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Hothen dean,

In chaldhood days, when 1 beaan
To rRnow ZLhe pressunre of youn hand,
CLasping farmly "round wmy own,
When canes j[+rnst came Lo frianien,
I know you stood s0 stolidly
Between a wonld of hunts and me,
Vou rounded o[} each jagaed stone,
My Lany Load to Liahiten,

In nouth my Life seems much anvolved:
So many proolems wel unsolved;

The wronag desine; the weakened will,
And Lthen fLhe steps T musit nefrnace,
but nou, the saint o} motherhood,

Did not condemn, but undernstoed,

And subtly, with unerninag SRALEL,

liath me trangressions would erase,

And s4ince T1've come Lo man's estate,

I nealrze "Lis not too Late

To tell you, wath humble neanrk,

How baiaht you've made the paths 1 trod.
Forn Lhouah 1've known hearntache and feans,
Have Lraveled valleys dark with j[eans,

Sp pernfectly you plLaved younrn panri,

You prove the vernity of God.

Forn "God 48 Love," and eveny act
0f youns proclaims thas Lthouaht a fack

And 30 Lthene 4sn't anyone

Morne proud Lhan 1, fo be
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