
THE DEATHLES-S VOICE.

I hoid hirn wvorthier l)oet's song
Whbo dies in doing one grand deed

To aid the weak and righit the wrong,
Or heip his brother in bis need,

Than him whose court the nations throng.

For wvbat of wortb is in his hands
Whose ships traverse a hiundrcd seas

To bring the riches of the lands
And pour it ail about bis knees,

XVhile armies ;vait on bis commnds,

If men shall point bis grave and'tell
How ail his days were given to seize

The reins of mart ; to buy and seli;
And say of hirn, regardmig these,

"His wvork is finislied: it is well!

Ah, well for him that be is dead,
Arnd well for us that we shall dic

If only words like these are said
By those who foliow when Nwe lie

At rest, and ail our days are sped!1

A note of truer worth is heard
In our dear mernories of a soul,

In spirit pure, sincere iii word,
Wbose life bath ever crowned the wbiole

With deeds by noblest virtue stirred.

The menory of one strong, sweet life,
Unfading thro' the dusk, of years,

Wedded to us, as mnan to wife,
And liallowved with slow-dropping tears,

Hath nerved us for the coming strife.

A ligbt from such bigb deeds bias gone,
Wbose glow shahl deepen to the Iast;

For wo rth of years is neyer done,
And voices ringing froni the Past

Stili lead the glorious Future on.
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