Last Mountain Valley

Softly the shadows of prairie-land wheat Hark ! from the east comes a ravishin e
Ripple and riot adown to her feet; Sweeter was never in nightingale's throat
Murmurs all nature with Silence of centuries thrills to g
Fragrance of summer a Singing their silence awaiti .
H ears while the centuries slig Low, yet it swells to the heave b
Ch « ppy is laid on her lip Child lips have called the wild meadow la Home
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