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A PASTORAL ADDRESS
TO THE CONGREGATION OP SOUTH GOWER, OXFORD

AND MOUNTAIN.

My Dear Brethren :

'

>• }!' '\"°^ w;tH words of feigned affection or faise^.endsh.p that I address you on thi present occasL formy heart ,s filled with gratitude, and overflows with ove
It is now upwards of ttvelvo months since the Lord inclinedmy soul to visit this far offland of strangeT^, and^^
tract of desert; and I can say, witlAe utmSt f^edom
I have never yet known what it is tSlret thrieav^^^fmr native shore

; and never did I spld twelve moShJwith_so much pleasure and delight as the last Tweh^^months have been spent. Still, I must say, .

.
" '^here is a spot of earth supremely blest.

^

A dearer, sweeterspot. than all the rest."

"Where the home of oar infancy stood."

Around that place, be it ever so homely, there resta.
.
«.ored halo whichever makes glad the heJofS. WT,«

fSrS,***^ •'''?*' '"^*^' «"a«=<l"ainta:cesSfamiliar fr ends sighs not, w memory calls up froi itss|^red hiding-place those happy houR, when WTinrtheart .nkin3red sympathy! The cold forms of^orlXac^uaintanceshm, having for its basis self-interr „5earthly aggrandizement, can never atone for the loss ofearly.assocates
; and the absence from that soi In «^ichour first footsteps tottered, endeared by time wdZtoaw!

#:

' Breathes there a man with soul so dead.Who never to himself hath said^
This IS my own, my native l«»a,*»
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