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Rob'd in her verdant vesture cornes she forth,
Regardless of the stern arid threat'ning, north,

Strong in her youthful vigor, fresh and briglit,
As rosy morn
That, newly born,

Bounds froni the armis of ighclt.

Crown'd with an olive-wreath of brightcst grcen,
She issues forth, a bold, triuniphant qucen,

TIrips o'er the lifeless hills and vales alonf-,
Quick'ning the dead
With magic tread,

Chanting her fav'rite song:

Awake, ye siumb'ring founts, ye strearns, awake'
Ye silent woods, your solernn stillness break!

YVe caves and forests dark, beliold, I bring
Xrou life and light
To enid your nigt-

Behold, I bring you Spring!1

Enrich'd with life and strength, she gathers more,
Increasing ber already ample store,

And treasures up ber youth's exuberance,
'rhat rîch fruits rnay,
On harvest day,

Her eodlike charnis enhance.

Thus should we, too, who glory in our youth,
Acquire new virtues, richer grow in truth,

E"xpand our minds, strive perseveringly,
That Iife's ripe field,
In death, may yield

Rare fruits of irnmortality.
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