The whipping wind lashed the water

Shredding the shiny surface of the lake;

Rivers of rain ran down the windows
Of the weather battered house
And the linked trees lining the hilltop

Leant like old men into the face of the storm

The panther wind
Leaps out of the night,
The snake of lightning
Is twisting and white,
The lion of thunder
Roars—and we

Sit still and content
Under a tree—

We have met fate together
And love and pain,
Why should we fear
The wrath of the rain!

Now here, now there, the wild waves sweep,
Whilst we, betwixt them o'er the deep,

In shatter'd tempest-beaten bark,

With laboring ropes are onward driven,
The billows dashing o'er our dark
Upheaved deck—in tatters riven

Our sails—whose yawning rents between
The raging sea and sky are seen.

Loose from their hold our anchors burst,
And then the third, the fatal wave
Comes rolling onward like the first,

And doubles all our toil to save.

The farthest thunder that | heard
Was nearer than the sky,

And rumbles sfill, though torrid noons
Have lain their missiles by.

The lightning that preceded it
Struck no one but myself,

But | would not exchange the bolt
For all the rest of life.
Indebtedness to oxygen

The chemist may repay,

But not the obligation

To electricity.

It founds the homes and decks the
days,

And every clamor bright

Is but the gleam concomitant

Of that waylaying light.

The thought is quiet as a flake, —
A crash without a sound;

How life's reverberation

Its explanation found!

An awful tempest mashed the air,

The clouds were gaunt and few;

A black, as of a spectre's cloak,

Hid heaven and earth from view.

The creatures chuckled on the roofs
And whistled in the air,

And shook their fists and gnashed their teeth.
And swung their frenzied hair.

The morning lit, the birds arose;

The monster's faded eyes

Turned slowly to his native coast,

And peace was Paradise!

The good ship o'er the Ocean

Glides on, while skies are bright,

And rolling waves, right merrily

Propel her homeward flight.

But clouds and angry tempests,

Rush from their prison cell,

The rocky coast frowns dark and dread,
The wintry surges swell.




