
THE LEGEND OF THE SUGAR GROVE

Then uh they turn away,

To the far hills away.

They chant a mournful strain,

Sinjj once ajjain that name,
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In rude uncouth n>frain,

"(ii-ace,'' free from sullie«l shame;

>\'hen danj;er pressed them luird.

Lest she mijiht be forj^tot,

Their Prophet and their Uard,

Hid this in a loved spot.
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Dear heart, no m<»re the ripplinjr scaur

Shall print thy feet the flowers pluminji:,

As its clear echo wandVing far.

Thy last sweet love-song is illuming.

No more the Autumn trees shall haste

To paint the green woods at thy treading;

Hut the great woods shall fondly waste

To cast fresh colors for thy bedding.
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