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ROBINs and bobolinks bubbling and tinkling,
Shore-larks alive there high in the blue,

Level in the sunlight the rye-lîeld twýnk1in
The wind parts the cloud and a staHéýý'ýs through,

Fems at the spring-head curling cool andiender,
Blüodroot in the tangle, violets by the larch,

In the dusky evening the young moon slender,
Glowing like a crocus in the dells of March;

All a world of music, of laughter, and of lightness,
Crushed to a diamond, rounded to a pearl,

Moulded to a flower bell, - canne match the bright-
ness

In the darling beauty of one sweet girl.


