
4<;s IN RE WALT WHITMAN.

laughing nymphs of day did not desert him. They remained

that they might clasp the hands and greet with smiles the

veiled and silent sisters of the night. And when they did

come, Walt Whitman stretched his hand to them. On one

side were the nymplis of the day, and on the other the silent

sisters of the night, and so, hand in hand, between smiles and

tears, he reached his journey's end.

From the frontier of life, from the western wave-kissed shore,

he sent us messages of content and hope, and these messages

seem now like strains of music blown by the " Mystic Trum-
peter " from Death's pale realm.

To day we give back to Mother Nature, to her clasp and kiss,

one of the bravest, sweetest souls that ever lived in human clay.

Charitable as the air and generous as Nature, he was negligent

of all except to do and say what he believed he should do and

should say.

And I to-day thank him, not only for you but for myself, for

all the brave words he has uttered. I thank him for all the

great and splendid words he has said in favor of liberty, in

favor of man and woman, in favor of motherhood, in favor of

fathers, in favor of children, and I thank him for the brave

words that he has said of death.

He has lived, he has died, and death is less terrible than it was

before. Thousands and millions will walk down into the

"dark valley of the shadow" holding Walt Whitman by the

hand. Long after we are dead the brave words he has spoken

will sound like i.umpets to the dying.

And so I lay this little wreath upon this great man's tomb. I

loved him living, and I love him still.


