
32 The Coal Miner Who Came West 
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THE CHURCHYARD PA TH 

He leant beside the churchyard gate, 
a dying man, yet Loth to go; 
For strength to face the last dread foe: 

The shadow on the stones around 
Fell darker still, and more profound. 

A little cottage girl came by, 
And dropped a curtsey at the gate; 

He, longing for some human cry, 

Spake, 'Little one, you wander late: 
Do you not fear the churchyard gloom?' 
She shook her head, 'Tis my way home. ' 

And so passed on into the shade 
A weary child, and nothing more; 

Nay, a heaven-guided little maid, 
A troubled spirit to restore. 

He stood erect, the truth made known, 
The churchyard path was his way 

Home. 
H.A.F. 




