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THE LETTER.

EDWARD ROWLAND SILL, INED FERBRUARY
-T.'- -"M?-

I held Ris lefier in my Rand,
And sven while § read

The Lightning flashed across the dand
The word that he wds.dead. -]
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How strange #w Hi iwfqg irmk.
Was Mﬁﬁud&tﬁmjﬂ =
Tﬁa::mﬁhwﬂ ferrely chotcr, 3
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I wondered whai, ;r.gpm.ﬁd.r
mmw:ﬁgfﬁfﬂ, e ST

These neitker death nor fme chall dim,
St this sad thingy must be—
Henceforth [ may nof speak fo him,
Fhough ke can speak fo me/
THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH.
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THE HERMITAGE!
L

b LIFE, < a common, cleanly,
BTN quiet Tife; - R
= Full of gogd- du.ﬁtnsh:p;aand
pute, __‘;, e .- L) I,
New, but with promise of pmspentf,
A well-bred, fair, young - genﬂamﬂ.n!.j'
life,— . ~

What bumm,p,adagultubnughﬂr
eyes, . 5

Anﬂherblunﬂn»hﬂ.u' aﬂd hﬂ‘{:leu.r, r'.iig_-
ing voice, - 3

And break up llfe,asabell .reaL:‘.a
dream ?

Had Love Christ's wrath, and did this
life sell doves

1 California, Bay of San Francisco, 1966




8 The Hermitage
In the world's temple, that Love scourged

it forth

Beyond the gates? Within, the ership-
ers, —

Without, the waste, and the hill- muutr_-,r,
where

The life, with smarting shoulders and
stung heart,

Un];nnwmg thaE the hand which scourged

vz : : :t&:-uld l:m]}

(L'Jmarg fhrth,'h]ind, cqrﬁug, in despair to
die,
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e 'Ei]d World — old, foa, wicked World

-.'_ -_'.__ h{&wﬂn;‘ .' e
Elﬁﬁt.‘f]la Tm&anﬁﬂl 1&:& my soul with
Cothee, U

Thou hast been a hard step-mother unto
me,

Now I at last rebel

Against thy stony eyes and cruel hands.



The Hermitage 9

I will go seek in faroff lands

Some quiet comer, where my years shall
be

Still as the shadow of a brooding bird

That stirs but with her heart-beats. Far,
unheard

May wrangle on the nu{..rhum:m host,

While I will face mj:l.lfe}:thabsdmt

gj}l:l.gt_r' --_.1-1.. ETes
Andfnmert&pmkwhatltwuuiu-ha‘ire

with me, 3

Not of mefnir young Earth, -
The snnn-crwngd, sunny-belted gln!}e
Not of its .5]:1&5 nqr Twﬂxghl’s ]zl.n:p:n
robe, - 2 .

Nmp&arijrd.a'wn -pptdﬂ:eﬂtmttm
birth, I TR

And Autumn’s forest- funerals; not of
storms,

And quiet seas, and clouds' incessant
forms;

Not of the sanctuary of the night,

|ILII.
LS



1o The Hermitage

With its solemnities, nor any sight

And pleasant sound of all the friendly
day :

But I am tired of what we call our lives;

Tired of the endless humming in the
hives, —

Sick of the bitter honey that we eat,

And s.l.-r;k of mmr.‘ﬂg all the shallow
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T2 me acist; andaway
To'the land that guards the dying day,

“Whose burning tear, the Evmﬁng—atar,
I‘Drnps silently to the wave, afar;

= -[Ilﬂhmi where mmqmmet cease

‘]:hemsﬁnnﬂsalmai- hg,hl:'and peace.

thm: mﬁunhg!xt, pnpmd for years un-

told; -

Has drifted down in dust of gold ;

Whose morning splendors, fallen in show-

c13,

Leave ceascless sunrise in the fowers.



