W. E. HENLEY.

CLOISTRAL seclusion of the galleried pines

Is mine to-day; these groves are fit for Pan—

O rich with Bacchic frenzy and his wine’s
Atonement for the infinite woe of man!

Is there no God of Vital Art to dwell

Serene, enshrined, incensed, adored of us?

Were not a cemetery His citadel ?

His treasure-house some barred sarcophagus ?
And here his mighty and reverend high-priest
Bade me good cheer, an eager acolyte,

Poured the high wine, unveiled the mystic feast;—
Swooped the plumed anguish of inveterate night;
Devouring torture of insight shot. Night hovered;
Dawn smote. I bowed—O God declare, discovered !



