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CHIMES.

By Rose Ferguson.
this Midden burnt of nnnic pealing, 
„ chime replying? Cadence «reI 
t very fibres, rousm 

Lite'choufaio mLc waked by 
In quickening time 
And perfect rhyme 
The notes now rise, now tan ,
Some cause must be,
But not for me 
To question facts at all.

Still on they chime, in greater

That is echoed round,
Till the air with music teems.
Joy has come, and oh,
Howthe,—£tinBjre.m,

Slower grows
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no more.

Like our
Dear heart, they’re ceasing .
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Rising and falling,
Mem’ries recalling ;
Dearer the melody now as 
Always ’tis after 
Moments of laughter,
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