
As opso fom heve fall

And shed their sweetneès over a1l, 0,
So corne thy precepts which deelare
Thaý God o'er ail1 extends Ris care.

As beams of morn frora heaven flow,
And evening's gentie breezes blow,
S.o corne the trnths thy leaves unfurl'd-
A flood of liglit upon the world.
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