
The Green Sheaf

A  P R A Y E R  T O  T H E  LO R D S 

O F D R E A M .

A l l , things have conspired against me 

To J ill my heart with unrest.

L et me hide the world from  remembrance 

To dream were surely best,

For the warring o f flesh and spirit 

Can only be drowned in dreams.

0  Lords of the Silver Shadow,

Be tender with my dreams,

Lest even my dreams should conspire 

To f i l l  my heart with unrest.

Cecil French.


