
Purpose by Edgar Albert Guest 

 

Not for the sake of the gold, 

Not for the sake of the fame, 

Not for the prize would I hold 

Any ambition or aim: 

I would be brave and be true 

Just for the good I can do. 

 

I would be useful on earth, 

Serving some purpose or cause, 

Doing some labor of worth, 

Giving no thought to applause. 

Thinking less of the gold or the fame 

Than the joy and the thrill of the game. 

 

Medals their brightness may lose, 

Fame be forgotten or fade, 

Any reward we may choose 

Leaves the account still unpaid. 

But little real happiness lies 

In fighting alone for a prize. 

 

Give me the thrill of the task, 

The joy of the battle and strife, 

Of being of use, and I'll ask 

No greater reward from this life. 

Better than fame or applause 

Is striving to further a cause.  

 

 

F. Leland Davis verses (written by Steve Long to accompany Edgar A. Guest poem “Purpose”) 

 

Our Leland was grateful, loving and kind 

He possessed caring hands, an incredible mind. 

With loving wife Patty as partner they’ve made 

Precious family, memories and friendships neither would trade. 

Lee’s books gave perspective, reminders galore 

Treasures we’ll keep from this man we adore. 

 

So death does not bring to an end, 

 This man many loved to call friend. 

His passion, words and deeds are there 

 His wife, offspring and friends will share. 

The touch of a man who will live 

Pushing each of us – left here – to give. 


