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lière ai Moe Pot wiids ai he w, andthe , acnd the àltreanis

Giadsome and pure ire iliey as the heart of a chUld

List to ile taie they teil-you wiso are underîied

Witli tihe dust of wlist, isen cail Life, witiî tihe mist of its dreains.

Few as the birds thiat are ieft .vhen the Sunimer is gone

Are the tise friends who are truc, are die loves wisici are wvorthy tise naisse:

Thley wcre with us, erstwhile, on tise wvearisorne isighway we camne

They have var.sied like wraiths in tise distansce, and we are adosse.

But, siwcet is tise rest in tise weiconsing lisart ai ihe wood:

'Neath its charss tihe carcs aîsd tihe toils of tise vain worid cease.

Soft is ise voice of tihe wind as it whispers us peace

Is Edcen wc dweli, as we mscs in tihe green solitude.
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