
IN MEMORIAM.

A shade falls on us like the dark

From little cloudlets on the grass,

But sweeps away as out we pass

To range the woods, to roam the park,
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Discussing how their courtship grew.

And talk of others that are wed,

And how she look'd, and what he said.

And back we come at fall of dew.

Again the feast, the speech, the glee.

The shade of passing tiiought, the wealth

Of words and wit, the double health,

The crowning cup, the three-times-three.

And last the dance;— till I retire:

Dumb is that tower which spake so loud,

And high in heaven the streaming cloud,

And on the downs a rising fire
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