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‘We trust too much to our own poor might,
Forgetting the Gentle Hand

‘Which is ever ready to give the strength
By which alone we can stand.

O ye who would have your garners full
Of 5 life-long precious store,
Who fear the fanlts that, like evil birds,
Would mar it for evermove.
Trust not to the searecrows of your will.
TFor these can never avail,
But lean on the sure def-nce of Him
Who hath promised, and cannot fail.—M. E. B.

MR. P. P. BLISS'S LAST HYMN.

{ The following singularly appropriate hymn is saiq to have been the last one pen

ned by Myr. Bliss, who, with his wife, recently met with such a terrible death on an
American Railway, Mr. Bliss was the author of ¢ Hold the Fort,” and many of the
most popular hymns sung by Mr. Sankey.]

«I know not what awaits me,
God kindly veils mine eyes,

And o’er each step on my onward way
He makes new scenes arise;

And every joy He sends me comes
A sweet and glad surprise.

CHORUS:
“Where he may lead I'll follow,
My trust in Him repose,
And every bour in perfert peace
I'll sing ¢ He knows, ® "™ows.

One step I see before me,
'Tis all I need to see,

The light of heaven more brightly shines
When earth’s.illusions flee ;

And sweetly through the silence come
His loving ¢ Follow Me.'

« O blissful lack of wisdom,
*Tis blessed not to know!

Ho holds me with His owa right band,
And will not let me go,

Aud lulls my troubled soul to rest
[n Him who loves me so.

¢« So on I do, not knowing,
I wouild nct if T might;

I'd rather walkin the dark with God
Than go alone in the light;

I'd rather.walk by faith with Him
Than goalone by sight.”




