Fades, it all fades! I only see
The poster with its reds and blues
Bidding the heart stand still to take
Its desolating stab of news.

That intimate and magic name: N
¢ Dead in Samoa.” . . . Cry your cries,
O city of the golden dome,
Under the grav Atlantic skies!

-

But I have wander-biddings now.
Far down the latitudes of sun,

An island mountain of .the sea,’
Piercing the green and rosy zone,

Goes up into the wondrous day. *

And there the brown-limbed island men .
Are bearing up for burial,

Within the sun’s departing ken, B




