


The day is cold and dark and dregy,

It rais NP 2eTer wagy,
10 the moalderig

Hat at every gust the dead loarms oy

And the day is dark and dreary,

obes of youth fall thiek is the
Aod the days are dark sad dreasy,

Ba atill, sad heart, and coase repining,
Behiad the cloud §o
Thy fat is the comm
Tato each life rome rals
Bome daye must be dark
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But the weaver's thoushta were wandering

And be turned bis dim eyes to the grownd,
04 tears foll on the woo! ¢
Yor bis thoughts, slas! wers wot with bis home,
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the bripe's mnm Mr. W. J. Raybura, near
Richmond, Ky., b . Danlel

8a) of Death haa bees to viskt wi and bas nn-
one of our oldest sad mo't llul brethreo, L. W,
Hodied b

beea a Baptlet ahoat six

ussful mas, ulu a d- fe
1eavea & Large cirol
monen biy los: bu wlll- W 1a our Tos 1 1 his
mala. Ho goss to bis reward.

OATH.—8lster Oltve'Cols was bora
1800, and was married “J'Il oﬂl i |n~
preseded bls cympanton to )

Tés, Al
70122 sbe bore with patieat.
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Threater bad
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