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AT HIS FUNERAL 

 

 

 

They bear him to his resting-place - 

In slow procession sweeping by; 

I follow at a stranger's space; 

His kindred they, his sweetheart I. 

Unchanged my gown of garish dye, 

Though sable-sad is their attire; 

But they stand round with griefless eye, 

Whilst my regret consumes like fire! 

 

187-. 
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Upon a poet's page I wrote 
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Of old two letters of her name; 

Part seemed she of the effulgent thought 

Whence that high singer's rapture came. 

- When now I turn the leaf the same 

Immortal light illumes the lay, 

But from the letters of her name 

The radiance has died away! 

 

1869. 

 

 

 


