Birmingham,

POETRY,

THE BIBLE.

Tae Bible is the book divine,
Tke best of treasures given ;

It makes us truly rich for time,
And truly rich for heaven.

It is the lamp that guides aright
Through this world’s weary way,—

All through the darkness of the night,
Unte the perfect day.

It is the friend that does not fail
To cheer in sorrow’s hour;

And even makes a child prevail
O’er Satan’s mighty power.

This is the refuge for the soul,—
The shelter ever nigh

When the rough waves of trouble roll,
And clouded is the sky,

This book doth tell us of the love
Of God’s beloved Son,

How He did leave the worlds above
To be the lowly one.

How He did suffer, bleed, and die
Upon the shameful tree,

That with Him we might live on high
Through all eternity.

But sad their state who live afar
In Jands of heathen gloom,—

‘Who hail no light—who see no star,
To cheer them to the tomb.

Then send them from your happy home
The book which God has given,

That they may out of darkness come, -
And find their way to heaven,
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MISSIONARY HYMN.
¢ Who will go for us 7—Here am I ; send me."—ZIsaiak, vi. 8.
O vE who feel for other’s woes! ‘Who will go?
Go tell poor sinners, ¢¢ Jesus rose ;”’ ‘Who will go?
Go preach the Saviour’s boundless grace;
Go point out Christ, ¢ the hiding-place,”’
To every soul of Adam’s race. ‘Who will go?

Go forth to Afric’s teeming land;

Midst China’s myriads take your stand ;
Tell India’s millions, ¢ Jesus reigns’’—
Let countless isles resound the strains,
From rocks and vales, o'er hills and plains.

Go seek the scatter’d tribes which roam,
Oppress’d, despised, without a home ;

Tell the poor Jews, ¢ Messiah’s come,’’
And in that heart they pierced there’s room
For all who flee th’ impending doom.

- Proclaim Emmanuel’s power to save
From sin, and Satan, and the grave ;
The silver trumpet sweetly blow,

The great salvation plainly shew

To black and white, to friend and foe.

Lift up the Gospel standard high,

Rise, Zion’s watchmen! rise and cry,
“ Behold,-behold your Saviour King !’
His praise rehearse, His triumphs sing,
Till earth with halleluJahs ring.

Dear Brethren, let us haste away
‘Where Jesus calls, nor idly stay ;
Come ! make His will your happy choice~x
Go bid the wilderness rejoice,
Unite and say with heart and voice,
' Wewill go! We will gof
Newport, 6 Dec, 1844, A, HuxiEy.



