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wlmt time I should come down to

your funeral—for they tell me the Up-

l)er Rio (jrraiide swarms with trout, and

I thought I might like to cast a fly,

even so early, after see-

ing you planted, and be-

ing shown the spot where

you fell. For I fancy

some of those toujjhs

whose hearts your in-

spired verses had touched,

commiserating my tears,

would come to me and take me gently

by the hand and lead me down to the cor-

oner's office to show me the hole in the

breast of your coat—for I never have done

you the wrong to im{\gine the hole any-

where hut in the breast where the re-

morseless bullet tore its way to your

brave heart. And then the tender-

hearted tough, wiping his eyes with his

sleeve^ should draw me away and lead
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