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THE GOOD SHEPHERD.

- HE RE were uinety and aine that safely lay
InbU l the shelter of the fold,

But one was out 0o1 the bis away,
Far off from the gates of gold;

9iIAwvay on the mouutains wvild and bare,
A-%vay from the tender Shepherd's care.

"Lord, Thou hast here Thy inety and nine;
Are they not enough for Thee? "

But the Shepherd uxade auswer "IlThis of Mine
Has, wendered away fromn Me ;

And although the road le rough and steep,
I go to the dlesert to find My sheep."-

But none of the raasouied ever k,-iev
How deep wvere the -waters crossed;

Nor how dark 'vas the niglit that the Lord passed
through

Ere He found lus sheep that was lost.
Ont iu tixe desert He heard its crv-
Sick, and helpless, and ready to die.

"Lord, %vience are those b]ood-drops ail the way
That mark out the xuountain's track?"I

"Thev were shed for the one who had goue astray
E re the Shepherd could briug hiin back!»

CLord, wheace are Thy haudisso reut and tom ?
"Tley are pierced to-night by rny a thorn."-

And ail through the urountalus, thuixder-riveu,
And up from the rocky' steep,

There rose a cry to the gate of h eaven,
ccRejoice! I have fouud 'My sheep!"

And the angels echoed arouud the throue,
Rejoice, for thxe Lord brings back His owu

ANoN.


