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Stili that mother clasped it to lier
With a~ trexnbling hieart;

Harder yet froin this frail darling
Is it now to part 1

Father, talie lier not above
Ere she spealis one wvord of love.'

It -was spriingtinie whe-bn the mother
Frayed thât piteous prayer;

Suninier loosCdl the baby phattie,
Lifo wzas now too fair.

Tones thiat thrilled ler throughl and through,
Murînurcd, 1 Mother, I love you 1'

Now tho prayer rose, 'lDo not take lier
Till sho h-nows Vice, Lord;

Lot me tell lier Heavenly stories,
Malce lier Woû' Thty Word :

Teacli ber how to trust in The,
As now, lord, she trusts in ine 1'

Oli, our God bath patience truly,
F or Ho Nwaitea on,

Till the babe-Iips piaycd ,'ourFather,'
Ana « Thy Will bo donc.'

Thon He sent an amgel don,
Called Bis ehil& from cross to Crown.


