
Bt jarewell to 92
Nineteen twecIve, your robes are 'railing,
O'er our eartb, ivhich they are veiliilg,
In deep shadows, at whose paling,

'We -ni1l bail another year.
And the churchi bouls, -%%ildly swinging,
Happy groetings now are flinging,
To the New Year; and are ringing

Teiling us that it is bore.

Let us chant a carol holy,
Praisiug you, as you pass slowivy,
Until you have vanished whloly,

To return to us no mure.
Robed in 'wiutor's snowy -%rhiteness,
With your steps of fairy lightness,
You wvill glide out froin the brigbtncss,

'When the New Year ope's the door.

We eau sec you siow]y siipping,
Whi]e your drowsy days are dippiug,
In the darkiness, that is gripping,

.Ail thie aeons that have passed.
In the future we'11 be yearning,
Fortheli days -we now are spurning,
'Wheu iu niemory -we're returuiug,

Through the years we have amassed.
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