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fear that tilt)tl -wilt fiail
To love ' nié till Pur nace is run.

Our nititual love is sfill as hale
As thoucrh ývc liad but jusf becrun

Tolink- our fate
In &state
.Gý Zn 1

where -joys for S()I-I-oVý--, Co1l1,pen-Sýate.

,Sol filled with seilse Of God's rich love,
Let tis those thi-ce

For thouçsl-i we 1«1ýl%»*C -With trials
To keep our still newl

Vv e 'ý;c liad Relicrion's liol v aid
Still -,Iie(i(Illiçr Sillishine on our %vavý

As %ve pur.stied our humble tr.11(le-
And strucruIed on from dav to dav.

Our hearts imbuëd
With uratitude

Çcall loud for voNvs to God rene,%ve(l..

Now lookincy back throucrh all veýais
midst chequered séencs -of dailv lifel

A faniilv of eight appears
For *' thec t(rlove and serve, iliv wife,,!

Thou wert indecd a vouthful bride,
But weàk iii bo(Iv -'ilot In hcart-

As thou niv cherisfied licarth bc.sidc
SSat dowil contentio (Io thV pa

A nd %v iJI 1 know
No lot below..

W CIS e er More free fi-oui-i carthlv ,woe.

Ii-1 ^this review I can't forge,
How oft in sickness, orrief and lxiiii,

Thv lovincr I-ieai-t our'ileeds has met,
'ýý,hîIe soLace rich came iii t1iv train.

\,7or when thy-self on-sick b-ed Icay,
Racked with .2Veuralgia's maddeiiimr
How Pati.ence -kept the wolf at ba.%,
And niade hiin soon witlidraw.his fangs.

Mv (Iztrliil-<y sweet,"
-lis ild (.-i.cet!

.1 thee xvith soiicr like tl s shoi

Nor yet wlicii by that dreadful fiall
rýThv linibs Were bruisedj thy systern'shook-,Al


