
RED FLOWER 0' LIFE
Lwim's vision yet shail win its crowxiing bourl

Yet, Flower o' crimson bloom!1
It took the cycle of the changing year

To bring thee from the mould;
Grey days and gold

Went to thy velviet's making;
Rlot sun, and cold,
The hours of drifting rain,

Yet found the utmost gain,
When, from the calyx gloom

Flazned the rich flower.

Why doubt the unconscious aima-tbe ultimate goal?
Red Flower o' rny life's heart?

Sheathed in the bud-to open as a star-
The May's white ecstasy
Shail live in thee--

Thougli ler "wf feet have passed,
And thouglita of bies to be
In 8umxnerss lumber song

Poured lier sweet aisies along-
Facli rapture but a part

0f one great whole.

Thougli died the regal autuznn's vine-crow»ed hour!
Red Flower o' my life's bloom-

Gold leaves-ripe fruit-and uxnderneath, dea4 dreas-
Thou shait bring hack the goli,
The dreames of old,

The winter's loveliness,
fier fallen stars a-cold,
The purity aglow

0f the deep drifted snow-
Life's memories from the toinb)

0! Life's IRed Flowert


