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You were no common man when you lived with us here on

earth, and to-day you are no common spirit as you stand amid

the innumerable liost l)cfore tlie throne of Goil.

In your own right yo\i took rank here below as a supreme

creative workman; in your own right to-day you take rank

among the supreme creative gods.

There in the highest regions of the ideal for countless ages

yotir work will go on moulding into higher and yet more noble

forms the spirit of nian.

\\)ur life for me lit up the past with an auroral splendor, and

upon the world's future you will shine a glorious sun, but the

present is darkened by the somber shades of your setting.

Ihit our last word to you must not be a monnifnl one, wliat-

ever pain we may feel. l,ot it rather be a cry of i-xultation that

you were given to the world, and that we have known you and

know you.

That it has been my good fortune to know both yourself .uid

your teaching fills me even this day with an unbounded sense of

triumph ; anil I rejoice to think antl believe tliat there are others

who know you and whose record shall help to carry on that

knowleilge to future generations.

All that is best in me I owe to you, and as long as I live I

shall honor, thank ami serve you.
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" Ami thoui;1i no ^tnnce tpvenl Ihou ilocsl accept

My liiini;\jjc
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lliiis 110 losH, I prolVoi it

Ami h\A llioo Ciller (jloiiously thy rest,"

FRANCIS Howard Williams:

These arc the wonls of the Zend Avesta

:

/// thf cttif of (hf thirJ ni\:;ht, ivhev Ihf ifiiivn af<f*fivs, it sfrms

to thf soul of thf faithful out its if it u>oe htou^ht amiiist plants

a»ti a swfft-sffntfd ivinii.

Atiii it sffms to him as if his own fonscifncf ivere aJvanfin); to

him in that n>i»</, in thf shaf<f of a niaiilfn fair, hrii;/it, white-

arnif.l, strong, . . . thifkhtrastfti, beautiful of hody, . . , as
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