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EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON

rou that ache so much to be sublimes

And you thatfeed yourselves with-your descent,
What comes of all Joug yistons and your fears? —
Pocts and kings ar slerks of Time,
~same dull webs of didsqutent,

Reuben Bright (%1%)

Because he was a butcher and thereby

Did earn an honest living (and did right),

I would not have you think that Reuben Bright
Was any more a brute than you or I

For when they told him that his wife must die,

He stared at them, and shook with grief and fright,
And cried like a great baby half that night,

And made the women cry to see him cry.

- And after she was dead, and he had paid

The singers and the sexton and the rest,
He packed a lot of things that she had made
Most mournfully away in an old chest

“Of hers, and put some chopped-up cedar boughs

In with them, and tore down the slaughter-house.

—for a beacon bri

To rift this chanpsless gli of dead gray;
To spirit back the Musselong astray, '
And flush Parnassuswith anewer light;

i ight

vanish in irrevocable night.
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