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Fi !hm ’woy lite's: blnuna;a swect an‘.loy
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4nd here we' are bexids a creek, Upon & lzttle atoney krob.
Yo pluct 1o go and ncug,ht to sec, .-

- Buv stock that hn:‘e «re rumning wild. L
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Cil now 1 piser the sabboth schood ‘
»!!hat lsed to bc ny awten care.
N I nias the ohildrer. They mise me. .
Oh, when again ahall I be ihere?
A 1ife thut's bm‘ied in tte tush’
it Juet a 1ife’ tnat’z spent’ in vain Lo 5 s : =
¥e wiss the h;.gher, ‘brighter Joye, And nothing arter an remain. 7
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ZThat 1lives a Godlels, reckleas lizs
Ihen all my l.bo’.:rs have &n mﬁ?
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