THE ISLE

AND i=sLEs ARE SEES AMND

Where prond o stnlna’s loesdly, sullen tids

wwilwe anhd Linle letweer te rock-rihibed
alj dve
And inbes are sewn gmid the river wide

That badd the graves of warnors gote befor
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T

mear Uhose lonely nlands of the dead.

the black leasalty wind swept shorw,

Ver anhoemn vears, his name and Ao Ia dnread
The Wiaham Hyed and learnes! wat towr-tanht
No ancenl band had writ, por mose had sing
His fegeads weird, nor his traditions traced
ot when his boa! was palied ashore his tow
Gt lrehyg
And round the fire
plnce
Then be, with meaning pesture. would relate
The wond rous stories that his fathers told

bis children cronched in
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OF THE DEAD

THE RIVER Wipg."

Vbout a far off island, strange and great,
Which all the dead of earth immartal holds

And there they danee and sing and feast all
night
In n|-'.¢-h-lur\u that no mortal soul can know,
And then, with dawn i morning's glimmering
:..‘ll'l_
To torpid death and nothingness they go;
il silent and insensate, thus they sleep,
In graves, with dank and mouldering bones,
And when night's shadows o'er the island creep
They spring to life again, those sleeping ones
He 1old them how that spirits roam the earth,
And round the Indian graveyard lingering
stay,
Or children, demon ke, they watch from birth
Intent to snatch their little soals AWAY,

And swiftly bear them to the other shore
\nd leave the

iriends 10 mourn away theu
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