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Lonely Lights 
A. H. , H.Y1:-:1,:: 

oftly crutter litt]c tap(:r~ 
In m \. ch • ,r1 ·::,; • attic r om 

'heddi1'.(I" luw a f cblc :himm 'r 
Dying ~lowly in h ,·I m. 

Lon ly w e1 th ' tall w tap 'L 

In the n i rh t f gTuwin o- ·hade ·, 
Lik th do m d ~ottl of th' dreamer 

\\'h n hi: vi .· iun ·lowly fade 

ray-:pnn , i. i n:-, idly w \" n 
In a cloud f mut di ma ·, 

rowd up n m quid- a t{Yilio-ht 
fa dr opinrr autumn cla . 

Oh, I h ar th Yoi c chanting-
In the o-houl-o- rg d ni ht of pain. 

\Yith the \vhirlin1,.; ui th wild wind 
. \nd th· ~ urri ·s )1 th" rain. 

. \ nd the ,·oic ~Olt11 1 rn~ h 
( )j ad ·ad and di ·tant day; 

Lik th • sob Lin in the tr ·c-top 
\\hen th ~umm "'r die · away. 

Ynn ha Ye stn1~ 1·ffled, L· lcnder taper 
\\ .ith th :had ,,:- i th year • 

Y(lu h~ Ye triumph ,c( in y ur weak-

n ' "C 
Ynu ha,· , con 111 ·red in y,rnr l' ar 

T ·ll m . littl • flint-:oulccl tap r 
Er you ka, e me one by n , 

~hall 1, buri d in th' dark 1e :, 
Ex r . e th" ri. ing :--u n: 
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LONELY LIGHTS 
By Abba Hillel Silver 

Softly gutter little taper 
In my cheerlc attic room, 

Shedding low a feeble himmer 
Dying slowly in the gloom. 

Lonely weep the tallow taper 
In the night of growing hades 

Like the doomed out of the dreamer 
When hi vi ion lowly fade . 

Gray- pun vi ion idly woven 
ln a cloud of mute di may. 

Crowd upon me quick as twilight 
Of a drooping autumn day. 

Oh, I hear the voice chanting 
In the ghoul-gorged night of pain 

With the whirling of the wild winds 
And the scurries of the rain. 

And the voice ound like echoes 
Of a dead and di tant day; 

Like the sobbing in the tree-tops 
Whe the summer dies away. 

You have truggled, slender taper , 
With the shadows of the years; 

You have triumphed in your weakness 
You have conquered in your fears. 

Tell me, little flint-souled tapers, 
Ere you leave me one by one, 

ShaH I, buried in the darkness, 
Ever see the rising sun? 

(From The Young Judaean, 
December 1913) 
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