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Zhe (bhuvchýarb

Where the cyprcss trocs are drooping,
O 'or tho white slabbod silent town;

Where the low wind mournfully whispers,
Throligh the wviI1ows boxving do'wn;

Where the purpie fIowvors blossorn,
IFrom the poacoful oarthi ail brown.

The desorving ones shail be happy,
In regions overnioro fair,

Thougli their bodios are lowly rosting
Ijnder the ghiost stonos there,

Like sentinols of the stillness,
That silontly stand and stare.

Tho shadows corne; the shadows go;
Past flower and rnound. and troc.

No cheory larks in the branches sing,
Withi thoir caroloss notes and froc,

For shadows rcign in this silence,
With dominant cmpery.

Soc! flore is a modost violet,
And there is a rose blood-rod,

Across tho path a forgot-me-not
Is raising its purpie hoad,

For f!owovrs lielp tho shadows rule
In the eities of the dead.


