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HE sad and so]enliglit of eve
(hows gray, and dim, and rnelancholy
At hiart «he clotid-Iooni sh ifting sluwly,

Fron) cast to west the shiadowvs weave.

The silence of the night is here,-
'l'le rush that goes biefore lier feet
So deep, you alinost lie-r througlî it

The spacevard rolling of the sphere

A wide and universal cairr,
Marked, here and therc, along its round,
By erriffhasizing p)oinlts of sound,

Like fingers; to the open paln-

I>erchance the rustie of a breeze
Anîid the bare and rattling bougis;
lI'lie far-off low of calling cow's

A lone bird piping froni the ]eas;

The match-dog's distance-dwindled bark;
1- crow~ of somne untinieous cock
And the loud ticking of the clock,

Splittin-g the minutes of the dark.

No other sound-all else is still -
The mighty Nature, drowsing, sleeps
And even man's restless sp)irit steeps

Its sense in poppied dreanis that kill

The stony-staring Gorgon, Pain,
And bid the Argfus-eyes of Care,
Pervading, like a breath of prayer,

The chanibers of the heart anid brain.
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