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E'S gone, the good old mnan wlose life
- a- (bile ,\Vcet inicvls'd Sacrifice.

1-l, as we gaze upon bis dust,
A sainthv féeling titis the soul
Wi\Vh v'ererabIe awe sublime.
1-lis wvas a goodly span %voulcl mine
Sor aclow sue 1ubl, ndso goodt
So eren sowhumblen hd iso glibt
And 1)eath-so happy-but to breathe

And find iunself in 1-leav.en blis home.
'lo l)reathe, and feel the burden fail
Prom off blis shoulders stooped with toil.
'ro breathe, and sec the facc of God
Andi joys thc I)ravest dare îîot paint.
'lo breathe, aild free a %"eary soul
From rarmkling; chains that A'jiami forged.

No tear
Drops o'er the missioner's grave,
No breaking, heart sighs o'cr bis clay,
13ut %vith a holy, cairm respect,
Kind friends and strangercis' falling hiands
Commit thie sacrcd duist to eartb.
There is a holy bushi around,
And but the snowflhkes rocit to tears
Upon the pal1 dm1t covers imui
We lov'd as Father and rever'd as Smc

P'rbaps fromn tby humble slab may risc
'Ihu Angul Famle, to show the world
W«bat ilodest Saints like îbee acbievc
Wlc plodding on unnoticed hicrc
'l'lie humble j>ath that Icads bu Go.,
And courts ic î>raise froin ickle muen,
But feels this life a pilgrimage
Ad id -laven true immn ortality.
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