
96 THE GENTLEMEN OF OXFORD
The dark ia full of laughter,

Boy laughter, glad and yo ng.
They tell the old-time itoriej,

The old-time «ong» are sung;
They linger in her doiiters.

They throng her dewy meada,
Till lais hears their calling

And laughs among her reeds.

But, when the east is whitening
To greet the rising sun.

And slowly, over Carfax,
The stars fade, one by one.

Then, when the dawn-wind wliispers
Along the Isis shore.

The Gentlemen of Oxford
Must seek their graves once more.
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