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Resembling Heaven! that I:;'aith'ﬂ; I:u-ar ballow'd airs,
And saw the wondroua light of Trnth Divine,
Meridian in its morm,~when :dt_na and course,

The revolution of a million suns

Dividing, gave to sight a Christendoum,

Fall'n fromn its oame !—one desert vast it spread,

* The Christian Church, as describod Acts iv. Rev. xii.
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Waste, horrid, wild, beneath an angry heaven :
A dismal tract of darksome clouds, shat out
From blessing's wonted smile, where noon walk'd by
In veil of low'ring night, and seem’d to shun
Th* unvoyageable skies : the pilgrim sad,

That traek’d those tmpless borders, yet to cateh
The sacred beam celeatial, cheer'd at once,
And shudder'd at the glance that wide disclos'd
A world undone ! Tha millions vast immerng'd
Bepeath the blacknes of Ciounerian shades,
Demied, abhorr'd the gaze, and madly drexm'd
In falsehood, folly, sin,—~truth, wisdom, grace.

Apostate ! Fallacy telallacy
5itill adding ;—changing, minishing, perverting
‘The Faith Divine, they strove to resr anew
The temples Truth had idumph'd to confound :
‘With what long-suffering merey Judgment view'd!
Of claiming, oft entvsabing their return ;
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Unheeded still ;=another voice enelavd,

That round another throne with soroary tur'd,

Where Babylon bad built a mighty name,

Wide over earth enormons stretch'd ;—ber crést

8till towering with lnterminable‘tofl,

To reach high Heaven, though fathonr'd from th* Abyss.

The pomap, the power of that mevn-mother'd race
Rise silvery o'er my sonl, what'thine the trump
Of mortai Judgment dar'd proclaim: Heav'n's peace
To unrepented gnilt; ef tuere’s feet
Profferring profuse the treasares'of her grace.
Name Faith and Hollness ; o | where they poiat,
To sworn obadia'iﬁc sacred ;—what are these,
Bare-footed walking eevth, snd cilice-bound 5
Abject in disopline, Austere in wpirit,
That mutter matting, sbd asaume perfection
And these who angél innocence affecting,
With Brahma's fractic bride's sell-sacrifice :
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These that in desert caves, their penance drear,

And wasting (ast abide, and these that roam

To beggar'd brotherhood,~a ghastly (rain?

Form and formality,—~Davotion's face,

With all th’ anconsecrated pride of life,

That like a stubborn bullock, kicke the goad,

As sullen at the yoke.—Of fiercer fame,

The barb’d and turban'd captive ut their wheels,
Bursts from the east a furious baod, their hoofa
Afflicting earth, their locks assume the heavens ;
Then Blaughter, Famine, Fire, take names of grace,
And forma that seem divine ; with palmy state
Flattering the brows whose vexy dreams are deathful :
Bo prancing haughty on, they to the fanes,

1llum'd, mid mitres ministraat, their spoils

Heap red! and with the rufian pomp of war,

The mystaries of that hallow’d sign profane,

That purchus'd peace for man.—The exewnplars soch;
That with the garb of sanctity would grace



