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THE HERITAGE OF SONG
43



Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary eyes,
How questioneth the soul that other soul,—

The inner sense which neither cheats nor lies,
But self exposes unto self, a scroll

Full writ with all life’s acts unwise or wise,
In characters indelible and known;

So, trembling with the shock of sad surprise,
The soul doth view its awful self alone,

Ere sleep comes down to soothe the weary eyes.


Ere sleep comes down to seal the weary eyes,
The last dear sleep whose soft embrace is balm,

And whom sad sorrow teaches us to prize
For kissing all our passions into calm,

Ah, then, no more we heed the sad world’s cries,
Or seek to probe th’ eternal mystery,

Or fret our souls at long-withheld replies,
At glooms through which our visions cannot see,

Ere sleep comes down to seal the weary eyes.





 









LIFE




A crust of bread and a corner to sleep in,

A minute to smile and an hour to weep in,

A pint of joy to a peck of trouble,

And never a laugh but the moans come double;
And that is life!


A crust and a corner that love makes precious,

With the smile to warm and the tears to refresh us;

And joy seems sweeter when cares come after,

And a moan is the finest of foils for laughter:
And that is life!
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