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She lives where all the golden year

Her summer roses blow ;

The dusky children of the sun

Before her come and go.

There haply with her jewelled hands

She smooths her silken gown,

—

No more the homespun lap wherein

I shook the walnuts down.

The wild grapes wait us by the brook,

The brown nuts on the hill,

And still the May-day flowers make sweet

The woods of Follymill.

The lilies blossom in the pond,

The bird builds in the tree,

The dark pines sing on Ramoth hill

The slow song of the sea.

I wonder if she thinks of them,

And how the old time seems,

—

If ever the pines of Ramoth wood
Are sounding in her dreams.

I see her face, I hear her voice ;

Does she remember mine ?

And what to her is now the boy

Who fed her father's kine ?

What cares she that the orioles build

For other eyes than ours,

—

That other hands with nuts are filled,

And other laps with flowers?


