AN IDYL OF THE MAY.

AN IDYL OF THE MAY.

In the beautiful May weather,
Lapsing soon into June ;
On & golden, golden day
Of the green and golden May,
When our hearts were beating tuns
To the coming feet of June,
Walked we in the woods together.

Silver ﬁﬁe

Gleamed the ash-buds through the darkness
of the pine,
And the waters of the stream
Glance and glean,
Like a silver-footed dream—
Beckoning, calling,
Flashing, falling,
Into shadows dun and brown
Slipping down,
Calling still—Oh hear! Oh follow !
Follow- —tullow |




