
FA.THER, TAICE MY I-JAND.

The way la dark, my Father. Cloud on cloud
Is gathering thickly o'er xny head, and loud
The Thunder roars aboya me. Sûe, 1 stand
LiÀke one bewildered.1 Father, take mny hand,

And through the glooin
Lead safcly home

Thy child!

The day gous fast, my Father! and the niight
lu drawing darkly down. My faithiess eight

Sees ghoistly Visions ; fears, a spectral band,-
Encoiasu me, O Fatlier! tako jiy hiaad,

And froin the niglit
Lead up to, light

Thy child!

he way iEs long, xny Father! and imy soul
Longs for the reut aud quiet of tho goal;
WVhile yet 1 journey thirought this wcary land,I
Kuep me fromn wandering. Father, take ny haud;

'Qnickly aiid istraiglit
Lead t>o Hcaveîi's gate

Thy child!

The path is rougit, iny Father! Many a thora
Has pierced nie; and xny weary feet, ali tori
And Ùleeding, mark the vay. Yot thy command
Bids ine press forward. Fatlier, take iny baud;

Then, safe and bleet,
Lead Up to reat,

Thy child 1

Tio thoru is gruat, ny Fatoer! Nlany a(doubt
And- fear andl danger compas tue about,'
And foes oppreas me isore. 1 eaa tiot istand
Or go alone. O Vather 1 take iny haud,

And through the thronig
Lead sal e along

Thy child 1

Thù cross is heavy, Father 1 1 have borne
It long, and stili do hear it. Lot ny wvoru
And fainting îspirit rise to that blest land
Whero crowns are given. Father, take 0MY hand;

.And reaching dIow»,
Lçsid to the crowns

IThy ohild i


