
THE FOIRGE
he crippled god lay dead where lie had wrouglit

His many works beside the forge. Be Iay,
Bis brown breasat bared; and ail the muscles'

0f thoee two brancli-like arma was stili, and nou
0f that great strength, of ail the grieving thouglit

Had death eapped from bis face. Not Jove t
Could cleanse from sucli a harsh-hued pain.

The god bad toiled and failed in what lie souglit,-
To form, one perfect weapon. Years &go

Came to that loue, unhallowed grove a band
0f men, and from the failen Yulcan's band

They took the tools and with them toiled. And, 1

They fashioned them, a croos and bore it thence-
The dead god's face was touched with calm iutens


