
LA TER POEVS

Wind of the summer afternoon
Be still; m'y heart is not in tuine

Sweet is thy voice - but vet. but y-et
Of all Vwere sweetest to forcret.

LOTOS.
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Wherefore aïwake so long,
Wide-eved, laden with
Not all battle is life,
Iýut a little resi)ite and J)e-ace
May fold us round as a tleece

'Soft-wo-%,eii for all men's wear,
Sleep then, mindless of strife.-
'Siurnber, dreaniless of wroncy
flearkeu my slumber-songý,

Falling asleep.

Drowsily all noon long
The warni witids rustle the gi-ab;s
Hush'dlv, lUlliD«thv braiu.,
Burthened with murmurs of bees-,

d numberless odours, and ease;
Dream-elouds gather and pass

Of painless renfembrauee of pain;
1-laveued frorD iumour of wroug

1,)**reams are thv slumber-song,
Fallen to sleep.

Fredericton, August, 1881.
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