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THE REAPING.

She stood breeast-highl ainid the ripenied corn,
One rare Septeiber mnorn,
Whien o'er the fields ir, swithls of duskèdgoi
Mie rich shieaves rolled.
Thie great wvhite Sun swept upward thro' the sky,
And the wvide inorning smiled
Whien poised on high
Unseen a Iarkz piped joyously and wild.
I watchied hier cross the ridge's brown incline
'\Vith lissome, eager tread,
The cglcaiiiincr robes and a grreat jar of w'ine
Poised on lier hiead
Burnt withi the colors of tiie ear3y sky.
XVhen she drew nighI
And froin fAie wine.jar poured a brimining cup
And] held it up,
1 looked upon lier face, and iii lier eyes
Saw a niew hieaven risc:
And a new inusie w'oke upon lier lips,

rIThe la.rk's eclipse.-
No more thc carols of the wind I hieard,
«Nor any bird;
But withi lier speech alonie Mie worl wa filled,
TPill mny soul shiook and thrilled.
Like soine new suin :she rose upon my sighlt
And it wvas lighit;
And by lier glcanm I saw thie ancient world
Like a Inew planlet whirled.
The wvhile I diritk, bier soul.s stroîîg Nviine
.Briinied over zill its grates and flooded mine
Till eachi teînpestuous vein
Beat out a joy as inad aLs any pain.
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