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LESSON Xtvi.—«THY WILL BE DOHK.»

It is a short and simple pray'r

;

But 'tis the Christianas stay,

Through every yaried scene of care,

Until his dying day.

As through the wildemess of life

Calmly he'wanders on.

His pray'r m every time of strife

,

Is stiU—"Thy vrill be done!^ ^"

When in his happy infant years '

He treads 'midst thomless flow'rsj
When i)ass away his smiles, and tears,

Like April suns and show'rs :x,

Then, kneeling by his parents' hewtih,
Play-tired, at set of sun, ^ v . '

What is the prayer he murmurs forth?*
"WuithGT, thy will be done!"

iad when the winter of his age^
Shed^ o'er his lodes its snows

;

Wben hi) Q»n feel his pilgrimagfl^

.
Fast (Irawing (o a cloi^

:

Then, as he finds his strength decsfin^

. This is his prayer alonsj^
" To thee my spirit I resign^-

.
" Father

! thy will be done !»» !'
,. "^^^t^

W^n

"\


