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INDEX.

LYRICS.

1 being my ono small gift, my Lord and Master
Thy love, O God and Bavionr, will we cherish . .
Havionr, great Strengthener of mortal weaknass
Show me the Father : loving Saviour, Thon

© Bavionr, st Thy tomb we standing weep .
1 am alone, O Savicour; all my doors

#Lord, T betieve ; help Thon my onbalief® .
Hatp and pealtery awake .

‘Thou art ancinted, not for war and strifa .

The showers pass o'er the earth,—the dropping rain
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vi INDEX.

FAOE:

I heard my Havioor say the other mom . B
Where didst Thoun find the ransom, O my God .

Come even 8o, a8 when Thoo wentestiap . . 5
By Thy strange childhood's years, Thon Holy Child .
Thon didst arise T
Ahide with ma, when Thon didst condescend .
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They are gathering homewsrd from every land

-
o

(3o thon in peace . . . ; i oL S
“Howlong? howlong?™ Till Thy gold-fashioned erown
Where have I gleanad to-day? my Lovd, my God

When their great hopa wil Iaid within the groand .
Thy temple gutes are thronged to-day, O Lord :
Lowve me too till the end, my God, my Saviowur .

They came their helpless, stricken, dear ones bringing .
Hangeth my soul on Thee . . e s . e
The gold is In the crucible, and Thow .
Thou stoodest softly knocking all lastnight . . .
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Moses! Eliasl One to whom death came . .

Sin burdens me, my Saviour; volces broken .

=

Bemember now Thy word, for, ah | it came
Lot not my hand go, O my God, thoagh T
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THNDEX.

Thms mourned 1: O my God, my Klng, nnboly
Drop down, O dew . . s s
O Father, chooss we not oor mother's breast
O to be nearer Thee! Throughout this dey .
The hunted deer after the water brooks . .
I ook without ; from "mid & mass of green
Hpirit of tenderness, who leadest ever . .
Ah no! We are oot comfortiess .

Thon art the living Ving, the branches we "
I cried : “Abba, dear Father, hear mve soon
Shew me Thy glory : now and thed s light
Blos [ the Sahbath sky without a cloud .
Our Father give His blessing .

“With me within my Father's realm." My Lord
AlL sl is dark, for I have sinned, and Thoa
We thank Thee, 0 Lord Christ . . . .
And Thou hast died? Ahme . . . .
) blessed Spirit of God's Son the Holy . .
For Thy loving-kindness, Lord . i & W

We come with grateful pralses, and thought grows .
From the jow root beneath the dack mould hidden |
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wiii INDEE.

¢ Thou art mine,” the Savioor erleth . .
As throngh the drifting cloads . .

# Follow thon me ;" He sald, and passed Him on

I said one dreary morny my need . .

SONNETS.

% Fear not + ™ and fesr grew quiet as a child

] have redesmed thee:"™ thue His volee went on

Anon He apoke, erowning His tenderness .
1 aat in silence musing drewmily o

®

For, through the stiliness all about me spread |

When Thow, with more then mother's tenderness

He In His love will reat ; yoa, take delight
What shall I seek for thosa I love, whereby

1 moarned befors God's throne, my spirit howed

1 comee to Thee, my Savionr, Night is here
Conform me to Thy will; Thy love at last
Give me again the ehild-soul, for the years
I grieva before Thea : ever and anon .
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INDEE.

Empty me of myself, for Thoo, O King . i
Father, the Sshbath morn has dawned, and T .
Pray for me, O my frlends, for prayer has might

% Watch thow and pray, lest thon be overthrown ™
1 themght—my soul weighed down with Joy's excess
What will 1 2 Ah, my God, T will ‘Thy will

O ganctify me! Now intothisone . . .
Aye, I am Thing, and since that [ am Thine .
Bilantly rose the temple ) ron clang .

A wind has been in heaven all through this day

0 reckon nothing of the sufferings

Slope into night, O day, and let the still

I wrote these words :—* [ pledge myself to be .

“ Canopy us with Thy love: * and, while we prayed
The evening despened : with it despened thoughe
“Withoot Christ! ™ As | read & fearfol sense .
Thus prayed I, and the answer straightway came
And resting in His tender Jove T said = W
O friends! O friends! my passtonate heart outaries .
Softly the blessing dropped, and as each word . .
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