POEPRE.

Down by the sea, in infinite solitude :
And wrapt in darkness, save when gleams of light
Broke from the moon aslant the hurrying ClC_'UdS
That fled the wind, sat Justin, worn with grief,
And heart-sick with vain searching after Qod-

He heeded not the cold white foam that laid

Its hands about his feet, nor the tall grass

That sighed like lonely forest round his head ;
His heart was weary of this weight of being,
Weary of all the mystery of life,

Weary of all the littleness of men,

And the dark riddle that he could not solve—
Why men should be, why pain and sin and death,
And where were hid the lineaments of God.

No voice was near. : Behind, a lofty cape,

Whose iron face was scarred by many a storm, )
Loomed threatening in the dark, and cleft the main,
And laid its giant hand upon the deep.

One grizzled oak-tree crowned it, and the surf
Broke ever at its base,with ceaseless voice
Powerless to mar its silent majesty.

Sweet was the loneliness to Justin, sweet
Perturbéd nature, as in harmony

With the dark thoughts that beat upon his soul.
Nor speechless long he lay. The tide of grief,
Oerflowing the narrow limits of the mind,



