
ND what is so rare as a day in june?

Then, if ever, corne perfect ciays;

Then IHeaven tries the earth- if it be in tune,

Andi over it softly her warrn ear lays:-

WhA1-ether we looli., or whether we listen,i

We hear life murmur, or see it glist-en;

Every cloci fe]s a stir of rnight,

An instinct within it that raaches anci towers,

Ai-ic, gr-aspirng blinAly above it, for light,

Clirnbs to a soul ini grass andi flowers.
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