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BY Nebo's lonely mountain, on this aide Jordan's wave,In a vale, in the land of Moab there lies a lonely grave.Anid no mian knows that sepuichre, anRl nO m'an saw it e'ler;For, the angels9 of God upturned the sod, and laid the dead man there.

That wag the grandeat funeral that ever passed on eartii.But no man heard the tranipling, or saw the train go forth-Noiselessly, as the Daylight cornes back when Night is doue,And the crimson sitreak on ecean's check grows into the great Sun.

Noiselesaly, s the spring-time her crown of verdure weaves,And ail the trees on ail the hills open their thousand leaves;So, without sound of music, or voice of themi that wept,Silently down from the mountain's crown, the great p)rocession swept.

Perchance the bald old eagle, on grey Beth-Peor's height,Out of his lonely eyrie, looked on the wondrous siglit;Perchance the lion stalking stii shuns that hallowed spot,For, beast and bird have seen and heard that Which Inan knoweth not!

But when the Warrior dieth, his comrades i the war,With armna reversed and muffled drumns, folOw his funeral car;They show the banners taken, they tell bis batties won,And after him lead bis masterlesa steed, while peals the minute-gun,

Amid the noblest of the land we lay the Sage to, reat,And giv the Br nhnue lcwt otymri rs,
I t âhe getmintrtaspweelgislc lre alAnd th organ igadtesetcorsns ln h embaonc Wall.

Thjs was the truest warrior that ever buckled sword;This the moat gifted poet that ever breathed a word;-ndneyer earth's philosopher traced with bis golden pen,On the deathies page, trirths haif 50 sage as he wrote do"n for men.

And had he not high honor,-the hiil-side for a pail?To lie in state, whîle Angels wait, with stars for tapera tail!And the dark rock-pines, like tossing Plumes, over lus bier to wave!And God's own hand, in that lonely land, to lay hinu in the grave!

In that strange grave without a name,-whence lis uncofFjned ClayShail break apain, O wondrous tho t lit before the Judgment day,And stand, with glory wrapt aroundé on tbe'hilb he neyer trod,And speak of the strife that won Our 11f., with the Incarnate Son of God.

O lonely grave in Moab's landi O dsrk Beth-Peor's h111!Speak to these curions hearta of ours, and teach theni te be stili.God hath His mysteries of grace, ways that we cannot tell.Hie hides.them, deep, like the hidden sleep Of him Hie loved'se weil!

122


