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Thrice blessed hours of guileless youth, 
Thrice happy Arthur in thy dreams ;

I would my heart like thine in truth
Could slake its thirst at such sweet streams !

But see ! far up the southern sky 
The crystal-faced full moon climbs, 

I must away—Good-bye—Good-bye !
God bless the home amid the limes !
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SONGS OF THE PINES.


