N OW the hundred songs are made,
And the pause comes. Loving Heart,
There must be an end to summer,

And the flute be laid aside.

N a day the frost will come,
Walking through the autumn world,
Hushing all the brave endeavour

Of the crickets in the grass.

N a day (Oh, far from now!)
O Earth will hear this voice no more;
For it shall be with thy lover
As with Linus long ago.

HLL the happy songs he wrought
From remembrance soon must fade,
As the wash of silver moonlight

From a purple-dark ravine.
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