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Thrice welcome, darling- of tlie Spring!

Even yet thon art to me

s No Bird, but an invisible thini,'.

A voice, a mystery;

The same whom in my scluwlboy days

I listened to ; that Cry

Which made me look a thousand ways

ao In bush, and tree, and sky.

To seek thee did I often rove

Throu^^h woods and on the L,'reen ;

And thou wert still a hope, a Kne;

Still longed for, never seen.

«5 And 1 can listen to thee yet

;

Can lie upon the plain

And listen, till 1 do bej^et

That i^olden time af,^ain.

O blessed Bird! the earth we pace

30 Aj^ain appears to be

An unsubstantial, faery place;

That is fit home for Thee!

THE GREEN LINNET

Beneath these fruit-tree boughs that shed

Their snow-white blossoms on m) head,

With brightest sunshine round me spread

Of spring's unclouded weather.

In this sequestered nook how sweet

To sit upon my orchard-seat!

And birds and flowers once more to greet,

My last year's friends togetlier.


