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THE CHURCHYARD EPITAPH.

Push back the tangled grass, and read the stone,-

His life's one sorrow breaking into rhynic,

—

Where he, the singer of a day alone,

Had worn our iron crown his little time.

41

„«„,««-*ii/l«^ l*'Mlii#)ihH «iiiiiiiiii.riM<iiiiiiiiui --


