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INDEX TO 'IN MKMORIAM

Ar-.AIN at ninstma<, iVA we weave
A liai>))y luver wJio has comc
All,! all is wt;l), ihry faith and forni'
And was the day of my d-.'hyhi
As 3->riRii'iii« in a d-.-ad man's fac

Hi- near me when my lij:ht Is l.,w
liy niijlit we lingerd on ihe lawn

Calm is the morn withoin a sound
Cnntemplate all this work of Time
Could I have said while he was here
Conld we forget the widow'd hour

IIahk hrmse, !.y wlddi once more I sCi,,
Hear friend, far otT, my lot desire
I>ip down upon the northern shore
l)oors, where my heart was nsed to Iwa
Host thou look hacV on wl,.it liaih U-vn
J 'o we indeed desire i he .lead

Fair .hip, ihat from the Italian shur>-
I rujn art, from nature, from the school"

Hi:ART-AFFi.rKNcr: m (Ii^curs;ve talk
' [0 past

; a 5.)ul of noliler tone
ite tasted love with balfhiri mind

'.

I fer eyes are homes of silent prayer
IIiKh wisdom holds my wisdom less
How fares it with the happy dead ?How many a father have ; seen
How pure at heart and sound in head

I CANNOT love thee as I ought
I cannot see the feature^ ri-ht
I i:limb the hill : from end ?o end .'

. dream'd there would he Spring no more
I envy not in any moods
ir any vague desire should rl-;.'

ITany vision should reveal
T, in thy second stale suhlinie
If one should hring me this report

'.

Jf Sleep and Death Ije truly one

J

f these brief lays, of Sorrow tjorn .

J

iicar the noise about thy keel
i held it tnith, wiih him who sitii^s
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'-»• il.ai il.K was I,ifc-,1,B ,„cV
ivc tliy praises unexpicssd

n those sad words I took farewell
past Ijcside tlie rxiverend walls
it, tlicn, reijrct for !jijn'c[l time

•liall not see il.ee. Ii.irelsay
o liini that rests below

soinelitnesl.oldithalfasin
the day when Jie was Iwra

trust I Jiave not wasted hreatli
vex my lieart with f-.ncies dim .

wage not any fend wiih Deatli .

will not shirt nie from my kind .

't, as a dove vhen tip she sprin;;s "

overs and was my Lord and King

' Moir' than my brothers are to me

'

.My love has talk'dvviJ, rocks and Ire,My oven dim life should leach me this

' N"'i'v fades the last Ions streak ofsnov.

I

Now, sometimes in -ny sorrow slml

!
I'AVS an.l honrs, yo„r work is this

I

Oil, wast ||,„„ with ,„e, .learest, then
O. yet we trust Ihat somehow good
Old warder of ihese l.nried bones .

Old Yew, which graspesl at the stonesO hvnig will that shalt endure
One writes, that ' Other friends remain
On that last night before we went .

O .Sorrow, cruel fellowship
.

O .Sorrow, wilt thou live with me
thou Ihat after toil and storm .

Pe.Acii
; come away ; the song of w,>;

Ritrr. out, wild l^IIs. 10 the wild sky
l^isest thou thus, dim dawn a"ain
Kisesl Ihou thus, dim dawn] again

.SAP) Hesper o'er the buried sun .

Sleep, kinstnan thou to death and Iranct
'.So careful of the type I ' but no .

'

So many w.irlds, so much to do
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