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At momentB, wrestling with his fate,
«is voice IS harsh, but not with hate;

The brush-wood hung
Above the tavern door lets fall
Its bitter leaf, its drop of gall,

Upon his tongue.

But still the burden of his song
Is love of right, disdain of wrong;

Its master chords
Are Manhood, Freedom, Brotherhood;
Its discord but an interlude

Between the words.

And then to die so young, and leave
Unfimshed lyhat he might achieve!

Yet better sure
Is this than wandering up and down.
An old man, in a country town.

Infirm and poor.

For now he haunts his nativt land
As an immortal youth; his hand

Guides every plough;
He sits beside each ingle-nook;
His voice is in each rushing brook.

Each rustling bough.

His presence haunts this room to-nightA form of mingled mist and light.
From that far coast.

Welcome beneath this roof of mine!
Welcome! this vacant chair is thine,

Dear guest and ghost!


