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Thé Outu of tba ZLug.
BY 11EV. WM. ALFRED GAY.

O THE; hie8sednese Of living
Iu the gurden ut the King

When the air je feul of fragrance,
And the birds their caruls sing;

When the flowers bluera iu beuuty,
And the fruit weighs down the- vine;

O, 'tis pleasure then to lingei
Where the grape and ivy twinet

0, 'tis sud tu mee destructin
Sweep the gardeu ut the King

Crualiing uut the lite, and vignur
Feemn the trembling fartm ut Spring;

Sad to mee the branrbes breken,
And the tere in fragments strewfl

lu that fuir and luvely Eden
Which the Gurduner ruile hie On.

Wuuld thet we might mee our misuion
ln the gurden ut the King,

Where the ehaduws ut destructin
Mluet abuvu the grave uf Spring;

Where the vinsn are bruiued aud bruken,
.And the fiuwers smile nu mure;

O may we he now mure faithfni
Thun we ever were hefere t

Biudisg up the brnieed su,' bleeding,
Helping that which neede mr 3are,

Till the fragrance uf tho fllwera
Fluets again upen thie air;

Lifting vine upen the trellis,
Foreuing buwera where bird, may aing,

Beiuging beck the bleem and beauty
Te the garden ut the King.

Werking where the wreck in greatest,
Toiling thrnugh the heat ui day,

Heeding nut the lesgtheaing sliaduwe
As they taîl slong thie seuy

Waiting tur the Masters& auvent;
Kne'"ing that the time dras nigh

Whea the King shall coen glery
Front hie regal threne on high.

Cl the blesuednu ut living
Where su iuuch remnains undene 1

0 the jey and pence in teiling
Fer ur Futher's unly Sun!

Watching, workiug, waitisg, heping;
Yea, it je a bleesed thiug,

Curryiug burdens tur unr Brether
lu the garden ut the King.

-0aw Chute/s lVek.

The Guat 5hyuLoisa.
0 TaNnER Ose, O Miglity Oae, wlîe neyer Cent

sway
The sinner er the sufferer, Thoue art the Same

te-day
The Seme in Love, the Same in Power, aud Thou

art waiting atill,
Te i-ai the multitudes that ceme-yue, " who.

neever will t

Oh, make us fervent in the quest, that we May
briug thesu in,

The weary aud thme weunded, aud thes anftene
trsin Ci;

The atricken sud the dying, lst us sesk thomi
fer Te,

Ad lay thent, at Thy gleris feet, that henled
they msy he.


