THE CHULRCH

g to the Pardoning One
He sneaketh pee

Cliny to the Healing ()m,
Anauish shuail cease,

il to the Bleeding On:
Cling to His side :

t'ling to the Hisen One,
In Hin ubide.

i to the Coming One,
Hope <hall arise ;
Ciing to the Reigning Oae,
Joy lights thine eyes,
EVENING HY
Bilosawl he thy Name fur«\u
Ravinar, life’s great guard ana giver !
I'han canst ; 'nml thy ereatures uleq»m,
He sl the heart lomgs broken, weepms!

12 of stillness and of motion,

Of the desert and the ocean,
Of the mountain rock and river;
Bleswsad he Thy Name farever!

Tom that slumberest not nor sleepest,
ftleat ave they Thon safely keepest!
tvod of evening's parting ray,
Of widnight gloom, and dawninyg day,

That rises from the aznre sea

Like breashings from Eternity,
God of life that fuil shall uever,
Blessed be Thy Name forever!

A LAST PRAYER.
Written by Helen Jacksan {*H. H.'T fone dayx
before her death.
Father, T scarcely dare to pray,
So clear 1 see, now it ix done,
That [ have wasted half my day,
And left my work bat just begun;

) clear I see that things I thought
Were right or harmless, were a sin;

S clear 1 vee that I have sought. -
Unceonscivng, selfish aims so win;

8o «lewr T see that T have hurt
.The souls Frright have helped to save;
. That I have alothful been,. inert,
Deaf to the calls tby leaders guve.

. {n nutskirtd of thy kingdomsvast, - ©
i Fother, the humblest ot give mc, ¢
. ae.t me the Inwliest fask thon hasg,!

Tt me repentq,nt work ‘for thee!.

" FOR T;tosr, WHO FALL:
SAM honor to litp who shall win the prve, ,,
" "The world las cried for a thougaad yeéars,

m to him who tries-and whofails and dies *
‘We.givegreat honor-sad glory and geara! -

Give gity-and hotior fha piiful tears
To all who fml,m th n ,snblme-

Their gheats i
'ﬂlyéy wer 5%‘2,13@“‘ mﬂnt

i

by

rn

OF SCOTLAND,
Oh wreat i< the hern who wins a nane,
Pt <o ater many sl wany w time
! Sone pale-f_ed fellow wha dies in shawee
v And lets Gl tinish the thoughts subl’

I Aud great is the man with sword mm.\.n,

Al ol in the man who retrains from wine
» But the man who fails and yet still tghtoa;
1., heis the tone twin-lwother of it

JAPAN'S CRY TOQ JESUR
¢ O Gialilean® art "Thou, too, forlorn,
Whe wauld'st the vuin of the world copie ?
I Art thou o failure, as thy foes declare,
" Wha fain wovld crown Thee atill with harren
i thorn ¥
. Shall wenerations evermore e horn
i To hopes deferred, that wither o despaii ¥
o Shall sorrowful bum ll\lt\ still wear \
The grievons yoke that it has ever worn 7™

[ 0, folly ! whatsoe'er of goml or creat
2ales in tniz world o’er what 18 hase anit me.
- Thix in Hix work, which He will conmimunate
At His iguul pieasure; therefore with & suiile,
. We, who b..he\e in Him, can cabmly wait
His triumph, knowing all is right the while.’

JESUS 103 Al..\l IGHTY.

Lo ! He comes with clouds descending,
Once for favared sinners slain !
Thousand thousand saints attending
Swell the triumph of Hn train
Halelulah ! .
! Jesus comes, and cowses to reign’}

Now r.»domptmn long expected,
See in solemn pomp draw near !
i Al Hiswaints by man rejected
| Rise to yeet Him in the uir;,
Hallelulah ! .
See the day of God appéar.
4

Yes, Amen—Ilet all sdore ’i‘hee,
Hixh on Thine etenal thyore ;
~&:xvumr take the power and’ glory‘
. - Make Thy rizhtesus )adgmenom—-
O vome quickly!
Claim the- kmgdoms for Thinttown !
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"\V HO CAX

IDE HIS COLD ™
“Pray that yony /Ig £ be nnl m !Iu “/nt(r

Ty # not hard to live on& s z ) 2

Wheh 'God His fhace has t ned‘ a‘wﬂj” s

‘When praye> I8 Winygless orher nimﬁ IS

Dreops eqxthward like. sonie Wweany t/hmg“ Mir

Yet did'nd hent and broken light -+ - o
Pierco the dark vaolt of atteriighs, .»--:e:l
Of bepé or QEIMOTY PYTAYs:  © »itrv e 11 7
Whoa cqukl abide big cold, one,daw T . ouiny
Summer and Winter,; sutv sndmain, ' % 51419
'the pow needs for he( i;oldolgmn IR

AW U, AT Lain, ghe e g
H;s cold 19}e§§e153 ;Q"“ to, ‘§ ! .x:m o
cowe fo ¥l gollgelf., 1,
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