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Yours the sim-erity that grips

TtTr*n^!l''^
*'*" "**"'"*• «*'°"K and wise:

it thrilled you to your finger-tips
It set Its seal on brow and lips,
And shone within your dark, true eyes.

The throng knew not how rich the storeUf sympathy and trust you had-Knew not you were, till life was o'er
(iod s almoner among His poor,
God 8 comforter to sick and sad.

Too soon you went-we miss the cheer,
lYi^ kindliness vouchsafed to all-

The world seems strangely lone and drearWhen one whom many hearts hold dear
l-ares heavenward ere the shadows fall.

Too soon you went, and yet, maybe.
Your work well done, your task completeThe soul of you turned longingly

'

TfF^ ""^ P^"^ «nd jasper seaAnd fields of Eden rarely sweet.
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