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1 1 - fâce that n*cfhtThere had been somethin(ý *n his 1

That tlir'lled our hearts with fcar,
An undefinable, Mysterlous liorlit,

Which told us Heaven was near.

He *had a deeper lustre in. lus eVeS5.

His smile had seeniccl more bright,
Ti]1ý loo-ina in his iàce, all Paradi-se

Seemed opened to o u r s t

Soon chimed the, çlock. Ancl scarcc1ý had ît ceased,
Than tolled the cImpel bell,

As though or some Ion", suffériner soul released,
Its slow funereal knell

And on its ebon wings. the rising gale

Swept landward from the s'ea,
And min led with. the chapel bell's long wail

Its own sad symphony.

»We foiind him l' inor liféless, as h'e said,
Before the altar prone,

Nor laid our sinful hands upon the dead,
But left him there alone


