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VII.

After a day of cloud and wind and rain

Sometimes the setting sun breaks out again,

And, touching all the darksome woods with

light, .

Smiles on the fields, until they laugh and sing.

Then like a ruby from the horizon's rmg

Drops down into the night.

What see I now ? The night is fair.

The storm of grief, the clouds of care,

The wind, the rain, have passed away ;

The lamps are lit, the fires burn bright.

The house is full of life and light :

It is the Golden Wedding day.

The guests come thronging in once more,

Quick footsteps sound along the floor,

The trooping children crowd the stair.

And in and out and everywhere

Flashes along the corridor

The sunshine of their golden hair.

On the round table in the hall

Another Ariadne's Crown

Out of the sky hath fallen down ;

More than one Monarch of the Moon

Is drumming with his silver spoon ;

The light of love shines over all.

O fortunate, O happy day !

The people sing, the people say.

The ancient bridegroom and the bnde,

Smiling contented and serene


