
•23

Cust thou nrt,t(> iliiMt ri'liirnfMl,

Wan nut ipokun oClliu »oul.

Nut fnjuyinvnt iiiid not aurruw,

li our destined end or wny,

But to livu tliiit t'ni-li io>murruw

Finda im rurlhor tlinn to-dtty.

Art iM lon^ and time im fli-ctiii;^,

And unr lifnrt> though mIouI iind liriUf,

tiltll like nmfllfd druiiiN nre liontinif

Funeral inarclifH to the yinve.

In the world'* l)rt>ml (ielil oClmlllo,

In the bivuiiar o( lift',

Be nut like dumb diivvn cnitle—
Be u hero in the Mril'u.

Trust no future, howe'cr plensnnl,

Let the dead pa^t Iniry its dead
;

Act, act in thu livinnr present,

Heart within and Uud o'erhcad.

Lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,

And departing leave behind us

Foot prints on the sands of time.

Foot-prints that porhnpsnnotlier

{^ailing o'er life's troubled main

—

Some forlorn and shipwrecked brother

—

Seeing, may lake lieiirt aguin.

Let U8 then be up and doing

With a heart for any <ate.

Still achieving, »till pursuing,

Lenrn to labour and to wait.


