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MY Claus for Jesus.

Mýy PrecloUS clis for Jest..%V110 dId so mllch for meW'.ho pai the. prie whi, h Jiosti-e c;alitie<iIn h1oUrs of agony.
'Tis litte, 0 mv SaviojrThat My weak band can giveOh. Jet me win these tholîghtless onpsTo iooi Jo thee and ]Ive.

My whote dear class for JeslisNow ln their y'oithftil bloomEre shaciows lie acroee their Path,DUil sickness and the tomi:-
Wh'ie lire le Jn lts morning,And bright hopes cluster high,Niiv these lmmortal SouL lay uipThéir tresure ln the :eky.

MY whoie dear class fol. jeslsOh, ]et flot one he bast.WVben Caivary was the fearfîî silmTueilr wondroils ransolo coet.
One llt*'e steP mây severThe PartIng veil awayAnd forme Jhat n0w are klad and fairTo-morrow may be Clay.

For Jeue! Oh, for JeasmThe lime 1a fleeting fiatThe hoiy Sabbath. hasten, by,800n. soon wili coine the jet_
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Then, teachers, Jol for Jeas,A.9 fler ye tolieti before,That eah mnay bcar a precious sheafTo YOOder shlnlng shore. Gurln

la His Worfd.

Gýo Is ln J his Paiît' hall,4Let he earth be atIi
HiS ScePtre over ail,

He' wiJi Work bis wiil.Ptint inigs 0f hoary wrong,i.aier with their gold,Thoilgh they eem t rse ogPerieh as8of oId. ree og
Nations rise and atin aK~Ing*oms Pau on aw ali,

]0!t ey rumble one and ail,00<1 ahirles for aye.EVery form of fil ehail PauaAe a pebble hiuried,Or a shadow on the gras--
GodJs ln b is worid!

He hath made lt ail eompieteThrough the BieSsons long,And their pageant, PassIng aweet,Move ta gritndeat Song.Natuire aweiia an anthem etraîn-Bee and star Impearied
Sing. O heart Of man, agaîn,(bd lasl bhis Worid!
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