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And fear intense in rankled breasts wakes thoughts
of sin and shame.

How oft did tongue defiantly His rule deny ?

How oft did sloven hands refuse to do His word’s
behest ?

What wilt thou plead to mitigate thy crime’s intent?

In scales of justice weighed, thy deeds the heam to
wrong incline!

Thy shame is shown, thy guilt exposed in hideous
garb,

Thy birthday’s dower, strength for perfect good and
justice fair,

In folly didst Thou waste, and lying visions court

Of sense delusions: ne’er didst mind thou God-born
spirit’s sphere, :

Nor ever didst inquire what thy days’ purposes.

Delight in idols of thine eyes thou wouldst crave all
the while,

Wouldst whirling pleasure deem the aim of earthly
life;

Wouldst never pause to think what end this course
to thee might bring,

Or ponderdeath’s sure hourwhen soul the body leaves,

When passion’s flame must pale hefore the glow of
penitence ;

The seed of deeds in thoughtless moments wrought,
sprouts up,

A harvest dread and drear of wrongs, a record red
with shame.

But now, Thy guilt as writ in serolls with signs well
traced
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By thine own hand, speaks out thy doom and fate at
God’s own throne.

A lion’s carrion on thy way did harbor bees ;

Their honey sweet, unclean, with greedy tongue
thou wouldst devour:

Thou wast ensnared! No heed thou hadst that soon
would blare

The traumpets judgment’s awful doom and gloom to
all on earth,

And change to bitter gall, to wormwood, unclean lust.

Wast thou enchained by doubting thought that such
the certain end,

And quaff didst thou the cup of joy in wildest glee?

Repent at last! The dark'ning veil do rend that
blinds thine eyes

To yon abyss which gapes for prey with flaming
greed !

To God, thy King, ope now thy contrite heart re-
pentantly!

Man, on thy pilgrim’s route through this wide earth,

Think on the distant home of thy true birth ! —
Upward then downward his course whirls the sun:
Like his swift day’s, thy life’s circle is run,

In the young morning’s light, still unbeguiled,
Wakes from his dreamless sleep, happy the child,
Nestles at mother’s breast, fondly caressed,

Rocked on the father’s arms, care-unoppressed.
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In his own paradise, leave young lad play !

Soon he must soldier’s part do in life’s fray.
Give him both counsel good and censure kind !
Moulding his soul aright, stock well his mind !

Twenty the happy age, season of hope :

With what will daring youth boldly not cope ?
Climbing high mountain range, knowing no fear,
Leaping the rugged crags, fleet as a deer;

Yea, with a glowing heart, taking high aim, J
Dreams he of victory, luster of name,
Scorns as of pigmy minds caution of care—
Till trapped in love’s gold net, by maiden fair.

But the third decade past, ties bind him down,

Burdens of many kinds, cares for his own,
Household and wife and child, station and wage,
Crowding, nigh whelming him, throw him their

gage.

When near the forties wheel, his courage fails.
He'd but maintain his post, free from entails.
Be fortune fair or foul, howe’er he fares,
Youth’s friendship he neglects for present cares.

Fifty on dial shown, wakes heavy thought:—
“ Quickly the running years life’s work have wrought ;
Soon will I also reach my measured end,
What boot earth’s glories then—to naught all
tend ! 7

Ask one of sixty years, how he may feel ?
Blossoms and root decayed, steps halt and reel.
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Sinews are Weary grown, shrinking from strife,
Quiet and peace is all he craves from life.

Rings in the eighth decade, life’s pleasures wane,

0ld man speaks empty words—counselsin vain.
Burden most grievous he to self and friends;
His staff his only mate—till death all ends.

Numbers his life four scores, his eyes grow dim,

Powers of mind are numb, trembling each limb,
Sport of his scions he, e’er in their way ;
Tears are his bitter meat, each night and day.

No longer living be reckoned the man,

Who by his life’s years exceeds this brief span!
Happy, I say, is the dustformed alone
Who through life’s pilgrimage abides God’s own

Wedding in holy bonds—in covenant high—
Spirit to God, until death’s day yawns nigh,
Yea to the tomb, the last brink of this earth,
Thinks the good man of yon land of his birth.

MBI YON3

The Minister.
Bless the Lord, my troubled soul,
Every thought His name extol !
Strong in song, thy voice do raise
Speaking, asis meet, His praise!
Give account of will and thought,
What thy busy hands have wrought.
Gird thy loins with strength and power
That, thou know, in this the hour
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When from slumber’s dreams thou wakest.
Whence thou cam’st, what aim thou takest.
Where the goal to which thon tendest.
Where and how thy days thou endest.

Be no longer passion’ s slave, by desire fast bound ;
Do beware, lest thou wouldst crave, depths of vice to
sound !

Hast forgotten
That begotten,
Thou’rt on reason’s height,
Where the sources
From which courses
Wisdom’s brilliant light ?

O remember
That an ember
Spark divine, within thee glows;
That from God’s throne,
Home of His own,
Earthward man’s true knowledge flows!

Be then appareled in high thought’s sweet beauty,
Crown jewels will sparkle, where sceptered is duty.
Armored in truth, no ambush will trap thee,
Thoughts of vain things will never enwrap thee.
Will-o™the-wisp— earth’s passions and pleasures,
Dazzling the eyes with visions of treasures,

Raging and roaring—voleano’s eruption,

Root they and end they in utter corruption.

In the vast audience chamber of reason,
Spread thou thy feathers.






