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The poem on the opposile pupe ds here
reprinded with the express permizsion of
Messrs, Charles Scribner’s Sons, publishers
of Robert Louiz Stevenson's Works,



Yet, O stricken beart, remember, O remember,
Haw of buman days be lived the better part.

April came to blasm, and never dim December
Breathed its #illing chill upen the bead or heart,

Dosmed to bnow not Winter, only Spring, a being
Trod the flswery April blithely for a while,
Took bis fill of musie, joy of thought and secing,

Came and stayed and went, nor ever ceased to smile.

Came and stayed and went, and now when all is finished,
You alone bave crasted the melanchsly stream,

Yours the pang, but bir, O bis, the undiminished,
Undecaying gladness, undeparted dream.

Al that life contains of torture, torly, and treason,
Shame, dishonor, deaib, to bim were but a name.

Here, a boy, be dwelt through all the iinging season
And ere the day of sorrow departed ar be came.






Written for our three chrldren.

Dedicated to all these bindred souls, friends of
Carl Parker whether they tneaw bim or noty, whe
are making the fight, without bitterness but with
all the underitanding, patience, and enthuiianm
they possess, for a sanery kindlier, and more foyous
warld,

And to these erpecially wha love greatly along
the wway,



