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PROLOGUE,

Nor only in great cities duells preal crime;

Not where they elash ashore, and break and moan,
Are waters deadliest; and not in rhyme,

Nor ever in words, the decpest heart is shown.

But, lost in silence, fearful things are known

To fomely souls, dumd passions, shoreless seas,

And ke whoe fights with Death meay shrink from these.

Alas ! not all the greenness of the feaves,

Not all their delicate tremble in the air,

Can pluck one siab from a fierce heart that gricves.
The harvest-moon slants on as sordid care

As wears iy heard ont under altic eaves,

And though all round those folded mountaing sfeep,
Think you that sin and keart-break are less deep ¥



Prologue.

You see the shepherd and his ffocks a-field,
Hunger and passion are present there, no less.
Fearful ! when suddendy staris forth vevealed
Man's soud, unneighbored in #5 litdeousness,
Man's darker soul, @ memory lo fossess
Henceforth, by which all nature pales and dies,

As a cify suddendy wan wnder sunsef skics.

And [ have keard bong sinee, and [ have seen,

Wrong that feas sunk Iike fron mto my soul,

That has ealen infe my heéard, fas burned e and been
A pawg and pity past mey own control,

And T have wept fo Think what such things mean,
And I leave said T s0ill not weep alone,

Others shall sorrom and know as 7 have known.

Others shall learn and shudder, and sovromw, and bnow
Wihat shame is &3 Se world Fey will not see,

They cover if up with leawes, they make a show

OF Maypole garlands over, bud there shall be



