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TIUE DYÏNG OHILD.

Beside th'e death-bed of' hr child,
A mother sat in grief;

But to her pain and anguish wild
1 here came a sweet relief.

The dying child, linitecentsi mild
And ful of holy love,

The.silence broke while tlhs she spoke
Of btighter-scnes<above:

"Oh, mother dear, you- need, not fear.
Nor fret yourself for me;:

Dry from your chëek-the falliigtear,
I Isoon shal-happy>be.

"I soon shal, reach that blisiful !and,
And joiti that happy tihrong,

Whoceversatand atGodssi-ight4hand
Singing their joyous .song.

"I'll wdit for you and father'dear
On thatbright happy'shore,

Where death nor sorrow comèth near
And frienda depart no more.

" Then let nie go-I must not stÉi;
I hear my Saviour's voice;

The angela lieekon me away,
'An bid mny soul rejoice."

The-angels-fair1have corne gaud gone,
They bore that child away;

Another soul is at the throne,,
Here but thelifeless clay.

Oh, friends bereaved, weep not for those
\Vhom Jesus.died to save,

Thróugh Hiiyrthey coniquer'd alf hdfiilës.
And.triumphed-o'er-tiegriave
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