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SONNET OF DEATH

By EDITH HURLEY

I woke at midnight with a sense of doom

And terror that no reasoning could dispel;
Far off I heard the tolling of a bell,

And felt a horror in the darkened room.

It was as though I rested in a tomb,

Or lay a prisoner in some airless cell.

In trembling squares the pallid moonlight fell,
And eery shadows gathered in the gloom.

An ancient fear possessed my very soul,

And ecrushed my thoughts and took my gasping breath;
In vain I struggled and in vain I cried,

For weary Slumber came, and softly stole

Over my heart, and, as the candle died,

I walked, a stranger, in the Halls of Death.



