
LIFE'S FLOW.

1 the soft-lit vale,

«il eyes and ciimplcii stream,

:
tlifDu^h the mcaclow-laiu],

thr()u<^h an early dream ;

iioddinj,'^ all along

harmed vale of sonfj,

broadened river runs

J seaward on and on,

by the harvest-field,

he fire of noon-day drawn

firm the reapers* steel

rife for love and weal.
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Westward 'neath the setting sun,

Where the biinks are open wide

Lisp the waters peacefully,

Where the tide is meeting title.

And from hollow -sounding shore

Lauflward echoes—evermore.

I*'ails the song of singing-bird

As the latest murmur stills :

l"'all the shad«)ws tenderlj-,

While athwart the brtxMling hills.

Like sweet mem'ries of the past

Fade the glor\-beams at last.
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