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• A tru»ty klmtr ami 

It's origin ami nume
On magic snarers tire*

. In the late o/ eneu. 
When thoughts wander 

> And day forgotten,
I look to ftowers.
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For Umg it sensetf hi* need 
Hut just before he died 

He gone it to a knight 
\' To hatxf it thrown aside,;■ !.'~1!II9H.4 lot of things in life

Deteriorate with age 
Hut when to let them go 

Is kiutwlrthje
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Where ruddy sunset 
Lingers to tinge 
And blend in the wet 
Of morning dew.
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Oh, gentle flower. 
That winds do toss
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hed thing we huge
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Must iSot fgr long abide i 

An asset of a maid
' So futile ii a bride.
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So when the time arrives 
— Let naught at all deter 
Hut throw your best aunty 
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About on pliant stem, ■>
/ would that / were blessed 

Hy Ihe jairies thus,
.And could nod 'neath 

The winds of life:
And when o'er, rise\

/■

r

if

tin
With farr to I hr Itlnr.
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Thought me queer |
U hrZbnnnd on 
HerUlri kn e. The 
Shifte of night 
Wat not meant 
To nick buttercups 'neath,
\ or make the 
Sleepy wild onion—
. Arglromedrs to IhcsEuiries.
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the ('asniopean 
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The rustle of midges:The rustle of midges; 
Am° i*'*"’*on
To tthr ‘ ■ ' -
And the Clinking
Wheels and rails
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mellow moon uhis shining down 
From silvery, starlit skies, *•

II t perfumed breath from a m ust, ic<1 mouth 
Was balm to my aching eyes.

i .
hut 1 love you* dear,9* was all she sai 

[ And I believed as all men do;
I earned too late that I played the f

When the cards were dealt and
i

Ti eg sag they Idve yon, do y at suppose they ($o?
Are they lying, or is it merely funs]

Yi u never find out 'till it's all too late 
And the race has been lost or u*On.

after yoiTve won arc you sure yoh'Uc won? 
Answer that question too; 

ten you know you are her s* and you Hunk 
she's yours 

Are you sure she’s white clean through? j
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YiUi'll always winder and never kiupv 
Though you think for a million ye irf; 
woman is woman, she can't he ch mged 
And the end is alwat/s tears. t I
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