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‘Wirn tearless eyes and undisturbed heart,

O Bard! of sinless life and holiest song,

I muse upon thy death-bed and thy grave;
Tho’ round that grave the trodden grass still lies
Besmeared with clay; for many feet were there,
Fast-rooted to the spot, when slowly sank

Thy coffin, Gramame! into the quiet cell,

Yet, well I loved thee, even as one might love
An elder Brother, imaged in the soul

With solemn features, half-creating awe,

But smiling still with gentleness and peace.
Tears have I shed when thy most mournful voice
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When with uplifted hand, and eye devout,

Thy soul was breathed to Jesus, or explained

‘The words that lead unto eternal life.

From infancy thy heart was vow’d to God:

And aye the hope that one day thou might'st keep
A little fold, from all the storms of sin
Safe-shelter’d, and by reason of thy prayers
Warm’d by the sunshine of approving Heaven,
Upheld thy spirit, destined for a while

To walk far other paths, and with the crowd

Of worldly men to mingie. Yet ev'n then,

Thy life was ever such as well became

One whose pure soul was fixed upon the cross!
And when with simple fervent eloquence,
Grauanz pled the poor Man’s cause, the listner oft
Thought how becoming would his visage smile
Across the house of God, how beauteously

That man would teach the saving words of Heaven!

How well he taught them, many a one will fiel
Unto their dying day; and when they lie
On the grave’s brink, unfearing and compesed,






