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I'm weaker, «ii* weaker, an' weaker; I fancy
the end am't for,

But you know why uere on my deathbed I
tfaii^ o' the Lard ad her.

And He who by men'a hands tortured ottered

that prqrer diTiac,

'Ull pardon me linkin' Him like with a dawg
at forgave like mine.

When the Lord in Hi* mercy call* me to my
laat eternal pitdv

I know a* you'll treat her kindl|r--fromiae to

take ny bitckl
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