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Sonu'wh.it liai k tniii the vill;ii,'t» street

Staiuls the oM fa~.ln<)iie'l country scat ,

'

Acpiss it^ antii|iu' jiortico

Tall pnplar-tri'i's their shadows throw.

Atvl from its station in the hall

An an« lent tinicpii-ce sa\s to all,—

orever never

Never forever '

"

Ilalt'wav up the stairs it stanch,

And iioint-^ and he- kous with its hands

From its ca'-e of massive oak.

Like a monk, who, under hi< ( loak.

Cros>t's himself, and siv^dis, alas

Willi sorrowful voice to all who pass,

—

" l-'orever never I

X ever forever

III

Rv da\" its voice i^ low ami liijht ;

Hut in the silent dead of ni.^ht.

DistitKt as a ])assin,u' footstep's tall.

It echoes aloni,' the vacant hall, 20

Alon^ the ceiling, alonj,' the floor,

Antl «?eern.s lo say, at each chaml»er-door,—

•

" Forever —never !

Never - forever !

"

1. The house thu.s descrilieJ \v;u< that now known a.s the Pluti-

kett inaiisiori in Pitt.sfield, once the lioine of Mrs. Loiiufeilow's

niaterii.il {grandfather.

'2. This refrain \v:i.s suggested l>y the words of an old French

missionary, who said of Eternity. "C'est une i)eridule dont le

lialancier dit et rodit sans ce^se ce-i deux mots s«Milerneiit dans

le silence des tombeaux —'Toujours, jamais! Jamais, toujours.'
"


