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Miay listeneà eagerly-while on her cheek
The dimples wvent and came, quick as lier smiles.
Truie ivomanl sile ! who gave the siglis where dite
The old Frenchi tlîorns-the love that went astray-
Thien put the grief aside. Her eyes shone out,
Washied by a tear ; the brighter for th' e,.lipse
0f sorrow, and a love-grief not lier own.
Sile took the profl'ered baud of one she liked;
XVitli Iikind almost loving, sooth to say;
A yoiith wvho wvorshipped lier-as -%vel1 she, knew,
And pleased to think so-for it seemed lier due,
The riglit divine of woman to be loved,
And be lierseif heart free, if so she chose-
Mi8trusting littie how lier strengthi miglit fail
Just at the moment of its least avail !
As there was one who once did 'wilder 1M,
Who wrote the tale-loved hin perhaps-nay more,
Knelt by bis side at the Castalian spring,
And, dipping with both hawds, the water pure,
Gave 1dim to drink of irnmortalty-
And kissed 1dmi into death, of ail beside,
To live witli Iiiiii verse for ever more.

May joined the dancers, iihle a merry tune,
Iu triple time of Iilting airs they loved,
Gieetedhler coming- for where alwere fair
1May was the fairest, with lier tossing hair,
And thousand charmas in motion everywhere.
Her waving robe revealed twvo dainty foot
Liglt as a plover's tripping on the gras-s,
And scarcely touching it, as sile danced throughi
The joyous set and thoen renewed it, too !-
Her dimpled amiles and merry glances cauiglit
Reflections of themselves in every face
That turned to lier, as sile flew gaily past.
And so May danced without a single care,
Until lier thouglit reverted to a scene
Like tliis, lier favourite poot had described,
A happy hour of others' joys, forbid
To him wlio wrote the story-tc -.elieve
The weary niglit thouglits, and forget the pain,
Tho want-the isolation, and the ste'ain
Upon the heartstrings, until one by one
They snapped, and sulent lay the broken harp,
But not the music ; whidh had been set free
To float forever in the heart of May,
And those wlio, like lier, loved the poet's lay.
The girl had in ber heart of hearts, a fount
Perennial, hid frorn eye of garishi day ;
Ideals of love and duty-words of prize
From poets gathered, many, ricli and wise-
And most from him whose book she loved the best;
That old unprinted volume, whence she drew
IDay dreams of fancy, tender, lovely, pure,
Illurned by hope, and warmed by yonthful. fire;
And in them lived the life of lier desire.

Amid the mnead ows aud beside -.he brook
The Iake's loue shore-or by the wvinter fire,
She filled the varied seene with forms she loved
Flowers-trees-cascades, rocks, casties in the air


