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“Atenrly morn it s no harm,

! 2

THE VILLAGE MATD,

Ono onrly morn whon Venus hright,
Hor heitllunt vays displuyod,
And Inndseape shono with listro Hght,
On hill and lowery mend,
Almost in stupid roveris,
In thought T paced the pluins,
Unconscious of romantic seenes,
And elonr torrestrinl straing.

Ono lonely ¢otlugo Ina wood,
‘I'ho dondest seono of all,
Bodeoked with tvy, vordant groon,
And moss-clud quuint old wall,
Tts path was thromgh w sunny glade,
fenonth a tlowery lnwn,
And on it played one lovely maid,
That could the henrtonthral,

1 stood in moditation
.o view that maid so fair,

Ior halr in golden ringlots 1ooss
Hung o’er hor shouldors bave;

As gracofully sho teippod along,
A bonuty most seronoe,

My henrt she won, althongh being young,
'hen scarcely in her toens,

Boroft of explunntion,

With falnt nnd finttering tongue,
I tondorly addrensed hor,

Sho lookad so falr and young,
She turned to mo so gracofally,

With soft melodions spoech,

And gnyvo that toueh (o nuture,

1y blushos on hor ohooks,

L8 4 unh\ly, b madd, this onrly morn

Why do you wallk from fomoy'’

MIdo uuju(”mu aoollng brovso,
1

And while I am nlono,

Tho onrly thrush sings on ench bush,
Tholy notes 8o elonr and free;

With stradns of love U1 walk those grovoes,
And Join their melody,”

o glancos of this comely maid,

Tt did my henrt heguilog
And wishing hoer good morning,
Sho suid with courteons smilo—

CUAroyoun nlrunﬁ:ur in this land?
)

You look so blithe and gay,

T'o come again this way.



