areaye rie 1" —1In the clouds this morn,
I saw the frowning colour of his ood—

And that, too, bad a voice.—{ lay a1 nooa

Alone beside the noundiog waterfal),

And thro' ita thunder-music spake a tone,

—A low tore piercing all the roll of waved—
And sald-—* Afremge me 1 —There have | raised
The tomahawk, and strung the bow agsio,

That 1 may send the shadow from my couch,
Aund 1ake the ntrange souad from the catarsct,
And sleep once more.

Herrmanm, A better path, my son,
Unto the still and dewy land of sleep,

My hand in peace can guide thee—cv'n the way
Thy dying Lrother tode.~Say, didst thou love
Tohat lost one well ?

Lo, Koow'st thou not we grew up

Even as twin roen pidst the wildernesy #

Unto the chase we journeyed i one path,

We stemmed the lske in one conve ; we lay
Beneath ane onk 0 rest,—When fever hun
Upon my burning lips, my brother's band
Wan still beveath iy head; my brother's role
Covered my bosom fram the chill night alr.
Our lives were girdled by ove bels ot iove,
Until he turned hiw frow his fathers’ gods,
And then my soul fell from himethen the grass
Grew in the way between our parted homens,
And wheresoe'er | wandered, then ii seemed
Thatall the woods were sileut.—1 went torth—
1jourpeyed, with my ionely heast, afar,

And #o returped :~and where was be r—the earth
Owned him no more,

Herymain, Bat thou thyxelf since then
Hass turned thee from the idoln of shy uibe,
And, like thy brother, Lowed the suppliaut kneeo
To the one God,

Enonio, Yes, I bave learned to pray
With my white father’s words, yet all the more,
My heart, that shut against my brother’s love,
Hath been within me as an arrowy fire,

Burning my sleep away.—In the night-hush,
Midst the strange whispers and dim shadowy things



Of the great forests, 1 bave called sloud
* Brother, forgive, forgive ! "—he answered not—
«[lis deep voice, risicg from the land of souls,
Cries but * Arswre me ! "—aud 1 go forth now
To alay his murderer, that whea next Lis eyes
Gleam on me mournfully from that pale shore,
I may look up, and mees their glauce, and say
—* | hace avenged thee.”

Hereraana, Oh! that human Jove
Should be the root of this dread bitterness,
Till Heaventbrough all the fevered beiog pours
Transmuting balsam ! —Stay, Econio, tl.a)’?
Thy brather calls thee not ! —The spirit world
Where the departed go, sends back o enrth
No visitants for evi)—"Tis the might
O the strong passion, the remorseful grief
At work in thine awa breass, which Jenda the voice
Unto the forest and the cataract,
The angry colour 10 the clouds of morn,
The skadow to the moonlight—Stay, my son!
Thy brother is at peace,—Beside ki couch,
Wheu of the murderer’s poisoned shaft he died,
1 kneltand prayed ; he named bis Saviour's name,
Meekly, beseechingly ;—he spoke of thee
Ja pity aud in love,

nondo (ln ury cn/lt-,t.) 1%id be not Lay

My arrow should avenge him 7

IHerrmann., His last words
Wera all forgiveness,
Enonia, What ! and shall the man

Who pierced Lim, with the shaft of treachery,
Walk fearieas forth in joy 7

Herrmain, Was he not once
Thy brother's friend #—~Oh! trust me, ot in joy
He walkes the frowning forest.  Did keen love,
The Iate repentant of {14 heart estranged,
Wake in thy haunted bosom, with s train
Of souads and shadown-—aud shall e escape?
Enonio, dream it not!—Qur God, the nll-just,
Unto himself reserves this Royalcy—
The secret chastening of the guilty heart,
The Giery touch, the scourge hat purifies,
Leave it with Him !==Yet make it not thy Aopres
For that strong heart of thine—oh ! listen yet—
Must in it deptha o'ercowe the very wish
Fuor death or fortune to the guiity oue,
Ere it ean sleep again,

Lnono, My father speas
Of change, for man tov mighty.
Heermama, I but spenk

Of thist which hath been, and again must be,

If thou wouldst join thy brother, in the life

OF the heizht country, where, I well Lelieve,

His soul rejoices.~—ife bud keown such change,

He died in peace.  He, whom his tribe onco named
The avengiog eazle, took to Lis meek hears,

To its Iaxt pangs, the spiit of those words

Which from the Saviour's eruss weat up to Heasen:
& Forgive thew, for the i dioio ot what they da,
Futhee, firgive !"—And o'er the eternal bounds

~ OF that celestial Kingdom undefiled

Where esil may not enter, ke, 1 deem,



Ilath to his Master pasted.—He waits thee therp—

For love, wa trust, springs heavenwnrd from the grave,
Immortal ia itn holiness.—Ha calls

His brather to the land of golden light,

And ever-living fourtainn—couldst thou hear

Hin voice o'er thosa bright waters, it would say,

“ My brother! oh! be pure, bo merciful !

