0 Saviour, Who hast call'd away
Our master from our head Lo-day:
Giving Thy wesry servant rest,

and taking hin to Abrehan's breasl.

¥We thank Thee for the love and grace
That followed him through all his race;
e thank Thee for the Shepherd's care,
therein so long we had our share,

His watchful tendernes  is o'er;
The care we found, we find no wore;
lio more he watches, night and day,
To keep esch hurtful thing awny.

fis voice no longer may we imow,

To cheer the weak, to chide the slow;
while all his heartts desires were bent
For us to spend nnd to be spent.

Yet still Thy Providence is nigh,
Thou Shepherd that canst never die;
And for Thine own wilt Thou provide
Amother head, snother guide,

We often tumed aside to fall,

And would not hear Thy serwnt's callj
His voice we often disobeyed,

And his rough jouwrney rougher made.

O tench us 80 our r=ce to run,
That it may end us his hath donej
That at Thy great appearing, wé:
His hope and crown of oy may Lee

0 Thou true Shepherd of the sheep
We look to Thee - we will not weep;
Endue us with Thy Spirit's Grace,
That we may see Thy Father's Face.



