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TIRE H1ARMONY 0F LOVE.

A SUMMER MUSING.

\Vhen stretched upon the sweet green grass 1 lie,
And hiear the wind among the rustling leaves,

And looki Up to the azure, glorlous sI-v,
Till of its catin, briglit peace xny heart receives,

The grasses whisper to the bending corn,
The keen-voiced, cricket gossips to the bec;

And, darting throughi the spark-liug dcws, of morn,
The oriole answers to the robili's gice.

'Mid ail the rncrry carols of the birds,
The swveet, soft soands of inseet stir below,

A mouruful unclertone, too vague for words,
Cornes troubling the stili peace with haunting woe.

The sGately swans go circling up the l-ake,
Beneath them fairer swans sereneiy mnove-

Pushed by their suowy breasts the ripples break
Axnong the lilies, miu'm'ring, low of love.

It seems ail Nature hiath an answering speech;
The tiniest fly that lloats is not atone :

Soniewhere there swims in air a mate for each
Humxningy its music in harmonious tone.

Thon why, my heart, this undertone of doubt?
Shall bird and insect find completeil life,

And thou alone, of ail the worid Ieft out,
StUR question with the universe at strife

0 ioneiy heart, set thine own chords in tune
With discord's heart, divinest music jars;

Then learn the secret of Love's charming rune,
And join the anthem of the morning stars.

For thee shall ail creation have a voice,And flowers, and birds, and angels round the Throne,
With thee shail in sweet chorus sing "lRejoice!1

Tnle heart that loveth, noee is alone."


