MARKED theslow
withdrawalof theyearly
g JOut on the hills the

C :‘6 A 3 -
S /@ / I[ﬂ) hen June was here.

hen, suddeny, afew greyclouds were drawn

dAcross the sky; and all the song was gone,
WAnd all the gold was quick to disappear.
WThat day the sun seemed loth to come again;
#And all day long the low wind spoke of rain,
ar off, beyond the hills; and moaned, like one
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