
IN MEMORIAL. 9XX

On me she bends her blissful eyes

And then on thee ; they meet thy look

And brighten like the star that shook

Betwixt the palms of paradise.

O when her life was yet in bud,

He too foretold the perfect rose.

For thee she grew, for thee she grows

For ever, and as fair as good.

And thou art worthy; full of power;

As gentle; liberal-minded, great,

Consistent ; wearing all that weight

Of learning lightly like a flower.

But now set out : the noon is near,

And I must give away the bride

;

She fears not, or with thee beside

And me behind her, will not fear


