
Consolation
"Comae unto Me, ail ve that labour and are beavy taden, ,mnci T will Rive vn-"

tee."-Matt. xi.. 28.

When Fortune's face assumes a frown,
And dearest friends doth fickle prove;

When, Ionely wandering up and down,
Ye seek for rest and cry for love

0 brother, what is this to thee ?-
That inward voice: "'Corne unto Me!"

Ye could flot hear it in the crowd,
Ye would flot heed it when alone;

It speaks flot to the soul that's prot'd,
Nor can it meit a heart of stone.

Now God in trouble calleth thee :
White thoin art humble corne to Mie 1

rhIoti'qt trie< the world, and foui' ;
Ati ernpty ind a pasqin$ý show;

Now Grief outpours her frit ftl r,4iti

Shall nothing good withi thee
In tirnes like this God offerqý thee
Sweef coiqolaltioui -' Corne tI Nie 1

There is rio coînifort stich as thiq
To satisfy the yearning soul.

Spurn flot the only lasting bliss
That cheers the life and makes it whole.

Thus near to God, why wilI ye fiee
The invitation, - Corne to Me?"

"Corne unto Me, 0 weary one,
And 1 'will give thy spirit rest.

Say but " My God, Thy will be dmu

And thou shaiL be bupreniely blest
For God is love Who bay., t tièiee

Quit thon il 11 Zlf ili tonI N MC


