THE FAR FERT.

Afton Annesley, gone forevar,
Cold to-night are the stars zbtove,
Thet see all besuty,but never, never,

Cne thing sweet sz our woodland love.
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Over our heads ths pines were sighing;
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“Undsr us two thelr nesdles lay.
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Waken things

Pain tho' it wore, let me remember
All thuatl met in the farewell kiss.
Tears and rain of a far November,

gguali now in the silénces!

Aflan Annosley,starlicht only
LIt your way to tha trysting-tres.
Hore I find on the wood-path lonely

Futile dreams of &
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Burmurs 211 —— if the heart could hear
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