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A,-FIELD IN WINTER.

The sound and color of the ycar's 1high prime
-The lordly suinier tirne-

O'erpower rny spirit withi their fervid spiendor;
Tfhe tliougylits w'hich they engender

Drowse thro' my heavy sense w'ith langruid feet,
As one, half-drearning, hecars th e surges beat

Upon a hidden shore:
And More and more

The pulsings of its mighitier mneasures fill
The round of space, until
It sucks the thin wvcak breath

Fromn ont my pipe, and strikes meicodious death
Into the feebler thrillincg of my lute,
And in its vaster orchestra miy soul stands mute.

But when dun Autumnn cornes,
And Summer, withi its drumus

Its screaining brasses
And ail theý splendid pagreantry of the day

With flags and streamers passes
Beyond earth's fartest h vergre,
And the sinall stars emel'ge

In the gray year's stili dusk and welconie snow,
Ah, with what joy I gro

Far, far afield, whiere, standing Mid the flakes
My spirit wakes

In the wvide, hiallow silence, and I licar
The subtler voices of the averted year!

When every wvind that stirs
The dry bout or the pine

Is vocal as of heavenly messengers
Chauting their hynrns in voices tremulously fine,
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