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But till the Ho ly- Ghost ap plies- The Sav iour’s- pre cious- blood, A-
The Lord the Sav iour- is her rest; On him she casts her cares; By
[Her ef forts- all a bor- tive- prove; Her work ing- makes her worse; Nought
With sin and guilt poor Zi on- toils, And lab ours- hard for peace; But
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No Rest but Christ. Heb. 4. 3-11; Matt. 11. 28
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bove- her guilt she can not- rise, Nor lean u pon- her God.
faith she leans u pon- his breast, And ban i- shes- her fears.
but the Sav iour’s- flesh and blood Can save her from the curse.]
till the Lord the Sav iour- smiles, Her con science- gets no ease.
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