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Thite-capped blllows break and roar againet a rockebound ceash

A waves of sndness swesp the land %o griewve the stiricken hamt.

The pale young moom grows paler, still, as 14 sinks down in $he wesd
Tor Traoklin Roosevel$ lies aslesp = a white rose on his breash.

ind ere i%s fragile stem bs srushed and iis patals wilh and feds

¥e'll glve our love and glve ocur tesars for our mentor and our alde
Our hearts are grieved 4o glve him up = our souls are filled with piby
But he 18 resting now in pence inside hhe Goldea Cly.

Abrahrm Linooln met him there im hhe realms of heavenly glery
And Woodrow Wilsom oo was there %o listenm to his rbory

The story of a busy life well teld in pross and rhyme

As it spanned the universe and spresd from olime %o olime,

Ten thousand white-robed oherubs with 1ittle linds so shralght and fine
Gave him & hearly welooms ns he passed thelr walting line

Lazarus and Martha and -fale Mary, swoot and good

Cave him kindly welooma 4o Heaven's Brotherhood, 2

That good gray bard, Wald Vhibman, who once sang is tears and paia
"Ny Capbainm, Oh, My Captals" schesd againit's sad refraim

As Long ow” 9" kgral in tones #0 low and weeh
n.n.aﬂ*’ﬁ.’&%ﬂ‘hi down the Golden Shweed.

From Gray's lmmordal "Blegy" and from Bryant's "Thanabopsis"
¥e may glean a basio thought and prepare a Brief symopsis

Upon 1ifes and all Lbs glery upon death and i4s revard
Vhen triumphanily they mest im the pressnes of ths Lawd,

Vhile eoming gemewations write your story and your name
ind when that final day shall coms when God shall eall.Hi
Ih-ull-imfl_.u groet us bafore The Oread Thite

Hest, Commander, rest in pesss, with your glery and your fame
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