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Come wnto me all ve that Tshour and are heavv laden and Iwill give vou rest.
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0 dear Memorial of that death.

Which still survives,and gives us breath,
Man's hread of life! 0 may'sc thou be,

My food, mry joy. my all to me.

e

I come, good Lord.nry hopes increase.

Give me my portion in thy peace,
Come hidden life and ¢hat long day,

For which I hunger Lord and pray.

Nﬂl
When this dry Soul thine eyes shall see,
And drink the usealed source af Thee,
When glory’s sun faifh's shade shall chase,

And for thy veil give me thy face.
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See how we ]mg er here below,
Fond of those earthly toys!
Our Souls how heavily they go,
To reach eternal joys .

merd
In vain we tune our hifeless songs,
In vain we strive fo mse;

Hosannas languish on ofr tongues,
And our devotion dies,

Come Holy Spirit heavenly Dove,
With all thr quickning pow’rs;
Come shed abroad a Saviours love,

And that shall kindle ours.
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0 Jesu! Vietim blest!
‘What else huclove divine
Could thee constrain to open thns
That sacred heart of thine
0 Fount of endless life,
0 Spring of Waters clear
0 flame celestal, cleansing all
That unw Thee draw near.
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Hide me in thy dear heart,
For thither do 1fly :
There seek Thy grace through life, in death
Thine immortality:
Praise to the Father be
Praise to his only Son.
Praise to the blessed Paraclete
While endless ages run
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as thon art so let us be . A .
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as thou art so let us be; A ... men.
|
T —& ‘lﬁ
if I : + i_—_,r—?—i—g
< <~
art so let nsB%; A  _men.
e T NE)
SSS====C

n
Fix, oh fix each wavring mind,
To thy Cross our spirits bind,
Earthly passions far remove,
And fill our thirsting Souls with love.
| m=
Dust and Ashes though we be,
Full of Sin and Misery;
Male us thine Thon Son of God ;
0 wash us in thy precious blood .

Boundless w.isdl‘c,uz power divine,
Love unspeakable are thine;
Praiseby all to Thee be fiven,
BySons of Men and hosts of Heaveu.,
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