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The Monfli of Ripeness

Thou languid August noon.
When ail the siopes are sunny;

W~hen with jocund. dreamy tune,
The bees are la the honey.

When wlth Ilurple flowers,
A-flandng lu the son;

The drowsy hours
Thread, one by 0ne,

The golden pleasaunces.

Then ls heart's muslng tîrne,
Then, of ail the seasons,

Old earth for inward rhyme.
Is full of golden reasons;

Then the ripenlng gourd,
The sun-kissed garden wall,

The purpling hoard,
The flocks that cal]

Ado-"l the distances.

Forgo the saddenlng tear,
Thou nioiith wlthout alloy;

To younger seasons of the year,
Re3lgn the fiag; of joy;

But thon. be what thon art,
Full broodlng to the brini

Of dreams apart,
And purleus drn

0f leafy silences.

-Wilfred Campbell.
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