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ot @ﬁnm f/lﬂ Qﬁmaurzrm&by for thoel
Zi é’wg brg}m VG called thee in vain.
5 f’-?"*@’@aaﬂdtlzﬂa when joy bt its orown to thy days
S ICe calld thee in sorrow and pain

@ tum while the Qdaviour in mergy is wating
; Bnd steer for the FCarbour Light!
@Cor/wwdvyou kenow but your soul may be driffing

Over the deadine tonight?

@ sinner; thine éars have boon deaf ts IEis voicel
Chine eyes to FGis glory beon dim.
Che adalls of thy Qbaviour have so weariad thee
@ what if they should weary IGCim?

@ simner; the OBpirit is striving with thee.
C¥ha if Ce should strive never mors?
CBut laave thee alone in thy darkness to dwoll
S sight of the heavenly shore?

@ sinner CGod's patience may weary some day
Bind leave thy sad soul in the blast!
OB willfil resistance youre dnffiad wray -
Ovyer the deaddine at last




