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And grassy pathways,,areh"d-o'erbead

With slowly waving trees,

That dôwnward lead to some blue lake'

Scarce ruffied by the breeze.

That Mound,-it is the lost oné's graye

'And ea'h (-,-alm sound and sight,

In- which, thro.ughout her haly life,

Her spirit took delight,

Now meet around her place of r.est.'

And what tho' vain the car ê

That chose the lovelie.st spot of earth,

And laid the slumb'rer there ?

He who '" hath borne éur sorrows miles

In pity.on sueh deeds

As soothe the bitter agony

With which a lone héart bleeds!

V.

'Tis morn; the dew is on the grass,

The lark- is in the cloud,

The early rays have scarcely kzissd

The flow. rs in slumber bow'd.


