
F'S4
i It)

5n /ftemortem.

TMI LATI RCV. A. M. PHILLIP!*. 1.0

The prophet sleeps, his labor* o'er,

Gone up to rest 'at noontWe of his power;
His battles won, the stbrm and conflict past,
His soul has gained Its crowning peace at last.

But truth ride* on, its radiant car.

Resigns too soon, the hero of the war.
Btrt others mount, and hurl the battle brand,
So l^ly borne In this true wairlor>s hand.

^
^d not In vain, for trutW fair light

Shall gild anon, the gPoomyyome of nJght

;

And sin and death and tears^ sorrow cease.
For lo! the coming of the Prlnc^of Peace.
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