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BUBBLES.

13Y SUSAN COOLIDGE.

E[l! fairy globes of fairy dyes,
Which rise and fail, above,

beneath,
And flutter between earth and skies,

Blown by a baby's laughing breath,
Gree ted with rapturous cries 1

How beautiful and ail too frai1
Your little treasure of delighit;

How quicki-y laughbter turns to -%ail
As vanishes frorn baby's sight

Your rnany-coloured sail.

The little bands are stretelied in vain,
In vain the bine eyes questioningr stare;

The pretty tbing cornes not again-


