
X86 THE END

Ah ! all the love, the gold glory, the singing,

—

Unto what end?

Flowers of April immortally springing,

Face of one's friend,

Stars of the morning and moon in her quarters,

Shining of sun? and running of wraters.

Growing and blowing and snowing and

flowing,

—

Ah! where are they going?

All on one journey, all to—the End.


