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Oh Thou
! uho hast awakened ,ne fruni dust.

And made sueh facnlties and .seuH'.s mine,

To ,c-an thy work., how heauteous how angnst,

And eonunune witli the spirit all enshrinr-.

Ami take some part in providence divine.

If now my labours toucli their destined goal.

Into thy hands my future I resi-ni

Oh Souree of all things, Refuge of the whole !

Vouehsafe to aeeept the last thanksgiving of my soul.


