









































And art Thou come with us to dwell,

Our Prince, our Guide, our Love, our Lord?
And is Thy name Emmanuel,

God present with His world restored? i

The world is glad for Thee! The rude
Wild moor, the city’s crowded pen;
Each waste, each peopled solitude,
Becomes a home for happy men.

Thy reign eternal will not cease;

Thy years are sure, and glad, and slow;
Within Thy mighty world of peace

The humblest flower hath leave to blow.

Dora Greenwell :

“And thou shalt call his name Immanuel ; which is, f
being interpreted, God with us” (Matt. 1:23). R
A%




