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Sunburnt daughters of the soil,
Stately figures tall and straight,

What inexorable fate

Dooms them to this life of toil ?

Lord of vineyards and of lands,
Far above the convent stands.

On its terraced walk aloof

Leans a monk with folded hands,

Placid, satiýfied, serene, *
Looking down upon the scene

Over wall and red-tiled roof

Wondering unto what good end

All this toil and traffic tend,
And why all men cannot be

Free from care and free from pain,
And the sordid love of gain,
And as indolent as he.

Where are now the freighted bar-s

From the marts of cast and west ?

Where the knights in iron sarks

Journeying to the Holy Land,

Glove of steel upon the hand,
Cross of crimson on the breast ?

Where the pomp of camp and court?

Where the pilgrims with their prayers ?
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