
THE TRAIL OF THE SERPENT.

While glowing, timorous love now fills each breastAs ye. untouched by Passion's poisoned breatL

WhVh n-^""
""^ ''""'^" ^°"' of thatWh,ch ,s D,vmei but, being human still-

And a 1 the,r pure and happy joy is turnedTo bitter fruus for reaping by and by.

Another round of Time's persistent course,And Spnng aga.n hath decked in gay attireThe forms of Nature fair. Beside a hedgeOf evergreens that skirts the highway broad

10 listen to the songs of love and praiseFrom al the throng of feathered songsters gay,That .„ thetr cover, flit from bough to boughThere stands a^.«MA/form of maiden fairIhe sun has sunk to rest, while in to trackAre sleeping cloudlets bathed in seas of goldAnd Na,„re, hushed in evening's sweet repose'Glides gently into Night's deep dreamless sle!o
Expectantly she stands. Upon her cheek
Fair as .he lily's white, .wo brigh. red spo;sOf fevered though, now burn. Eyes of the blueThat oft at morn the Zenith's dome bepaintsOr looks forth from .he violet's meek gLeAS to .he Sun it turns for wakening life—


