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Mourn, Mediterranean waters, mourn
In affluent purple down your golden shore

Such strains as his, whose voice you stilled in scorn,
Our ears may greet no more,

Unless at last to that far sphere we climb
Where he completé s the wonder of his rhyme
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How like a cloud she fled, thy fateful bark,
From eyes that watched to hearts that walted, till

Up from the ocean roared the tempest dark-
And the wild heart love waited for was still

Hither and thither in the"slow, soft tide,
Rolled seaward, shoreward, sands and wander g shells
And shifting weeds thy fellows, thou didst hide

Remote from all farewells,
Nor felt the suri, nor heard the fleeting rain,
Nor heeded Casa Magni's quenchless pain.
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Thou heededst not? Nay, for it was not thou,
That blind, mute clay relinquished by the waves

Reluctantly at last, and slumbering now
In one of kind earth's rnost compassionate graves


