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Boriz ai Glasgowu, fan. ri, z8;S; .Died ai Olla7wa, Jwzol 6, 189!.

DEADI! Dead! And now before
The threshold of bereaved Earnscliffe stand
In spirit, al[ who dwell within aur land

From shore to shore!I

Before that black-draped gate,
Mien, women, childien mourn the Premnier gone,
For rnany loved and worshipped old Sir John,

And none could hatc.

And he is dead, they say
The words confuse and maock the generai ear-
What I can there yet be Flouse and Members here

And no John A. ?

So long he lived and reigned
Like merry monarch of seine olden line,
Whose subjects questioned not bis right divine,

But just obeyed

H-is will's c'en faintest breath,
We had fargatten-midst affaira of State,
'Midst Hansard, Second Readings and Debate,

Such things as Death 1

Swift carne the dread eclipse
0f faculty, and Iimb and life at at,
Ere ta the Judge of ail the earth he passed

With silent lips,

But nat insensate hcartl
He was no harsh, self-righteous Pharisee-
The tender Christ compassioned such as he,

And toak their part.

As to bis Statesman-fame,

Let History calm his wondrous record read,
And writiO the Truth, and give hitn honest mneed

0f praise or blame
J.W. B.


