
18 A SPRING SONG.
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Sweet, golden day!
Bring to me now thoughts pure as snowAnd soothe away '

The little hurts of pain and woe!

The robin's madrigal sounds clear,
It floats across the frisky rills-A sudden glory nestles here
Among the cool and throbbing hillsAnd tender blossoms stoop to k!ss
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I walked with Summer up Life's hill.


