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Dun clouds race over the windy sky,
And the woods are black, and the fields are bare,

Far to the northward, wveird and high

Ghost-like the clang of the wviId geese cry,-
BUT THE LION LIES CLOSE IN IIIS LAIR.

The griding ice-floes dip and strain;

We hear the sound ou the %vintry air,

And the fingers of rain on the window pane

Bp».and -ause-and begin again,
BUT THE LION LIES STILL IN HIIS LAIR.

Down fromn the his with invisiblr, feet

Rush the freed brooks over brae-side and glen,
Out of snowv caverns turnultuously fleet,

Down through the valleys rnelodious and sweet,-

AND THE LION SLEEIS ON IN H15 DEN.

In sudden strange silence the fierce winds drown,
The sunset dies in a crirnson flare,

Quenched in the cloud-wvracks gatheriug frowa,

As a fiery ship in the sea goes down,-

AND TUE LION 5TIRS IN II15 LAIR.

And the waking cornes! (-ver forest and moor,

A iwhisper-.a presage of fear and doubt,-

And the strong winds break with a thunderous roar

Into blackness and ruin and wrath on the shore,-

ANI) THE VW1LD MARCIS LION 15 OUT!
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