
Chili' jfancic*.

Two wide, blue eves evaded sleep, tonight,
Two lids that will not fall, disclose the light 
®f merry thoughts. a buss little brain 
3s troubled, and tbcrc comes a rain 

Of eager questions.

The light’s turned oft-3 raise the blind. The shy 
3s rich with million diamond lights, and bigb 
The harvest moon is bung. The fields are bare, 
me laugh and say “Same Earth has cut her hair." 

mcc maid and 3.

J8ut clouds are scolding off the moon to bed 
3n surly haste. There droops a drowsy bead 
fls all the glad shy-glories disappear;
“3t’s darh," the wee maid cries in sudden fear, 

“1has God turned off the stars?"


