No. 147. My Faith Looks Up to Thee.
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M‘r faith looks up to Thee, Thon Lanh of Calva-ry, Sav-ionr di-vinel Now hieur e

.2 May Thy ricl Emuu it Strangth to my fainting heart, My zeal in-spire] As'I'honhast

3. W h:la life's dark roaze | tread, And priefs around me spraad, Be Thowiuy yuide; Bid darkpess

I . When uul:-llll":: stransien| dream, When death's cold, sullen stream Rhall o’ er meroll , Blest Saviour,
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while I pray;Take all rnvmult a- way; Oh, et me feom this day Bl. whel-ly Thine!
died for me, Ohmay my love to Thee Pure, warn, and changelesshe—A living fire!
tura I'D dar, Wipe snrrow’s tears a-way, wor lot me oy - ve struy From Thee uside.

ihen, in lave, Fear an-cl distrust re-move; Ulh bear me safe a-hnm—-uﬁ ransomed aon).
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