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And ttlence hung m heavy on the air

We scarcely dared to fret the night with speech.

Ah, how the scent of that -oae garden now

Drifts back, and for a uv ' :ent lulls my pain,

But then more poignant seems my heart's

sharp ache,

For he lies dead, silent and all alone.

How strange it is to be the first time here,

And pass by every room where he has been

Which now are empty as a disused frame.

Along these halls bis feet have often trod

Unto the sound of Her voice calling him.

So careful of Her plnsure as his wont. . . .

Ah, how the shadows of these eaipty halls

Seem pressing on my throat to stifle me,

Until I feel I may not reach that room. . .


