
TIUE SONNIEI
Your pipe now stopt these threescc
Whose note yet sounds ini growthc
And unbesmeared by sluttish time,
Swept by the love you greeted witi.
Where swells the proud, full sail of
Holding in your et&rnal limes its wi
Let allen pens, Iiaving got your usf
Their poesy under what muse they
These painful feet grope at yoiir je
That vaunts the marbie of your ib
As fit to duil tixne's tooth, in seope
Yet 8h&re8, withàl, the Arch-poet's
Who sought to ease Ris heart whei
His powerfui rhyine, and saw that
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The works you hewed ini wood and
And smote in steel shall long bear f
Yet you have earned a. meed more
For that you stamped on keen youi
Fair senseeof right, and love for w(
Bred, as you were, anid trained, to
Strong in your praise, and faint bul
The roads you marked for them str

Your c>wn road ends just o'er the st
Whence you might fare long years N%
And at its end, where heaves a mou
This block, graved with ascore of m
He held to thoe plain truths which
Bis friend, his hearth, bis king, and


