
That this sad eue may not be yours,
No doubt is your desire ;

That now the Saviour may be yours,
Your Hearts ho doth requir6.

My son," says Christ, " give me thine heart
Now is the accepted time ; .1

Salvation you may have to-day
To-day will you be mine?"

What cond(aýonsionoh how zreat,
Doth God to mortals show:

To ask their hearts, to, ask their love,
That t1ley to Heaven might go.

È%eir great decision, oh how groat,
Mortals to God must give ;

G-od speaks to e ve4one, and says,
Look unto me and live!>y
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Two classes in this world we see,
Two raasters they obey ;

Two roads they all are travelling,
The Broad ana Narrm way.

Deep are the plans which Satan laYâ
To draw the heart from God

Of his devices we are told,
In God'a most holy Word.

To please our *eak and ànful flesh,
' Strange schemes oft he cOntriV63,

To rëb our souls of joya above,
By Vanity and lies.

The age, the rank, the taste of all
He lays hiz plans to, pleue

Until the soul. is in his gmP
He craftilly deceives.


