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'VE heard the birds a-singing

Fron> out the maple bower;

Ie heard the bees a-hummring

~ On bright and tempting flewer;

Vve heard the breezes sighing

By tree and forest streani,

The littie wavelets prattie

]3eneath the dancing beani

B3ut nowv the joyous songsters

Have Idft the naked trees;

And frorn the flowers faded

Have gone the busy bees;

'l'le grass is chilled and withered,

The sky is duli and grey;

Where Beauty siniled ber swveetest

Is seated sad Decay.

Mad winds have vaiiquished zephyrs,

And tom the little wave;

The Surnmer's radiant beauty

Is laid within its grave.

Mas, 'tis ail departed,

And grieves my heart die while;

And Sorrow's tears have started

And blotted Pleasure's mrile.
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