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Stone They have fitted a siab of granite so gray, And swcet Alice lies un der the

Ca lit (Io. C01141voce.

s
Oh! don't you remember the wood, BBoLT,

Near the green sunny siope of the hiHl;
Where oft' no have sung 'neatli its Nvide-s reading shade

.Ana kept time to the ehicik of tho wif.
The milii; gone to DENyfl BOLT,

Ana a quiet now roigns ail aroungl;
Seo, theolad rustie poreh with its roses so sweet,

Lies scatter'd and fallen to the ground.

Oh ! don't vou remember the S01100l, B3EN B3oLT,

And the Master so kind and so true,
And the littie nook by tho elcar running brook

Whera we gathered the flow'rs as they grew.
On the M~aster's grave grows the grass, BEN BOLT,

And the runniug littie brook is now dry;
And of ail the friends nho were schoolmates then,

There remains, BEN~, but you and 1.


