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Tlicn chcmh, my ilcnrcst, ficMrs McNbinir,
III spite of tiro rukc and the lieau

;
1 liiiik piety worth your posMcsHing,

'TiH Hcavcn'8 bright jowcl helow !

Hnve faith in the Laml. that was sinSttcn
5

Without It all virtue ia dross
,

In the vylumc of truth it is m littcn
"We're sav'd by the blood of the' cross !'

'

Redemption f—dcli^ht in the story '

Vwm writ l)y tlic pencil of love :

I*air charter of liiuitlcss glory
;

The song of the spirits alK)ve.

A refuge! a rock of reliance j

On this you may joyfully build
;Hid justice and vengeance defiancw.

And boast in the blodd that was spill'd.

Should folly ami fashion assail you
Or vanity's bubble allure,

And no other refuge avail you,
llie Cross is a specilic cure.'

No matter how private your station,
lis love tliat enlarges the mind :

1 hat answers the end of creation.
Which moves in the circle assign 'd.

Wmt is there in classical pages
80 bright and so charming as this >

Irue love is a lusli-e of ages.
The day star of lieavenly bliss !

'Bove vanity, riches and pleasure,

_ 1 his sin-curing Anmlet prize j
-

.

I he poorest, possessing this treasure,
is rich in eternity's joys.
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