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A MOOD

When t,n>e» there are the mind and he,^-^^I" «.htude would «»k no other b«..t
^*

^ough warm it beat. ™,po„aive and ii««etW. h.n the doiste™ of the wood', retre^TSolemn and hmhed, I am alone the gueatTtar holy calm to ^d and heart sfS^;
I feel a joy ecstatic and replete
Homeward again do I my footsteps turnAnd lo

!
the meade, before so coldly g«y^carpeted in richest golden flee^^^^'

WluleaUtteviUage windows aer«,ly bun.As slowly down the west the orb of daySinks mtomght. and all my world is p^ace.

THE ISLAND OF COVENHOVEN
Lovely art thou sweet isle of blessed peace

Soft miste and lapping tides float 'ro^d they shoreAnd world's merest and hateful noises cej*
"''

Here from life's burdens do we find releT'The sohtude we crave for evermore
Not that drear waste that human souls abhorButhfe s unnppled cabn, the golden fleeceOf age now done with youths long discontentHow gently time m this Moved spot

'

mo the vale af years, the world forgot,Wth many tranquil joys the while iTt^eenOur sun hke that of day would set serelr


