DISCORD ENDS ; HEART'S-EASE AT LAST. 851

‘a pleasing land of drowsy head, ‘twill be of dreams that
wave hefore our half-closed eyes, and of gay castles in the
clouds that pass forever flashing round our summer sky.' *

Aud the large dark eyes are full of love's warm light,
a8 the ayren voice dies away to & murawr.

THR END
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