
IN MEMORIAM.

Dead-but the sun of his life sliall live--
Shall beam through aNATIO-'S tear;

And the crozier-hand and the (rifted tonaue
Shall bless each heart at his bier.

Dead-with a century kneeling by-
The snow-crown'd years of the past,

With mitred heads and treniblinom lips
Utter the prayer At last!


