
JUVENILIA.

CLARIBEL.

Where Claribel lowlieth

The breezes pause and die,

letting the , )se-Ieaves fall

;

But the solemn oak-tiee siglieth,

Thick-leaved, ambrosial,

With an ancient melody
Of an inward agony,

Where Ciariljel low-lielh.

II.

At eve the beetle Ixwmeth
Athwart the thicket lone :

At noon the wild bee hummeth
About the moss'd hoadstone :

At midnight the moon cometh.
And looketh down alone.

Her song the bni vhiie swelletli,

The clear-voiced mavis dwelleth,

The callow throstle li-^polh,

The slumbrous wave oirwelleth,

The babbling runnel crispeth,

The hollow grot rcplieth

Where Claribel lowdieth.

NOTHING WILL DIE.
I

When will the stream be aweary of !

flowing

Under my eye ? I

When will the wind be aweary of blowing
j

Over ihe sky?

When will the clouds be aweary ol

fleeting ?

When will the heart be aweary of

Ixjating?

An(l nature die ?

Never, oh ! never, nothing will die

;

The stream flows,

The wind blows,

The cloud fleets,

The heart beats,

Nothing will die.

Nothing will die

;

All things will change
Thro' eternity.

'Tis the world's winter ;

Autu" n and summer
Are gone long ago ;

Earth is dry to the centre,

But spring, a new comer,

A spring rich and strange,

Shall make the winds blow
Round and round.

Thro' and thro'.

Here and there,

Till the air

And the ground

Shall be fiUM with life anew.

The world was never made ;

It will change, but it will not fade.

So let the wind range
;

For even and morn
Ever will b-

Thro' eternity.

Nothing was bom ;

Nothing will die ;

All things will change.


