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In Memory of Thomas DArcy McGee, 141

For this they slew him Now 4

We lifthis abuséd brow

And in our vainly cry io Thee

Who art our God! How long

Sh&U -hellish crime be strong

And âàvish spmts "Per with the free

A14 that Ml our days an bleak

With hate whieh éhilliiý and crime which pâles ihë chSk.

y these our days are cold

With driftings manifbld

Of, keener sorrows deepýning with the past,

time., -slow-Swift in ty

SOI brime its ancient blight.,

And lekadows fr«m inereasing clouds are eut;

And hearts still achet and heavy hands

Grow weary with their toü in many- Imd&


