
THE OLD CLOCK (K\ THE STAIRS

From that chamher, clothed in white.

The l)ri<le came forth on her weddinj^ nij^ht

There, in that silent room below.

The dead lay in his shroud of snow ;

And in the hush that followed the ])rayer,

Was heard the old clock on the stair,

" Forever — never !

Never — forever !

"

All are scattered now and fled.

Some are married, st)me are dead ;

And when I ask. with throbs of pain,

" Ah ! when shall they all meet a^^ain ?

"

As in the days lon^' since j^one by.

The ancient timepiece makes reply,

—

" Forever — never !

Never — forever !
"'

Never here, forever there,

Where all partinj;, pain and care.

And death and time shall disappear,

—

Forever there, but never here !

The horologe of Eternity

Sayeth this incessantly,

—

" F'orever — never !

Never - forever !

"
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