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"
^ow full of bri«, U thi, workmg d.y world "

even for «WlKD man pUy, md. fantartio trick, before high heaven "
and we

" implead like angel., trumpet tongued," to tiy to etiU the

" Screw your courage to the .ticking point," lef. pay what we
are owug.

" What a falling off wa. there," though numy of u. had to bor-
row,

" The lart of aU the Roman, fare-thee-well." " Stand not upon
tne order of your going,"

And now, "Good night, good night, parting i. .uch ,weet
M>rrow.

COMES DREAR NOVEMBER

With cloud and chilling wind comes drear November
And duU, dark hour, with reddened memorie. rtrewn'
Sweet summer dead—how weU do I remember
Her fim warm kis. of love in days of June.
Then foUowed month, of laptuiou. delight,
Low K>ngs of joy that ffled the verdant grove.
While myriad Sower. lent fragnmce to the ni^t^
And love drank deep from out the well, of love.
Yet Bbe, my own true love, is now no more.
And empty-armed I waken from my dream.,
I am a. one upon M>me desert diore.
Who, thirating, Meka in vain for coding rtream..
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