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4 I WILL NOT LET THEE GO.

How readest thou ? .

I am the resurrection and the life: he that believeth on me though he
were dead, yet shall he live: and whosoever JiVeth and believeth in me
shall never die. Believest thou this? Yea, Lord. Jonn, xi. 25, 27

I WILL NOT LET THEE GO.

My hope,—ye lov’d but ling’ring few,—
Is of the Everlasting, true;

Of faith in him, who is the sum

Of past, of present, and to come ;

And, save the height forever known

The summit of comparison,

It fills conception’s highest place,

In growing glory, gobdness, grace ;—

So sweet—so pure—so chaste—so fair—

And holy—that it hides compare.

What, though it tremblingly expand,
Beneath the rigors of the land ;

Sigh for the airs of heavenly rest,
That fan the arbors of the blest;
And slowly lift its righteous head,
Where rank fears yet are nourished :—
It lives to smile on all regrets,

Ev’n in a Sun that never sets !

My gentle Hope—my MAIDEN hope—
My heart’s trust in immortal scope ;

My fond——wise—faithful—Oh ! to tell
But half thy praises passing well !

The glorious Gospel light put on,

And meet, with me, the Holy One,

’Tns done—she knows He cannot lie, -
“And loves too well to doubt and die.
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