WINTER-STORE

Mourners whom the dawning light
Shall grapple with an old distress;
Lovers folded at midnight

In their bridal happiness;

Pale watchers by belovéd beds,
Fallen a-drowse with nodding heads,
Whom sleep captured by surprise,
With the circles round their eyes;
Maidens with quiet-taken breath,
Dreaming of enchanted bowers;

Old men with the mask of death;
Little children soft as flowers;
Those who wake wild-eyed and start
In some madness of the heart;

Those whose lips and brows of stone +
Evil thoughts have graven upon,
Shade by shade and line by line,
Refashioning what was once divine.

All these sleep, and through the night,
" Comes a passion and a cry,

With a blind sorrow and a might,

I know not whence, I know not why,
A something I cannot control,

A nameless hunger of the soul.

It holds me fast. In vain, in vain,

I remember how of old .

I saw the ruddy race of men,

Through' the glittering world outrolled,
A gay-smiling multitude,
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