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VALEDICTORY HÝMN.

BY MAGGIE SINCLAIR.

Glad murnurings -rise fron festive throngs
The laugh of happy hearts I hear;
Earrh echoes bà*c* èr childrèn's songs,
And joy-notes wander far and near.
Yet, .list.!..a wailing undertone
Quivers through ail the troubled air,-
Ti soïro's never-ceasing moan,

'The dreary dirge.-no.tes, of.despair.

And with those grief.wrung notes of pain
There mingles still. ie dying wail
Of thöse Whô pass vulh'ee hope is vain,
Where prayer cai zevermore avail.

*..heen, consecrated band 1
Go quickly at your Masters call;
Tell the glad ±Mdings 'r the land,

.... ".Therze's .Loon it Jesus' love;for al.".

"Ro.fior thetirobbing heart of grief;
Rest for the way-worn wanderer thère;

*Hope for 'the-lost -on'e,-sure ireRef
For all -who need hisd erder care."

.S.wev.-never from your 'chosen way,
Though earth may lure your wea,ry feet
Ott-wiles 'inông easefül bôtverms to stray,
H.siten. ton.a.efalse as. sweet -

O, h.- er r.ot ! Night cornes apace-
Death s endless, rayless, hopeless night !
Fè'ai tiotT pöùTKitig;UifHIiù wvèt graêe,
Will bless you withpr-evailing ipigh!,

And His own hand. each,brow shall crown,
His voice with ten'der welcome greet,
When ye shall lay your trophies down
In loving worship at ifeèt.


