
:RS' LAMENT

, (l(>atli. passed l)y,
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incl wirli disease, he ^la/etl,

ibod he fro/e,
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But I'll press in memory's hallowed leaf,

Tim bud of mv openin;^ llower,

As live would liavJ pressed \u her hopeless trr.ef.

A petal from i:den's bower.

And I'll bless the hand that lent it now,

For the idol of my love.

Was wont to enshrine itself below.

Hut now it's enshrined al)Ovo.

RESURRECTION.

Come with me this lovelv mornins.

To the t^ravevard's sacred mound ,

Hrinj.v some fraiA-rant little ilower.

For the dear one "neath the ^-round.

Do not brins a wild tield flower-

She amouK them never strayed ;

No nor one culled from the -arden.

Flowers with which she never played.

BrinK the little Rrave a tipwer.

From the rose beside our bed
,

That exhaled its kindly odors ,

Round her little living head.

Come .avay with me tliis morning,

To the graveyard's little mound ,

We may weep as once did -'esus

For the dear one 'neath the ground.
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