AUTUMN WIND.
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O wind ef gutumn, melancholy wind,
What pain has pierced you, that yom:
; mours &% so?
What loss or yearnming tanght you’ /that’
wild moan
That seb of infinite woe?

Drear wind of shadows and of failing days,
‘What tg.o ﬁi?iﬂ vainly seek, straining afar

‘What hope eludes you, lures you through
the warlds,
. You passmmte, restless wmd?

Is 1.1: some phamtom of imagined good,
A dim, elusive beauty, touched in dream,
A glo'ry howering just beyond your rea.ch
ith shifting, maddering h

O sobbing wind, your sorrow isour own, '
An echo of the grief that you pass by— .

The smnge heart-hunger of 2 thousand

Sonndssm that desolate cry.
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