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NPi1IEIT IE 11IIJWNSE.

OTIIEli most pure, thou snow.wliite ilake,

Thou sole true lily of our race,

WIho did'st in God's sigh)t worthy makze

Tliat whicl,, without thy WOr-th,'%wcr base.

At ])ethilelheml tliy lullaby

In sluiibcr sootlu.ed Jesu inlild

Tlîroulgli years, resignud, yetanuxiously,

Tly tender tlioughts pursucd tlIy Cliild

Withl lus, thy Iicart, beat swect accord

whiule, breathiugl wisdoine rai<ioO l carth

wiiat tinie ]lis guiltlcss blood wvas pour'd

Nc.arest the dripping cross thou wvcrt,

3iuidsproud boast., to thec aloie,

Provcd fondest by the Saviour thus,

The briglitcst place besido His throiie

Ixightful is thine; oh1, pluy 1or us

Rideau Park.
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