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IN WOODILAND WAYS

We wandered down a crooked wood-land bt
Where weed and bramble sparselv mtedaced,
A gorgeous Clima pheasant rose e haste

f\.nd set the air oo hire with hus thieht,

|’|'1<' valev quail, dispersing leflt and 1ight
Whirred level winged across o thistled waste,
And [mlv Diana. creseent-shm and chaste,

Snn]cd on us from l}l(' d()(ll’v\\'.i}' (ill lllt' nl‘.'lll,

AI.]! me. My Tove, that was a day ol davs
_(Vhppvd lrom the wlmanac of jm-lnu.\ Time.

l.<') wander mid the sylvan-shaded wavs

\\"I.H‘l‘c orange cups and honev-suckle ¢limb
With Bacchant templers [nwl-;nniny i the mase

And taste the wine of Autumn at ats prme,

Fornest AR IR IR
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WINTER

[ had an image of a land of snows

Of carved and fluted architecture white,

Where fields and streams beneath the chill despite
Of bitter days in gelid suffness froze:

And where amid the sheeted garden close

No blossom nodded in the deadly blight

Of winter's grasp: and shadowed [rom the sight
Were memorices of the hily and the rose.

But here December sunlight flters free

Beside Shoal Bav: and balmy winds do blow:
And sparkling up to us the wanton sea

Paces a stately minuel below:

And in the garden’s burgeonmg ecstasy

Are wall-flowers, and a budding Jacquemmot.

Fomest McGalley
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