
Till on a day with -sweet coarse bread
Alid wille She ';L1Yý' him,

Then in a cool and narrow bed
To ý%Iiniber lays him.

SO we are, liers: and. fellovs mine
Of ffin -,tnd feather,

By sliady wood and shadowy brine,
When cames the weather

For migrants to be inoving oui,
By loqt indentare
You tiock ind gather and are ,roue
The ()Id adventure 9

1 t,) 1 have iny unwritten date,,
My gipsy presacre

And on the brink of fall I wait
The darkling message.

The sign, îrom prying eyes icoticealed,
Is yet how flagrant '

révyged-robin in the field,CD f
A -4inple vagrant.


