THE MOURNERS

And some are young, and some are very old;
And some are rich, some poor beyond belief;
Yet all are strangely like, set in the mould
Of everlasting grief.

They fill the vast of Heaven, face on face;
And then I see one weeping with the rest,
Whose eyes beseech me for a moment’s space
Oh! eyes I love the best!

Nay, I but dream. The sky is all forlorn,

And there’s the plain of battle writhing red :
God pity them, the women-folk who mourn!
How happy are the dead.




