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"1WHITER THAN SNOW."j

B3Y REV. IIENRY BURTON, 51.A.

1 mourn o'er the years thât are wftsted,
Thiat inighit have been bright with His love;

I mourn, but I cannot recali them,
They have gone with their record above:-

Oh say! is there hiope, is there rnercy?
Say, wliere ean a guilty soul go?

I wiIl fly to the opeiied fotuntaini,
That washes -"whiter than snow

I cannot bring price or menit,
I arn ail undone and lost;

But the Lord lias boughit iny ransorn-
Oh !at what a bitter cost!

I will bring to Him my burden,
And R-e cannot say me "lNo,")

For I plead the Blood atoning,
That washes "whiter than snow ]"

Oh yes! the Fountain is flowing!
Its waters have cleansed My soul;

I hear the voice of the Spirit-
IlClîiibt Jesuis maketh thee whole

Gone is the sighi and the sorrow!
Gonu is the burden of woe !

And H-eaven is above, within me,
As the Blood makes Ilwlhiter than 8110w!

And soon, 'rnid the hasts of the rausomed,
With crown and with harp of gold,

1 will sing of Him whu redeemed me-
0f His love that neyer ivas told;

And loud and swieet as the angels',
Shall be my song, I know-

For I sing of the Bloùd of Jesus,
That w ashes -"whiter than 8110w"


