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Elergy written on the day of Sir Wilfrid L&urier's d'sath

by Mr. T. A. Browne, Ottawa

He'll past no more, nor shall we bkckward glance

To note again that loved, commanding form.

Like some fine figure of chivalrous France

Round which men rallied in old times of storm.

A Bayard, ever gallant in the fray:

Lute voiced, a man of magic utterance rare.

What was the spelt, the secret of his sway

—

The noble life, the silver of his hair?

Unaging and majestic as the pine.

The evergreen of youth within his soul.

Tilting young'hearted with that soul ashine.

He onward bore unto his purposed goal.

With her he loved through shadowed hours and gay.

In rare companionship the sunset road

He walked in such felicity; the way
Seemed rose hung, and the years a lightsome load.

With malice unto none, e'en in ..efeat;

With charity in triumph, he has stood.

Broad gauge Canadian, after battle's heat.

Speaking the language of wide brotherhood.

The inspiration of his service yet.

The charity, the brotherhood he taught.

Shall light our pathway though his sun be set.

And may we build as nobly as he wrought.

New tasks begin, new duties, new resolves.

For Canada, his land and ours, we take:

And since such partings come as time evolves.

His spirit watching, we new pledges make.

Though mute his lips, the seal of death thereon.

While men remember how he loved this land.

His voice will sound a trumpet leading on

—

Great Heart, adieu—bowed at thy bier we stand.
« * *

Dear Lady, in the sadness of this hour

—

For him we honor as our noblest son,

If our affection and our love had power

To save thee grief, we'd bear it, everyone.

Page Thirty-five


