THE UNKNOWN DEAD

BOVE their rest there is no sound of weeping,
A Only the voice of song-birds thrills the air;
Unknown their graves, yet they are in God’s keeping,
There are none ‘“‘missing’”’ from His tender care.

He knows each hallowed mound, and at His pleasure
Marshalls the sentinels of earth and sky;

O’er their repose kind Nature heaps her treasure,
Fanned by soft winds which ’round them gently sigh.

Bravely they laid their all upon the altar,
Counting as naught the sacrifice and pain,

Theirs but to do and die without a falter —
Ours to enjoy the victory and the gain.

They are not lost; that only which was mortal

Lies 'neath the turf o’erarched by Southern skies;
Deathless they wait beyond the heavenly portal,

In that fair land where valor never dies.

In the great heart of coming generations
Their fame shall live, their glory never cease;
Even when comes to all earth’s troubled nations
God’s perfect gift of universal peace.

— Elizabeth Robbins Berry.



