
THE CHILDRENS HOUR
TJ.ey climb ,,p into my tiirivt,

O'er the arms amlbaek of my chair;
«Itrytoesca,,e,theysurmundme;
They seem to I* everywhere.

They almost devonr me with kisses,
Tlie.r arms al«,ut n.c entwine,

T'll r think of the Bishop of Bingen
l"liisMon.se.TowerontheRhineI

Do you think, blne^yed banditti,
Because you h„ve scaled the wall

Such an old mustache as I am
Is not a match for you all I

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down into the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there will I keep you forever,
les, forever and a day,

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin
And moulder in dust away
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