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Froni you goes forth a virtue flot your own,
Th'at heals sick spirits -it is Chzzist's ovn love,
Tint burning in you, warmis your brother too.

What grateful wishes fleod bis waking sou)
H4e could adore you only that -instead
He Hini adores in whose sweet Narne you sped
So promptly borne by Meroy's winged feet.
fie Humi in you adores whose stores you keep),
Dispenser of bis earthly charities.
0 God ! how littie wiIl relieve the poor!
How littie rescue from an earthiy grave!
How littie too, wvill win a heavenly crown
A coin, a morse), or a quickcnirig draughit.
'Ihcse, to you, trifles, steeped in Mercy's dew,
Grow into boons for him who haply gets,
And into Feins for him who kindly gives;

These are thy works sweet Charity, these bind
God to the rich, and to the rich His pcoor
No nobler, bolier, decds are donc by mnan;
No surer swceter path leads up to heaven.
Swceet on its pillow rests at night the head
That bends in pity o'er the sick man's bcd.
Not the disciplc's head alone wvas blcst,
You too may lcari upon the Saviour's brcast.
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