That we may meet sgain,”

Enuuio (/ﬂ.""ﬂﬁ"f}.) Can I réturn
Unto my tribe,and unavenged ¥

Lleermeina. To Him,

Ta Him, return, from whom thine erring steps
Have wandered far and loog l-~Return, my son,
To thy Redeemer [-—Died ke not inlove,

—The sinless, the divine, the Son of Cod—
Breathing forgiveness mldst all agonies,

And xv, dare we be ruthless 7By liis aid

Shalt thou be guided to thy brother’s placa

Midst the pure spirita.—Oh ! retrace the way
Back to thy Saviour! he rejects no heart

E«'n with the dack staing on it, if true tears

Be o'er them showered.—Aye, weep, thou Indian Chlef!
For, by the kindling moonlight, T bebold

Thy proud lipa working~weep, relieve thy sou) !
Tears will not slame thy maenlivod, in the heur
Of lts great conflict.

Enovio (qiving wp his weapons to Herrmann.) Father, take the bow,
Keep the shiarp arrown, till the huntera eali
Forth to the ckase once mare.~And Jet me dwell
A litle while, my Father! by thy side,

That T may kear the blessed words again
—Like water-brooks amidst the summer hilla—
From thy true lips flow forth, For in my heart
The music and the memory of their sound

Tao long have died away,

Herrmein, Oh! welcome back,
Friend, rescued one!—Yes, thou shult ho my guess,
And we will pray benesth my aycamore
Togetlier, morn and eve; and I will spread
Tty couch beside my fire, nnd sleap at last
—After the visiting of holy thoughts—

With dewy wing shall sink upon thine eyes!
~Euter my howme, and welcome, welcomn barck,
To pence, to God, thou lost and found azale!
L Thew qu into the caliu tagether

Herrwwann (Lagecing for o woweat on the threshold, looks wp fo the

starry shees.)
Father ! that from amidst ran glorious warlds
Now loak’st on us, thy children! make this hour
Blessed for ever | May it see the birth
OF thine own image in the nnfathomwed deep
Of an immortal soul j—n thing to name
With reverential thought, a solemmn world !
To Thee more preclous than those thousand stars
Buruiog on high In thy majestic Heaven !
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THOUGHTS AND RECOLLECTIONS: BY MRS HEMANY.
I
T0 A FAMILY St3LE.

Wisat household thouzhis around thee, as thelr shrioe,
Cling reverently !—OF snxioun looks beguiled,

My mother's eyes upon thy page divice

Were dally bent; her accents, gravely mild,
Breath'd out thy lore ;—whilst I, a dreamy cbild,
Oun breeze-like fanciea wander'd oft away,

To =ome lone tuft of gleaming spring-fowers wild,
Some (resh-discover'd nook for woodland play,
Some sccret nest :—yet would the solemn word,
At times, with kindlings of young wender heard,
Fall on my waken'd spirit, there to bo

A seed not lost; for which, in darker years,

O Book of Heaven! I pour, with grateful tears,
Heart-blessiogs on the holy Dead, and Thee,
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1L

ON A REMENGERED PICTURE CF CHRIST, AN ECCR TOMNO
BY LEONARDO D& VINCL

I ser that image on & mirthful dar

OFf youth ; and einking with a atili'd surprise,

The pride of life, before thoe holy eyen,

In my quick heart died thoughtfully away,

Abu{'J to mute confession of & nway

Awlul, though meek :—and now, that from Lhe strings
Of my soul's Iyre, the Temrcut'u mighty wings

Have struck forth tones which there unwaken'd Iay ;
Now, shat around the deep life of my mind,
Affections, deathless s wself, have twined,

Oft doth the pale bright vision s:ill float by ;

But more divinely sweet, and speaking now,

Of one whose pity, throned on that sad brow,
Scunded ail depths of Love, Grief, Death—Humanity !
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ML

MOUNTAIN SANCTUARILS,
* e went vp into 8 moanutaln agar Lo prAL”

A cnteo "midet ancient mountains 1 have stood,
Where the wild falcons make thelr lordly nest

On bigh :—the spirit of the solitude

Fell solemnly upon my infant breast,

Thougi ¢hea Tpray'd not ; but deep tboughts have press'd
Into my beiug sizee | breath'd that air;

Nor could 1 aeer one moment live the guest

OF such dread scenes without the spriogs of prayer
erflowing in my eoul i—No minsters rise

Like them in pure communion with the skivs,
Vaat, silent, open unto night and day !

w1 must the o'erburden’d Son of Man have fele,

When, turning where inviolate stillness dwelt,
He sought bigh mountains, there apart to pray.
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V.

