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Tis Sabbathi rorn, and a holy baîni
DJrops down on the beart, lilie dew,

And the sunbeaîns glearn
Like a blessed dreani,

Afar on the mountains bine.
Old Hlannah's by lier cottage door
In ber faded widow'.s cap;

She is sittin,, alorie
On the old gray stone,

\Vith the Bible iii her lap.

An oak is hanging o'er her hcad,
And the burn is whirnpling by,

The prirniroses peep
Frorn their sylvan kcep,

And the lark is in the sky.
Beneath that shade, ber children played,
But they're ail away witb death,

And she sits alone,
On the old gray stone,

To hear what the Spirit saith.

11cr years are o'er three score and ten,
And hier eyes are waxing- dim;

But the page is briglit
WVithi a iiing-lht,

And lier heart leaps up to Ilim,
Who pours the miystic harmony,
Wbich the sou] can only hear;

She is not ulone
On the old gray stone,

Though thcre's no one staniding, near.

There's no one left to cheer lier now
But the eye that neyer siceps

Look-s on hier in love
From the heavens above,

And with quiet -«3y she weeps.
She fpcls the balîîî of bliss is poured
In lier worn heart's deepest rut;

And the widow ]one,
On the old gray stone,

lIas a joy the worid k-nows flot.


