row not as others
The Lord Himself will conré,
And though our hearts are breaking,
Our loved one is at home.
Lord! ‘tis our earnest longing
To meet Thee in the air,
Earth’s joys are all receding,
Our portion is not here.
i g - Farewell, but not forever,
. Some day we'll meet again,
And through eternal ages
Our joys will be the s:
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