O BURY ME NOT ON THE LONE PRAIRIE
George N. Allen, 1850
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ON HIS DYING BED AT THE CLOSE OF DAY.

"O! BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA';

THE WORDS CAME LOW AND MOURNFULLY,

FROM THE PALLID LIPS OF A YOUTH, WHO LAY,

ON HIS CABIN COUCH AT THE CLOSE OF DAY.

HE HAD WASTED AND PINED "TILL O"ER HIS BROW,

THE DEATH-SHADE HAD SLOWLY PASSED, AND NOW,

WHERE THE LAND AND HIS FOND LOVED HOME WERE NIGH,
THEY HAD GATHERED AROUND HIM TO SEE HIM DIE.

"O! BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA,

WHERE THE BILLOWY SHROUD WILL ROLL OVER ME,

WHERE NO LIGHT WILL BREAK THROUGH THE DARK, COLD WAVE,
AND NO SUNBEAM REST UPON MY GRAVE.

IT MATTERS NOT, 1 HAVE OFT BEEN TOLD,

WHERE THE BODY SHALL LIE WHEN THE HEART IS COLD,

YET GRANT YE O! GRANT YE THIS BOON TO ME,

O! BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA.

"FOR IN FANCY I*"VE LISTENED TO THE WELL KNOWN WORDS,
THE FREE, WILD WINDS, AND THE SONGS OF THE BIRDS;

I HAVE THOUGHT OF HOME, OF COT AND BOWER,

AND OF SCENES THAT 1 LOVED IN CHILDHOOD®"S HOUR.

I HAD EVER HOPED TO BE LAID WHEN I DIED,

IN THE CHURCH-YARD THERE, ON THE GREEN HILL-SIDE;

BY THE BONES OF MY FATHERS®" MY GRAVE SHOULD BE,

O! BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA.

"LET MY DEATH SLUMBERS BE WHERE A MOTHER®"S PRAYER,
AND A SISTER®"S TEAR SHALL BE MINGLED THERE;

Ol "TWILL BE SWEET, ERE THE HEART®"S THROB 1S O"ER,
TO KNOW WHEN ITS FOUNTAINS SHALL GUSH NO MORE,
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THAT THOSE IT SO FONDLY HATH YEARNED FOR WILL COME
TO PLANT THE FIRST WILD-FLOWER OF SPRING ON MY TOMB;
LET ME LIE WHERE THOSE LOVED ONES WILL WEEP OVER ME,
O! BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA.

"AND THERE 1S ANOTHER; HER TEARS WOULD BE SHED,

FOR HIM WHO LAY FAR IN AN OCEAN BED;

IN HOURS THAT 1T PAINS ME TO THINK OF NOW,

SHE HATH TWINED THESE LOCKS, AND HATH KISSED THIS BROW.
IN THE HAIR SHE HATH WREATHED, SHALL THE SEA-SNAKE HISS?
AND THE BROW SHE HATH PRESSED, SHALL THE COLD WAVE KI1SS?
FOR THE SAKE OF THAT BRIGHT ONE THAT WAITETH FOR ME,

O! BURY ME NOT IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA.

"SHE HATH BEEN IN MY DREAMS"™ -- HIS VOICE FAILED THERE;
THEY GAVE NO HEED TO HIS DYING PRAYER;

THEY HAVE LOWERED HIM SLOW O"ER THE VESSEL*"S SIDE,
ABOVE HIM HAS CLOSED THE DARK, COLD TIDE;

WHERE TO DIP THEIR LIGHT WINGS THE SEA-FOWLS REST
WHERE THE BLUE WAVES DANCE O"ER THE OCEAN®"S CREST;
WHERE THE BILLOWS BOUND AND THE WINDS SPORT FREE;

THEY HAVE BURIED HIM THERE, IN THE DEEP, DEEP SEA.
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