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II.

All within is dark as nighl

:

In the windowj is nr light
;

Anil no nmrnuir at the door,
So fR'fjuent on its hinge licfore.

III.

CIom; Ihc door, tli. shutters close,
Or thr'o' the windows we shall see
The nakedness rnd v.icancy

or the dark deserted house.

IV.

Come away : no more of mirth
Is here or nierry-making sound.

The house w.is huilded of the eailh,
And shall fall again to ground.'

Come awav
. for Life and Thought I

Here no longer dwell
;

I

l!ut in a city glorious—
A great and di- u lity-have iMught
A ma:!sion in, ,rruptilile.

Would they could have stayed with us I

THE DYI.\G .SWAN.

The plain was grassy, wild and bare,
Wide, Willi, and open to the air.
Which had built up everywhere
An under-roof of doleful gray.

With an inner voice the river ran,
Adown it lioaled a dying swan.

And loudly did lament.
It was the middle of the day.

Ever the weary wind went on.
And took the reed-tops as it went.

Chasing itself at its own wild will,
And far thro' the innrish gieen and

still

The tangled water .:ourses slept.
Shot over with purple, and green, and

yellow.

MI.

The w ild swan's death-hymn took the soul
Of that w.aste jdace with joy
Hidden in sorrow : at lirst to (he ear
The warble was low, and full .and clear

;And no.iting al«nit the under-sky,
Prevailing in weakness, ihe coronach

stole

Sometimes afar, and sometimes anear ;

Hut anon her awful jubilant voice.
With a music strange and manifold,
Flow'd forth on a carol free and bold

;As when a mighty people rejoice
With shawms, and with cymbals, and

harps of gold.
And the tumult of their acclaim is roll'd
| hro' the open gales of the city afar.
To the shepherd who walcheth the even-

ing star

Anil the creeping mosses and clamlierin!!
weeds,

*

And the willow-branches hoar and dank
And the wavy swell of the soiiohinc

reeds,
''

And the wave-worn horns of the echoinc
bank.

And the silvery luarish - flowers thai
throng

The desolale creeks and pools among.
Were floode,! over with eddyiiip song.

I

A HIRCE,

.Some blue peaks in the distance rose I

And while against the cold-white sky, I

Shone out their crowning snows.
jOne » illow over the river wept.

And sho.,k the wave as the winil did si.di !

Above in the wind was the swallow " '

\

Now done thy long day's work :
I' old thy jialms across thy breast
told thine arms, turn to thy rest!

Let them rave.
.Shadows of the silver birk
.Sweep the (;reen that folds thy grave.

Let them rave


