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Had aimed the missive all too sure
Which dulled the warm Young life.

.When skill had failed, love took its place
The little gift was given ;

-Orie moments brightness lit the face,
And life from death seemed riven.

Oh ! deep within each mothers soul
This'deed of love shall tell

While Èe who made the wounded whole,
Such acts He noteth well.

Yèa, Who the reins of right doth hold
'Yond tortuous frauds of time,

Sees brazen vice, ungilt by gold,
And poverty no crime.

He shall adjqdge in righteousness,
And sickness, wo e and dearth,

With ruammon fall; and Heavens own bliss
Outweigh the wrongs of earth.
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ANOTRERyear hath passed away 1
once more, a joyous band,

We hail with mirth thy Natal Day,
. Saint of the Heather Land.


