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I'O Flii:i)KniCTON IN I/.l )• 77J/A'.

Tli'm inornin;; full of brcczcH ami pcrfumo—
lirinif'ul ol'iiroiniso of iiiitlsuuiiiicr wcutlior

—

When bccH, and birdu, und I aro glad tu{^cthor,

]kcatliofl fiP tlio full-lonvod c^n;- >u, when soft gloom
Chcfj'iors thy streets, and thy close olnis assumo „
Kuund roof and Hjiiro the ooniblanco of green billows

;

Yet now thy glory is the yellow willows

—

The yellow willows full of bees and bloom.

Tinder their nicaly blossoms black-birds meet,

And robini- pipe amid tlio cedars nighcr
;

'Jhrough the Htilj elms 1 hear the ferry's beat
;

The swallows chirp about the towering spire
;

The whole air pulses with its weight of sweet,

Yet not quite suti^Hed is my desire.

F'lon. May 24//i, 1881.
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THE SLAVE WOMAN.
Shedding cool drops upon the sun-baked clay,

The dripping jar, brimfull, she rests a sp'tec

On thti well's dry white brink, and ! ui !ior face,

Heavy with tears and many a heartsick day,

Down to the water's lip, whciK lips away
A rivulet through the ho', bright square apaeo

;

And lo I^ her brow hati ^ ist ear^'-^iervile trace

—

X J. ni ^sZiti a'ouui TncMliI ii.au-w.yij iiGi '•.ayii'..liu, imi. .j-

Ah desolate one ! Thy fate thou hast forgot
'

A moment
j the dull pain hath left those eyes

Whose yearning pierces time, and space, and tears :

Thou scest what was once, but now is not,

—

liy Niger thy bright homo, thy Paradise,
Un.scathed of flame, and foe, and hostile spears.

June, 1881.
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