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FRAGMENTS

From the German of Heine

I.

Death is the night, so cool and free ;

Our life the sultry day ;

Already fades its light for me ;

I am weary of the way.

Above my bed a tree grows near

;

There sings the nightingale ;

She only sings of love ; 1 hear,

Even in my dreams, her tale.

II.

I wept once in my sleep ;
I thought

Thou wast laid within the grave ;

I woke, and that dark dream had brought

Salt tears my cheeks to lave.
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