
438  XHg  $attyv  tDatcfjes  (Dvev  2TTc. 
Rev.  W.  C.  Martin.  copJoMeR*.84oDE«c*veH. ™",EL  Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 

1.  I  trust  in  God  wber-ev-er  I  may 
2.  He  makes  the  rose  an  ob-ject  of  His 

3.  I  trust  in  God,  for,  in  the  li  -  on’s 
4.  The  val-Iey  may  be  dark,  the  shad-ows 

be, ......  Up-on  the  land  or 
care, ....  He  guides  the  ea-gle 
den, . On  bat-tie-field,  or 

deep,   But  0,  the  Shep-herd 

irrrr/'i  ,  figg 
Wr  -^=\U4=- - 

-Ji1  Ai^ 

on  the  roll-ing  sea,  For,  come  what  may,  From  day  to  day,  Myheav’nly 
thro’ the  pathless  air,  Andsure-ly  He  Re-mem-bersme, — Myheav’nly 
in  tbepris-on  pen,  Thro’  praiseor  blame,  Thro’ flood  or  flame,  My  heav’nly 
euards  Hislonelvsheep;  And  thro’ the  gloom  He’ll  lead  me  home,  My  heav’nly 
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Fa-ther  watch-es  o  -  ver  me.  I  trust  in  God, — I  kn 
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le  cares  for 
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me, .  On  moun-tain  bleak  or  on 

He  cares  for  me,  On  moun-tain  bleak  or 
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r^c  1J=s=rru  r sea; .  Tho’ bil-lows  roll, .  He  keeps  my 
sea,  the  storm-y  sea;  Tho*  bil  -  lows  roll,  He 
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soul, .  My  heav’n-ly  Fa  -  ther  watch-es  o  -  ver  me. keeps  my  soul, 
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Margaret.  8. 8. 8. 8.  6. 

1  0  Love  that  wilt  not  let  me  gd, 

2.  0  Light  that  fol-l’west  all  my  way, 

3.0  Joy  that  seek -est  me  thro’ pain, 
4.  0  Cross  that  lift  -  est  up  my  head, 

I  rest  my  wear-y  soul  in 

I  yield  my  flick’ring  torch  to 
I  can  -  not  close  my  heart  to 
I  dare  not  ask  to  hide  from 

Thee; I give  Thee  back  the  life  I 

owe, 

That in 
Thine 

Thee; 
My  heart  re  -  stores  its  bor-rowed 

ray, 

That in 

Thy 

Thee;' 

I trace  the  rain -bow  thro’ the 

rain, 

And 
feel 

the 

Thee; I 
lay  in  dust  life’s  glo  -  ry 

dead, 

And 
from the 

o  -  cean  depths  its  flow  May  rich  -  er,  toll  -  er  he. 

eun-shine’s  glow  its  day  May  bright-er,  fair  -  er  be. 
prom-ise  is  not  vain  That  morn  shall  tear  -  less  be. 


