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"Home is the sailor, home from sea,
And the hunter home from the hill."
——Robert Louis Stevenson

(1850-94)
"Requiem"( )

Under the wide and starry sky

Dig the grave and let me lie.

Glad did | live and gladly die,

And | laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave for me:
""Here he lies where he longed to be;
Home is the sailor, home from sea,
And the hunter home from the hill."

1890

was buried near this dyke,
That my friends may weep as much as they like.

( English Garden 41 )

Here lies a woman, no man can deny it,

Who rests in peace although she lived unquiet,
Her husbhand prays you, if by her grave you walk
You gently tread, for if she wake she’'ll talk.
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