
INTO MY HEART THE WIND MOANS.
Into my heart the wind moans

Into my heart to-night.
Over the chimney sifts the snow,
Over the sky tiie light.

Into my heart the year moans,
Info my heart the dream.

Of the shnveiied world, the iron frostThe manaelcd waste am: stream.

Into my heart the past m.,ans.
And the dead ntun. to-night

;

As over, i.ech.nmey drifts the snowOver the ,^ky the light.

THE sori.'.s REQUEST.
Give me the hills and the woodlands

Give me the wave and the wind, '

Where the doors, eternal, of fancy
Are open forever behind ;_ '

W here the haunting windows of memoryIvnow no curtain or blind.
^

Give me that ^yorld of the spirit,
-No. bounded by custom or stone •-

^\ here he iron grief of the ocean '
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'** ^he only moan ;-

THh^ien'''"'^'^*^^^^^^^^^^^io tno silences; never is flown.

SNOW.

Soft, and white, and pure and tniP ,.nn rBy fie d nnri hill. I . .
"'' J"" I'e,
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Like to the pure and perfect spirit of Greece

When ^u o?th""''
'""^J^^'*^' ^"""'^ '•'i^'e

;

The Maste'r Artist reareth His Parian piles

'^AndT„/*''''»'''°'"°"^''
Attic dream re-bornAnd that rapt art, Athene, of Phidias.


