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silent graves,-beyorid, these flows the placi 1 river, the distant
his growvingy ever- faiîîter. In, this peaceful v'aliey lie the dead,
-resting Iiov quiet ib is! llow sohenn! Ahi, bore Deathi
cornes very close to us,-ycb we shudder not, but commune i
caliniiess withi the Spiribuall and miedititbe upon, the fair aspect
of those imineasurabie ages, succeedingy this one instant, of
etcrnity. .And thon wve read this old roinance--you have heard
it-and, reading, liea.' constantly the soinbre-sounding bell,
suggcsting no ineongruity in whatever part of the st\)ry, oniy
the slow, sure> steady ineasuring-out of the troubied tiiiie or
life, and through ail the feeling grows: " Lo, it is good! > The
othier, minor refrain, show'ing the harmony of NL-ature ani lier
devout subruission to the wiii of the 'Suipreme, wc hear and
read,

"Oh, the littie birds sang east,
And the littie birds sang west,

(Toit slowly.)
And 1 read this ancient Rhyme
In the chiurchyard, while bbc cheime

Slowly tollcd for one at rest."

The story read, the book laid down, again we see the churchi-
yard and hecar those reconci]ed refrains of Nature and Death.
And our thioughts le.ap away from the tragedy and comedy and
wvilfuliiess of hiurnan life to the serenity and all-sufficiency o?
Ood. Thc objeet o? tie whiole soul-renewing poein is to impress
and coxnmend the thoughlt of the two concluding stanzas of bue
epilogue,

"Oh, the littie birds sang east,
And the little birds sangr west,

(TOUl sl0wly.)
And 1 said in under-breath,
'Ail our life is inixed witla death,

And wvho knoweth whieh is best ?

"Oh, the littie birds sang( east
And the littie birds sang west,

(Toit, slol.y.)
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