
FIRST CROAK

Still though fail 
Singing, keep 
Croaking deep 
Strong and hale !

Flying straight, 
Soon we go 
Where the snow 
Tarries late

Yet the spring 
Is — how sweet ! 
Hark that beat ; 
Goldenwing 1

Good for all 
Faint of heart, 
What a start 
In his call !


