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Round the raw grave they Sc. y'd. Old Wisdom read,
In mumbling tone, the Service for the Dead.
There stood Romance,
The furrowing tears had mark'd her rouged cheek;
Poor old Conceit, his wonder unassuaged;
Dead Innocency's daughter, Ignorance;
And shabby, ill-dress'd Generosity;

And Argument, too full of woe to speak;
Passion, grown portly, something midcUe-aged;
And Friendship—not a minute older, she;
Impatience, ever taking out his watch;
Faitk, who was deaf, and had to lean, to catch
Old Wisdom's endless drone.
Beauty was there.

Pale in her black; dry-eyed; she stood alone.
Poor maz'd Imagination; Fancy wild;
Ardour, the sunlight on his greying hair;
Contentment, who had known Youth as a child
And never seen him since. And Spring came too.
Dancing over the tombs, and broi^t him flowers

—

She did not stay for long.

And Truth, and Grace, and all the merry crew.
The laughing Winds and Rivers, and lithe Hours;
And Hope, the dewy-eyed; and sorrowing Song;—
Yes, with much woe and mourning general.
At dead Youth's funeral.

Even these were met once more together, all.

Who erst the fair and living Youth did know;
All, except only Love. Love had died long ago.
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