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Trust in Love.
M. S, Pine.

ORD, dost Thou love me 7" all my being cries,
Bowed deep in dusi of weakness and of sin,

O’ershamed that base distrust my soul should win

And, lo ! before me, clad in sanctities

Above the altar, Thy most loving cyes
Look down on me ; and o'er the murmurous din
Distrust and all her wasps have waked within,

Thy voice with sweet compelling bids me rise :

“ Have I not loved thee with cternal love ?
And therefore have I drawn thee unto Me.
Lo ! I the net-work of thy being wove —
Ay mercy then enthroned thy miser)
Lor thee on Calvary I poured My Blood ;
And da'ly, O Deloved, { am thy Food "




