Now with grief bowed down
In erim Old London Town,
Sorrow sublime,—

Fneraven in space and time !

ITer boys !

And her marshal veteran,

Pobs, himself,—a man

A very prinee of Mars !

A searred with her wars,

And her son,—The King !

And the prinees of all the earth !

The slow procession passes,

And is eone like the leaves and the

Of vestervear !

W. L.
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