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A PRELUDE, AND A BIRD'S SONG,

The poet's song, and the bîrcl's,
And the waters' that chant as they run

And the waves' that kiss the beach,
And the wind's-they are but one.

He who may read their words,
And the secret hid in each,
May know the solemn monochords

That breathe in vast still places;
And the voices of myrÏad races,

Shy, and far-off from, man,
That hide in shadow and sun,

And are seen but of 'him who, can.
To him the awful face is shown
Swathed in a eloud wind-blown
Of Him, who from, His secret throne,
In some void, shadowy, and unknown land
Comes forth. to lay His mighty hand
On the sounding organ keys,

That play deep thunder-marches,
Like the rusb and the roax of seas,

And fiR the cavernous arches
Of antique wildernesses hoary,

With a longèresounding roll,
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