O granite hills, go down in blue!

And like green clouds in opal calms,
You anchored islands of the main,

Float up your loom of feathery palms!

For deep within your dales, where lies
A valiant earthlmg stark and dumb,
This savage undiscerning heart
Is with the silent chiefs who come

To mourn their kin and bear him gifts,—
Who kiss his hand, and take their place,

This last night he receives his friends,
The journey-wonder on his face.

He ¢ was not born for age.” Ah no,
For everlasting youth is his

Part of the lyric of the earth
With sprmg and leaf and blade he is.




