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In level places, and so dull appears^

Runs with a swifter current as it nears

The gloomy mills of Death.

And now, like the magician's scroll,

That in the owner's keeping shrinks

With every wish he speaks or thinks.

Till the last wish consumes the whole,

The table dwindles, and again

I see the two alone remain.

The crown of star'- is broken in parts ;

Its jewels, brighter than the day,

Have one by one been stolen away
To shine in other homes and hearts.

One is a wanderer now afar

In Ceylon or in Zanzibar,

Or sunny regions of Cathay ;

And one is in the boisterous camp
Mid clink of arms and horses' tramp,

And battle's terrible array.

I see the patient mother read.

With aching heart, of wrecks that float

Disabled on those seas remote.

Or of some great heroic deed

On battlefields, where thousands bleed

To lift one hero into fame.

Anxious she bends her graceful head

Above these chronicles of pain,

And tren'bles with a secret dread

Lest there among the drowned or slain

She find the one beloved name.


