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AT Tue DIZGJNINQ os JUS8 SICLETESS.

Lo ! ut mv door,
Gatunt deathl 1 py;
Ilear, Lurd of life,
Thy crouturo cry!

2.
Tho arm that hung
Upon the trce,
aesus, uplift-
And recoue nle.

Yet, if to quencif
MiY sun ut noori
Bo thy bcest,
Thry will bu doue.

4.
In faith and hope
E arth 1 resign,
Se0 cure of Heaven-
For 1 aim thino)!

WHIEN 3318 81CK2XgS9 'MAS AT ME U EIOHT.

1iaeree grow Mnypamnis:
Jfelp, Lord, in haste
For flesh and heurt
.Are failing far-t.

2.
Clouds wrap my Fight
MY tongue is dunib,
Lord, tarry rnt,
Trhe hour is comae 1

My father Cod.
}lchold me wholo!
.Again on carth
.A living seul

Let sinl no nerA
My heart anno,
Put fli1 it, Lord,
With lioly joev.

3.
lru Satan'e graep

IIell's dark brink
My spirit reels-
.Ah, ntust 1 sink ?

4.
No, Jesuiq, no 1
Ilim 1defy,
White here boneath
Tiuy cross 1 lie.

Tlîough now delayed,
My hour must comao,
Iinvolved, porchance,
In dleeprr gloom.

4.
Tt natters nnt;
Rejoicing yet

T? Hea'ren'a b:right gats.

48Pery

him anid the congregation. The» servicou beemed to lproduco a &Me
imnpression.

Mr. Barrie enters upon a very extensive and intercsting field nf miasion-
ary labour; ansd it is devoutly hoped thal, ky tho blessing of God, fils
services in the gospel of the grace of Cod mnay bo crowned with abuindttnt
1success.

k'vesm eompoFed by Zwcingle iwien sick of the P1lagne.


