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PEACE—AND A DREAM.

At the very first glimpse of the morning light,
E'er the sun streams in thro’ my w :nduv. hnght
['m wp and abont

And down and out

And over the flelds, I make my way,

To oy lofty throne, where T hold sway,

On the erest of the hill neath the groat oak tree,
Where I list to the woice of the murmuring sea,
And the soul of Nature communes with me,

There, every day, from morn till nicht,
With never a one o ispute my right,

I rule my subjoets ag T will,

And they semo and oo, so silent and still,
Yei my thomghts they lead

Al their voice T head,

Az they gnide mwy humble hand and pen,
And shew me the woys and fhe deeds of men.

DMy realm 1s the Kingdom of Thought, you sce,
Where L am alone, and wmust alwiys he,

Alone — alone with the wondrons mnse,

Wha will stir my soul and my heart enthise,
Till it sings 20 happy and lond and long
That T searce can trace its forvont song.

More off my spivid is bnovant and elad,
Tho' T musl eontfess [ om somelimes s,
And losg Lor a laving and eracions (ueen—
Tho™ none at my side is ever seen -

To quiet my moments when il ad case

And with graceln] form my cves to please,
Anid my feot to lead, Like a (rnsting dove,
In the rosy and leagrant paths of Jove,

Whene'er she somes she will weleome be,

Andl will share my thrane, by the munrmmiang sea,
By the erest of the hill ‘neath the great ople troe,
Where the sond of Nature commmnes with e,



