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RELIGIOUS BULLETIN
December 8, 1930

O OUR LAD

We have coloved qouy clook with gold IPor we know that « tie will come,
Aud erowned qov with everng star, The graduating yeni,
Aweed the silvery ship of the wmoon When thousands and thousands of us
We have moored where wour white feet are, Who dieamed on goar beauty here
As poun look on this world of ours, Wil gather before your faee
Creenpres, apd lokes, and towers, And dream and tadle of this place.
Yoo are good to ns, O Great Queen, Then when gowir Son cowes by
frood as cur mothers are, You wil tell Him, ax of old,
Ay enow ss by name, voaell one - “These ure the baps e Lnear,
Al Heavenly Registrar, I, in my cloak of gold,
Fater our ntmes in the boolk You at the Dreakivg wi Dread.
Lito achich sour dear Son wddl loolk! These are the troops You fed”

Avd o shont chall split 1he sleies
Aw Hie ponles send up Hice Neoe,
A ogelden honr iv heaven
When poar song, () Notge Thone,
Kneel to their Lewdey doirn,
There by the hene of gows gown,
08,
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