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Rise up, My Love, and come away, And glorious jewels and choicest stones

My Fair One, come with Me; Don’t come without the heat;

My love, My Dove, My Perfect One, Pain is before the victory,
For I have chosen thee. SN As with the clay and wheat.

My arms @ear you upward,
My strength ! ? ¢ you strong;
My love fory @’ better,

And this sh: .':a,_

o a}’ y_()ur r will aside again,
ceept t the cross I bring;
e wu may not understand,

But whol o&gsef to Me cling.
My love might take 1 will be more of Mine,
Though beautiful, you’re whole will lesser be;

S you w Iﬁ‘thls rugged trail,
The humblwgg&ygé | walk k along with thee.

My love might ta'_:_ B ygy o-b , h et your gaze be set on high,
The Potter’s whee m@h be; W Yo rpathwa{;& ward lead;
The way I clﬁ)pﬂ‘é?ta@" and ma? . 10 ght at of Me alone,

t 4] ;- . 3 f_. )

My eyes behoi%@kem‘h art,

pastures feed.

- pg)':éyou 1s boundless,

i) easured line;

e, ’thou art pleasant,

Though no thou art Mine.
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I;?Iy Loved One,

But while yo r
Have your wi i§ s no 0 spot in thee;
Then I can s ove, My Fair One,

A vessel T vay with Me.
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My love might take you to the fire, oS B e e
Though hot the furnace be; ennsIJjI vanzg:hw e.res e atten s ving
ope Christian Fellowship.
For only gold refined from dross
Is fit enough for Me.

The Heartbeat of the Remnant * March/April 2011



