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A WINDFLOWER.

lietween the roadside and the woolit,

Between the dawnincr and the. dew.

A tin-- flower before t1he sýn,.1

Ephemeral in time, 1 grew.

And there upon the trail of spring,

Not death nor love nor any, name

'Khown among men in all theirjandz

Could blur the wild desire with sharne.

But down my dayspan of the year

The feet of straying winàs came by;

And all my trembling'soul was thrilled

To foilow one lue mountaia crv.


