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The King who blootd and life hath given
His subjects in their need to aid,

To Hum he praise in carth and heaven |
‘To Hun let endless thauks bhe paid,

Lless Hun for all Ho's giv'n of good,

BBut most extol 11is precions bluod.

'This glorious King my heart hath found,
Where found Him 2 Upon Calvary’s hill,

He pows from ont cach bleeding wound
Rich balsam for mine every lﬁ :

To me, who 'inid His foes have stoud,

He gives 1is life anl precious blood,

To whom shall I myself then yield

Save, () Thou bleeding King, to Thee ?
Beneatu Thy cross I'll take the iidd,

Thy subject, soldier, ¢hild, would be;
Beneath Thy banner 1 my word
Have pledged, and Thou tho cath hast heard ;
For Thee 1'd pour my heart's deep flaod —
Would give Thee gouds, aud life, and Llood.

From the German of Woltersdory.

—

Full soon will Death theso eyes he closing
Which oft such bitter tears bave shed ;
Full goon wmy dust will he repocing
In earth’s calin lap, most peaceful bed.

Bat in the hour when anguish mortal
With shuddering fears doth me enthral,
Then show me heaven's wide-opuned putal,
Thou kind and loving Sire of all.

And when my trembling voice, and broken,
Calls on Thee from a heart oppressed,
Tiaen give me of Thy love some token,
And take me to Thy Father-breast.

Oh, in the solemn instant fateful
When I farewell to earth have said,

I shall not count Death’s form as hateful,
1f Thou sustain my dying head,

Stretch towards inc then Thy strong anms teader,
And let me feel ‘Thy presence near,

That when my sovul to Thee [ render,
Firm trust may calm mine every fear.

Altered from the Swelish of Anna Maria Lengren,

Wouldst thou lift the veil, my friend,
Which doth future days conceal ?

All which God designs to send
Wouldst thou have Him now reveal ?

T.eave, ab, leave such cares {o Him;
On thee shines from heav’n a ray,

Thougb, as yet, thine eyes are dim
To the future’s unborn day.

Mists surround th’ approaching year ;
1f the darkness thee dismays,

Think how bright, distinct, and clear
Heav'n to faith the Lord displays.

Scon will all these clouds pass by.
Let them not thy soul afiright ;

Lift, oh Iift, to heav’n thine eye:
Here is darkuess—there is light.

Wouldst thou then the curteain raise?
Leave it in Thy Father's hand :

1 through these biief dreary days
Leads us to the better land.

From the Geruvin uf Morakt.

What though in some unknown region
Thy lot be cast, thou nead’st not fear,

Since round thee wnany a shining legion
Both day and night is hovering near.

What thongh no loved one's presenco cheer thee,
Fhough thou alune thy way mayst tiead,

Thou stll hast Christ thy Saviour wear thee,
While angels watch thy path and bed.

The heaviest cloud need not affright theo
Which over earth and heaven can fall ¢

If thou hast Gol Humeddt to light thee,
A darkened sky need not appal.

I journey on, a lonely stranger,

No loved one’s voice my way doth guile;
But He whose birthplase was a manger
Protecta me in eazh kmnr of danger,

And soothes me by f{is checring smile,

EFye.u the German of Dr. Lorens,

Christ in hands of death has lain,
Our vile +ins have bound Him ;

Now, behold Him rise again,
Showering life around im.

We for this should gladsome be,

Praising Gad, aud thank{nlly
Ningmg Hallelujib,

'Twas a dread and wondrous strife,
Life, Death, in battle mecting ;

Viet or in the ficll was Life,
Death He's still defeating.

As His word forctnld of yore,

Through His might Death harms no more,
Now to scorn He laughs it.

Keep we then our gladsome fesst,
Hearts with rapture glowing.
That Light tires i the cast
Which from God is tlowing.
Through the brightness of His grace
He hyghts up our darkest place :
Amen. Hallelujih,

P th. Gorinn of Martin Luther,

With all my sin and sorrow,
1 comne, U Lord, to Thee;
Thy help I fain would borrow,
Thy cross with joy I see.

I sce Thee bleed, and languish,
And die for sinful men ;

Thon sufferedst woe and anguish
For my transyressions then,

Henceforth, O Saviour tender,
In Thee my life 1 live ;

1ad 1 nought clse to render,
For Thee that life I'd give.

But ah, for such salvativn,
What ean 1, Lord, bestow ?
Alas ! I've no oblativn
To pay Thee what 1 owe.

I've nought, O Chsist, to mirg Thee,
Save this weak worthless heart,

And this pour vuice to sing 1hee,
And chow men what Thoun art.

LFrom the German of Mouves.



