
zion's bank.

Bhould aU tli« baokara cloaa tbalr doon.
Mr Bank itandi open wlda

To all di« ehomn of the Lord,
Fo- wbom th« SaTlour dlad.

ttometlmei mj Banker, inining, tan,
" Why don't you oftener come T"

And when I draw a little bill,
" Why not a larger lum T"

" Why live for erer In lucb want,
When I In wealth abound ?

Why come and draw some paltry pence,
When you can have a pound T"

A leper had a little note

—

" Lord, If Thou wilt. Thou can I"
Th Banker paid the little note.
And laved that wretched man.

And onc« there hung a dying thief.
Right by the Banker's side.

The crown of life he got, when " Lord
Remember me," he cried.

Richer and richer still I grow ;

As poorer I become ;

And thus continually will It be
Till I arrive at home.

With angels then, and princes, too,
I shall for ever dwell

;

And to the praise of sovereign grace
My grateful anthems swell.


