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grown a trifle weary, whose hands have gath-
ered the roses, only to find them turned to
ashes, whose laughter has more sadness than
mirth, whose eyes have grown dim, whose
lips tremblingly plead, * Lead, kindly light.”
¢ Lead, kindly light.” The words are whis-
pered by the old, whose tired feet are unable
to move, whose palsied hands are helpless,
whose head is bowed, by the weight of years,
whose eyes are sightless, from whose tremb-
ling lips are scarcely heard the whispered
prayer, ¢ Lead, kindly light.”

“ Lead, kindly light.” The sunken eyes are
closed in death, the tired hands are folded,
the heart has ceased to beat, the mute lips
are stilled, the weary feet are at rest, a look
of ineffable peace rests upon the still face,
while all the air is filled with sweet music and

the murmur of gentle voices pleading, “Lead,
kindly light.”
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