
It waits upon that hidden crest. 

Let spill the sands 
From outstretched hands. 
A poet's pulse 
Throbs with eternity. 
There must be dunes in heaven. 
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~~- An avid thirst for knowledge; 

All things inspired him to see 
An insatiable curiosity; 

ere must be dunes in heaven further and further- 
more mile, old bones! God, new horizons, adventure, 

and a modest simplicity are the 
means and ends of living and 

So Harry Kemp, a simple man at 

summer. 
Before the revel's done, 
And life is rounded with a sleep, 
There is a final step to take 
Toward a new day's sun, 
A crest which was not found 

Here h e  Wil l  lie, forever 
to simplicity. 

God bless YOU, Harry, where 

hold on loved town-Provinceto sharp wind's sweep. 
your spirit hovers-we all before. 

it must be here, in your b 
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his remains, recorded them on 
and wrote them in his will. 
september 25 his desires we 

ise have been. 

greenwich Village. 
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