THE DEATH OF ADAM

Beating their breasts ; they felt and were afraid
Yet understood not ; their despair was blind.
But Eve, who understood her perfect loss

Even to the utmost pang, wept now no more.
Her daughters sobbing round her, hid their heads :
She only, with dim eyes, stretched forth her hands.

But they that bore the litter passed beside

The bright stream’s pebbly margin; and with them
The bearded men and boys, all overcome

With desolating thoughts and silent fears,
Followed : soon slowly they began to climb
Slopes scattered darkly o'er their bossy knolls
With shadowy cedars, where the jutting ribs

Of grey rock interposed ; until at last

They came to the great cavern in the cliff,

And rested, gazing backward o'er the vale
Reposing in the golden solitude.

Then Adam said,  Lift me, that I may see.”
With careful arms they lifted him : he gazed
Down on the valley stretched out at his feet,
Marked with the shining stream ; he saw beyond
Ranges of e¢ndless hills, and very far

On the remote horizon high and clear

Shone marvellous the gates of Paradise.

There was his home, his lost home, there the paths
His feet had trod in bliss and tears, the streams,
The heavenly trees that had o’ershadowed him,
Removed all into radiance, clear and strange

As to a fisher on dark Caspian waves,

Far from the land, appears the glimmering snow
Of Caucasus, already bathed in dawn,

Like a suspended opal huge in heaven,

And wonder awes him to remember how

Loong happy mornings of his youth he strayed
Over those same far valleys of his home,




