
2Tite Monildy Advocate.

MY TIMES ARE IN THY HAN]).

My tixne8 are ini Thy band!
I know not what a diay
Or e'en au hormybigt e
But I amu eafe while trustixig Thee,
Though all thinga fade away.

All weaXiness, I
On Hum rely,

Who fixed the earthi, and apread the atarry aky.

My timea are in Thy hand!
Pale poverty or wealth,
Corrodiug cars or calm. repose,
Spring's baliy breath, or winter snows,
Sickness or buoyant health-

lVhate'er betide,
If God provide,

'TiB for the best-I wiah no lot beaide.

My times are in Thy hand 1
Should friendBhip pure illume,
And Btrew rny path witb fairest flowers,
Or should 1 apend life's dreary hours
In solitude's dark gloom.

Thou art a Friend
Till tixne shall end,

Unchangeably the saine, In Thoe ail beiauties blond.

My times are in Thy band!
Many or few iny daysý,
1 leave with Thee; this only pray,
Tliat by Thy grace, I, every day
Devoting to Thy praise,

May ready be
To welcome Thee,

Whene'er Thou corneat to set my 8pirit free.

My times are in Thy hând 1
Rlowe'er those tirnes nay end,
Sudden or slow niy souls release,
Mlid8t snuai8h, frenzy, or in pentu,
l'in safe with Christ, iny Friend.

If H1e be iuigh,
Howe'er I dlie

'Twill be the dawn of heavenly ecstacy.


