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WNIEN AMiARYLLIS TRIPPETII DOWN.

When Amaryllis trippeth dowvn
To mcet me, wvaiting there below,

The oaken stairý of polished brown
Do scemn to wcar a rosy glov,

As if the sight of feet so fair
Werc almost more than oak could bear,

When Amar) lii trippeth down.
When Anmaryllis trippeth dowvn

My browns of file turn into rose,
Care flies thc swishing of her gown

And tap of little satin tocs.
No lot care 1 for Fortune's frown-

A fig for duns and kindrcd %vocs!
1 sec the flowers 'neath the snows

Whcn Amaryllis trippeth down.
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READY FOR. THE CHRISTMVAS PARTY.
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