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THE DYING CHILD.

Beside thle' death-bed of her child,
A mother sat in grief;

But to her pain and anguish wild
There came a sweet J.elmfl

- .The dying ¢hild,in: nccentsxmild-

And full of holy love, ...

The.silence broke while thus she spoke

of bnghter scenes«above
« Oh, mother dear, you need; not fe&r
Nor fret yomself for me;.
Dry from your cheépk the fallmg {ear,
+ 1.s00n shall happy be.

‘I soon shall reach that blyssful land,
Ang joid thiat hoppy throng, -

“Who ‘ever-stand at:God’siightihand

Singing their joyous song.

"« 11 wit for you and father dear

.On that bright happy-shors,
‘Where death: nor sorrow cométh near
And friends depart no more.

¢¢Then 16t nie go—I must not sthy;
I hear my Saviour’s voice;.
The n,n els beckon me away,.
id my soul re_]ome.

The angels fairthave comeand:gone,
They bore, that child away;
Another soul is at the throne,,
Here but: the-lifeless clay.

N

Oh, friends bereaved, weep not for those

Whom Jesus died to 54v8,

Through Fini they conguer'd- ‘a1l ‘thézrfoes

And: j:numphed o’er-tueigrave,
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