
INDEX OF FIRST UNES.
Pate.

The gentle rain with showers of crystal

drops 56
The old world rang with its cries of wrong 50
The rose that opens all her heart 61

The silver trumpets pealed from Heaven 41

The three lone graves showe green 38
The weird medallions on the carven bed 28
The year is dead 32
These are thy fancies, gentle Melancholy 13

There are ninety and nine j4

They told her, in her darkest hour, of bliss 50
Through the fringed gates of sleep, tb.

Thy friendship like a lovely dream <j3

*Tis Love, Love, Love 2t*

True love is born of Pain 14
angel Pain IS

We acquiesce ir all that is 14
We do not chide sweet Nature, when

her face 54
We nothing know but that we are, and

long 55
We sing a golden land where the rose's

laden bough 47
What trembling hope, what speculative

joy 55
While Earth upon her trembling axis

swings 51

Who has not felt, some still, hot afternoon 1

7

Wind-witches wailing upon the lone sea 23
With hopeless love no longer burning 62

'i.'y

Ye glorious skies and sunsets 29
Young Love had been all day a-fooling 64

71


