
s,

ne.

ler

THE LOST LAGOON

It is dusk on the Li:>^ Lagn n,
And we two dieamir.j the dusk jway,
Beneath the drift oi a t vv-jight gvv y,

'

Beneath the droHce oi an endiuj. ;ay.
And the curve o' a goldtn moon

It is dark in the Loft Lrgoon,
And gone are t!ie drp.as o^. haunting bi«e.
The grouping guUs .-d t:.t old canoe.
The singing firs, and iJe dusk and—you.
And gone is the golden moon.

I lure of the Lost Lagoon,—
1 dream to-night that my paddle blurs
The purple shade where the seaweed stirs,
I hear the call of the singing firs

In the hush of the golden moon.
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