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Of that lonely land of doom.

On his terrace, high in air,,

Nothing doth the good monk care

.For such worldly themes as these.

From the garden just below

Little puffs of perfume blow,

And a sound is in his ears

Of the murmur of the bees

In the shining chesnut-trees

Nothing else he heeds or hears.

All the landscape seems to swoon

In the happy afternoon

Slowly o'er his senses creep

The encroaching waves of sleep,
And he sinks as sank the town,

Unresisting, fathoms down,

Into caverns cool and deep
1

Walled about with drifts of snow,
Hearing the fierce north-wind blow,

Seeing all the landscape white,

And the river éased in ice,

Comes this memory of delight,
Comes this vision' unto me

Of a long-lost Paradise

In the land beyond the seas.


