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In Memoriam.

The following lines were writ
ten in memory of our neighba{
and triend, W. D. Pope :

“God Giveth His Beloved Stoep,”

Ince more have the pearly gates swung wide,
And the Savior whispered “come™,

As He stood at the edgre of the crystal tide

. And beckoned to him thal's gene,

Did'st not bhestr the angel wings ab dawn
When they compassed the demons of pain ?

And whispered “thub far” and soitly “sleep on,”
*Iis the sure peace of God.  Death is slain.

| Safely he passcd where the dark shadows pressed;
‘| Ledon by the nall-plerced hands ;
Hell close to the Savior's thelcewounded! hru:mt.
Tifl far o'er the deap tide he stands,
His tender voilce whhpumr.l “I am with thee ; fear
nit H
The rivers #ﬁll-fﬁn't M'!'l'ﬂi:m' :
The sraterd we piss through shall all come to
- naught
And the pure joys of Heaven we'll know."
The victory Is tora from e cild grave at last
And death his lost ite stiag ;
The beloved of God but pasi into rest
W ho close to the cross ever cling,
They pross round the throne, by the river of lile
And sing swectest songs of deop pralse
Forever net free from the thralldom of strife,

T heir anthems of victory raisc. X

Then weep not for him, He has passed {ata rasts
For him i the far better pare;

In rhe homo of the ransomed forever ho's blest ;
Lot Jeaus apeak prace to thy heart.

When you go dowa chrough the waters at last,

" His hand shall uphold thee in lova;

And you'll m>et the dear oazs wao have sileasly

T pasdad
Tgthe realms of the blass:1 abnm ;
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