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7. D, B,

'TIS MORNING OF ANOTHER DAY,

'TIS JOURNEY'S END, AND SOUNDS HAVE DIED AWAY

OF ELOQUENCE, OF EULOGY, OF MUSIC'S SOLEMK STRAINS
ALL NOW ARE SILENT, BUT THY MEMORY REMAINS
CO-DRAUCHTSMAN OF WORLD FEEEDCM'S FLAN

THOU, ARCHITECT, WHO BUILDED FOR THE COMMON MAN
THOU, OF THE FREEDOMS FOUR, --OF YALTA, --TEHERAN
TEOU, SOLDIER, WHO- DELIVERED THRUST FOR THRUST
THOU, FIGHTING MAN WHOSE CAUSE WAS JUST
CAERISHED BY FAR, THAN PAINTED PORTRAIT,

OR SCULPTURED BUST IN STORIED HALL OF STATE,

¥ILL BE THE MEMORY OF THE FIRESIDE CHAT,

THE CLOAK ANT WCRN OLD CAMPAIGY HATS,

¥OT I¥ GOLD, MARBLE CHYPT NOR IN TOMB OF FOLISHED STONE
THEY TIRED FORN IS LAIN, TO SLUMBER THERE ALONE,
HOW FITTING, EOW APFROFRIATE,

THAT THOU SHQULDST LIE NOT THEEE IN STATE,

EUT LIE THEE DOWN INSIDE THINE OWN DEAR GERDEN GATE
I¥ BED, SAWN FRON THE OAKS OF THINE ANCESTRAL LAND
CAFVED BY A CEAFTSMAN'S LOVING HAND,

THOU LOVED THE MOUNTAINS AND THE MOENING SKY

THCU LOVED THE WAVES WEEN OCEAN WIND WERE HIGH
THOU LOVED TO SAIL ON OCEANS WIDE,

THOU LOVED OL® FUNDY'S SALTY TIDE,

THOU LOVED THINE OWF DEAR COUNTHT-SIDE,

WEAPT CLOSE TO NATURE'S THROBRING HEART

THY DUST SHALL LIVE, AND YIELD ITS PART

TO FOLIAGCE WHERE THE BIRDS WILL SING

TO FLOWERS THAT BLOOM EACH YEAR, IN SFRING

HOW FITTING, THOU SHOULDST JOURNEY HOME

TO HEST WITHIN THY GARDEF WHEN ROSES BLOOM,

Orrin ¥, Pullen,
Amity, Maine
(1945)
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