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'i'HE COWEXT PORTER.

He was an ancient, bearded man,

Witliin the archway seated,

Who throuRh the summer, lone and long,

His Rosary repeated.

He rang the bell for Matin prayers,

At noontide for the rmpers.

And, when the eveniner shadov/s fell.

He rang it for the keepers;

And, sometimes, too, he tolled a knell

For everlasting sleepers.

From day to day he said his beads,

Within the archway staying;

The sun arising found him there.

And, setting, left him praying.


