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SR UTUAN Lraves

A LATE VISITOR,

One night of jato, when the wild storm was raging,
The city bella had tolled their last night chime,
I, reading by the glow of copl and light of lamp,
Heard, "mid the wdiecs of thet stormy time,

A low, fint knocking.

I looked not for & “myen lightly tapping”
Hut at my deor thare stood & living ehild ;
An “Arab Enight" looked straight into my eves,
But muttered only through the tempest wild,
'-'II am gx hungry."

Aml when he left with beightoned eves, and hope’
Glowing anew through his young, helf-sterved frame,
"TPwas then I asked myself what should B learn
From that weird child attering one faint claim,

4T am rp linogey,! :
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Ohl Baviour, wearing [o onr Father's house

Eternal glbrf o & homan brow, - I

Let me woto Thee come, like that poor child,

For Thou wilt hear the knocking faint and low,
And #1 am hungry™

All in the coldness of & wicked: world,
All in the darknoes of & heart of rin,

I've been all dey where orime and death are foond,

I know there's plenty Thy full howse within,
#1 am o hungry”

Thowlt hear tne, for “my fatlur was o Bymian

Ready to perigh" at Thy mercy’s door;

Thou who didst bless the father, bless the child,

Giuide me to him, soroed 1ife's chogquersd floor,
1 an so hongry.”

Thou hast blest Wisdom for the skilless hand,

Thou bast slrong arme for the unshelteréd form,

And purity to give for stalns of gin,

And love, warnn love, for the unpifying storm,
«I am so bungry.” 3

OUh, Heavenly Father, 1 must often come,
And take Thy Dlessing and go forth again,
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A pilgrim on the weary maroh of life,
Plesding amid the winter storm and min
That L am hungry.

Oh, let mo fear, no barders intervene,

Between my atarving soul and Thy foll board ;

But more than all, prepare me for the feaat,

Tha marriage supper of Thy Bon, my Lord,
Where none are hungry,

A BOKG OF THE FLOWERS,

“Why are you weeping, ve gentle flowers ¥
Are y& not Dest in your sunny bowers?
Have you startling dreams that make ye weep,
When waking up from vour holy aleep ¥

# Ah! knowest thou not, we fuld at night,
The tears earth dvops from her eyelids bright,
Like a loving mother her griefs are borm,
Lest her temder nurslings should die ers morm,
And the sweet dew falls In each opem oup,
Till the eyelids of morn are lifted up;
We unfold our leavos 4o the sun's hright face,
And close them up at the night's smbraoe,
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Dost thou ask If grief comes croeping soross
From the poplar bongh to the dark green moss?
No, round us the sunboame smile and glow,
Round us the afresmlefs dance and flow,

And the Ecphyr comed with its gentls brecse
To sigh ouk it 1ifo in the yoong greon trees,
And then from the beds wheye the dowers grow,
Riges a melody soft and low,

And the glorious roks with her flushing face,
And the fuschin with her fiem of grace,

The balsarm bright, and the lupin's eroet,
That woaves a roof for the fee Oy neat;
Phe myrtle custers, the dablia tall, -

The jeessmine ivest samong them all ;

Aml tho tremulous Hps of the 1illy's bell,
Join in the muosfc w. love wo well”

Hut startle ye not - when the fempests hlow ?

Have yvou oo deegd of a wily foe?
Do you mot tramble, when sevpents liess
Mid loavas whick tho gephyr alona ghonld khes 7

‘ Lady, the belld of the finting fluwees,

Clore st the coming of themder sliuwors
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The brapches and tendrila merrily dance,

At the wirldwind's cry, and the llghtnmgs glance,
We dread not o aee the Enakes back of gnld.l,
Dart through the 1ilace or ma.ng{'nld’

For fears that dwell in the human 'L-renai

Find in th.- heart of fewersy o yasi. vy

We I:lin'u no fears when we hesr thee PesE,
Over the fold of the tnngla:l ETOEE

We have no dread when we hear thee breatise,
Uver the Sowérs we bova to wreahe, .

Nor tremble when nlght' falls foom heavem above,
And neture is slilluess and carth is Jove; :
We steal from thy keeplog when suoomer ia o'er,
And wait thee where fowers can die no more "

THE MAGDALENE. .
“nm oometh uedo Mo hati i
% He goes Lo Olived to walgh to nighs,
Alone, and weary and dajected,
Oh! dare I follow up the path He gﬂen,
What if I be rojected ?
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IT T should be repected, T who have brought |
The Captains of the Eagles kneeling,

I who have folt the bawghty Herod's arm
Around me fondly stealing,

If I should be rejectad, T who have daneed
Among these marble halls snd fountaing

I who have walked with tretrach and with priest,
Theee olive groves and mountaina,

I who have gased on stern and pasiionste men,
Hor felt one ruehing pnlse beat higher,

Feel when I Yook ou HIM, 84 if T gazed
On the sun's mid-dey dre.

He looks upsn me with those sesrching eyes,
Ap if He were my elder brother;

Yet wina me to Hig gentls sermons awest,
Ag if He were my fnother,

He anys that he muet snffer, who are His foes T
I've walked mid pestilence wnharmed,

And from the beputiful Lrows of those I lowe,
I have the fever charmed. '

When that dark bearded Bomarn officer,
Like n caged eagle lay in prison,



