WHEN BADGE GROW.S OLD

[Ve’ve shipped the handage from vour cyes,
- We've drawn aside the veil
That hides our sacred mysteries
From men beyond our pale,
And now upon vour glad young breast
We place a pin of gold—
You can not know how richly blest
T1ll this new badge grows old.

How brightly in this mystic gloom
[ts letters shane for you,

W hile now within our chapter room
Each eager dream comes true;

Full many a dream shall drop to dust
And manvy a hope lie cold;

But you shall find no hint of rust
['17hen this new badge grews old.

This badge proclaims the newest part
Of all our endless line,

As hand to hand and heart to heart
I17e form the cternal sign.

Grip tight the hinks of this dear chain,
God qgrant they long may hold;
You can not make such friends again
I'When this new badge grows old.

T his hittle hour of happiness
Shall hght your future way
1 hrough years whose course we can
But guess, from promase of todav.
Unreckoned now some happy bovy
May watch your name enrolled
And wear his father's pin with jov,
When this new badge grows old.

I hen close together, hand to hand
And heart to heart—ifor, Oh!

Tonmight yvou can not understand——
But some davy vou shall kncww.

So now 1upon vour glad voung breast
We place thas pin of gold;

God qive vou only of his best

- When this new badge grows old.

—Charles Field Kellog.
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