
And then my heart beat once and broke

To hear thp sweeping rain forebode

Some.-ruin in the April world,

Between, the woodside and the road.

To-night cafi bring no healing now,

The calm of yesternight is*g*one-,

Surely the wind is bùt the'wind.,

A-nd I a broken waif thereon.

BIÀSS CARMAN.

Christmas, 1890.
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