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TREAD LIGHTLY THERE.

Ill NMiiilfi st;il>-l\- •I'^tle. with its i\ \'-i-o\i'ri-'l wallp.
WliiTi' r.'\-.lr.\- .ind iiiirlh liiiiK lh^l)u^;h its i!iarbU> halls:
"I'v.as llicn- a silnit KidUp weft- ^al lu-l t-il vuiiiid a bed ;

Tread I.iMlitly 'I'lu-ri'.'^ ymi stand hi the invsericf of tin- dead.

Withii! tlv iirih-Mii .vail in a cuinirt's k1""iii.v > dl,
l;»'(lint's an afj.-il man who for lifo is chionted to dwell.
It n.is not always thus with that inihapiiy .soul :

•'I'rcad I.if^htJN- 'I'lii-ft-." hv has almost rcacVed the ^oal.

In yonder lonely tint, on • iiioin.t a in^s nin.yeil side,
There kneels .an aKed man, who was oin e a mot iier^s pride.
False friends lelraved, he suffered by their rod ;

"Tread Lightly There," he's communing with his Cod.

I'l'oii h.a- lonely bed, a [latlent mother lay.
\\"lth Iter there was no nipht 't\yas one eternal day
Anil by h.f sio<id her oidy child who watched the Itickt-riiiK IiRht
Tr.Mii l.iKhtiy There," she's kissing him good-nieht.

Away in yonder lents on Afric's b.attle tield,
.\ic many of our friends, wlujse piecioiis li\-.s they yie.ld

;

.Xnd many tears are shed for tho.se who nobly fall ;

Tread I.iMhily Tla-r.-.'^ they are resjiondinK to their 'call."

Iiovn ill the ocean's b.'<i. 'iie.-ith showers of <rolden spray.
Where many of fathei-, son. ami husband l.iy.

There sleei. they deen. down in their briny be, I ;

"Tread Mainly Thei.-,- thoii art s.iilin^ (Tor the dead.

PASSING THOUGHTS.

'"''II ill m.N solitude I r.imble in t'ne village lane,
.And listen to the nnisic of the v.ai-bler^s song

;

Th.ii g.-'7,e in .xuathfiil iiptme upon the .golden ii,:i\t\

As my we,i,y feet rettise to lead me farther on.

'ifiimes I vievv that liouT', where i hildhooiPs days were spent
'l"o lisl'ii to the sound of bells that tloat upon the air

1 see the old •chun h spire'^ where I each Sabbath went.
.\iid met the aged, and the young: the deerepid and the fair.

I winder in the old church-yard, where my companions rest,
'i'hen ^:r/.r upon the tonibs that deiaite ih.-ir resting jilace :

.A yision stand.s before me : a piing arises In my breast
And phantoms of th pa-' ; nd ft.nie. nty tearful eyes will trace.

I hear the bleating of the sheep, also the neighiUK of the horse.
As I ilid ill da\s of yore, which can never more return :

Vet why should I u it hill my breast now cultiv.-ite remoise.
SiiKc kind I '1 ii\ idciii e did m.\ wayward footsteps ' "n.

iiniiies I walch the biib.ws with their silver spray.
And the little petrel tli.it follows us each day ;

I hear the 1 aiiun.iu'e ,,f the waves In .-i reljuking voice now say
Ueniember these this night \\ ho bade you dally pr.iy.


