
j 0 ! mnalie Thy Clhîirch, dear Saviotur,
A lanip of I>urnished guld,

To bear bufore the nations
Thy truc lighit as of old

01 teachi Thy wandering pilgrims
By this their path to, trace,

Till, cloudsand darkness ended,
They se 'Ihce face Io face.

4 0 ! F ather, by Tbiy rner--y,
And by Ilîy S;pirit'S grace,

May we abide fur ever
On this sutre resýting place

And pass from life's long battie,
To Thy blest homne of love,

And see, in heaven's own radiance,
Jerusalem above.

3rd. HYMN.

L ET. everlasting glories crow.., I
Thy head, ',Ny Siviour andi My Lord;

Trhy hands have broiight salvation down,
And ,%'rit the b]essimg in Thy wvord.

2 In vain our trembling conscience seeks
Some solid -round to rest uipon;
With long despair our spirit breaks,
Till we apply bo Tliee alone.

H -oiv well Thiy hlessed triflis nre-e!
Iilow wise and holy Thy comnnands,
Thy promises hiow firai bbc> bue
Howv firni our hope and ccimfort, stands!

4 Should ail the forma ;%%,hich mnie devise
Assnit nîy faith with trcacheroîis art,
l'il call themn vanit' and lie,,
And bind Thy Gospel to, ny heart.


