


















Row after row with strict impunity

The headstones yield their names to the element,

The wind whirrs without recollection;

In the riven troughs the splayed leaver

Pile up, of nature the casual sacrament

7;o the seasonal eternity of death;

Then driven by the fierce scrutiny

Of heaven .to their election in the vast breath,

They sough the rumor of mortaiiry.

Autumn is desolation in the plot

Of a thousand acres where these memories grow

From the inexhaustible bodies that are not

Dead, but feed the grass row after rich row.

Think of the autumns that have come and gone! --

Ambitious November with the humors of the year,

With particular real for every slab,

Staining the uncomfortable angel5  that rot

On the slabs, a wing chipped here,  an arm there:

The brute curiosity of an angel’s stare

Turn5 you, like them, IO stone,

Trarr\turm\  the heaving air

I III plunecd to a heavier world below

I’ou  \hift your vz-5pace  blindly

tlca\lng,  turning  llke the blind crab.
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