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VOICES OF THE HEARTH.

But, O hark ! Those strains of Heaven,
. Séund louder in mige ear, :
Whisp'ring : “ Thy God, Thy-Father, .
© Will guard those children dear.” -
Louder they grow, now drowning

All sounds of ‘mortal birth,
And in wild triumphant sweetness

Bear me aloft from earth !
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