
Other Verses.

No Laureate sings their humble names.
Though angels wept around their grave-

They died, O Lord, to save thy cause,-
Who were the bravest of the brave.

These are thy dead. Almighty God,
Whose strength the hireling po^t shuns:

Oh, hallow thou my plaintive lay

For the men who fought behind the guns.

49

THE SECRET.
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' l-enie nur das duck ergrcifeu
Demi das Cluck is immer daf'

Why dost thou, Fool, in endless wand'ring
-\ll thy days employ—

For far-off fields Elysian seeking

For far-off founts of Joy ?

Take but Life's hafpy moments—heeding
Naught else that men hold dear,

Then Happiness, though ever fleeing,

Shall still be ever near!


