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Preambient light—

W aning, lingers long
Ere lost within.

Just, kind, masterful:
Life's sweet constant,
Farewell,
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Land that he loved, that loved him! nevermore
Meadow of thine, smoolh lawn or wild sea-shore,
Gardens of odorous bloom and tremulous fruit,
Or woodlands old, like Druid couches spread,
The master’s feet shall tread.

Deail’s little rift hath rent the foultless lute:

The singer of undying songs is dead,

He hath fared forth, beyond these suns and showers.
For us, the autumn glow, the autumn flame,

And soon the winter silence shall be ours:

Him the eternal spring of fadeless fame

Crowns with no mortal flowers,

He hath returned to regions whence he came,
Him doth the spirit divine

Of universal loveliness reclaim.

All nature is his shrine.

Seek him henceforward in the wind and sea,

In earth’s and air's emotion or repose,

In every star’s august serenity,

And in the rapture of the flaming rose.

There seek him if ye would not seek in vain,
There, in the rhythm and music of the Whole;
Yea, and forever in the human soul

Made stronger and more besuteous by his strain.
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