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©HE I7OLY F)0UI^.

aijst thou been in Gethsemane 
That darksome night and dreare,
11 ’hen L hrisl the bitter chalice dra hud, 

11 ith none to soothe or cheer.
When all the crimes of sinful men 
His cup filed to the brim,
And trickling fell the sweat of blood. 
Would A thou have seat hed with Him f 
All agony hat h'.art can bear.
All so> row earth has known 
He suffered m that cruel hour,
And suffered it—alone.

The comfort that the angel brought,
Oh ! had it been from thee !
Oh ! hear His cry of wounded love,
“ Wilt watch one hour -with Me ? ”
His Heart is calling to thee still,
Canst thou resist its po-aerf 
Go ! bow before His lonely shrine,
To watch with Him—one hour.
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