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Shie passed-as the firat kiss of love..-too soon;
And thro' the harvest noon
fJntil dusk carne again
My sickie rang agaiiisf, the ripened grain
As swords ring on the shield;
And as the dlean swathis broadened down the field
The strong blade sang hier naine,
While lier brighit image carne
And camne agrain until I saNv lier stand
Upon the hligliest circle of the land.
fier liair wvas like the gold of sun-steeped corn,
And on lier head -%vas borne
rTh1e wine-jar, Nwhile Iig-ht grrew witlîin lier eyes
And fell about lier in a shining flood
Which took the air with mnusic as it passed
Until at last
It broadened to the space wherein I stood'
And beat again a tempest tino' iiny blood.
At last the dusk brouglît with it longed-for rest;
In the red west
I sa-%w the sun flarne on the level sheaves,
And kzindie that bright net the spider wveaves.
The last row at the field's sheer side va-s bound
And laid along the ground,
And as I straighitened from, its heavy close,
Like a bricht thoughit suie rose
Against the darkest of the eastern wood,
And swvift to, whiere I stood
Shie crossed the ridged field; iny hand she took,
And o'er lier supple arm she laid the lîook.
Then those clear eyes froin wvhich. ry lighit wvas drawn
At the rathe dawn
Looked iinto mine, aîîd sav thc deathiless glow
Tijeir fires liad kiiîdled, and lier head bent Iowv,
While o'er lier face
The coloî' caime and wvent a brief thouglît's space;
Till with swift words I told
Ail that, ny Ileart did Iîold
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