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I AM TUE SHEPIIERD TRUE.*

1I was wanderiog and weary
When the Saviour came unto me,

For the path ef life grew dreary
And the world had ceased to woo me,

And I thought I htuard fIim zay,
As Hie came aleng His way,

Ye wandering seuls corne near me,
My sheep should neyer fear me,

1 am the Shepherd. truc.

At first I would not hearken,
And put off tili to-morrow,

But lifc bcgan te darken,
And 1 was full of sorrow,

And I thought, &c.

At last I paused to listen,
That voice could not deceive me,

I saw 11s kind eye g1i-ten,
So auxious te relieve me,

And I'm sure, &o.

Hie bore me on [His shoulder
And tenderly Hie brought me,

Hie bade my love grow boider,
And said how fte had souglit me,

And I thought, &c. C

I thouglit lus love would lessen
And fail when more Hec knew me,

But it burneth like a bearon,
And its Iight and heat go thro' me,

And I thought, &c. Z

Let us do then, dearest brothers,
What ivill best and longcst please us,

Follow net the ways of othe:s
But give ourselves to Jesus,

If we follow in Ris way
We 'wili always hear Him say:

My littie flock come near me
My sheep should nover fear me

I arn the shepherd truc."

The above lyric bas been sent to us for publication by the Rex- 3r. If ir of Gait. He lays no
claim -'hatever to its authorship. 1 t bis bec a blessed to many in bis ow;.ý ",ngregation, some of
whorn, alas! are now beyorid the Jordan, and as it is not known in Canada, he believes its
publication in the Il reziby terian" would bc of service to the Cburcb at large, in directing, and
comforting and sustaining rnany a Christian pilgrirn in bis journey tbrough lifé.
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