
180  Corns,  Satfc  3esus’  Sacreb  Dotes. 
Horton.  7.  7.  7.  7.  _  Xavier  Schnyder. 

1.  Come,  said  Je  -  sns’  sa  -  cred  voice,  Come,  and  make  My  path  your  cho
ice; 

2*.  Thou  who,  house-less,  sole,  for-lorn,  Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world’
s  scorn, 

3.  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain,  Seek  for  ease,  hut  se
ek  in  vain; 

4.  Hith-ercome,  for  nere  is  found  Balm  that  flows  for 
 ev  -  ’ry  wound, 

I  will  guide  you  to  your  home;  Wea-ry  pilgr
im,  hith-ei - 

Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste,  W ea-ry  pilgrim,
  hith  -  er  haste. 

Ye  by  fierc  -  er  an-guish  torn,  In  re-morse  fo
r  guilt  who  mourn; 

Peace  that  ev-er  shall  en- dure,  Best  e  -  ter  -  nal
,  sa  -  cred,  sure.  A -MEN. 
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Isaac  Watts.  Windham.  L.  M.  Daniel  Read. 

1  Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  deat
h,  And  thousands  walk  to  -  geth-er  there

 

o  “De  -  ny  thy -self  and  take  thy  cross,” 
 Is  the  Re-deem-er  s  great  command. 

3*  The  fear-ful  soul  that  tires  and  faints,  And  w
alks  the  ways  of  God  no  more, 

a'  l«t,  not  all  mv  hopes  be  vain,  Cre  -  ate  my  heart  en  
-  tae-lynew, 

But  wis-dom  shows  a  nar-row  path,  With  here  
and  there  a  trav-el  -  er. 

Na-ture  must  count  her  gold  but  dross,  If  she  would
  gain  this  heav  nly  land. 

Ts  but  es-teemed  al  -  most  a  saint,  And  makes  h
is  own  destruction  sure. 

Which  hyp-o-crites  could  ne’er  attain,  Which
  false  a-pos-tates  never  knew.  A-MEN, 


