Ethel Renove (Wuilfer

‘“’T'rouble the master not, for she is dead,’’
But a gentle hand
Was laid upon his arm, and in his ear

T'he Savior’s voice sank thrillingly and low:

“She 1s not dead, but sleepeth.”’

These words, spoken so many years ago, seem to be spoken
in our hearts to-day; and, though we could not hear the master
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We can never realize the great privilege granted us

in having come 1n contact with her pure and innocent life.

Our hearts are sad when we think ot our loss, and yet our sor-
row 1s softened by the sweet memories which are ours.

These memories will always be fondly cherished, not only by

them but by all

her schoolmates.

Her many friends are deeply indebted to her mother for plac-
ing in the library the memorial window, which recalls to them always

many beautiful thoughts of her.
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