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Saw closer drawn th(^ loving tics that holtl

Tnt'sc kindred nations in their sacred fold.

Love kindles hearts by kindred sorrow thrilled

— Was not his dream of life in death fulfilled ?

When I'Jigland's empress mother to her breast.

W'ith soothing words an orphaned maiden pressed.

And kissed the cheek that streamed with hopeless tears,

Not all the statecraft of a thousand years.

With all its mastery of designing arts.

Could strike so deep a chord in loyal he^arts.

The solemn tolling of the minster bells

To all the world the tale of sorrow tells;

The funeral pomp, the pageantr\ of slate.

Declare that P^ngland mourns the fallen great.

Across the wintry ocean's tossing breast

Thev bear his body to its hnal rest.

And ocean's mistress trains her dogs of war .

To guard the passage of his funeral car.

His own loved city claims that sacred dust,

Hut wider realms will share the solemn trust,

That fell uncruarded from the nerveless hand

Of one who well had served his native land.

The matchless mind, the heights his genuis won.

Shed lustre on the state that calls him son,

—A man who lived in honor, died in f^ime.

And left on memory's page a stainless name.
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