How dearly God must love us
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How dearly God must love us and this poor world oburs,

To spread blue skies above us and deck the earthttviflowers.
There's not a weed so lowly, nor bird that cleavethe air,

But tells, in accents holy, His kindness and his oa

He bids the sun to warm us and light the path we &ad;
At night lest aught should harm us, He guards our wlcome bed:
He gives our needful clothing, and sends our daifipod;
His love denies us nothing His wisdom deemeth good.

The Bible, too He sends us, that tells how Jesusnea,
Whose word can save and cleanse us from guilt anghsand shame:

Oh, may God's mercies move us to serve Him with oyrowers,
For oh, how He must love us and this poor world oburs!
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