
1 am des-tit-ave, YOU now Bee5
Just as My parents said 'twoulci be -
1 see my folly, féel my shame»
It me -Chat 1 aave them

T-HIRD PàRT.

]Blacl,-'s Counsel.

Said widow Black -. But, JO-h71, -my friena,
'Tis not too late your ways to, niend ;

Iýe'er despair, but with God's help -èm,7,
Ind tke right pursue till you die.

A Di ank your past Iffe need noz, be
Warn others from your faults to fee;
Tell them what sin hàs done for yeu,
What wretchedness it brought you zo.

.,ý--nd in this way, it maybe,
IvIany may yet li«ve to, bless thee,

-. Por helping them those sins to shuný
Luto whieh you have madly run.

i our iDarents we knew very -ýýeII,
Quite near to, them we used to dweil
Often for -you theïr tears were shed,
C*en for you their prayers were macle.

S'Ome time before your mother died,
.1 spent much time by her bedside ;

Her trust on Christ alone was stayed,
At death she did not feel dismayed.

My friend, one day she said to me,
if my John you should ever see,

To him my dying message ggive,
Tell him-Believe in Christ and live.

Tell him his mother's earnest prayer
Was thati he might God's blessings share
And that she migh-t meet him at last,
Where all the storms of life are past.

Said-JoËn: Now, Mrs. Blàé'L-ý 1 feel
The loss of mother's lo-ve so real;
How oiten to me she would say,-
For daily Wi£aom I ahould pray.


