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ARGUND A BANNER.

'l'le follcmViing beatitiftil hunes arc by NIARuANINs IAliblINC.HAb, thte sweet siiiger o)f tile j,,aidon0j

Christian U'or/d:

O FIAR from the case and quiet
That the world has tricd to make,

Is the rush of the eager battie
Thiat is fought for the Saiour's sake.

There are fields %vhiere the great hosts gather,,
Marehingr agrainst our Kingb'

So we buekie the armour on us,
And gladly his war-song sing.

Our fight is against the ex-il
That cornes wf-th its arms of mnight,

And w~e are not afrai of numbers,
Foi- ours is the side of righit;

And the God \vhio is fightiig- for us
Shall help us against our focs,

And give, when the war is over,
Ascason of gylad repose.

'1here arc tirnes whien our spirits fail us,
But not ivlicil wve çce the face

Of the Captain whio leads us onxvard
Till we stand in the highiest place;

And niot whien the King's own banner
Is floatingr our- heads above,

And flot when we î-ead the watchword
That tells us of ail his love.

We joy in the- Lord's salvation,
And valiant we are, and strong:

In his marne do wc raise our banners,
And know we shall xin erelong;

Foreveî- to perfect conquest
He leadeth the soldiers on,

And wc follow with shouts of triumphi
To the hecights wherc the Kingr has gonec.

Far better to win him gi ory
Than idly to rest and xvait,

For hie croxvneth the happy victors
Who arc pressing about his gate.

And ah! if his focs but knexv hirn,
How tender he is and truc,

And how certain lie is to coîlquer,
They would fighit 'ncath his banner too,
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