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n TUB BAxtrn is beporb thbb.

He smll*^!',—jind lo the night is day,

lie siealc",—the fetters fiill away,

Iiumortal life pcrvaJos the clay,

And pruibu br giu9 to J RSU3.

Cast by thy p^anucut, lingering soul I

And run io liiin who n oketh whole;

Kich gruce tiha!I bu the stuirand stoU

01' all who rim to Jksus.

THE KASTH IS BEFOBK THEE.

Thk Earth 8 before th»e,

And where will thou rest ?

At the foot of the hill?

On the mor.nialn'H proud crest P

Wilt thou rou^e the full power
Winch exists in thy soul ?

Or brood where the elghing brooks

Pensively roll ?

Earth's days are all gems-
Wilt thou pawn them awaj

For the cheat of an hour ?

For the sloth of a day,?

For a heart iVee from care ?

.

And A garb free froxDgl^ f


