
**Aml did ynn rrnu u riiatin bitdKeV
tio thro* a hdUuw, ttiid itt'iiiit ii ridge?"

Hbt* crictl, And I aitld I htid.

**Whv thulV mil UtundArv flfld," ^nld iihv*

*'And lhHt*« the whi^ut I iiifAtit ymi mw***

And hIaS, 'tWIU I l(M)kMl IHd.

rhfv'rit fftv.u deceivifrfl diui't voii think.
With ihftr nmniiera HtHid, Aiid ituiilMiiinpta phik,

I'heiit* nitiidi* of riirrtl mmkIv,
Yet the month heins wntinieninl June.
I tliink I'll K" nnd vlvw the nimin

Ft-oni eluit tMine country rcMid.

THE KOAD THROUGH THR MAKHH.

AloHK th« lone pAthway that lendi Ihi'ouKh the nmrsh' ^

I ciirelewily wtindered one evening in May i

A greiit crimson hAll. on the wetitern horitnn
Th« sun hung, proclHlining the close cf the day.

From the depths of the dark pooln, nnd up through the
l>ru>nuood,

The golden nmrsh mftHgnldii lifted their headt
And khy little violet fHceswere peeping

From gi>t>en ferny nook', where no foot ever treads.

When the sun brtd detcendrd below the horizon.
And gathering tthttdowk of twilight closed in,

The flif Hies their glittering lanterns all lighted.

And sigr.iilled the frog orchestra to begin.

And then oiu-, -^ evening air rose a trilling.

A croak!) . >nd shrilling, so strident and harsh (ing.

And the soun* "emed so weird, in the dim lonesome gloam-
1 fled up tue piithway that leads fioni the marsh.

DAUPHIN MUD.

I will sing a song of mud
Dduphin luiid:

Does not the very ment,ion
Bring of nieuinrieii a flood?
Memories of mud mo dire.

Which the inuekeut heart, with ire
Would inspire

Of the countless times we've paddled
Or more ciiutiously have waddled

Thrrugh the mire
Thro* the mud. mud, mud, mud

Mud, mud, mud.
Thru' the slimy, sloppy, slippery

Dauphin mud
H


