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AN IDYL OF THE MAY.

In the beautiful May weather,
Lapsing soon into June;

On a golden, golden day
Of the green and golden May,

When our hearts were beating tuna
To the coming feet of June,

Walked we in the woods tocrether.

Silver fine
Gleamed the ashIuds throoph the darknemm

of the pine,
And the waters of the stream
Glance and gleain,
Like a silver-footed drearr.

Beckoninog, calling,
Flashing, falling,

Into shadows dun and brown
Slipping dowD,

Cali ing still-Oh hear 1 Oh follow 1
Fouow- -IvIlow 1


