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In the dis - tant

land of fam -ine,

crav-ing with the swine to feed;
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oh, how bit - ter that a - wak-ening to my sin, and shame, and need!
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Dark and drea-ry all a - round me, now no more by sin be - qguiled,;
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I would go and seek my Fa - ther, be a bondsman,not a child.
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2. Yet a great way off he saw me,
ran to kiss me as I came;
as I was my Father loved me,

loved me in my sin and shame.
Then in bitter grief I told him

of the evil I had done —
sinned in scorn of him, my Father,
was hot meet to be his son.

3. But I know not if he listened.,
for he spake not of my sin —
he within his house would have me,
make me meet to enter in:;
from the riches of his glory
brought his costliest raiment forth,
brought the ring that sealed his purpose,
shoes to tread his golden courts.

4. Put them on me —robes of glory,
spotless as the heavens above;
nhot to meet my thoughts of fithess,
but his wondrous thoughts of love.
Then within his home he led me,
brought me where the feast was spread,
made me eat with him, my Father,
I, who begged for bondsman's bread!

5. Not a suppliant at his gateway,
but a son within his home;
to the love, the joy, the singing,
to the glory I am come.
Gathered round that wondrous temple,
filled with awe his Angels see
glory lighting up the Holiest,
in that glory him and me.

6. There he dwells, in me rejoicing
love resplendent in his Face —

there I dwell, in him rejoicing,
nhone but I can know his grace.

To his blessed inner chamber,
ground no other foot can tread,

he has brought the lost and found one,
him who liveth, and was dead.

7. This the ransomed sinner's story,
all the Father's heart made known —

all his grace to me the sinner,
told by judgment on his Son —

told by him from depths of anguish,
all the Father's love for me,

by the curse, the cross, the darkness,
measuring, what that love must be.
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