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For the Fallen
(By Laurence Blniyof)

With proud thanksgiving, a mother for lier chIldrefl
England mourfis fo r her dead across the sea.
Fleali of lier flesh, they were, spirit of lier spirit,
Fallen In the cause of the free.

Solemn the drums thrlll: Oeath august and royal
Sings sorrow up Into immortal spheres.
There Is muslc ln the mldst of desolatiOn
And a glory that shines upon our tears.

Sthey went wîth soflgs to the battle, they were Young,
Saight of l1mb, true of eye, steadly and aglow,

They were statinch to the end agalnst odds uncounted;
They feil wlth thelr faces to the foe.

Tliey shali grow flot Cid, as we that are left grOw Old.
Age shai flot weary themi, nor the years cofldCflll.
At the goilng down of the suri and in the morninil
WC wlhl remember themi.

rhey mingle not wlth their laugh 1fmg comnrades agalfl
TrhcY sit no more at famillar tables at home;
They have no lot 1 n o ur labor of the daytime;
They SceP beyond Englands foam.

But where our desires are, and our hopes profourid,
PeIt as a well-sprlng that ls hldden from sîglit,
To the lnnerniost Iieirt of their own lanld they are kflowf
As the stars are known to the fliglt.

Asl the stars that shali be brIglit when we are dust,
MovIng ln marches upon the heavSflly plain,
As the Stars that are starry il, tje time of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.
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