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"In moodk like this

I Nature kiM

And with her fondle in the eve

Together we
On land and mm

A HowinK riipturou« poem weave.

4S

ed. ^«

Idelf.

'* The merry maid

For love arrayetl

Conies trippling down the floral way ;

And whether here,

Afar or nea/,

1 «ee or love her every day.

''For the is part

CX that my heart

Deligiita itaelf in all the while

;

And when we meet

A tremor sweet

Is mingled in her loving smile. •

Ol never fear

The wondrous lear,

That gloriotis Nature doth conUin,

Can make thee pine

!

Her truth divine

InstiUs oft tranaitofy pma

^


