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And straight the sun waf flecked with

ben,

(Heaven** Mother tend ue grace!)

As if through a dungeon-grate he peered

With broad and burning face. 180

Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud)

How fast die near* and near*!

Are those her sails that glance in the sun,

Like restless gossameres? 184

«K Men M Are those her 'bs through which the sun
face of tilt Mt. Did peer, as through a grate?

Theipectre- And IS ^at WoRian all her crcw?

dcathmhte, and Is that a Death? anu are there tvvo?

bMfd thT* Is Death that woman's lu^te?
•keltto»«lilp.

Uke
like Her lips were red, her looks were free,

Her locks were yellow as gold

:

Her skin was as white as leprosy,

The Night-mare Life-in-Death was she

Who thicks man's bloou. ith cold.

190

194

Dekthaad
Life-in-D««th
have dkcd for
tlwtUp't
crew, and he
(the Utter)
wimietli the
andent
Mariner.

No twilight
within the
courts of the
sun.

The naked hulk alongside came,

And the twain were casting dice

;

"The game is done! I've, I've won!"
Quoth she, and whistles thrice.

The sun's rim dips; the stars rush out:

At one stride comes the dark; 200

With far-heard whisper, o'er the sea,

Off shot the spectre-bark.


