
Uncle Walt

SAD EYES, that were patient and ten-
der, sad eyes, that were steadfast and
true, and warm with the unchanging

splendor of courage no ills could subdue!
t.yes dark with the dread of the morrow,
and woe for the day that was gone, the
sleepless companions of sorrow, the watch-
ers that witnessed the dawn. Eyes tired
from the clamor and goading, and dimfrom the stress of the years, and hollowed
by pain and foreboding, and strained bv re-
pression of tears. Sad eyes that were wea-ned and blighted, by visions of sieges and
wars, now watch o'er a country united from
the luminous slopes of the stars!
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