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• Many a flower in bud of lif •,

In a moment, wastes away;
And many a flower that blooms to day,
Tomorrow will decay.

^ Trials perhaps he would h tveh ait
^^Now no more will bef* T

.* He's now at rest, for God knows
| f

He alLthings can for3ee.

"A"'

Canmore Cemetery. I

Upon a wild and lonely pi.un
^^Thc villajire j^raveyard stands,
Surrounded by m'>untain)tis heights,

. Thick wood, and bushy Lnds. *

*

Mountain pines, all eharrcJ wifiifire

^
Lie scattered all around; 'i

FiiKi epitaphs, grand monuments^.
Are no where to be found.

Hot a flower, blooms on the soil,
For nothing there will grow; '

'

In winter time, when days are'wilcl,
All's mantled o'er with snow. .'.\

)und those tombs, the piercing wmds
,

JNeer cease their mournful tone;
btill memory and hearts are walm, .

For loved ones that
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