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THE PRESBYTEBIAN

OCTOBER.

B3E YEâ ALSO UEADY.

It insybc to-day
Ilc wiflcall mieaway-

So 1'11 stand at thc gaie

And patiently wait ;

And bear my great lond

Up the rougb, stormy rond

W'ith swcct, quiet rest,
Te the land of thec Blest-

To niy home and niy God.

Or it rnay be to-night
That the angels of liglit

Will i-aise Ilhis poor liend

From its low suffcriug lied,
And bear me away

To thc regions of day,
And crown me witli hcfitlh,
And undying wealth,

At home witli my God.

The boue's on thc wing,

So rll joyfullysing,
For it cannot bc long
Ere 1 join the bright tbrong:

And no suffering 1 re".
For iny Savion~r is near,
And IIe'Il bear my gi-cnt load

~Up the rougb, stornwv road-
To my home-and my G od.

How sinall and ho-w poor,

Wlien tny sufférings are o*er,
\Vill tbey scem, to nhy sight
From thiat bright 'word ofl igbt,
And how wondrous thc change,
Mien xny spir-it will range
Tbrough the gi-cen pastures fair,
And by stili waters there-

Alt home witb My God.

MIEN IT IS ALL OVERL

Wurts it i3 ail over, and oui- fct will i-ut no
morc and our hands arc bclpless, and we have

scarcely strcogtb to, murmur a last prayer, thon
wc shall sec that, ins.ead of neding a larger

field, wc have left untilled many corner2 of our

single acre, aud that nonc of it is fit for oui-
Master's cye, wcrr it not for tic BOftCfing

sbitdows of tbe cros.-Edwvard Garrdil.
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