
Atone

r'ýýV!HE sunlight through the'bpen door'
Comes in, and streains alono- the floor,,

The slani rays of a fallinor August sun
Well-nigh throughout its sultry circuit run

And hushed is éver'y sound of breeze or leaf
or bird,

Save the low trill of insects, past the lattice
heard,
In the dry grass
As the hours pas.%,

Lsit alone, unless those forms,
Familiar through the calms dnd storms

Of, many a year of summer bloom and winter
rude,

To all this loveliness and solitude-*
Command a presence here and, gliding in,

1 think they do

7 Keep e ýnpany with e silence 
for a hymn.

As-falls the dew.