TRE LILIES OF TIHE FIELD,

** Coasilat Lhe lilles of the field.'

Frowens! when the Savlout’s calim benignant eye
Fell on your gantle beauty; when from you

That heavenly lesson for all hearts Le drew,

Eternal, universal, as the sky;

Then in the bosom of your purity

A voice He act, as In a temple.shrine,

That Life's quick teavellers ne'er might pass you by,
Unwarned of that sweet umcle divipe.

And tho® too oft its low celestlal sound

By the harsh notes of work-day care is drowned,
And the lond steps of vain uulreumicg haste,

Yet the great Ocean hath no tone of power
Mightler o reach the scul, in Thought's hushed hour,
Than yours, meck Lilics! chosen thus and graced.
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v
THE BIRDS OF THE Alx,

' Bebo'd the bads of e als,”

Yz, too, the giad and fearlesn Birda of Alr,

Were charged that hour, on missionary wing,
The same bright lesson o'er the seas to bear,
Heaven-guided wanderers with the winds of Spring.
Sicg on, before the storm, and nfier, tipg !

Aund call us 10 your echolog woods away

From worldly cares ; and bid our spirits briog
Faith to imbibe deep wisdom from your lay.

So may thoee blessedd vernal strains renew
Childkond, u childhood yet more pure and true
Ev’n than the first, within the awakened mind;
While sweelly, joyously they tell of life

That knows no doubt, no questionings, no ateife,
But bangs upon ita God, unconsciously resigned.
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VL

TUHE OLIVE.TREE.

Toe Palm—the Vine—the Cedar=rach hatk power
To bid fuir Oriental shapes glance by,

And each quick glisteniog of the Laurel bower
Wafts Grecinn imagen o'er Fuucy's eye,

But oy, pale Olive! in ¢hy brauches lio

Far Ceeper spells than prophet grove of old
Might e'er ensbrine :-f coild not Lear thee sigh
To the wind's fuintest whisper, nor behold

Oue shiver of thy leaves' dim silvery green,
Without high theughts and soleram, of that scene,
When in the garden the Redecwer prayed ;
When pale stara lnoked upon Lis & nting head,
And Angels, minist'ring in silent dread,

Trembled, perchance, within t4y trembling sbade.
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VIL
TLACFS OF WORSUIP.
v Gl s 4 spizin®

Setnir! whose life-sustaining Preseace fills
Air, Ocean, ceatral depths, by man untried;
Thou for thy worshippers hast sanctified
All place, &1l time ;—the silence of the hills
Breathes venerativn, Founts and choral rills
Of thee are murmurieg—to its jamost glado
The living forent with thy presence thrills,
Aud there is holiness on every shade!
—-Yet must the thoughtful soul of maa inveat
With dearer consccration those pure fanes,
Which, sever'd from nrll sounds of carth’s unrest,
Hear eeught but suppliaat or adotlog strales
Riso heavenward j—ne'er may clilf or cave possess
Z'cir claim op human hearts for solemu teoderness,
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VIIL
A CHURCIL IN NORTH WALLS,

Bres:ixas bo round it #1ill l—that gleaming fune,
Law in 1ts mountain-glen !~—old mossy trees
Narrow the eunshine through th' untinted pane,

Aund oft, borne in upon rome fitful breere,
The derp sound of the uerolg:ealln(: seas,
Filling the hollows with its anthem-tonr,
There meeta the voice of psalms ;—yet not alone
For mansions, lulling to the heart as these,
1 bless thee 'midst thy rocks, grey House of Prayer!
But for their sakes that unto thee repair,
From the Lill-cabine aud the ocean shore:
Oh! may the fisher asnd the mountaineer
Words to sustain carth's toiling cbhildren hear,
Within thy lowly walls for evermore!
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IX.
OLD CHURCH IN AN ENGLISH PARK.

Crowxixg a flowery slopn it stood alone,
In gracious sanctity ;—a bright rill wound
Caressingly about the holy ground,
And warbled, with a never-dying tone,
Amidst the tombs. A hue of ages gone
Seem’d, from that ivied porch, that solemn gleam
Of tower and cross, pale quivering on the stream,
O'er all th’ ancestral woodlands to be thrown,
And romething yet more deep. The air was fraught
With noble memariea whispering many a thought
Of England’s Fathers ;—awful and serene,
They who had toil’d, watch'd, struggled to secure,
Within such fabrics, worship free and pure,
Reign'd there, th’ o'ershadowing epirits of the scene.



