
THE END

Tell me, strange heart, so mysteriously beat-

ing—

Unto what end?

Body and soul so mysteriously meeting,

Strange friend and friend;

Hand clasped in hand so mysteriously faring,

Say what and why all this dreaming and dar-

ing.

This sowing and reaping and laughing and

weeping,

That ends but in sleeping

—

Only one meaning, only—the End.
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