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/ Imtd Ihrr onct, .4 ttkit, long ago.

1I.()\KU tliw, Attlij«, in the long uno.
When the great oUnndin wen in Moiier
In the broad herdrd ineadowi full of lun.

And we would often at the fall of duak
Wander togi'thrr by the silver ttreani,
When the loft grB«ri-head« were all wit with dtw
And purple nii»ted in the fading light.
Anil joy I knew and sorrow at thy voire,
And tlie niperb niagnificenee of love,

—

Tho lonclineu that nadileni lolitudr,
And the iweet ipcech that makes it durable.

—

The hitter longing and the keen desire.
The sweet companionship through quii-t days
In the slow ample beauty of the worlil.

And the unutterable glad reliase
Within the temple of the holy night.
O Atthis, how I loved thee long ago
In tliat fair perished summer by the tea.

/f

Tht monnhat let, and thf PUiadei ; it it midnig}', Ihr
lime u going by, and I tleep atone.

0^«'CE you lay upon my bosom,
Wliile the long blue-silver moonlight
Walked the plain, with that pure passion

All your own.

Now the moon is gone, the Pleindot
Gone, the dead of night is going.
Slips the hotir, and on my bed
I lie alone.

SOFTLY the first step of twilight
Falls on the darkening dial.

One by one kindle the lights

In Mitvlene.


