UPON LOOKING AT FPHENCH®S ®JCHN HARVARD®
by
Marion Maming Hiers

Hilliens rise ever to call your name blest,
Brave Pioneer, who once sailed to the West,
Leaving sweet memoriss of Avon and Thames,
of liberty, freedom of worship and speech,

Your image ideal cast in bronge for its pose.
Your skull cap, knee breeches and full, flowing cloak
Cne's thoughts of the Puritan clergy evoke.

Your long flowing locks frame a face o benign -
A countenance glowing with fire all-divine.

What grave meditation, John Harvard, I »
lays claim to your ts in & land away :
Of Tabard or Boar's Head or Thames' silver streanm,
Saint Saviour's, Bammanuel, or Globe do you dream?
Perhaps it's that wilderness centuries past,

By none which the sages had named in thelr tome,
With the glery of Greece and the grandeur of Rome,

Your gift so munificent made long ago,

_ ) : of knowledge its glow;
: _ eath of your soul's divine fire
Gave birth to a flame that will never expire.

Has sent forth her sona everywhere to proclaia
Advancement of lesrning, belles-lettres, with stress
On seience and art, and true godliness.

Leng after patina's erust has held sway,

ind eilvery-rain chlorides hgve wrought their decay,
Your fame will live on while the Charles waters roll,
Muﬂﬁmﬁmmmm.

@ true Bensfactor, develd of all pelf,
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| You've builded a monument unto yourselfl fi
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